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CORPORATE INVASION
TERESITA E. DZIADURA
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Jason is a normal call center worker at a normal call center. You know the type, you've probably worked at them. The type of place you tell yourself you'll be at for six months and then blink and it has been six years. The type of place that takes over your brain and makes you one of the drones.

He hates his boss. He has a friend he relaxes with between calls. He sits near a nice girl named Amanda he's been thinking about asking out. All said, Jason has a stereotypical case of the Call-Center Blues, and he doesn't see it getting better any time soon.

That changes the moment he realizes that his job isn't like every other: it's run my an evil group of alien invaders, infiltrating the human race with body-snatching parasitic organisms that actually are taking over his brain!

Jason must become more than he was in order to stop the threat of invasion to his planet. He thought the company he worked for was unremarkable, but they thought the same of him. They both made a terrible mistake.

Can Jason become what he needs to to save his friends and his world?
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CHAPTER ONE
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A stillness had enveloped Boston in these early hours as Jason made his way to the bus stop. Heavy, rain-filled clouds hung low, muting the sounds of the people just starting their day. 

Once it had been a pleasant walk with a cool spring breeze, the city stirring to life, and the birds singing in the trees. Now, no birdsong greeted him while he ran beneath the green canopy. They were all hiding from the incessant rain. Everything felt heavy and oppressive as he darted into the protection of the shelter. 

“Frigging soaked again,” Jason thought as he huddled in the corner, shaking the water from his arms and trying to avoid the ever-growing puddle. It had been a full week of steady thundershowers and he hadn’t seen the sun in weeks. It felt as if day had turned into night. Streetlights stayed on during the day, briefly dimming each time lightening arched across the sky.  

In addition to the unceasing rain, it was hot like July in Louisiana than April in Massachusetts. The temperatures had started creeping up since the first of the month. The unseasonal weather was so humid that some of the runners had gotten sick and passed out during the already gruelling Boston Marathon. One guy had died of heat stroke. 

On the news the night before, Jason had watched as meteorologists expressed their bafflement by the never-ending rain and heat that seemed to be focused solely on the Boston area. The clouds seemed to be hovering over the city in defiance of jet stream and other weather patterns. 

It wasn’t even 7 am and it was already in the nineties. Boston had become a sauna that was threatening to become a swamp. There were announcements for rivers that were inching towards overflowing their banks and sandbags were being offered for areas that were at risk for flooding. 

Jason glared at the puddle as it made its approach. The puddle grew bigger with each raindrop that fell until it had him cornered in the dilapidated bus shelter which always smelled faintly of old pee. With the heat and dampness, it had begun to smell more like standing inside a urinal and the stench made him gag. His attention wavered as he heard the low drone of his bus speeding down the street. He watched it approach, late as usual, pass his stop and keep on going. He leapt the puddle and almost cleared it. Tepid water splashed up around his legs and soaked his Converse shoes as he ran through the downpour yelling and waving, hoping the driver saw him. With a screech of hydraulic brakes, the bus stopped and the doors opened, but not before Jason was dripping wet. He jumped on, swiped his bus pass and nodded to Ralph, the regular driver, as he headed to the back. 

“Gonna be another great day,” Jason grumbled to himself as he folded his lanky body into one of the seats. He poked his earbuds into his ears, cranked up his music, laid his backpack on his lap, and closed his eyes as pools of water formed at his feet. His dark auburn hair hung limp over his face. Jason’s normal complexion was pale but today he was flushed with his short run in the heat, and it made the light freckles on his face stand out. 

“What utter shit this is.” 

“You got that right, mac,” a raspy voice said. 

Jason opened his eyes to see an odd-looking man staring back at him. Greying black hair in a tangle of unkempt dreads, over a round weathered face. Cool grey eyes peered out from below a pair of bushy eyebrows. A long scraggly beard covered a tie-dyed shirt stained with who knows what, which was tucked into a pair of well-worn camo pants. A backpack sat on the seat next to the man. 

“Beg your pardon?” Jason inquired, pulling the earbuds out. 

“I concur with your assessment that this is utter shit.” 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t realize I’d said that out loud.” 

“It is a Monday after all.” The man smiled, showing off teeth that would give an orthodontist nightmares. “What’s got a young fella like yourself in such a slump?”

