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Other Voices

Book 2 in the Small Town Secrets series

Gail Tremont fled New York City for a job teaching theater at the University of Idaho. Now it’s five years later, and she’s up for tenure. She just needs a quiet year, another successful playwright competition of Other Voices, and a successful fall production of the winning script. 

One of the competitors is Jake Abbott, an injured Marine veteran, who earned a spot in the competition with his play Afghanistan. Suddenly nothing about this year is going to be easy.

Four women friends, each with their own trilogy, braided together. They’ve got each other’s backs. And really? There’s little you can’t do if you’ve got friends like that. 

The books are releasing in chronological order (roughly). If you’d prefer to read a trilogy at a time, check out the omnibuses for each woman!
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Chapter 1
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It was Friday night, and if ever Gail Tremont needed a Friday night out with friends it might be this one.

Well, she thought, that probably wasn’t true, but she resolutely refused to think about past horrors. 

Pete’s was a Moscow, Idaho, cowboy bar. It had two pool tables in the center of the room near the entrance. An old dark-wood bar with brass that gleamed — at least it had, once upon a time, maybe 30 years ago — was to your right when you came in. Booths circled around the other three walls. Country-western music played, and there was a small dance floor in the back. Peanuts in the shell on the tables. The four of them had been coming here for years.

Good God, she thought, had it really been years? She ordered another Hunga Dunga Red Rye beer — she admitted freely she drank it for the name as much as the fact it was a local microbrewery — recommended by the bartender. The good thing about bars in a college town was the demand for good beers meant you didn’t have to drink Budweiser even in a dive like this one. She looked in the mirror behind the bar and frowned. Years, she thought, and they showed. She had a flash of the woman she’d been at 22 when she thought she had the world on a leash, and she winced. 

Not much of her visible now. Now she looked like the professor she was, and let’s face it, professors were not renowned for their sartorial abilities. Well, only in the negative, at any rate. Gail took inventory of herself and winced again. Brown hair that needed a trip to the salon, minimal makeup — and really, a bit of mascara and some pink lipstick barely qualified as minimal on a Friday night — and a frown line that was developing on her forehead. She usually laughed it off as a squint line from the sun, but it was definitely a frown line. She was wearing a white shirt loosely tucked into blue jeans that ended at her ankle, because when you were as tall as she was, all pants were ankle pants. Her one gesture to a night out were earrings. She shook her head.

She was 32. Single. Going up for tenure this year, and just the thought of that made her tense up and frown. No wonder she had that damn frown line. And she’d spent the last five years in Idaho, going to Pete’s or places like it on Friday nights with her friends.

Her women friends. When was the last time she’d been on a date? Even longer since the date didn’t end on her doorstep.

She took the beer from the bartender and smiled at him as she said thanks. He nodded. She was a regular. Hank looked out for his regulars — which he defined as people who came in July as well as during the school year. College town bars boomed August through May and languished in June and July.

It was the first week of August. The University of Idaho students were drifting back into town. Apartments were filling up. And so were the bars. Gail leaned against the bar, tucked one boot-clad heel — low-heeled black boots, sensible not fancy ones — over the brass boot rail, and looked out toward the pool tables. 

Marilee Dupont was taking her shot while some tall, thin cowboy egged her on. She was 35, owned her own ranch in the hills of the Palouse, a ranch that had been in her family for generations. She had masses of dark hair, fair skin, blue eyes — the coloring a French trapper had contributed to the family genetics in the late 1800s, she’d said laughingly once. She also taught at the university on things like sustainable agricultural practices. She took the shot, shouted at its success, and grinned at the cowboy. He looked vaguely familiar, Gail thought. Well, by now, everyone in town — in the summer — looked familiar.

Gail’s other two friends were seated in a booth waiting for her to come back. Angie Gregory taught in English, a massive number of sections of English 101 to freshmen. The thought made her shudder. And Rebecca Jones, a curvy, quiet woman, had just gotten tenure last year in political science. It had been a rough year for her.

Gail didn’t expect her tenure review to be any easier. Face it, there was always some reason why a woman’s tenure portfolio got challenged, she thought wearily. And she was the first woman in her department to go up for tenure. Ever. In this day and age? That had to be intent, not accident.

“That’s a glum looking expression for a woman in a bar on a Friday night,” a man said next to her. She jumped a bit. Lost in her own thoughts, she hadn’t even heard him sit down. 

