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Kelly couldn’t wait to pick up Clive at the bus station. He lived in England, and she barely got to see him. Oh, how she wished he’d stay. They even went so far as to call each other husband and wife. Kelly pressed Clive to move with her and the kids in America, but something held him back. It wasn’t another woman but a mass hoarding of records. 

In the beginning, Kelly didn’t mind, but as it became known how many records he collected, she often warned him. “You’re crazy with all the records, hun. One day the devil is going to get you.” 

“Don’t say that. What does the devil want with my collection?” Clive asked.

“Not with your collection but the way you worship it, protect it and love it more than you love anything, even me. It’s called gluttony.”

Clive shook his head. “I know you think I’m crazy, but I couldn’t turn it away. It’s a classic.” Clive rubbed the dust from the record. Kelly exhaled and shook the memory from her mind. The traffic helped.

“God, I hope he’s changed.” Kelly gripped the wheel. Clive promised her he’d change. She loved him but how long could she wait? Kelly pulled up at the side of the station and got out. There he was. His hair salt and pepper hair cut short, and his blue eyes beamed bright. She ran up to him and hugged him as if nothing in the world mattered.

After a few moments, she let him go.

“Glad to see me, huh?” he said in his heavy British accent.

“I sure the hell am.” Kelly wrapped her arm around his waist.

They walked arm and arm to the car. 

“I can’t believe it’s been six months already.” Clive’s gaze went from one store to the next.

“It’s been nine months and three weeks to be exact,” Kelly said, getting into the car.

“Yeah, well I’m here now. How are the kids?”

“Good. They can’t wait to see you.” Kelly sneezed.

Clive rubbed her back. “Are you getting sick, babe?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“No worries. I will take care of everything.”

Kelly smiled. How lucky was she to find such a catch?

When the duo returned to the house, the circus began. The kids jumped up and hugged Clive. He loved every minute of it.

“I think I’m going to lie down for a bit. I’m not feeling good.” Kelly slipped off her shoes and went to her bedroom.

“Your mom doesn’t feel good, huh?”

“Yeah, she’s got a headache and a bad cold,” Randall, her oldest boy said. “It’s good to see you. How long are you going to stay?”

“Just a few weeks, but we’ll do something,” Clive answered.

“Cool,” Randall said.

“I just have to find this shop,” Clive added.

Randall didn’t say anything else. He knew what kind of shop Clive meant. The boy walked away.

Clive walked into the bedroom with an ailing Kelly and crawled into bed.

“I’m glad tomorrow is Sunday. We can have a family day,” Kelly croaked.

“Yeah, babe. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of everything.” 

The next day Kelly awoke to see Clive already dressed. “Where are you going?”

“I’m going to this shop. I saw it on YouTube, and I need to go there. I’ll be back.”

“The devil’s going get you.”

“Oh, stop it with that. I just need to find a few more records.”

Kelly sucked her teeth. “Whatever. I don’t give a fuck anymore. Go.” She pulled the blankets over her head.

Clive left.
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Clive looked down at his map one more time. “I know it’s got to be somewhere on this street,” he mumbled. Clive was supposed to meet his friend so they could check out the cool record shop together. It didn’t matter if his friend came or not. He would find the shop. 

Shoving the map scarp back inside his knapsack, Clive continued down the crowded street. Beeping cars raced down the road, playing chicken with the lights. Occasionally, a disgruntled cab driver would scream profanity along the lines of, “Get the fuck outta the way, ya bum!”

Clive loved the beat of this city. New York, was the place to be. Busy sidewalks were littered with vendors selling day-old hotdogs to unknowing tourists while street hustlers conned them out of their traveling money. Clive shook his head at all the commotion around him. Clive didn’t live in this fast-paced city, but God, he wished he did. 

New York was his kind of place. He laughed upon hearing Kelly’s warning. ‘The devil is gonna get you.’ Clive didn’t believe in the devil. Matter of fact he didn’t believe in a few things. “What harm am I causing?” Clive asked himself as he waited for the light to change. Who cared if the devil was watching him? “I hope you like what you see,” Clive mumbled. Clive loved Kelly but her head was always in the clouds. She believed in everything from aliens to big foot sightings. Kelly even claimed to have seen a ghost or two. Everyone was entitled to a hobby, but the only difference was his hobby turned into his obsession according to Kelly.

Clive couldn’t describe the feeling he felt being surrounded by piles of musty records. He loved the hunt. It gave him life to find something passed over by a novice seeker. 

“Ah, here we are.” Clive stopped in front of a small steel door. He read the blinking neon sign. Record Dreams. “Finally.” Clive pulled open the door and walked in.

Inside the store, he stopped to cast a glance around. “This place is bigger on the inside.” Clive walked to the first shelf. Rows of CDs lined the walls. A sliver of pleasure slid down his spine. 

“Can I help you find anything?” A hunched-over old man wobbled into the main room.

“My friend was supposed to meet me here. Have you seen this guy?” Clive pulled out a picture. “This is my friend Shane.” Clive held the picture for the old man to see.

The shopkeeper squinted. “Can’t say that I have. Sorry. This is a busy place.”

Clive glanced around the empty store. “Yeah, it’s popping in here.” Clive shoved the picture back into his pocket. 

Clive scanned the room from the corner of his eye he thought the shopkeeper’s shadow turned to stare at him.

“The dim light plays with your mind.” The old man tapped his temple with a crooked finger. “What’s your poison?”

“Pardon?” Clive asked. 

“What are you looking for?” He answered in a louder voice.

“I’m looking for some old records.”

“Oh, then you’re in the right place. I’m Andre B. Zelbub. I’m at your service.” Andre bowed gracefully for an old man. “This is my place.”

“Great.” Clive nodded, looking at the storekeeper. Andre’s piercing dark eyes seemed to poke at the inner workings of Clive’s soul.

“Is there anything special you’re looking for today?”

Clive laughed. “I’d say they’re all special. I have a massive collection at home.”

“Oh really?” Andre fiddled with the coffee machine. “It’s massive, huh?”

“Maybe not massive, but it’s decent. Regardless of the size, my girlfriend hates it.”

The shopkeeper stepped back to let him drift past to look at the shelves.

“You married, yet?”

“No, not yet. I love her and the kids but it’s a big leap. Honestly, I don’t know if I’m completely ready.” Clive read the spines of the CD cases. 

“Some people need others to show them the way.”

Clive rubbed his cleft chin. “She doesn’t get it, it’s not only a record it’s a slice of history...music history.” 

“Ah, she doesn’t understand the pull of good music, my friend.”

Clive inched down the wall of CDs; his hands busy searching through the plastic cases. “She understands, I guess, but not when she’s not feeling well. I didn’t want to be confined to that one space. This is a one-time opportunity.” which is why I decided to come here.”

“You left your girlfriend sick in bed?”

“I didn’t mean it that way.” Clive stuttered.

“Hey, I understand. Some things are more important. Women can be fickle.” Andre laughed.

Clive looked over his shoulder at the owner. “Yeah, but the kids are there. She’ll be all right.” Clive stared at the record covers.

Andre clapped his hands. “You’re my kind of guy.”

Clive wiped his dusty hands on his pants. He took a glance at the shop owner. Andre was no longer hunched over. Clive rubbed his eyes. He continued down the wall until he came to an open door leading downstairs. “Where does this go?”
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