Jason swallowed hard and tried not to stare. It was a well-known, unspoken rule of those who ride the bus: don’t talk to strangers. You keep to yourself, hunker down and hope to go unnoticed. Jason had broken that rule, twice now, and he was trapped. “Ummm...” 

The older man just sat there, looking at Jason. Waiting for a reply. 

“I don’t like to complain...” Jason continued. “But...do you catch this bus very often?” 

“I’m on it with you nearly every morning.” 

“Oh. Sorry. I never noticed.” 

The man just laughed. “No offence taken. You fly onto the bus, listening to your music, and hop off in the warehouse district.”   

Jason felt a little creeped out by this but nodded. “Yeah, that’s my morning routine. But doesn’t it piss you off how it’s always late?” 

“I suppose it might if I had someplace to be to. I don’t.” 

“Oh,” Jason said. 

The man shrugged. “It’s better than sittin’ out in the rain all day.” 

“Why’d you do tha—” Jason cut himself off as he looked from the backpack to the man and back again. 

“Yes sir, hobo extraordinaire,” the man said with a nod and a smile. “Name’s Frank, by the way.” 

“Jason. Pleased to meet you.” 

“Likewise, but you haven’t told me why this Monday is so shitty. Ralph’s always late. That’s nothin’ new.” 

“Keep it up, Frank, and you can go back to walkin’,” Ralph called out. 

“I’m sorry, Ralph. I’m the one complaining,” Jason rushed to his new friend’s defence. 

“Don’t worry, Ralph’s not gonna kick me off. No one else will talk to him so he’s stuck with me.” 

Ralph’s reply was a simple disgruntled snort. 

“So, other than Ralph’s lack of punctuality, what’s got you down?” 

He looked at Frank, homeless but still upbeat and happy. Jason had been so upset over things like missing breakfast and sleeping in; when comparing his lot with that of Frank’s, he felt silly. 

He smiled and said, “You know what? Not as much as I thought.” 

“That’s a good outlook to have, young fella.” 

Jason kept his fears of losing his job to himself. A frown slipped over his face as he thought of having to face his weasel of a boss. He’d already been warned twice. He’d been made well aware that management didn’t give a damn about Jason’s excuses regarding his transportation woes. Last time he was written up he’d been told, “That sounds like a you problem. If you need to, catch an earlier bus.” Which would be perfect except this was the earliest bus. 

How’d he ever gotten to this point? Frank stood and moved up to a seat near Ralph as Jason fell silent and adopted a far-away look. 

It was heading towards midnight on a Friday. The bar where Jason worked was crowded with all the regulars; an interesting mix of leather-clad middle-aged bikers and leopard-print-wearing cougars. Tonight, there were a couple of new bodies that had shown up. They didn’t seem to mind that the place smelled of stale beer and reeked of loneliness. 

Jason looked around at his handiwork. He’d spent all afternoon preparing for tomorrow night’s Fourth of July party and barbeque. Banners hung from the ceiling, a large flag decorated one wall, and the candles cast little star patterns onto the tables from the red, white, and blue holders. 

“It’s gonna have to do,” he said with a shrug. He just hoped they lasted out the night.   

Jason began humming along to Willie Nelson’s “Help Me Make It Through the Night” playing on the jukebox as he turned back to cleaning glasses and topping off the bowls of nuts. 

“That’s my theme song,” Jason thought. 

He was dead tired. He hadn’t slept in over twenty-four hours after working the night before, classes all afternoon and then back to work tonight. He gave the bottles of whiskey that lined the shelves a quick wistful look. All he wanted to do was lay down in bed with a drink, some take-out, and Netflix for just one night. “After finals,” he kept promising himself.    

“Help Me Make It Through the Night” had finished and “Blue Eyes Crying in the Rain” came on. 

“Jesus, Duke? Don’t you listen to anyone but Willie?” Jason didn’t hate country, but he was to the point that he probably knew more of the words to Willie’s, Waylon’s, and Johnny’s songs than they did. 

“Ain’t nobody but Willie,” Duke said as he racked up another set on the pool table for him and his husband, Bear. Duke and Bear were a couple of regulars and the unofficial bouncers for Wanderer’s Roadhouse. They were big men with long shaggy beards, and they lived in leather and denim. They were the owner’s best friends and Jason had standing orders that the couple could drink and eat for free, but they never did. 