She started to blow him off and go back to her friends, and then she looked at him. Really looked at him. He had dark eyes, dark, nearly black, hair, and a dark circle beard. It was the beard that got to her. It framed his lips, quirked now under her scrutiny, and she flushed. Answer the man, she told herself, don’t just stare at those lips. But my God, they were worth staring at. That full lower lip? Damn.

She glanced at him, then decided he was in his late 20s, and therefore unlikely a college student. Not impossible, but unlikely.

“Sorry,” she said, laughing. “I was so lost in my thoughts. I had to take a moment to make sure you were real.”

He smiled, a crooked grin, a dimple, and those eyes that said he could show her things. Things she’d like. 

“And do you encounter people in this bar who aren’t real very often?” he asked.

“Rarely,” she said with pretend seriousness. “But you never know when it will happen. So, you have to watch for them. Or they go away, and you’ve missed out on a chance to glimpse the others who walk this world.”

“And you’ve met one,” he asked, still looking at her like she might be a rare other he’d never seen before.

She nodded slowly. “A woman,” she confided. “A tall, slim woman who had slipped between the cracks in the wall. The wall lets us and the others go our ways in peace. She looked around this bar as if she’d never seen anything like it before.”

“And what did she think?”

Gail looked around the bar as if she’d never seen it before herself. “She cried,” she whispered. “One tear at a time fell down her cheek. And when I asked her why, she said there must be so much pain on this side of the world if people spend this much energy to defy it. And she slipped away.”

She shrugged and smiled at the man. “And will you slip away, back into your world?” she asked in a more normal voice. “Because you’re not from here either.”

He blinked as if he’d been caught by the story she told. He smiled again — the curiosity obvious in his expression. “I’m not from here either,” he agreed. “But I am here for now. For a while.” He gestured to her empty glass. “Can I buy you another? And perhaps? You’ll consent to dance with a stranger you just mesmerized with your story?”

She smiled at him. With those looks? Damn right he could. 

“I’d like that. It’s a Hunga Dunga Red Rye,” she said.

He shouted with laughter. “It’s a what?” he asked. 

She grinned. “Welcome to Moscow, Idaho,” she said. “Home of the Hunga Dunga microbrewery, among others. If you like beer? You’re in the right place.”

He ordered them both one, and they found a table back near the dance floor. Gail gave the high sign to Marilee who was watching her with interest, and she nodded.

“You signaled your friends you’re OK,” he asked, catching it.

She laughed. “Yes,” she admitted. “I’m Gail.”

“Jake,” he said.
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Jake Abbott was enchanted. That was the right word, he decided, given her story that had woven a snare in such few words — made up on the fly, he thought — and drawn him in. He had liked her looks when he walked in. A tall woman, almost as tall as his own 6 feet, slim, but with enough curves where it mattered. She’d looked... pensive, he thought. Not like a pretty woman on a Friday night should look. She was probably a few years older than he was, but she likely hadn’t spent any of them in Afghanistan, so he figured they were even. As the saying went, it wasn’t the years, it was the miles. 

But really it had been her hair that had caught his attention. It was the color of dark honey, rich and full, and it caught the light of the bar, and there seemed to be masses of it. She impatiently pushed it out of her eyes, a gesture so well-practiced it had become unconscious. For a moment he could almost believe she was the mysterious other of her story — a tall, thin woman who had slipped through the crack in the wall.

They sat their beers on the table, and he laughed a bit more at the brewery’s name. Before she could sit down, he held out his hand. “Dance?” he asked.

She hesitated, listened to the music for a moment, and then she laughed, and took his hand. He was pleased to find out that she actually could dance, not just move to the music on the floor, but she knew the moves of country swing, and they explored each other’s repertoire of moves. By the third song, they were getting pretty good at it, he thought with a grin. And they were drawing a crowd.

She stopped when she noticed people watching and curtsied to him. He bowed deeply with a sweep of his hand. And people applauded. “I need some of that beer,” she said, laughing. “That was fun.”

So, they sat at the table, and drank beers from the brewery with the funny name, and people-watched, in kind of a truth or fiction fashion.

“See that couple over there?” she nodded toward a couple ensconced in a booth in a back corner. “He’s married. But they were childhood sweethearts. Her husband died two years ago. He won’t leave his wife, he loves her, as one would when you’ve built a good life together over 10 years, and they have three children. But he loves his sweetheart, too. She knows it’s wrong. She’s a good Catholic, and she’s confessed it as sin more than once. But her life is so bleak without her husband, and she needs this. Needs the lights, and the laughter. Needs his touch, any touch really, but his touch takes her back to happier times. So here they are. Every two weeks.”

