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Chapter 1

Jillian 
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No one prepared me for this. I should have known better, because it wasn’t as if this was the first time this had happened to me, I thought, pacing around the room reaching for a cigarette in my suit pocket. I’d forgotten that I’d quit when I patted my pockets searching for something to calm me down.

I marched up and down, breathing heavily as if I’d lost my mind, and maybe I had. I’d checked every nook and cranny, wondering how this could have happened to me again. Then I stopped in the middle of the room, looked over at my employees waiting for someone, anyone, to tell me why no one had broken the news to me soon after I’d entered the showroom earlier. Instead, I watched them huddled around each other, giving the appearance of being busy, and not meeting my eyes.  

Then I calmed, stopped pacing, closed my eyes, and yelled, “Where is Kyla? Where the fuck is he?” I knew the minute this fell from my mouth that this wasn’t good. I’d never lost it before in front of my employees, even when I’d been under tremendous pressure. Then I had cigarettes and a boyfriend. Now I didn’t know what I had as I strode around the room trying to meet everyone’s eyes, waiting for an answer.

I should have expected the whispers I’d heard from my out-of-control outburst.  

Everyone in various stages of undress turned and winced, narrowed their eyes, and then turned to their dressers, and mumbled. My eyes searched frantically around the room in every corner, behind racks of suits, pants and shirts. I knew he wouldn’t be in here, and I didn’t know why I stood in the middle of the floor yelling my head off, except I’d lost it. I’d lost my sense of purpose and control. I was the face of the DeMarco brand, and here I was acting like this was my first show. It might not have been my first show, but it might well be my last if this didn’t go as planned. 

With just minutes before Kyla was to strut out on that catwalk wearing my core collection, he was nowhere to be seen. I couldn’t hold my anger in any longer, because this was make or break in this business, and the pressure was getting to me. I had to release the heaviness in my chest, but I’d made the mistake of losing it, and taking it out on the very people who had worked with me from the beginning of this fashion journey, I thought, as I glanced around the room catching my reflection in a mirror, I wonder who that angry, out-of-control man is?

I soon realized that it was me. I had allowed Kyla to change me within a short period of time. Time I couldn’t get back, but I had to find my way to recapture the person I once was, and I had to do it soon.  

Taking a deep breath, I hoped these wonderful people knew this wasn’t me, and that I was under stress, but I could guess what they were thinking as they watched the famous once-novice designer, everyone had celebrated, Jillian DeMarco who let a young model like Kyla bring him down.  

When I headed for the door to search for him and get some air, I heard a stylist say to the person standing next to them putting the final touches of makeup on a model, “How the fuck should we know? He’s your boyfriend.” And the stylist nudge him in the side as I passed. He glanced at me with apologetic eyes as they lowered in embarrassment. 

I’m the one who should be embarrassed with my unprofessional eruption. My chest hurt and my breathing became sporadic. I had to get some fresh air, breathe into a bag, something, a cigarette, anything to keep from exploding inside.  

When I reached the corridor, I thought I was having a heart attack, but I couldn’t stop and go to my office, because this show had to go on with or without Kyla. Nevertheless, I’d picked my best line of men’s clothing for him. He’d been the face of my brand for a year on and off in most of my shows, and I needed him tonight more than I’d ever needed him before, because last year had been a crappy year, and it was because of Kyla. 

He’d demanded that I pay him an outrageous fee to model for me. When I tallied up everything, he was making more money than me, and I couldn’t see what he was doing with it since it was my apartment, my factory, my designs that kept me in business, and Kyla never contributed to anything, and now he wanted fifty percent of my business and he didn’t even bother to show up at the most important time, where I needed buzz about my spring collection. 

Everyone who was anyone at the top of their profession, athletes, entertainers, buyers from the premier stores in New York, men’s fashion magazines were waiting to see my collection worn by the bad boy himself. With that amazing face, and statuesque body that fit my clothes like no one else could, now I was in jeopardy of starting all over. 

Kyla was the one who sold my clothes I’d been thinking, and what would I do without him? I guessed I’d sold myself short, because I’d created all this and him too, and now this fucking shit storm was in the making, and ready to take me down if Kyla didn’t get his ass in here, and soon.  

My show was ready to start and I stepped around to peer at the audience, because I couldn’t let the others see my meltdown. This was my most important show of the year. It was where I’d reveal my new line and Kyla was the one model I’d chosen who would wear my high concept pieces. 

No one could wear these genderless pieces like Kyla. That was my thinking at the time, because I’d never met a young man who was gender fluid in the way he walked, erect, head up owning being gay and proud of it. He looked spectacular in clothes, and in magazines he was a thing of beauty.  

After glancing at the crowd, I turned and walked back, and then stopped. There was an unrecognizable figure coming in my direction. At first I didn’t want it to be Kyla, but thank heaven it was him. I rushed to him grabbed his arms. “Where have you been?” 