Jason started singing along with Willie, “In the twilight glow I see her, blue eyes cryin’ in the rain. When we kissed goodbye and parted, I knew we’d never meet again.”

As he sang, he moved to the far end near a small sink and counter to cut up limes. The pair he called the Tequila Sisters had arrived and they’d soon be looking for their line-up of shots. He had his back to the crowd but with Duke and Bear on guard he had no concerns. 

He didn’t even so much as look up when he heard the door open, not until all the normal sounds of clinking pool balls and chatter stopped. “What the fuck?” he thought as he looked in the cracked mirror that was behind the bar but gave a full view of the floor. 

Jason’s mouth went dry and everything went sideways. She was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Every eye in the place turned to follow her as she made her way to near where Jason worked and slipped onto a stool. It wasn’t just her looks; it was her presence. Jason figured she couldn’t be more than five feet tall, but she carried herself like a six-foot queen. She owned the space she occupied. 

More than one biker licked his lips as he stared at her. She was either a master at ignoring the unwanted attention or was oblivious to the leering she’d garnered from the patrons. A starving man wouldn’t have looked at a steak as hungrily as these guys were looking at her. Even Duke and Bear were staring. 

Jason dropped his paring knife into the sink and turned to serve her, hoping he wasn’t gawping when she leaned against the bar. His mouth went dry when he tried to speak. 

“Hey,” Jason said. 

She looked up at him inquiringly. Her bright blue eyes made his heart skip a beat, but he hid his interest behind his bartender persona. “What can I getcha?” 

“Whiskey, neat. Please.” 

“Any particular one?” 

“Whatever your top shelf is.” 

Jason laughed. “Here, that would be Jim Beam.” 

Her nose scrunched with distaste. 

“Hmm. Bourbon.” She hesitated. “Any Scotch?”

Jason shook his head. “No ma’am. Just straight American bourbon.” 

“That will be fine but add a little ice to it,” she said with a sigh. 

“You got it.” 

A small smile pulled at the corners of her mouth as she accepted the drink. “Thanks.”   

Jason stood there, feeling awkward, as she looked down in to the amber liquid, swirling it in her glass. Small waves of the bourbon splashed over the ice. She took a sip and closed her eyes, savouring it. “Not too bad,” Jason heard her whisper to the glass. 

He gave himself a shake and stepped to the side a little and picked up one of the glasses to give it a polish. He was still close enough for conversation if she wanted to talk but far enough to not be creepy. While he worked, he continued watching her from the corner of his eye. The soft lights cast her face in a gentle shadow. She was far out of the league of every guy and girl in this bar, himself included. 

Jason desperately wanted to talk to her and hoped she would start a conversation. She looked like she was worried about something and his job was ten percent tending bar and ninety percent therapist, but she remained silent. It wasn’t normal for him to feel this awkward around women, but the words didn’t want to come. He just stood there, polishing that same glass over and over. He was so focused on her that he hadn’t even noticed the background noise returning or the jukebox switching to ZZ Top’s “Legs.” 

“Jase,” a biker sporting a thick black beard yelled from the other end, making Jason almost drop the glass.”Stop staring at her tits and give me a god damned beer.” 

Everyone laughed and Jason flushed bright pink as the woman looked up at him, raising her perfectly sculpted eyebrow. Looking back and forth between the biker and the woman, he stammered, “I wasn’t... I mean I’d never... I mean... Oh fuck it.” Angrily he poured a beer and shoved the glass at the laughing biker. Beer slopped over the rim and the biker tossed a five-dollar bill at Jason. 

“Fuck off, Jack,” Jason said as he grabbed the rag and started scrubbing the bar top, focusing on anything except for her. 

Jack laughed all the harder as he re-joined his friends. 

His humiliation complete, Jason prayed she’d just leave. He didn’t see the small smile crease the corners of her lips as she began to watch him. 

*** 
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“Another whiskey. Please?” said a soft melodic voice. 

Jason had been scrubbing the same spot on the opposite end of the bar from her and hadn’t noticed her moving. His heart stopped. It was her. His face flushed all over again. 

“Sure.” 

He poured the drink and served it without once making eye contact. As he placed the fresh glass in front of her she said, “My name’s Amanda.”

“Jason.” His voice cracked and it came out more of a croak. 