“And why only every two weeks?”

“Because his wife takes the kids to see their grandparents,” she said seriously, but he thought he saw a smile dancing in her eyes. “One weekend to his parents in Boise. The other weekend to her parents in Spokane.”

“Fiction,” he guessed with a laugh. “But good fiction.”

She shook her head. “No, truth,” she said. When he looked skeptical, she laughed. 

“And that gentleman over there?” he asked, pointing to an older man who looked even more out of place than he did. He was wearing a really nice suit. Jake was dressed in black: a pair of black jeans, black boots, polished but a bit rundown at the heel, and a black V-neck T-shirt. Something as far away from olive drab, khaki or Marine dress blues as he could build a meager wardrobe around. 

“Humm,” she said, and sipped her beer. “He’s new to town, I guess that’s obvious, isn’t it?” she asked when he laughed.

“You think?” he said. “That’s the most expensive suit in town, I’d guess.”

“Except for the three others he has in his closet, you’re probably right,” she agreed. “He’s a banker. Moved up from Boise. A single father with a 16-year-old daughter. His life is basically her, his work, and little else. And she keeps him dancing. But she goes to an open gym night at a local church on Friday nights, and so he’s free for the evening. And he comes here, watches the crowd and thinks what the hell have I done with my life to end up here?”

“And what has he done? A Boise banker in Moscow?”

She shook her head. “No clue,” she said frankly. “Nobody else knows either. A single man, a very good-looking one at that? Everyone is talking, and he seems to be impervious to it. And he gives nothing away.”

Jake laughed. “Truth,” he said. “And the bartender?”

“After we dance,” she promised. So, he took her back out on the dance floor, and this time, when a slow song started, he pulled her in close, slowly, so she could object if she didn’t want it. But she put her hand on one shoulder while he kept hold of the other and wrapped his other arm around her waist. And he sighed with pleasure. God, it felt good to feel another human being pressed against him. 

When the song stopped, he led her back to the bar to try a different local beer, and then back to their table. 

“And so the bartender’s story?” he prompted.

“Hank owns the bar,” she said in that musing low voice. “It’s what he always wanted to do. But like with a lot of us, other things got in the way. A need for money, a family, responsibilities and commitments. Then one day, he came back here, to the town where he went to college. A time when dreams were still possible. And he bought this place. During the school year, he hires students to tend the bar, and the place starts catering to a younger crowd. But during the summer? He tends it. His wife runs the kitchen. And at closing? He always plays Toby Keith’s “I Love This Bar.”

He laughed.

She smiled. “What about Jake’s story?” she countered. “Who are you?”

“A vet who’s come from Afghanistan after eight years to find that this country is as foreign to him as that one once was,” Jake said wistfully. “But I’ll tell you my story another time. Dance?”

They danced some more. Had another beer. This time, a beer from Paradise Creek, another microbrewery. Damn, he could like this town.

“Last call!” the bartender shouted.

“Really?” Gail said, startled. “Time for me to go.”

“Did you drive?” he asked with some concern, because she’d consumed enough beer to be giggly, and he didn’t think she did that very often.

She shook her head no. “I walked,” she said. “I always do. Even a couple of beers, and I wouldn’t want to drive. And tonight? I’ve had more than a couple.”

“You have,” he agreed, laughing at her. “May I walk you home, then?”

“You may,” she said solemnly. She grabbed her purse from her friends, and they said something, and she slapped one of them on the shoulder. He grinned. Friends, he thought. He could have friends again. He stopped the path of that thought and waited for her to join him again.

As they walked out, he heard the beginnings of the song, “I Love This Bar,” and he laughed.

The fresh air felt good, although it was cooler than the warmth of the day, it was still pleasantly warm enough to walk home. Not unlike Kabul, he thought suddenly. He shivered a bit at the reminder. Too much of the climate of this place reminded him of Kabul.

“So, you never told me what brings you here,” Gail said as they walked.

“The university, of course,” Jake answered. “I’m here for a playwright competition. I submitted a play, and it was accepted for a reading. If the reading goes well, they’ll put it on as a performance this fall. And pay all my expenses for the year. I’ve got some VA benefits, but this would be a big deal for me.”

She stopped at a small Victorian house up on C Street — it made up for its petite size with color, he thought amused. He’d have to come by in the daylight to see them all, but even under the streetlight, he could see a half-dozen. He grinned at it.

“May I come in?” he asked, soberly looking at her.

