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            GOODBYE CARL, HELLO VLAD!

          

        

      

    

    
      Apparently, the strangest, yet most powerful thing has happened to me, which isn’t saying much. After all, I’m a single, overworked, and under-fucked elementary school teacher. This strange and magical thing wasn’t expected, and I sort of stumbled on it by accident.

      Maybe, I should first explain what led up to this discovery. Let’s just say that because I have a non-existent love life, I’ve decided to spend my summer break doing something new. I decided to write romance stories. Like most women, I love reading romance books that are unabashedly hot. Let’s call it my guilty pleasure. Don’t get me wrong, I read a lot. I get into the brainy essays and the trending book club recommendations. I love the classics as well. Reading has been the single most influential part of my life, but nothing gets the juices flowing quite like a steamy, smoking-hot hero who delivers orgasm after panty-wetting orgasm.

      Some, mostly men, would sneer at the way women consume romance books. I’ve heard men refer to romance books as nothing but pulp. They like to call them bodice rippers, mommy porn, paperback porn, and the like. Women, and a growing number of romance-reading men, would agree with me when I say the romance genre of today is a rich source of good fiction that really draws from so much more. Is it full of erotica? Hell yes! Is it full of feel-good happily ever afters? Sometimes.

      Let’s face it. Women are smart readers. They know what they want and what they need. Maybe some of the nay-sayers, mostly men, could learn a little bit about how to be a real man from a good fictional alpha male. God knows, the male gender seems to be sorely lacking in some of those qualities these days. Hence, we have to get what we need and what we want from fiction.

      To say the least, I’m a book-whore and I follow multiple series and authors. You had better believe, I keep my masturbatory fantasies pretty stocked up with just about anything that could possibly suit my mood. I have a pretty creative imagination that often puts together some exciting ideas. All of my naughty ideas are drawn from the themes of my reading habit. In the past year, I realized that I had developed a true artistic vision, and I pondered what I could do with my creativity. Why not write these stories down? They could someday be bestsellers! Like I said, something strange happened, and that is why I need to keep a diary of what’s going on.

      It all started last fall. I had been casually dating a guy named Carl, a math teacher at the middle school. Don’t get me wrong, he’s a nice guy. He just doesn’t come close to being a shadow of what my book boyfriends are like, and he could never even dream of being the lead hero in anyone’s fictional fantasy, let alone mine. Carl is just too… dare I say, bland. He’s soft, pale, and a little lumpy.

      I have a category for guys that fit this exact description. Marshmallows. Marshmallows have some good qualities, though; they can’t simply be overlooked. They are usually decent guys who are financially stable. They just don’t have what it takes to get the juices flowing, if you know what I mean. Carl never gave me that initial jolt that made me even consider having sex with him. The passion never even smoldered. Hell, who am I kidding? The spark never ignited!

      One Saturday morning, he called and wanted to see if I’d like to go out to dinner and catch a movie. I really tried to ignore him, but he’s a persistent little bugger. I found myself scrambling for ways that I could be tactful about saying, I already had plans. I mean, it was the day that I had been eagerly awaiting for months. I had finished reading the third book in the Shifted Hearts Vampiric Wolf series the day after it was released. This next installment promised to be hot, and I was foaming at the mouth!

      Book four was ready and willing to provide the long-awaited pleasure that I so desperately needed. I was all set. I had bought the perfect mood candles, the bath soaps, and a giant-sized pack of AA batteries. We’re not talking about the family size package, no, no, no... This was the size that the Red Cross orders during extended power outages resulting from catastrophic natural disasters. I hate to admit this, but I even bought the perfect skimpy little negligée to wear after my four-hour bath. Oh hell, I might as well admit it, I had already received a special gift to myself. It arrived in discreet, plain brown packaging. The gift promised to measure up to Vladimir Wolf’s fictional hardened length, every long, thick inch of it. Where was I? Oh yeah. Back to Carl, who couldn’t let go. I finally let it blurt out of my mouth.

      “Carl! I told you that I already have plans. I’m busy tonight.”

      “Doing what, Leigh?”

      “Dammit! I have a date already!”

      “Oh? Really? With who?” Carl said, with a very nasally and sarcastic tone, By the way, and that really just pissed me right the fuck off! We’re talking about my boy Vlad, now. Nobody, and I mean nobody, talks badly about Vlad!

      “You wouldn’t know him, his name is Vladimir, and he’s from Romania.”

      “What? Let me guess, you have a date with another one of your fictional characters. That’s what it sounds like to me. Leigh, why didn’t you just say you didn’t want to see me anymore?”

      “Okay, fine, Carl. I would rather stay at home and masturbate than go out with you!” The stinging words rolled off of my tongue and hung in the atmosphere between cell phone towers like a swarm of angry bees. I clamped my mouth shut as if I could still stop them from getting to Carl, but it was too late.

      I had everything just right. The mood was set, and I slipped into a nice warm bath with my Kindle ready for action. Then it happened. In the second chapter, my beloved Vladimir, my hero, my fantasy love, was dead. Dead! Some low-life werewolves killed my vampire-wolf shifter with a wooden stake wrapped in silver. I screamed in pure agony, “Dead? Dead! No!” I spent the next couple of hours sitting on my bed crying, my tears dropping on my Kindle. Sad, I know. I called my sister in Pittsburgh, who shared my love for Vlad. I needed support, and she sadly couldn’t offer it. All we did was cry over the untimely passing of our beloved Vladimir and make threats against the writer who swiftly brought grief into our lives. All the while, my mood candles pathetically melted away, alone.

      As the weeks went by, I slogged my way through the stages of grief over that damn book. It was a very serious thing for me. I was officially in mourning. I subconsciously chose black to wear to work. Who does that sort of thing? Me, that’s who! It didn’t go unnoticed by the other teachers or even the students at my school. The day I realized that my grief was on full display was when a small voice asked. “Miss Epstein? Did somebody croak or something?” I lost it again. “Croak?” I couldn’t tell the little girl the truth. “Yes, Haley, someone did, in fact, croak. Somebody very dear to me. My boyfriend.” Kids! They are very observant, but they can be such uncouth little mongrels. I felt awful for lying, not because I was lying to a child, no. I only felt awful because I knew that I had just cast out the first of many threads that would eventually be woven into a huge web of deceit.