She grinned and his face turned pink for the third time that night, but as their eyes met, time stood still. 

“Hey baby,” a rough voice broke the connection and the two of them looked away, embarrassed. 

Amanda turned and found a middle-aged man sitting next to her. He was an unfortunate looking thing with mousy brown hair that was thinning on top and just a little grey at the temples. His gaunt face was sallow and sported two days worth of stubble. He was wearing a rumpled dress shirt with his beginner’s beer gut hanging over the tops of his jeans. As he talked, he twisted his wedding ring around on his finger.     

“Can I help you?” Amanda asked. 

“My name is Colin. I’m one of Jase’s regulars and I just wanted to ask you a question. Do you drink milk?” 

Amanda looked at Jason, who was glaring at the man. 

“Yeah, I know you. If it were up to me, you’d never set foot in this place again.” Jason thought as he recognized the guy and had no use for him. Colin was married. He was a complete a leech who had trouble understanding the word no from the women he hit on every night. 

“Does your wife know you’re here?” Jason asked. 

Colin glared at Jason. “Angie is staying with her mother. Now fuck off and leave me and this lovely lady to talk.” 

Colin looked Amanda up and down, stopping to stare down her blouse. 

He didn’t seem to understand personal space, but Amanda was not easily intimidated. 

“To answer your question, no, I don’t drink milk. Why would you ask a complete stranger such an odd question?” 

Colin frowned. “You were supposed to say ‘yes.’” 

“Why? I don’t like milk.”

“Because then I’d say, ‘Because it sure did your body good.’” 

“Oh.” Amanda paused with her head tipped to one side. She was looking at Colin with a perplexed expression. “What a bizarre thing to say.” 

Amanda spun her stool, turning her back to Colin and facing the bar top once again. She had just picked up her drink when a hand grabbed her wrist, making her drop her glass. It smashed on the floor beneath her feet. Scowling, she looked from the glass to the hand that was still holding her arm and up into the man’s face. 

“Let go of me.” 

“I just wanted to talk to you.”  

“I do not want to talk to you. You are weird and old.” Amanda sniffed and wrinkled her nose in disgust. “And you smell like a dead skunk.” 

“You bitch,” Colin snarled, his face screwing up in anger. Amanda’s hands were in white-knuckled fists as she faced Colin, chin up and unafraid. 

Colin stared at her in shock. 

“I said, let go of my wrist,” she said coldly. 

Colin’s bluster faded quickly, and his hand slipped from her wrist. 

Jason moved to stand between Amanda and Colin, forcing the other man to step back. “Colin, I think it’s time you went home.” 

“You can’t tell me what to do.” 

“I can and I am. You’re cut off. Now go home.” 

Duke and Bear had appeared beside. 

Jason. Duke reached for Colin while Bear stood there with his arms crossed over his chest.   

“Jason’s right. You’ve had more than enough to drink tonight,” Duke said, taking him by the back of the shirt, all but lifting him from the ground. His feet tapped the ground as he tried to stand on his own as Duke escorted him to the doors. 

“We’ll have a chat with the owner about your continued patronage,” Bear said as they chucked the man out the door and tossed his jacket and briefcase behind him. 

Duke snorted disgustedly. 

“Accountants.” 

“Sorry about that,” Jason said as he started cleaning up the broken glass. 

“It’s not your fault. I’m learning it comes with the territory of being female.” 

There was silence while he finished sweeping and mopping. He stepped behind the bar and said: “I’ll get you a fresh bourbon. A double, on the house.” 

“Thanks.” Amanda accepted the drink and took a sip. “What time are you off?” 

“Huh?” Jason was caught completely off guard. 

She smiled even wider. “What time do you finish work?” 

“Umm, when we close. Two am.”

“I think I’ll hang around until then. If that’s okay with you?” 

“Sure?” he said. 

“Thanks. We can grab a coffee and maybe a bite to eat once you’re done.” 

Jason was flummoxed. “Kay,” was all he said. 

She didn’t say another word to him until Jason announced last call and Jack yelled back, “Hurry up, boys, and drink ‘em down. Jase wants to get laid tonight.” 

