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I loved working for Sunny; she was a genuine delight and made me laugh. Laughing was necessary after being cold shouldered out of the ballet company.

Being labeled a has-been at 25 was something I never thought would happen, simply because my self-proclaimed “lover and soul mate” held the position of company director. But once I hit 25, I was too old, and he found another soul mate - the 21-year-old clod with big doe eyes with the personality of dry toast. That meant I was out, she was in, and I needed to figure out what was next.

Then, Sunny, though nearing a hundred, yet robust, located me.

As a ballet patron, she always greeted me at receptions and other events. I loved her stories, and she made me laugh. But age weakened the old woman, and just as I was relegated to another background role to watch the living embodiment of two left feet fumble through what should have been my performance, Sunny made a proposal.

“Dearest, I need someone to live with me for a while. I’m at the end and require a live-in person. You are one of the few I trust. Would you consider it?”

I looked across the crowded reception hall to see him nuzzling her neck. 

“Absolutely. I need some time to figure out what I’m doing next.”

Sunny clapped her hands, her bright blue eyes still shining clearly as she sat in the wheelchair that had become her most recent accessory.

“Can you start tomorrow?”

Tomorrow would mean quitting tonight. It wasn’t as if I had a key role and maybe, just maybe, without me to train his current lover, people would notice what he was doing. She laid a hand on my arm, and I got the sense it was the right decision to make.

“I can,” I said and glanced over as I heard her giggle.

“Perfect. I’ll arrange for the movers to gather your things. You’ll have the upstairs to yourself, and the nurse will take care of the ... personal ... matters. Your job is to record my last set of stories and,” she paused, looking me over with a smile, “some other, well, more important things.”

Intrigue and excitement filled me. After a week, I felt more and more at home in Sunny’s house. It was a lovely summer late afternoon, and I had just finished taking in her wash from the line.

“Nothing is so fresh as clothes dried in the sun,” she had sighed. She had directed me to hang the “street” clothes on the outside to shield prying eyes from her “delicates.” Then I sat on the top step with my pad and pencil as she told me tales about her father, the Beast of the North, as the sky dimmed and fireflies made their appearances around the edge of the forest that bordered her property.

“Before I tell you anything, I need you to swear to me you will do as I ask. If so, everything will be yours. You will have the life you so richly deserve.”
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