      That little lie spread through the class like an infestation of head lice. Then the lie reached up from the sticky mass of mucus that is the student body and spread to the teachers’ lounge. Nothing gives the lunchroom coterie of stressed-out teachers the dark and secret joy of morose delectation like good gossip. Like any viral lie, the croaking of Leigh’s boyfriend had grown. It became altered into a story of fantastic proportions. I felt the gravity of the lie when, finally, one of the perky new teachers approached me.

      “Leigh, I just want to tell you that I am very sorry for your loss.”

      I was caught a bit off guard and had to scramble to recover, so I didn’t blow it. “Huh? Oh, thanks.”

      “I lost my great-aunt a few years ago, and it affected me deeply. I just can’t imagine losing my entire family in such a tragedy.”

      I was curious now to know what the hell kind of tragedy had taken out my entire family. I wanted to lead her on, but I wasn’t quite sure how to do it. “Yes. Yes, it was.”

      She handed me a large folded poster board. “One of my students had asked if the entire first-grade class could make a sympathy card for you. I hope you don’t mind the graphic images, but I believe the children should be allowed to freely express their feelings. I think it cultivates their empathy. Don’t you agree? I was just reading a study-”

      My stomach churned at her still-fresh first-year teacher peppiness. She handed me the card that was adorned with a few doodles of what appeared to be bananas flying out of a box. Scattered around were dismembered stick figures with X’s for eyes.

      “Oh my God!” I interrupted her discussion on the relationship between creative expression and empathy with my shock at seeing the grotesque artwork.

      “What is it? I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “Oh… Sorry, it was just unexpected. What exactly does this show? I mean, are those bananas flying through the air?”

      “No, those are fingers, except for those two. Those are severed penises. Oh, and I think those over here are bratwurst. That tiny addition was little Carter’s contribution. Everyone heard how bad it was when the sausage plant exploded, and your family’s car was caught in a giant fireball.”

      I was trying with all my might to keep from vomiting. “Okay, well, tell them how much I appreciate their consoling thoughts.”

      I really wanted to ask her if she was secretly trying to groom the next generation of serial killers. I bit my tongue because more than wanting that question answered, I just wanted her to take her happy ass back to the classroom and leave me the hell alone. A sausage plant explosion was how my one tiny lie ended up? I suppose the gruesome details included a deluge of body parts and ground pork spattering the neighborhood. I imagined the surreal scene with empty sausage casings dangling from car antennas like so many discarded condoms.

      I had no doubt that I had become the most recent fodder for discussion among my peers. I guess it must have been welcome. The other recent gossip included a middle school teacher’s husband, Ron. He taught history at the high school but was forced to make an unexpected exit after the dressing down of his entire class. Apparently, a student questioned whether it was relevant to learn about the French Revolution. He told the entire class they needed to learn it or become a generation of stupid assholes, just like their stupid asshole parents who lived in a town full of assholes, dipshits, and dumbasses. He then went on to recite a list of the worst assholes by name, which happened to include the entire school board. Now, the only time we saw him around school was when he was dropping off something for his wife. If you said hello, he only grumbled, “Asshole,” and turned away.

      In any case, a certain degree of mourning was appropriate. As insane as it may seem to some, any true fan of a good romance series will validate my grief. You really have a tremendous amount of emotional investment with the book boyfriend. Maybe more than you would with the real-life boyfriend. Let’s face it, when you are in the dating scene, you have a built-in level of expected disappointment. How many times have you heard it from your friends? You know, the “disclaimer.” Those usually start out with, “Well, at least he can hold down a job.” “Sure, he’s no Chris Hemsworth, but at least he doesn’t live in his parents’ basement.” And sometimes they get downright desperate. “Well, at least he didn’t have to blow into a tube to start his car.” The worst one I’ve heard someone say about their boyfriend was, “You can barely notice the ankle monitoring bracelet.”

      In the series you are reading, you have an immortal, consistent, and perfect lover. You don’t have to make excuses or apologize for him, like you would with the real-life boyfriend. The book boyfriend fills those empty spaces in your heart that most guys could never reach, and that’s just the emotional side of it. I don’t even want to mention the physical aspects.
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            AN OLD DESK AND A SHOCKING EXPERIENCE

          

        

      

    

    
      I finally shook off my obsessive disappointment with the author and channeled my bitterness into creative energy. I made a decision. I would take matters into my own hands and start to write my own books. Just to have a plan was refreshing. I looked forward to getting started.

      One wintery day over my holiday break, I decided that as long as I had some free time, I would start preparing. Now, everyone knows that a writer has to have a little nook or cave where all of their creative ideas can be put into words. I have a one-bedroom apartment that has whatever space my damn cat allows me to use for myself, which isn’t much. First, I needed a desk. It’s the one thing every writer needs, and I finally found one for free on the local online classifieds. Someone was getting rid of it, and I immediately called the number.

      “Hello?” It was an elderly woman who seemed sweet. I could just imagine the serene grandmother pausing her daily baking of fresh chocolate chip cookies to answer my inquisitive call.

      “Hi, I’m calling about the desk you listed. What can you tell me about it?”

      “It’s a desk, not a job offer.”

      “Okay. What’s it made out of? Is it big or small? Can’t you describe it a little?”

      “It’s small, wooden, and very old, and I want it gone. Do you want it or not?”

      So much for the sweet, serene grandmother.

      Of course, I said yes, and by that afternoon, I stopped by the address. The home was an old, run-down Victorian house in a run-down neighborhood. The desk was sitting out on the porch with a little sign that said FREE. The desk was very small and very old, just as the lady said over the phone. It was made from wood and finished with a dark reddish stain. It was nothing more than four table legs and a square top that lifted open to keep a few things inside. There was a drawer on the underside that pulled out. I guess you could say it is more of an antique secretary’s desk because it was pretty small, at least smaller than I would imagine for an antique desk. Just big enough to use for a writing surface. Perfect for me, because I wouldn’t have to deal with having an argument with my cat over moving her carpeted towers and tunnels.

      I knocked on the door so that I could at least thank the lady, but nobody answered. Maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. I couldn’t imagine the lady being any nicer in person than she was on the phone.

      Once I loaded it into the trunk of my car, I looked back at the house and caught a brief glimpse of someone watching me from an upstairs window. The curtain was yanked quickly closed, and although it was strange to me, I was happy to have found my little desk.