Jason flushed again while Amanda looked confused. Their reactions made the crowd laugh all the harder. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Dinner ended up being burgers and fries from Del’s Diner, a twenty-four-hour greasy spoon not far from Jason’s apartment. It was small, and while it wasn’t in an old rail car, the diner looked like it had stepped straight out of a 1950’s sitcom, long and narrow with booths along one window-lined wall, complete with black and white tiled floor. Worn dark blue vinyl bench seats paired with tables made of faded blue linoleum and trimmed with polished chrome sat across from a bar lined with stools. “Love Me Tender” played on the speakers. It always smelled of fresh coffee and pie and other baked goods that were proudly displayed in cases along the bar. 

Jason held the door for Amanda and as he stepped inside, he took a deep breath and sighed. Coming here after work always made him relax. 

It was one of his favourite places in Boston. It felt like home, cozy and warm. 

“Hey, Jase,” the waitress called when he appeared from behind Amanda. “Who’s yer friend?” 

“Oh hey, Marge. This is Amanda.” 

“Well, welcome to Del’s. Finest pie in Boston.” 

Amanda smiled and inhaled deeply. “I believe that.” 

“You a friend of Jason?” Marge said with a grin and a wink. 

Amanda smiled back, “A friend. Hopefully.” Her eyes flicked briefly towards Jason as she spoke and while Jason was oblivious, Marge didn’t miss the look. 

“Ahhh,” was all she said with a nod as she led them to Jason’s regular corner booth by the big picture windows, where he could sit and watch the world outside while he ate, next to the ancient jukebox. With practised efficiency she set the faded blue linoleum table, placing paper placemats in front of them and giving each a set of cutlery. She finished off by placing a plastic covered menu before Amanda, stood up, smoothed her apron and said, “What can I get you folks?” 

Amanda looked puzzled. “Doesn’t Jason get a menu?” 

Marge laughed, “Oh honey, he knows our menu better than I do.” She turned to Jason and continued, “Your usual?” 

“Sure thing,” Jason smiled and looked at Marge. 

“What’s his usual?” 

“That would be the house special. It’s a classic bacon cheeseburger platter, a cola and a piece of cherry pie.” 

“That sounds great. I’ll have one, too.” 

“Gotta warn yah, it’s got chipotle mayo that the cook makes here. It’s got some kick.” 

“I’m okay with kick.”  

“What do you want to drink?” 

“Root beer, please.” 

“Perfect.” Marge turned away and called out “Del? Burn two for the special and a couple of frog sticks.” 

Amanda gave Marge a concerned look as the waitress walked to the soda fountain and poured their drinks. “That isn’t what we ordered.” 

Jason laughed. “It’s diner lingo. It means burger and fries.” 

“Diner lingo?” 

“Yeah. Diners have their own lingo. 

You’ve had to have heard it before.” 

Amanda looked at him blankly and shook her head. 

“How haven’t you heard of it?” Jason laughed. “It’s like verbal shorthand. So, if someone orders two poached eggs on toast, you’d hear the cook call it Adam and Eve on a raft.” 

“Strange. Why do they do that?” 

“Dunno. Seems like it’s always been that way.” 

Amanda looked at Del’s burly figure as he bustled about the kitchen, putting everything together. “So, making up names for things with names already is a diner thing?” 

“I think it’s just a thing people do.” Jason chuckled, “Where are you from that you’ve never heard it?” 

“Ahhh. I’m...” she hesitated. “I’m from Canada.” 

“They have diners in Canada. I’ve been to Halifax, Toronto, and a few other places. They all had diners.” 

“I’m sure not all towns have diners.” Amanda fidgeted. “I’m from a very small town. Not many places to eat out.” 

“That’s too bad. I mean about the not eating out much, not the living in Canada.” Jason laughed awkwardly. “Diners have some of the best food.” 

“Why thank you, darlin’,” Marge interrupted as she placed their drinks before them, two iced tumblers covered in condensation. 

Jason took a sip and shivered from the chill. 

“Thanks, Marge.” 

“You’re welcome. Food will be up soon.” She turned and headed back behind the counter. 

“Well, I guess I’ll find out soon just how good your diner food is.” Amanda inhaled deeply. “I don’t usually eat meat but that smells really good.” 

“No meat? If you’d said, they could have gotten you a veggie burger. They have them.” 

“No. It’s okay. I used to be a vegan, but some things in my life changed.” 

“Nothing bad I hope?” Jason looked concerned. 

“No. Just some changes that caused me to re-evaluate my nutrition.” Amanda shrugged. 