She bit her lip. “I had every intention of asking you to do just that,” she admitted. “But, well, I guess I never introduced myself.”

He raised one eyebrow.

“I’m Assistant Professor Gail Tremont,” she said. “Of the Theater Arts Department.”

He looked at her blankly, trying to take in what she was saying.

“And that play competition you’re here for? I run it.” 

“I guess it would be inappropriate for one of the participants to seduce you?” he asked.

She laughed. “Or for me to seduce one of the participants? Just a bit.” 

She hesitated, and then she leaned in and kissed him on the mouth. “I’ve wanted to kiss that mouth since you caught me by surprise at the bar,” she said, huskily. “Good night, Jake. Good luck.”

She let herself into the house and didn’t look back. 

He stood there for a long moment. Well, hell, he thought, and he walked back toward the University of Idaho dorm where he was staying. Just... hell.
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Chapter 3
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Well didn’t that just figure? Gail Tremont thought with a roll of her eyes as she closed the front door behind her. She meets a man who could dance and had a mouth worth kissing? And he’s going to be her student starting Sunday.

And then she realized she wasn’t alone. She stilled, watching the shadows coalesce into a human shape. A man.

One she’d recognize anywhere, even though it had been years. And miles. So many miles.

“What are you doing here, Andrew?” she said, huskily.

“Hello, my dear. The question it would seem to me is what the hell are you doing here?” Andrew Blake countered. “As for me? Didn’t your dean tell you? I’m your distinguished Artist in Residence for the fall.”

She closed her eyes briefly against the spike of pain she felt at his words. “And here in my house?”

“I came to find you, of course,” he said. “But you’ve been out drinking with that young man you just sent away with a chaste kiss on the lips. Is that the best you can do?”

“I guess you should be grateful I did send him away,” Gail said dryly, finding her emotional balance again. “It might be awkward to explain your breaking and entering.”

“Well, just entering,” he said. “Do you always leave your back door unlocked?”

Yes, she did. She was notoriously bad at keeping track of her keys. And Moscow, Idaho, was a safe, small town where some people didn’t even have keys to their houses. 

She turned to the light switch by the door, and flipped on the lights, ones she kept dim so that the room was warm and inviting. What was the point of teaching set design and lighting basics if you didn’t use them for your own gratification? She glanced around the room, taking pleasure in and strength from the layers of jewel-tone colors everywhere: topaz walls, a deep amethyst couch, pillows in jade, indigo and ruby. A flat-weave rug in turquoise and indigo. She gathered her courage from it all and turned to face the man who had invaded her space.

He was 10 years older than when she’d seen him last, but the years had been kind to him, she thought. He was about her height — she had never worn heels around him back then, just ballet flats. She smiled wistfully, realizing the colors of her living room were the same ones as the flats she used to wear. He was stocky, carrying more pounds than he should, she supposed, but good tailoring made him a man worth looking at. It wasn’t his physical presence that turned heads as much as it was his charisma and strength of personality.

Andrew Blake was larger than life. He was the center of attention the minute he walked into the room — no matter the size of the room, or the caliber of the people within it. If you walked with Andrew Blake, you needed to be content to walk in his shadow. 

She banished the thought. If she had known he was here, she wouldn’t have had so much beer. But the last person she’d expected to see in Idaho was Andrew Blake. She needed her wits to deal with him and with all the implications his presence brought. 

Mostly? She needed eight hours of sleep, a gallon of water tonight, and coffee and a big greasy breakfast in the morning with her friends. And then she could go for a long run and think about what all this would mean and what she wanted to do about it.

“Well, now that you’ve made your presence known,” Gail said, “you can leave and come to the opening session on Sunday. I’ll be sure to put you on the agenda.”

“Really,” he said, amused. “You’re sending me away?”

She tilted her head, looking at him open-mouthed. “You thought I wouldn’t?” she asked. She shook her head at his assumption. “What? You thought I’d host you here?”

“Host?” he countered. “Is that what they call it out here in the hinterlands?”

“Go away, Andrew,” Gail said wearily. “I’m tired. I danced too much, had a few too many beers. I’m not interested in your repartee tonight. I’m sure the dean found some delightful place for you to stay, a setting fit for an esteemed award-winning playwright such as yourself.”

He looked at her, head tilted as he considered her comments. She resisted the urge to straighten her posture, smooth back her hair. “This is what you’ve become?” he said finally. She could hear the incredulousness and disapproval in his voice. She steeled herself. She did not care what he thinks, she reminded herself. 