      I made a nice little writing nook in my apartment. I placed the desk in the appropriate spot so that I would be able to look out the window. I imagined myself lost in fantasy, hammering out one best-seller after another. I had fun setting up my workspace with as much inspirational décor as possible. You know, the girly stuff you pick up at any bookstore or gift shop. The sad thing was that’s where it all stayed, untouched until the end of the school year. Well, not exactly. My furry black cat, Luna, decided I had extended her playground by adding a nice little perch under the window. It also provided her with yet another set of scratching posts for sharpening her claws. Still, she scowled at me. My cat scowls. She can be such a bitch!

      Now my summer break had arrived, and I started on my characters. I needed to continue the theme of what I was reading, with a twist. Payback against werewolves. Any aspiring writer will probably tell you the same thing: names are hard to come up with. The werewolf I was writing about needed something, but since nothing came to mind, I just used Harry as a temporary name. It was one that would be easy to go back and change. I would assume most werewolves are somewhat hairy and Harry seemed as good as anything else at the time. I wanted him to fall madly in love with Beatrice, who happens to be the name of the author who killed my beloved Vlad. I had every intention of putting both of those characters through hell, eventually.

      My first evening of writing was going to be fun. My muse, a bottle of chardonnay, plied me with a heavy hand toward the erotic. My fingers tickled my keyboard, and a very naughty story glided across the monitor. It’s one thing to read something titillating and erotic and quite another thing to actually write it. As a writer, you are dead certain that as soon as you explore your kinkiest fantasies in a book, everyone in your life is going to find out that you wrote it. That is exactly the reason for the chardonnay and plenty of it. On that fateful night, the chardonnay won out against my inhibition. When I stopped, I left a chapter of my very erotic paranormal romance story to simmer for a day or two.

      Sunday morning, I woke up to a very disturbing phone call. Any time my mother calls, it is most likely disturbing, but this time it was bad… really bad!

      “Hi, Mom.” I’m sure that I sounded flat and tired.

      “Hello, Leigh. I just wanted to let you know that your father is in the hospital.”

      “Daddy? My God, what happened?” I was instantly thrown into shock. I was really pissed off that my mother called with such news, yet still kept on with her matter-of-fact style. Let me put it this way, I could envision her talking to me. She was a geriatric version of the old-school TV sitcom mom character. She had been a stay-at-home wife all of her life, in a neat little ranch house, on a nice little street in Skokie. She was certainly wearing a neat dress, some gaudy costume jewelry, and taking her glasses off, then on, then off. She did it for effect during a conversation. I thought it was weird that she did it even while on the phone. I could just imagine her pulling off her glasses right after saying my Dad was in the hospital, or as she would call him, my father.

      “He received an electrical shock, which caused him to fall. He ended up with a concussion. They just wanted him to stay overnight to be sure he was fine. He’ll be home today.”

      “Electrocuted? What was he doing?”

      “Well dear, your father asked me if I would like to go out for dinner Saturday night. We went to the restaurant inside the Marriott. Leigh, I don’t know what got into us. We were just not ourselves.” She actually gasped, but it was like she was excited and maybe bragging a little.

      “What do you mean, Mom?”

      “Well, it was very romantic. Before you know it, I kicked my shoes off and I was getting your father aroused with my feet!”

      “Mom! My God, I do not want to know what freaky stuff you and Daddy do!”

      “Well, it isn’t that bad. Your father did the most romantic thing ever. After we were done with our meal, he got a room for us.”

      “Why?” I think I was scowling like my cat at that point. “You guys live maybe fifteen minutes from there. Were you both drunk?”

      “No, he just wanted to have a little change in atmosphere, I guess. I think he was actually role-playing.”

      “What? Role-playing? What the hell was he doing? Are you sure he didn’t have a stroke or something?”

      “Oh no, we went up to the room and he was just wild. Like an animal, and it’s so very unlike him, dear. When we had sex, he howled and said he was going to shift. I suppose that was very odd, but I assumed he meant to say he was going to come.”

      “Oh my God, Mom! Please stop! How can you even tell me these things?” My mind was spinning, and my brain needed to be bleached. This entire story sounded vaguely familiar, but then it became crystal clear. This was just how my fictional characters had behaved in the scene I was writing.

      “Well, he went to get up from the bed, and he knocked over the lamp. He reached to grab it and put his finger right in the broken light socket. He just fell over and flopped around a little.”

      “But, he’s okay though, right?”

      “Yes, he’s fine. As a matter of fact, he was making calls from the hospital this morning. He called the contractors who put the new roof on the garage last month. I guess he wants to let them know how much he appreciated their hard work because he invited them over for a cookout in two weeks. You should really come down and visit for that weekend, Leigh. Those young men are about your age, and I don’t mind telling you that they are in great shape and very attractive.”

      “Mom!” Suddenly, I started to see that there was something strange going on. Not the fact that my Dad decided to throw together a cookout for some roofers, no, this was way too close to what I had written.

      “Mom, let me call you back on that. Are you sure that inviting those guys to a cookout is a good idea? I mean, they are basically strangers.”

      I was getting worried. I hung up and grabbed my laptop from the desk. I looked over what I had completed on my story so far. Harry had taken his one true love, Beatrice, out for an elegant dinner that included nothing less than a foot job.

      “Holy shit!” I yelled to my cat. My horny characters got a luxury room that included, of course, a hot sex scene. Can you see the coincidence here? What did Harry say when he released his hot seed with a violent thrust from his rock-hard shaft into the moist folds of his beloved? He howled and shouted, “I’m shifting.” Which just happened to be at the height of his climax, before he shifted into a werewolf. “Oh shit!” I was a little relieved when I realized I didn’t write anything about Harry getting electrocuted. Then, I saw the sentence. Harry could feel the spark between them, and it electrified his passion.

      “Awe, shit.”

      I had a problem. A big problem. Three werewolf hunters were about to break down the door to the room, chain Harry to a chair with silver, and force him to watch in horror as they completely dominated Beatrice in every forceful way you can imagine. The thing is, the evil Beatrice enjoyed tormenting her poor werewolf.

      Somehow, I had magically made my parents literally reenact the steamy scene from my story, sans werewolf, a complete cuckhold gangbang was about to occur. “Oh my God!” I saw the wild and shameless scene of debauchery flash in my head. I cringed at the thought of my father getting tied up and gagged while watching my mother as she enjoyed being double penetrated by three porn star roofers. After I was done throwing up, I knew this was exactly what would happen at my parents’ little garden party in two weeks, and I had to prevent it. This was all my fault. But how? That is exactly what I am still trying to figure out.
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      Of course, at first, I suspected that someone had gotten to my story. I imagined ninjas dressed in black creeping through my windows. Then I realized that today’s ninjas were hackers. Scratch the stealthy ninjas and bring on the creepy guy living in his parents’ basement. There were probably empty soda cans and depleted bags of pork rinds scattered on the floor like peanut shells at a suburban cowboy steakhouse. That whole theory was impossible since my laptop hadn’t connected to the internet in months. Most likely it had to be the cat, but rather than confront her, I decided I would call on an expert.