“Cool. As long as you’re happy.” 

She nodded and they lapsed into first date awkward silence. Jason stared out the window, watching the occasional car go by while Amanda swirled the straw around in her drink. After a few minutes of staring at the paper placemats in front of them, Jason broke the silence. “Soooo...” Jason began, “you’re Canadian?” 

Amanda was startled. She’d been lost in her own thoughts. “No. I’m American.” 

“You said you were from Canada.” Jason looked confused. 

“What?” Amanda looked perplexed before responding, “Oh, right. Yes, I’m sorry. I was born in Canada, but my family moved here when I was a teen. I’m an American citizen.” 

“Okay. Gotcha. Canada’s cool. Like I said, I’ve been there a few times. You said you were from up north. Where up north?” 

“You’ll not have heard the name. We don’t even have a dot on Google maps.” 

“Damn, that is remote. What had you guys living in such an isolated area?” 

“My Dad’s a researcher.” Amanda didn’t look at Jason as she spoke. She stared at the paper placement and spun her fork in circles. 

“Your Mom?” 

“She’s an artist. She loved working with the local Indigenous artists.” 

“What did you do?” The conversation was interrupted when Marge showed up and placed the food in front of them. Amanda took this chance to change the topic. 

“Thank you.” She looked up at Marge and smiled, “This smell so good.” 

“You’re welcome, sweetie.”  

“Thanks Marge. Thank Del for us, too.”  

“Will do,” she said as she walked away. 

Amanda took a bite of the burger and grinned, “So gwood.” 

Jason nodded and smiled back. 

For a while they didn’t talk much, just focused on their food. Jason was starved from working all night and wolfed his burger down. 

Amanda matched him bite for bite. 

“So, I’ve told you a little about me. Your turn.” 

“Not much to tell really. I’m from Boston. My folks live just outside of town. I live nearby in a crappy little apartment in Mission Hill. I go to MIT and I work where you met me.” 

“MIT huh?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What are you studying?” 

“I’m doing a computers program. You?” 

“Biology. Genetics. I’m working on my masters.” 

“Wow. You’ve got your BSc already. That’s impressive.” Jason laughed self-deprecatingly. “I feel like a slacker.” 

Amanda smiled at him, her eyes sparkled, and Jason’s heart skipped a beat. “Don’t. I was lucky.” 

“More smarts than luck.” 

“That is luck. I did nothing exceptional to deserve intelligence. I was born like it; to me, that’s luck.” 

“Okay, that’s fair. You won the genetic lottery. But you made the most of it. Not everyone does that.” 

Amanda just shrugged. 

“Anyway, I think it’s impressive.” 

“Thanks.” 

At that moment, like magic, Marge rematerialized beside them holding a tray that bore coffee and pie. She removed their now empty plates and replaced them with dessert, then disappeared again. 

“She’s good,” Amanda said. 

“Yep. Love this place.” 

They chatted as they ate, discussing nothing of importance: funny cat videos, the weird weather and so on. When they’d finished eating Jason walked Amanda home. It was dawn by the time they got there. 

“I had fun,” Jason said. He was feeling awkward again. 

“I did too,” Amanda replied. “Give me your cell.” 

Jason handed it over. “What are you doing?” 

Amanda handed it back to him, screen up. It was open on the contacts app and it read: “Amanda B. 617-555-4319.” 

“Thanks.” Jason was grinning again. 

“Can I have yours?” Amanda returned the smile. 

“Sure.” He took her phone and put his info in. 

After a moment of awkward silence Amanda took a step up on the stairs leading to the brownstone where she lived. “Good night.” 

“Good morning, you mean.” Jason stifled a yawn. 

Amanda laughed; it echoed around the empty street. “Text me?” 

“For sure.” 

With that she disappeared behind the heavy wooden door and Jason headed home. 

It was full daylight by the time he got home and crawled into bed, but he could not sleep. Jason lay there tossing and turning for hours. Whenever he closed his eyes, he saw her face, those eyes a shade of blue like a tropical ocean. 

He replayed the whole evening over and over. Criticized every stupid thing he’d said or done. He rewrote it with a much more suave version of himself, then he’d snort at his own ridiculousness and roll over only to play the scenario out a different way. He kept this up for hours until he finally dozed off, having convinced himself she’d given him a dummy number. 
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