“A mouse of a woman dancing in a bar — tell me did it have pool tables? Play country western music? Was there free popcorn on the tables?” 

His description of Pete’s was so on target, for a moment she wondered if he’d spied on her there. Although Pete’s had peanuts, not popcorn. Probably because peanuts didn’t go stale as fast.

“You come home smelling of beer, and musk, and kiss a young man chastely? Home to this?”

He gestured to her home. “A gypsy caravan of a home in a ramshackle house pretending to be a painted lady in a nowhere town,” he proclaimed, and she wondered if he’d been polishing that line while he waited for her return. She thought about applauding. 

She squelched that impulse. If he was here as her Artist in Residence — and what happened to the woman she’d lined up for Other Voices? Why wasn’t she consulted about this by the dean? She frowned at those thoughts. But if he was here for the competition, puncturing his ego now would have disastrous consequences. He wouldn’t take it lightly. So, she just watched him perform and worked hard not to flinch.

“I am appalled,” he finished. “You have squandered your potential, and now you teach the mediocre and hopeful when once you could have soared to the heights yourself. It is sickening.”

Some truth there, she acknowledged. But then, he would know, wouldn’t he? 

She waited until she was sure he was finished. “Sunday afternoon,” she said. “At 2 p.m. in the theater. You’ll actually have a stage for your performance then.”

He snorted. “Oh, you’ll see me before then,” he informed her. But he turned to leave — out the back door, the way he’d come in. “The dean is having a formal dinner tomorrow night — well tonight, I suppose. I assume you do have more appropriate clothes than what you have on now.”

She watched him go, and when she heard the back door close, she too went back through the kitchen to the back door. And for the first time since she’d moved in, she locked it.

Then she pulled a pitcher of water from the refrigerator and poured herself a glass. Drank a second one. Maybe a third would make her feel even better, she told herself, and she drank that one too. She added water to the filtered pitcher and put it back in the refrigerator. She leaned back against the counter, her hands propping herself up. She pictured Andrew Blake wandering through her house, having expected to find her here, and she wasn’t. How long had he been waiting, she wondered, bordering on hysterical laughter? He had his scene all scripted and blocked, and his audience wasn’t there. Gail felt relief that she could laugh about it, genuinely laugh, about Andrew Blake.

“Well, maybe I have grown up,” she said out loud in the empty kitchen. She looked around fondly at the kitchen, yet another kaleidoscope of color and pattern. These walls were a golden yellow, textured to remind her of the Tuscan plaster walls of the house she’d rented for a summer three years ago during an artist in residence gig there. She made a mental note to use that. He was offered an artist in residence in Idaho? She went to Arezzo. She grinned. It had been a wonderful summer. Theater in Italy? How could it not be? 

Early on in her career as a professor, she’d realized that the value of summers off was to use them for places abroad. There were many places that would pay her to come for the summer — and many more grant opportunities to help her go. So, she’d spent one summer in London, one in Italy, and during a third, she’d gone to study theater in China for two weeks, followed by several weeks touring through Asia. This past summer was spent in Mexico, just being a tourist. Glorious.

And yes, her house looked like a gypsy caravan because she brought home the colors and sights of those places to enrich her home. She looked around her Tuscany kitchen and thought of Arezzo. Her bedroom looked like what she imagined a geisha might design for herself. Her study was as much of a British men’s club vibe as she could design — and tolerate, she thought with a laugh. The geisha bedroom of silken greens and red accents with its collection of fans on the wall appealed to her more than the woolen tweeds and leather armchairs of her study.

Maybe she should talk about her artist in residency in London instead of Arezzo, she thought. Where would the bastard be more envious of?

Still thinking of that, she went upstairs to her bedroom and knew she would actually be able to sleep. She wasn’t the young girl he remembered and tried to re-cast her as.

She was Gail Tremont, assistant professor of theater arts. World traveler. Home owner. Good friend — whose friends would be expecting her for brunch in six hours. She stripped out of her clothes, and tossed them in the hamper, and took a quick shower. Bars had a stale beer smell, and it lingered.

Tinkerbell emerged from her hiding place and meowed at her as she came out of the shower.

“I know, sweetie,” she said to the young gray cat who had adopted her. “But he’s gone. And he won’t be back.”

Gail’s hot shower left her feeling better. She attempted some control over her still-damp hair and gave it up. She pulled out a men’s white T-shirt and slipped it on, savoring the cool feel of cotton that men seemed to save for themselves and their Ts, because no woman’s T-shirts compared. Men didn’t put Lycra into their T-shirts for one thing.