      My best friend, and marginally qualified high school English teacher, Kelly, might be able to help me figure this out. Thankfully, she didn’t possess half the fear of my psychotic cat that I did. When I say I’m afraid of my cat, it’s because I have a good reason to be. I often wake up during the night to her growling at me. Some cats purr, some cuddle and knead, mine growls and hisses.

      Kelly came by the apartment, and I was relieved to have someone to talk to about what had happened. After I retold the entire story of my naughty writing and subsequent conversation with my mom, I eagerly awaited her advice.

      “Okay, Leigh, so let me get this straight. You think that everything you wrote somehow wrote the future for what happened to your parents?”

      “I think so, yeah. I don’t know how it happened. I think my cat had something to do with it.”

      “Your cat. Your cat?” She said as her eyebrows arched. “You do realize how ridiculous that sounds, don’t you?”

      “You don’t understand, Kelly. Luna is possessed. Once, when I was out of her treats, I came home without stopping at the store. She knew. She knew I didn’t feel like stopping just for cat treats. She sat there and growled at me all evening. When I tried to pet her that night, she bit me! She actually drew blood! I still have the scar to prove it! I locked my bedroom door that night. And she is always acting very weird, spooky weird.”

      “Well, for now, let’s concentrate on why this happened to your parents and not to some total strangers. Isn’t your Dad’s name Harold?”

      “Ah! Why didn’t I think of that? Yes, my dad’s name is Harold, and Harry was the name of my character. The female character is Beatrice. My mom’s name is Elizabeth, though, so—oh shit! She has always gone by Elizabeth, but that’s her middle name. Her first name is Beatrice. Oh my God, I need a shrink. Ugh! I wrote a paranormal erotica scene starring my parents. I bet a therapist could make a career out of that little issue.”

      “Okay. Take it easy, Leigh. Let’s assume that you stumbled on some magic. So why not put it to the test?”

      “The test? What are you talking about, and how exactly do I put it to the test?” I was bitchy and irritated. I should have realized my parents’ names on my own, but Christ! To me, my parents will always be Mom and Dad, not Beatrice and Harry, even if that’s who they really are!

      “Before you tinker around with your story anymore, try a different story or idea. Do the same process as before, but with a different story and different people. Make sure it’s someone we know, and you have to follow the steps exactly the same as you did before.”

      “That’s a great idea. Who do you have in mind?”

      “Hmm, well, who do you know that deserves to have a fantasy fulfilled?”

      I was quick to answer Kelly, considering that the two of us were perpetually single. “Me and you! But- do you really want to take a leap like that? Experimenting on ourselves? What guys would we choose? What if we end up with complete losers? I know I’m not ready to set up some weird fantasy on myself. What if things go really, really bad? Nope. Not me. I don’t think either of us are ready for something like that until we have a handle on this. Whatever this is.”

      “I’ve got it, Leigh! Okay, so your sister is married. Why don’t you write up a little romantic evening for the two of them? No paranormal, no BDSM, nothing kinky, just a good old-fashioned love scene that ends up with incredible all-night sex. What do you say? I bet it would do them some good.”

      “Sounds safe, but how will we know if it worked out like I wrote it?”

      “Trust me, Leigh, no woman is going to have a night like that and not brag about it. You won’t be able to shut her up! I guarantee you will get a call the next morning.”

      “Ha! This could be fun. Still, I don’t know if it will even work. If it does work, then it means that this whole thing isn’t some strange coincidence and I will have to figure out why it is happening.”

      “Well, you have two weeks to figure it out. I have to run, but I’ll check on you tomorrow. If this works… I’m next on the list. I haven’t gotten laid in so long that I’ve been considering ordering one of those male mannequins with the interchangeable parts.”

      “What the hell are you talking about?”

      “Yeah, they have these foam or plastic mannequins you can order now. They come with interchangeable parts—you know what I mean? You can literally pick your size and hook’em up. Ride’em cowgirl! They even come equipped with a rubber tongue.” Kelly attempted to flick her tongue with an obscene lapping motion that made me wince when I pictured her awkwardly trying to squat over a plastic head with a rubber tongue flailing about.

      “Jesus Christ, Kelly, now you’ve gone too far! Although, if you decide to try the rubber tongue man, you should record it for the next episode of America’s Desperate Videos. You could become an internet sensation. Although, you might lose your job teaching.”

      I would have to file this information away for use at a later date. I might need to get one of those mannequins for myself, now that my fantasies of my dear Vlad had been crushed to bits. Need I even mention how long it’s been since I’ve had sex? I wondered if my hymen could have grown back. Yeah, it’s been that long! “Do they really have ones with animatronic mouth parts?”

      “Who knows? You know, I have my cousin Tim’s wedding reception that I’ve been invited to. It promises to be a complete bore. Although, one of the groomsmen is a doctor, I’ve always had a dirty little doctor-patient fantasy.”

      Kelly’s encouraging words set aside any doubts I had. I set out to create a lovely, yet romantic evening for my dear unsuspecting sister, Sarah, and her utterly boring and predictable husband, Bill. I wrote a nice romantic dinner date that followed up with a throbbing, earth-shattering, and passion-filled night for them. My sister had been married for eight years, and already they had three kids that seemed to be sucking the joy and energy from her, like squalid feral baby vampires.

      Whatever masculinity Bill had started with on their wedding day, had been relinquished at the altar. A career in banking scraped away any remnant of youth and sealed his fate. Sarah’s days were consumed with juggling the myriad needs of two toddlers and a baby. I know she loves them, but I wonder if she ever sees her children carelessly drooling, vomiting, and defecating on the residue of her hopes and dreams. My poor sister and her husband seemed like they were willing, unpaid participants in a chronic fatigue experiment gone dreadfully wrong. If anyone deserved a night of steamy, no-holds-barred passion, it was her and Bill.

      I kept it fun and exciting, trying desperately to think of them solely as fictitious characters. I wanted Bill and Sarah to truly feel the things you can only read about, the normal things that is. It seemed a little weird at first, using their names. I had to separate myself from the idea that this was my sister and her husband I was writing about. The only way to do that was for me to imagine completely different people who just so happened to share the names of Sarah and Bill.