“I’m fucking tired of you asking me about my whereabouts. I showed up didn’t I?” Kyla slurred his words and I knew where he’d gone. 

He was drunk, or on drugs, again. I raised my palms and placed it on both sides of his chiseled cheekbones. He had a beautiful face and brilliant green eyes that were now cloudy. Lately when I’d gazed into his angry puffy eyes, smelled his foul breath, and cheap cologne from a lover, or someone he'd picked up in a bar, I'd wondered how we’d gotten to this point in our lives.

And then I remembered that his instant fame, money, drinking, and arrogance, had torn us apart. He didn’t have to work for anything, which left little room for him to respect any of it he’d gotten with little effort. I’d blamed myself for giving into his selfish ways, but he was my baby then, and I wanted to give him everything.  

“Look, Kyla, if you need me to help you sober up, then I can get someone else to wear the clothes I’ve designed for you. I can say that you’re sick and everyone will understand.” 

Maybe if I hadn’t shown him off, or put emphasis on his pretty face, and svelte body that my clothes would sell themselves without him. I shouldn’t have relied on Kyla to do that, because I’d put my heart and soul into my clothing line, and into Kyla, but so far it had been my clothing business that had brought me the greatest pleasure, and only a few times had Kyla done that except for the first six months we’d been together, and I’d been deliriously happy with him and too drunk to know the difference. I drank with Kyla because I thought that would bring us together, and we could have the same vision about where this company was going.       

“No one’s going to buy those clothes if I’m not wearing them,” Kyla barked. “I have a stake in this business too, remember. So, it will be me wearing them, or I’ll just—” Kyla glanced over at me and narrowed his eyes, and for the first time I connected his eyes with how he felt about me. His eyes like his voice appeared cold, unfeeling, and destructive.

“I’d sooner burn them before I’d let anyone walk out there wearing them,” he hissed. “I can do this,” he said stumbling, and I caught him. “Get the fuck out of my way Jillian, and let me get dressed.” And he strutted to his dressing room. 

He’d demanded a private room only for himself, and I’d been stupid enough and felt I owed it to him to get it for him. Along with his private make-up artists and hair stylist and God knew what else. 

I turned to go after Kyla and caught up with him as he opened the door to his huge room filled with sample clothes hanging on racks, and the sample sizes I’d designed for Kyla for the show. Swarms of people were waiting for Kyla to help him get dressed. They looked relieved that he’d showed.  

“Let me help you,” I said, reaching for his hand. He hit my hand and brushed it away. 

The men and women standing around waiting for him to have his tantrum, glanced over at us, because the slap had been loud. I kept my cool. It wouldn’t look good in the fashion magazines or the gossip pages of newspapers to have one of the men or women in the dressing room, secretly video, and sell their story about what they had witnessed between Jillian DeMarco and his model love interest.  

I heard the stylist say when I followed Kyla to a chair. “He’s in a crappy mood today.” 

The reply from Kyla’s make-up artist was, “When has he ever been in a good mood, and I’ve been working for Mr. DeMarco for a long time, since he first got started, and when he’d introduced Kyla to us. His behavior wasn’t the greatest in the beginning, but now his mood is getting progressively worse. Mr. DeMarco needs to get rid of him before Kyla takes him down with him. I’ve seen this happen to other famous men.” Then they looked around and saw me standing near and cut their conversation off. 

When I glanced around to see what had happened to Kyla, he was nodding off in the corner. “Wake him will you?” I bellowed. The dresser rolled his eyes and shook Kyla’s shoulder. The few minutes that Kyla had been asleep must have done him some good, because he appeared to be alert after acting out like a contrary child.

Kyla stood and started to undress in front of everyone. It was normal in an environment where the models were sometimes naked, but there were older women there, and I knew they didn’t appreciate seeing his young cock, because he rarely wore briefs.  

“Get him some water, a robe or a screen where he can get dressed without everyone gawking at him.” I knew why I didn’t want anyone to see his body, but only the few people that had worked for me from the beginning of my journey to stardom and notoriety knew about Kyla. However it seemed that my star was dimming, and Kyla’s had burned out completely. I knew I had to get him help once more, but this time it would have to be him asking for it.    

I turned and left, knowing that my people would take care of him, and I didn’t want to be a distraction. It was imperative that I had to check on the other models if only to show my face and relax them. After the show, my usual stance was to walk on with Kyla, holding his hand, once the models had finished, and the show had come to an end. 

However, I needed to show the models and everyone responsible for making my shows a success year after year, before Kyla was even on the scene, that they too were important and they would have a job even if Kyla wasn’t my top runway model.  

I needed to send Kyla a message in hopes that he’d realize that if he continued to carry on this way, there would be changes made—and soon. 
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Jillian
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To my surprise Kyla with the help of my team pulled himself together. I had to remind myself to give my make-up artists a bonus, because Kyla looked stunning as he strutted down the catwalk the picture of sobriety. I’d seen Kyla in worse shape make half turns and full turns and never lose his balance. There was no thought that he couldn’t do it tonight.

