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“Thanks Tara,” Jane said as she took the drinks to her table.

“Tara, another one please,” one of the regulars said.

I loved being a bartender, and this place was much better than the last place I worked; it had a better clientele. The last place was a sports bar, and all the guys there always tried to hit on me even though they could see the ring on my finger.

Here, it was an upscale restaurant with a bar. Most of the clients, as our bosses called the patrons, just wanted to eat and watch the news or social events. Our monitors never showed sports games or anything political, just the general stuff.

“It’s a nice night,” Jane said as she approached the bar.

“Yes, it is,” I smiled.

The last place had me wearing tight shirts with the name of the place across them. Here, we wore buttoned shirts and black or tanned khakis. I loved it. There were no hands all over me or wanting my number; there was just peace and quiet.

Jane and I had been working together for about six years. Whenever one of us went, the other followed. We were a good team at work and as friends.

We had hand signals already made up so she could order drinks from the table without having to approach the bar or send them through the ordering system. I could tell her the specials or if we were out of a certain drink, all with the signals we had made up.

The managers loved it, and soon, we were helping others learn our system. It made things a lot easier and didn’t clog the orders with mistakes.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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I sighed. I had gotten home late. We had a call-out, and I volunteered to stay late to get some extra overtime. Eugune was passed out on the couch, with the television watching him.

‘Can fucking stay there,’ I thought as I walked around picking things up off the floor. ‘Lazy bastard!’

Eugene was twenty-one years older than me. Straight out of high school, I fell for the older guy. I was tired of boys my age with their immature laughs and stupid mind games, so I met Eugene online, and for the first time, I was truly happy.

Eugene had a nice car, a nice house, no baby mama drama, he was perfect, and the sex, the sex was through the roof. I had lost my virginity months before I met Eugene on my twentieth birthday; it was nothing to talk about; it was downright boring.

My first time with Eugene, there were fireworks, a marching band, the whole works. When I told my friends that I lost count of the multiple orgasms, they were so jealous. I fell in love with him soon after, and less than a year after we had met, I was walking down the aisle and taking his name.

That was nine years ago; since then, Eugene had gone downhill, and it showed he was no longer taking care of himself like he used to; he claimed it was because of the knee surgery; he had to have both knees replaced, and now he had a bad hip.

He was fifty-three, and he was falling apart everything that was wrong with our marriage he blamed on his age and his body. Everything from the bad sex, the chores that needed to be done around the house, and the mortgage on the house that we were behind on everything was because of something wrong, and he was trying his best.

I remembered my father telling me this would happen; I should have listened. It was too late to tell my dad he was right; he passed away a few years ago. I did tell Mom, though, and she laughed over the phone.

She told me my father worked hard from the day they got married up to the day he passed away. Even with colon cancer, the man worked his ass off, literally. My father told me Eugene was looking for a pretty girl to be on his arm, and he was worthless; as I looked down at Eugene sprawled out on the couch, all I could think about was my father’s words at our wedding.

“Mark my words, Tara. That guy will let you down, and hard!” His steel blue eyes stared at me as he held my hand.

Boy! Was I young and stupid?

I knew I could divorce him, move to Florida, and be with Mom. She had a nice place on the beach that was completely paid off because of all the work Dad did to ensure that if anything happened to him, Mom would be okay and set for life. That was the kind of man I was hoping Eugene would be. Mom had it made in the shade, so to speak, with all of Dad’s financials and retirement money; she didn’t have to worry about anything.

But being my Mom, she still worked part-time at a grocery store to get out of the house and have extra spending money.

I left Eugune there and went up to our room. I lay on the bed and wondered about how things could have been. It was what I did every night. I was a cheerleader and had good grades. I could have gone to college, been a cheerleader there, and, who knows, been a professional cheerleader for an NFL team. That was my dream job.
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