      
        
        Romance and Dinner

      

      

      The dinner was fantastic, but it was nothing compared to the dessert that Sarah had planned for Bill. She had already prepared their bedroom in anticipation of the night’s adventures. Sarah excused herself from the cozy, candlelit dining room and then reappeared on the staircase wearing a sexy black negligée that left little to Bill’s imagination. She aroused him by exposing one leg and running her fingers slowly up the inside of her thigh. She silently motioned for him to approach by beckoning him with her come-hither finger. He was throbbing with excitement and eagerly padded up the stairs after her. He passionately kissed her like he had never done before. Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths, and Bill impulsively picked her up and carried her to the bed. His rock-hard passion wand was burning hot, but he wanted her to enjoy the experience of his tongue sliding across her soft folds and exploring her moist core. He wanted her to finally feel what it would be like to be awash in multiple orgasms while she firmly grasped his hair and pushed his face down to where she wanted him.

      That was all I managed to type. How could I write a spectacular love scene when I, the writer, couldn’t even stay awake long enough to do it? But it had been a long day for me, and I dozed off before I could add any more to it. At three in the morning, I was woken up from my slouched-over position on my desk by Luna’s needle-sharp claws piercing the skin on my leg.

      “God damn cat!” I yelled at her. When she did things like this, I often contemplated returning her to the shelter where I adopted her. Sadly, no matter how much I bitched about Luna, I still loved the little freak. There were those few blissful moments where she was actually affectionate, and that seemed to make it all worth it- most of the time!

      She just stared at me and then walked away into the shadows. I stumbled off to my bed and drifted back into a deep, restful sleep.
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            EARTHQUAKES AND ER VISITS

          

        

      

    

    
      The morning came without incident. That is: no phone calls, no messages, nothing from my sister. I plodded around the kitchen and shook off the cobwebs. I heated up the tea kettle for a cup of tea, and I filled a bowl with my favorite cereal and milk. This was the one time of day that Luna was sweet to me. She jumped up on the counter and brought her whiskers close to the bowl. I took a small bowl of milk and I let Luna lap it up while I ate.

      I watched her as I tore the roof of my mouth open on Captain Crunch. I thought about how cats are such strange pets. With having the complete knowledge that you are about to invite a paranoid schizophrenic creature into your home… to live with you, would you still do it? A cat owner does. How about willingly adopting a creature that the English language can’t even describe in a single word? You know, someone who experiences a dark, satisfying pleasure through maliciously ruining someone’s life and then rejoicing as they witness the other person’s misfortune? The Germans have a word for that evil person, schadenfreude. I have a word too, cat. You can enter the phrase domestic medium-hair into the description.

      I thought about calling Sarah; the suspense was killing me. Did my experiment have any effect? I realized I hadn’t written that much, but from previous conversations with Sarah, I had learned one of the greatest disappointments of her marriage was that Bill was not orally inclined. She remarked that he seemed timid and reluctant to participate in enjoying what she called a “taco dinner.”

      I cringed every damn time she called it a “taco dinner.” Who the hell refers to getting what could be the absolute oral pleasure as a fucking “taco dinner?”

      I knew that from what I wrote, she should have at least been ecstatic about the change that came over Bill. I held off and spent my morning lounging around in the laziest Sunday morning mode possible. By noon, I couldn’t take it any longer, so I called Sarah.

      “Hey, Sarah! So, how’s your weekend so far?” I crossed my fingers and winced, waiting for some great news about Sarah’s glorious, passionate night.

      “Oh, just the same old thing. We finally corralled the little monsters into bed and, for once, we planned to watch a movie, but we both fell asleep.”

      “Really? That’s all? I mean, I’m sorry. I guess being Mom to those little cuties can really take the steam out of a girl.”

      Our conversation digressed into a number of trivial topics before we said goodbye. Once I had ended the call, I sat down and wondered if, in fact, I had drawn too much of a conclusion from my parents’ incident. I’ve done it before. Something similar happened when I was in grade school. Let’s just admit it. Every little girl daydreams at some point about having magic powers. I know I did.

      All kids operate within the doctrine of a primitive belief system, where there is no such thing as a coincidence. A kid gets the hiccups simply because they were sassing their mom, or it was raining because they were sad. Well, I would imagine myself as a long-lost descendant of a Salem witch. Of course, it didn’t matter that I was a descendant of Jewish grandparents who emigrated from Belgium in the 1920s. Kids can overlook tiny details like that with a little use of their imaginations. So, it was with me.

      Nathan Burnside was his name, and he was a habitual thorn in my side. I could never forget that kid. He picked on me relentlessly for no reason. It was what he liked to do for shits and giggles. I imagined that I was able to use my awesome superpowers for revenge against his scruffy little ass. Looking back, I’m sure there must have been a million kids like me. We all fantasized about being able to take down our bully with a simple wiggle of our finger. Then it happened. Nathan was out in front of the school, with his little trolls, pushing, shoving, and berating some poor little boy. From behind a large tree trunk, I wiggled my finger and wished a curse on him. I had no sooner completed my magic spell when a large branch blew down from the tree above him. It caught everyone by surprise, including me.

      The limb came down and nailed Nathan with a direct hit. I confidently marched over to his fallen body while he writhed in pain. It must have been quite a sight, a nine-year-old girl waving her finger at her vanquished bully. I shouted at him, “I’ve got powers! And I’m not afraid to use them!”

      I’m sure I would have been a fresh target for every bully and troll present, but it was hard to argue with the fact that Nathan had his collarbone broken by my mere finger wag. In time, I realized the old tree branch was an accident waiting to happen, and it was quite convenient for it to have hit a target like that little asshole.

      Now, back to the problem at hand. I suppose I could have possibly been making my parents’ electrifying sexual encounter out as something much more than it was. Perhaps, it was just the shock of having my mother actually tell me the intimate details. I was so completely distraught that I thought I heard her say things that matched my story. In other words, I was reading way too much into my own writing. There. Done. I was satisfied that no problem really existed, and it was back to taking out my sexual and emotional frustrations on writing a wonderfully raunchy story. I finally felt absolutely liberated to write freely, even if I never intended to publish a word of it. I found that writing was a good form of therapy for my twisted and warped mind.