She pictured an overweight man in a Lycra T and grinned. But then she thought of the young man tonight and his black V-neck T that had hugged a very fine chest — a chest and abs that wouldn’t fear even the snuggest of T-shirts. She would have welcomed the chance to slide her hands up under his T-shirt and explore that chest.

Damn ethics anyway, she thought with a laugh.

And then facing the inevitable, she logged into her campus email. There it was... an invitation from Dean Morgan Williamson to dinner. A formal dinner welcoming a surprise artist in residence.

“I think you will be very pleased with this addition to the Artists in Residence for the playwright competition and for fall term, Ms. Tremont,” the Dean wrote. “I’m gathering faculty, alumni and supporters of the Other Voices Playwright Competition for dinner Saturday evening at 7 p.m. in the president’s dining room. Formal attire please. You’ll be at the head table with our guest of honor.”

Gail frowned. She wondered if he really meant formal attire, and then shook her head. No, of course, he didn’t. Probably the only man in town who had a tuxedo was the man who had just flown in. He meant evening attire. She wondered if she had anything that still fit. Probably. She thought about what she might wear, and slowly smiled. This could actually be fun. 

He wrote that as if he was genuinely excited about his surprise, she thought, torn between amusement and horror. But then Williamson was a former music professor, and probably didn’t know the gossip of the theater arts world — gossip 10 years old at that. She found herself relieved that Andrew Blake had broken into her house tonight expecting an invitation to her bed — and she didn’t fool herself, that was exactly what he had expected — because kicking off this year’s Playwright Competition ranting at the ‘surprise Artist in Residence’ would have been catastrophic. This way she had time to prepare herself. To think through how she wanted to handle it.

And most of all? She had time to reach out to her own sources for gossip and ask why Andrew Blake was committing himself to months in Idaho, a place she would have guessed he couldn’t even find on a map, much less a place he’d be willing to go.

She re-read the dean’s invitation and noted that it appeared they would have two artists for the Other Voices competition, which was good, because she was looking forward to having Naomi Ford, a noted Native American playwright, here for the week. She hoped to God the dean had invited her! She shot her an email, inviting her to go to the dinner, carefully wording it so that it made sense either as ‘let’s go together to this thing’, or ‘would you be my guest at this thing.’

She was by no means a favorite of Dean Williamson. He preferred his art — across all of the disciplines — to be a century old at the very least. He would be happy if she’d staged nothing but Shakespeare every term. But he had supported her Other Voices endeavor when she proved she could pull in the funding for it, and she appreciated that support. She had trusted him to be astute about nuances in dealing with the sometimes prideful, always egotistical, artists — not to mention alumni and donors. Lord knew theater wasn’t alone in having prima donnas! But his decision to surprise her with an additional artist in residence shook her confidence in him. Surprises were always risky. Surely, he wouldn’t have left out the other artist?

She sighed and wrote him back, accepting his invitation — as if she had been given a choice, she thought dryly — and suggested that she would escort Naomi Ford so they would both be there and available to be seated at the head table. She added she was intrigued by his coup in lining up a second artist! How had he been able to pull that off? She hoped the university public information office had been alerted so that they could get publicity out right away. She looked forward to his surprise.

By then she’d started to get some responses from her friends and colleagues around the country — well the world really, she saw. Even an old friend from London answered. 

She read a couple messages. Glanced at the clock and shut down her computer. Tomorrow, she thought, troubled by the first hints of what Andrew Blake might be doing here.

Tomorrow. 
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Chapter 4
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Gail had a reoccurring nightmare. It had been awhile since she’d had it, but it wasn’t a surprise that Andrew Blake’s re-appearance in her life would trigger it. She woke up in a cold sweat and looked at the clock — 5 a.m. She doubted she’d get any more sleep. 

In the nightmare she was a little girl. She sat on a child’s chair on a big stage — the off-Broadway kind of stage she’d once been familiar with. A spotlight focused on her, and she couldn’t see out into the dark where she knew there were people. Men in tuxes, women in expensive black evening gowns. She was to perform. She knew that much. But she couldn’t remember what she was supposed to perform. A song, maybe? A play? There was rustling in the audience, as people realized something was wrong. Murmurs turning into titters, titters into laughter. 

Do something, she thought. Make something happen. Perform. If you can’t? What worth are you? The voice in her head wasn’t hers. She couldn’t remember whose voice it was, only that he mattered. Mattered very much. 
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