      That afternoon, I began to write once again. I imagined a new storyline that would include plenty of hot and heavy sex because I damn sure needed it. I always imagined a “surprise” scene, the kind where the woman meets a super-hot, yet complete stranger. The kind of stranger with thick, dark, yet cropped hair, smoldering eyes, and let’s not forget the beautiful six-pack abs we all fantasize about lazily running our tongues over. The stranger takes complete control and gives the woman everything she could ever want from a lover and more, without her ever having to ask for it. It’s like he knows her innermost thoughts and sexual desires and fulfills them perfectly. Of course, she is more than willing to engage in a little harmless BDSM to achieve her wildest thoughts. I mean, really, who wouldn’t want that? Rock my world... please!

      I should state, just for the record, that even though it sounds fun as hell. It’s not something I would ever do in real life, not in a million years. Yet the thought of the storyline had my mind reeling with excitement. In a world of fantasy, what’s wrong with a little fun and a harmless slutty encounter? Just in case, I avoided using the names of any real people that I knew.

      

      
        
        Clean-up in aisle three

      

      

      George didn’t mind stocking the grocery store shelves at night. The heavier the boxes were, the better of a workout he got. After all, he needed to stay in top shape, as his male modeling career was just about to take off. Few people came in at the late hour and he enjoyed the peace and quiet.

      Brandy was a take-charge girl. Her days were filled with kicking corporate ass and taking boardroom names. She didn’t have time for relationships, but she had her needs. Needs that could easily be taken care of by that stock boy lifting those boxes up over his head. She watched him intently, letting her desire build up. She was a wild cat, a huntress, preparing to take down her prey and devour him. She was still in her business attire and she let her hair loose from its up-do. Her black hair cascaded down over her back in preparation for her move.

      The timing was right. He had stopped to lift his t-shirt up and wipe his forehead. He revealed a rock-hard set of sculpted abs and pecs to the woman at the end of the aisle and he knew it. George wasn’t shy and he often delighted in the way women came into the store and drooled over him. It stoked his already overconfident ego.

      Brandy walked up to him and grabbed his ass with one hand and let her other hand run down his chest. She looked at him as though she were going to eat him alive. When she spoke, her throaty voice came out as more of a growl than the purr she intended. “I don’t want to know your name; I don’t want your number. I just want this.” She grabbed the bulge that was easily visible through his jeans. “Now, get into that back office and fuck me.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” George knew this type of woman, and he had no problem with her direct approach. They walked into the small office that was situated behind the vegetable section. She pushed him back and down onto the desk and immediately unzipped his jeans. She appreciated that his erection was hard, ready, and huge. She pulled his jeans off of him, and then she wasted no time in tossing off her jacket and her skirt. She climbed on top of him and rode him until she was overcome with an earth-shattering orgasm.

      I didn’t think it was too bad, after all, I was just getting started at this. Mostly, it was fun to write. I had no immediate intention of actually using this or any other story for anything more than my own amusement. I added it to the file of steamy snippets along with Sarah and Bill’s mouthwatering romp.

      When I woke up the next day, I was quite relieved at not having to worry about some freaky paranormal activity occurring in my life. It was a huge weight taken off of my shoulders. I relaxed and turned on the local news. During the night a natural gas line had apparently ruptured under the city streets. It centered on the block that housed the local grocery store. The force of the explosion was so violent that it cracked the sidewalks, split the asphalt on the street, and shattered the windows of the grocery store. The station was running news feeds of the witnesses that were caught in the disaster. My attention was diverted by my phone ringing. It was Kelly.

      “Leigh! Did you see the news?”

      “A little something about a gas line explosion down at the Safeway. I sure hope nobody got hurt.”

      “No, I guess everyone is okay. Watch the news. My cousin was in the store when it happened! They interviewed her and some of the others. You watching?”

      “Yeah, I am. It looks like they are just now starting to run the on-site interviews.”

      “There! There she is! That’s my cousin, Brandy!”

      “Brandy?” I sat down on the arm of the couch. I knew this was bad news.

      A disheveled and bewildered woman of about thirty appeared on the screen. She had a Safeway shirt wrapped around her waist, and her blouse was unbuttoned.

      “Why is your cousin half-naked at a grocery store?” I was hoping maybe she was afflicted with some unusual psychological condition that caused her to impulsively strip while picking up some ice cream.

      “Just watch, they ran this earlier. You are not going to believe it.”

      Brandy was seemingly in shock and didn’t respond to the reporter’s nagging questions. A young, well-built man was walking in the background. More like slinking away. He was naked and was keeping his waist covered with a piece of cardboard.

      Kelly was rejoicing in the scene. “Ha ha! I always knew Brandy was a slut. She was fucking that guy when that explosion happened. I just know it. So obvious! I wonder what she’ll have to say-”

      I interrupted Kelly as she gloated over her cousin’s embarrassment. “Kelly, I wrote that. Not the explosion exactly, but I wrote a scene about a woman named Brandy who screws a Safeway worker.”

      “Huh? Why in the hell would you write that? I didn’t even know you knew Brandy.”

      “No! No, I don’t know her. I was just playing around with some writing, and I tried to use names of people that I didn’t know. Damn it!”

      “Don’t feel too bad, Leigh. If you hadn’t written it, she would have been screwing some other stranger. What about the explosion? Why did you blow up the Safeway? I sure hope it wasn’t because they stopped selling your favorite chip dip.”

      “Of course not. But that isn’t a bad idea. I freakin’ loved the old dip. Bastards.” I had to run to my desk and open the story. That was it. I HAD blown up the store. Then I read the words out loud to Kelly. “She was overcome with an earth-shattering orgasm. That’s what I wrote.”

      Kelly gasped audibly through my phone. “Fuck—no wonder she couldn’t talk. Earth-shattering? Really, Leigh?” Then she asked me apprehensively, “Leigh, what other stuff did you write?”

      “Nothing. Well, I wrote something about Sarah and Bill the night before, but apparently nothing happened to them. I asked my sister how her night was, and she said they fell asleep watching a movie.”

      “Well, you’d better check back with them today. Maybe there is a delayed reaction or something to this magic.”

      I wandered around my living room, trying to absorb what had happened. I needed to come to grips with the magic once again. “Damn it!” I yelled, and then I called Sarah. There was no answer, so I left a message for her to call me back as soon as possible. I waited a couple of hours before I tried again. After I left another message, I truly worried. Sarah was always home on Mondays. It was early afternoon when I finally got a call back from her.

      “How’s it going, Sarah? I was getting worried. Usually, I hear back from you pretty quickly.”

      “Oh, well, I had a little medical issue. Everything is fine now, no worries.”

      “Medical issue? You can’t just say that you had some medical issue and not tell your only sister!”

      “Fine, I have to warn you, though, it’s pretty embarrassing.” She sounded shaky and unsure. There was no way in hell that she was not going to tell me what happened. I would drive to her house right this second if I had to, though it would be a pretty long drive, as I lived in Illinois and she lived in Pennsylvania.

      “Spill it!” I demanded.

      “The other day, I decided that Bill and I were way overdue for a nice romantic evening. We really were. I had hoped to set it up for Saturday night, but the kids were little psychos all day, and we were completely worn out. So, I arranged it for last night. Nothing crazy, just a nice dinner and then, you know, a little grown-up time in the bedroom.”

      “Sounds nice!” I tried to sound cheerful, but I was biting my lower lip. I knew she was about to drop the other shoe.

      “It started out great. Awesome in fact. I have to tell you that everything I told you about Bill lacking in oral skills can be dismissed. He was like a professional or something. I’ve never experienced an orgasm by anyone eating my taco before—well, at least not with Bill. It was incredible, Leigh. Multiple times. Over and over.”

      “Woohoo! Congratulations! Happy to hear it!”

      “The thing is, even when he stopped, I didn’t. I was stuck in a full-blown orgasm. We tried everything to get it to stop. He thought maybe I needed more, you know, from him. Let me tell you, he was frickin’ engorged, too. It didn’t matter because I was still stuck on O. And he couldn’t do much of anything because he said his thing was burning.”

      “His thing? Burning?”

      “Yeah, you know, his penis. He had an erection that wouldn’t go away. He couldn’t do anything with it because he said it felt like it was burning inside. While my orgasm was fun at first, it became painful, then it went beyond painful; it was killing me. I’ve had three kids, and this was like the worst contraction, only it didn’t come and go, it just stayed.”

      “Oh my God!”

      “Yeah, well, this went on for almost four hours. I accused him of getting Viagra and spiking my drink with it or something else. We were both in so much pain that neither of us could drive to the emergency room, but we both knew that we needed help. Bill called for an ambulance. Then he called over to the neighbors and asked if they could stay with the kids for a little while. It was so embarrassing. I can’t even begin to explain just how awful it was to have two paramedics here chuckling over my predicament. They couldn’t even touch me. When the guy pulled back the sheet to examine me, or to see if there was anything wrong, he touched me down there. I started screaming. According to Bill, I was completely out of my mind. Apparently, I told them that they should all fuck me and get it over with. He said I was begging for double penetration. Of course, they didn’t. I’m sure that I will be the laughingstock of the entire hospital. I hope I never have any other ailments that send me to the emergency room, because they will likely never forget me or Bill. Not to mention the fact, I would be too embarrassed to show my face there ever again. At this point, Leigh, I would rather die of a heart attack than seek medical attention at the ER. It’s probably on the internet by now, but I’m too afraid to go look.”

      “Oh God, Sarah, I am so sorry. I didn’t– I mean, I would never want to experience something so awful. So, what did they do? How did they fix your, uh, problems?”

      “We got an ambulance ride. Yep. Bill and his fiery cock and me with my painful pussy. What a pair we were coming into the ER! Every doctor and every nurse came in to check us out. Poor Bill was diagnosed with priapism. They took a needle and drained blood from the vessels in his engorged penis. I was sedated with something through an IV. I have no idea. I can’t remember a thing after that. We were both discharged late into the night and had to take a cab home. Ugh, Leigh. It was the worst experience. I am afraid we won’t be having any sort of sex for a long time.”

      “You’re okay now, though. Right? No residual effects?”

      “Yes, we are both okay, just scared to death to start anything sexual now.”

      After the phone call, I was floored. Back to the drawing board, once again. Now, how could I have caused that mess? I scrolled through the half-finished story. Then I saw it. Fuck, Fuck, Fuck! Did I really write that? His rock-hard passion wand was burning hot. That explained Bill’s little problem. Half-finished! I left it half-finished! That’s what happened to Sarah and why she ended up in the ER with an unstoppable orgasm. I had written to the point where she was experiencing an uncontrollable orgasm, and I fell asleep for hours. It was no coincidence. Sarah’s ER visit was directly related to me leaving her fictional self in a state of bliss. I didn’t know whether I should laugh or cry. The thought of my sister ending up at the emergency room because of me writing a sex scene for her was not good, but her begging for all of the EMTs to fuck her and becoming a regular joke at the ER- PRICELESS!
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        White Magic, Safety First!

      

      

      

      Time was running out. I knew for certain that I was able to affect the love lives of just about anyone with my newfound power. I guess you could say, I had become the witch I once daydreamed about, although, I didn’t know how it happened. In a way, it made me feel invincible. If I wanted to let my dark side out, I could really fuck up someone’s day. I’m just not that kind of girl. Really, I do try to have a sense of morals.  Any good woman will tell you, I may be an angel, but fuck with me and the halo is coming off. You can bet your ass the horns are coming out!

      I needed another test. I needed to see if I would have the same effect on something completely nonromantic. If I could succeed at that, then I would be able to easily make adjustments to my parents’ upcoming dinner party. I had to think of something that really couldn’t go wrong. In adherence to the code of all good witches, I wouldn’t use it for my own benefit.

      I started thinking about the people I knew who could use a little boost in their lives. There was Lindsey, I remember she had complained about needing her roof worked on. My friend, Jennifer, hadn’t taken a day off from her job in 30 years. She needed a vacation. Then there was Kim, who had been driving the same piece of junk car since she got her driver’s license. I figured, if I very carefully wrote something for each of them, I could do something really good for all of them. I would just have to write it as a snippet within a story.

      It was time to whip up some white magic. Without a clue as to how any of my magic worked, I sat down at my little antique writing desk and started with my first victim. Poor choice of words, I know. Don’t worry, I’ll explain.

      
        
        A new roof for Lindsey

      

      

      Lindsey looked up and saw yet another tiny but steady cascade of water dripping down from the ceiling in her kitchen. She selected an empty coffee can and set it in place to catch the droplets of water. If this kept happening, she would be out of cans, pans, tubs, and pails. It was a disaster. The problem was the roof on her old house had simply exceeded the life expectancy of the old shingles. Not only were they no longer functional, they made the house look like hell.

      Lindsey was one to always sign up for the promotional giveaways in the stores she went to. It didn’t matter that she never actually won, it was the hope of winning that pushed her along. Today was different. Her phone rang, and when she answered the call, she nearly fainted. The man calling her said she had won the home improvement grand prize from Big Box Home and Garden. The value of the prize was limited to a home improvement project that didn’t exceed $8,000. She was ecstatic. Finally, her efforts of frantically scribbling her personal information down and stuffing it into the overflowing cardboard displays had paid off. They would be sending an estimator to her home that afternoon. How much better could her day have gone?

      Next up was Jennifer and a long overdue vacation.

      

      
        
        Cruising with Jennifer

      

      

      It was more like a parking lot out on the interstate during rush hour, but day after day she dutifully climbed into her car and prepared herself for another ninety minutes of sweltering torture, otherwise known as The Commute. Normally, road rage set in for Jennifer at about twenty minutes into the drive. Today, traffic was at a standstill. Her doctor told her during her fifty-year physical that she needed to find ways to relax. It just wasn’t healthy to get so stressed out over the traffic. The doctor said the stress would take years off her life. Jennifer thought of it as a positive for her. She figured that about another month of this, and she would be all the way back to twenty years old again.

      Jennifer bounced from radio station to radio station until she found something relaxing. Before long, the DJ began to announce the daily trivia contest winners. Jennifer cranked up the volume and intently listened. She had been hoping for months that she would be the lucky one to be selected for the grand prize. It would be heaven, a seven-day all-inclusive Caribbean cruise. The DJ rambled on and on. “Jesus! Would you just tell us who won already?” Jennifer occasionally pressed down on her horn and shouted obscene epithets at poor drivers while she waited for the announcement. Then it came, a grand prize winner had been selected. The catch was that they had to take an immediate cruise, leaving from Houston in just two days. The winner would be announced after the commercial break. “Oh, easy! That’s a piece of cake for me. I’m already in Houston and I am just dying to get out of this boxed-in traffic and boxed-in life.” Traffic finally broke free and she shouted out to the broken-down pickup truck that had been holding everyone up. “Hey, you! With that piece of junk, why don’t ya tie a quarter to it and throw it away, and you can say you lost something! And take yer ugly girlfriend with ya!”

      The woman in the truck shouted back at Jennifer, “Who you calling ugly?”

      Jennifer was a Texan, and by God, she loved every chance she had to use her full repertoire of Southern euphemisms. “You! You’re so ugly, you probably have to slap your feet to get them to go to bed with you! You’re so ugly, you look like you were pulled through a knothole backward! You’re so ugly-”

      “Yeah, yeah, we get it! She’s ugly! Let’s move!” The people in the car behind her shouted.

      Jennifer was still listening to the radio as she made her way forward through the snarled traffic. When the DJ came back on the air, he finally made his announcement. Jennifer screamed with joy as she heard her name called. Finally, Jennifer was going to get out of the box and experience a true awakening! Further down the road, she said to herself, “Well, no lie. That woman was ugly. She looked like she sorts bobcats for a livin’.”

      Not to be forgotten was my third friend, Kim. She not only needed a new car, she deserved one. She worked like mad and got nowhere fast. I really wanted to help her out in any way that I could!

      

      
        
        It’s a Brand-New Car!

      

      

      Kim was ecstatic. She had been waiting for weeks for this day. She had been selected as a contestant on the top-listed TV game show, Fortune Wheel. They were coming to Chicago this week, and Kim was primed. She had been doing crossword puzzles in every spare minute and more. She even woke up an hour early every day to squeeze in more prep time, before the big show.

      When Kim was finally called to the podium, she felt nervous yet confident that she was well prepared to solve every word puzzle that Janna could throw at her. It was ridiculously easy. Every spin of the wheel landed her more cash. She solved every puzzle, leaving her fellow competitors standing there open-mouthed with shock and awe.

      The time had come for the final puzzle and the grand prize. A new car! It was a beauty. Her dream car. A yellow Mustang with black racing stripes, and it was fully loaded with every possible option. Fortune smiled on Kim that day.

      Now, how could anything bad happen? With wonderful, happy stories like these, I was certain that I would have three very happy friends. My phone rang and I cheerfully answered. It was Kelly, she wanted to know if anything had happened with Sarah and Bill. I told her everything that happened with the hot date night that ended up at the ER. Kelly was in full agreement with my new plan to test out some white magic. All I had to do now was to wait for the good news to come rolling in.

      I remembered to ask Kelly about the wedding she attended. I wanted the scoop on the doctor. Inquiring minds needed to know if he was panty-wetting hot, drop-dead gorgeous, or just finger-licking good. “What about that doctor you were hoping to hook up with!”

      “Oh, he got called into the hospital, I guess. The wedding was nice, but as far as meeting anyone, it was a complete failure.”

      I started to hatch a plan. “Oh, that’s too bad. What was the doctor’s name?”

      “Florian. Florian Klempner. I know, the name sounds horrid. I can’t even imagine what somebody with a name like that would be like, but he is a young single doctor, and those don’t come around very often, if at all.”

      “That’s true. Too bad, huh? Well, sorry to hear that.”

      “That’s okay. I have to run, though. I’m supposed to drop off the shoes I borrowed for the wedding. She needs them back today.”

      I knew I had to write one more little story. Very short and sweet. Just to put a spark under Florian’s ass. After we hung up, I went back to my desk.

      

      
        
        Phone call for Kelly!

      

      

      Kelly was wondering how the wedding could have gone had she gotten a chance to meet up with the doctor who couldn’t make it. She thought, perhaps there would be another chance someday. She really didn’t know anything about him. What kind of doctor was he? Was he good-looking? Kelly tried to relax and slouched in her favorite comfortable chair, and tried not to think about it. She had just opened up a hot new romance book and began to read when her phone rang.

      “Hello?”

      “Hi, Kelly? This is Florian, Florian Klempner.”

      “Oh! Hi. You’re the guy who was supposed to be my date for the wedding! How are you?”

      “I’m fine, thanks. I got your number from your cousin. Sorry, but when I’m on the on-call rotation schedule, things get really crazy for me. I hope you don’t mind that I asked your cousin for your number. I just wanted to apologize for skipping out on you.”

      “Oh, don’t worry about it. It’s perfectly understandable. Everyone knows what a huge responsibility it is to be a doctor and all.”

      “Well, I have a question for you. How would you feel about going out on a date? I understand that it’s unexpected and basically a blind date.”

      “I’d love to! What do you have in mind?”
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