However, as he neared the lights, he swayed, and before I could run to catch him, he tripped, fell on the cape, and tore the pants along the seams on one side. I rushed out to him, took his hand, lifting him up with him looking down at me. 

I righted Kyla to his feet where he could get his balance, and with quick thinking I reached for my small scissors tucked in my pocket, and after I’d retrieved them, I quickly cut slits on both sides of the pants when I appeared to brush his pant legs off. 

The pants appeared to have been made to be worn that way. He threw the cape into the audience, kicked off his heels, went barefoot where the panel on the suit pants showed his bare legs.  

It looked as if it was a part of the show, and I’d prearranged everything.   

I received praise and applause, then a standing ovation, with everyone chanting Jillian. Jillian, my name. They were chanting my name, and not Kyla’s. It was the first time in a year that I’d been recognized for creating the clothes men in all walks of life loved. It wasn’t the models who wore the clothes, they were only part of the whole, but it was my creativity that the audience recognized, and without me there would be no Kyla.

It took this moment for me to understand that it was indeed my originality, my inspiration, and I didn’t need to fall back on a pretty face to sell my clothing line.  

When I glanced around looking for Kyla, he’d disappeared. I knew he’d been upset with falling on the runway with cameras flashing, but I’d saved both of us and I wanted him to be proud of me.  

When the show was over, everyone gathered to talk and drink, and I was there to meet and greet, because I was the face of DeMarco, and not Kyla as he’d led me to believe. He’d taken over my life to the point that I didn’t trust my instincts anymore. It had become all about him, and I’d fed his narcissism, and he’d fed my insecurities.  

However, I searched around for Kyla, thinking he would be flanked by a group of young men admiring him and stroking his ego. I wanted to tell him that he was wonderful, and I’d been proud of him for working with me to save both our asses. 

Nevertheless, we needed to talk. I caught sight of him, standing at the bar located in the corner of the room. Kyla was alone, which was unusual, a shot glass in his hand, which wasn’t, and two more shots waiting for him to finish the first one. He looked at the shot glass, then brought it to his lips, slammed the glass down and reached for another. 

I zigzagged my way through the crowd of people shaking my hand, patting me on the back, telling me how wonderful the collection was, and I’d hear from them. However, I didn’t know who had complimented me, and I didn’t care, I needed to reach Kyla. I knew I had to get through to Kyla before he took another drink. I pushed through a group of men sipping champagne, and heard someone whisper, “Those clothes were divine. I don’t know why Jillian doesn’t get rid of that drunken whore. He’s not doing anything for his clothing line, I can tell you that.” 

When I neared and passed they stopped talking. It wasn’t a secret anymore. I’d tried to hide what Kyla was or had become, but like all secrets they didn’t stay hidden for long, especially when Kyla had been conducting himself in a manner that not even I knew the scope of, until lately when someone trailed him, and snapped a video of him sucking a man’s cock in an alley near the capital. 

I think it was TMS who had a video of Kyla in a car, and all the time I thought he’d stopped his behavior when I’d made a commitment to him, hoping he’d done the same, only to discover that he hadn’t. 

Finally, I’d made my way to the bar, glanced over at the bartender and said, “No more drinks for Kyla.” 

He turned around with a furrowed brow, narrowed eyes, and his green eyes darkened to almost black. “Who the fuck are you to tell anyone not to serve me any more drinks. Last time I looked you weren’t my Daddy.” 

“I’m more than a Daddy to you,” I answered, being fed up with his shit.  

“Who told you that? I certainly didn’t. Now give me a drink...” Kyla said, grimacing at the bartender, “...or I’m going somewhere where I can get what I need.” Kyla aimed a closed grin my way, and a wink. I knew what he meant, and I didn’t want to say anymore, because this wasn’t the place or the time to let Kyla make me miserable, and undo all that I’d worked for this year. He’d done that enough lately. I raised my palms in surrender. 

“Fine. Drink as much as you want. You’re a man.” Then, I turned to walk away. 

He grabbed me by the arm. “Where are you going, Mr. DeMarco?” I glanced at his eyes and could see Kyla wanted to fight. I didn’t want, nor did I enjoy that kind of thing. I wanted peace where I could concentrate on my business, and that wasn’t happening tonight. 

“Kyla, after I meet some of the guest and clients, I’m going home to get some rest. Do you want to come with me, maybe sit and talk here first, and drink at home? I’ll even have a drink with you.” 

“I don’t want to sit and talk or drink with you at home. I’m in my twenties. What the fuck were you doing in your twenties sitting and talking, or fucking?” I glanced around hoping no one was listening, but as things went, everyone knew that the walls had ears, and someone would get this ruckus between us on tape.  

Kyla wanted an answer, so I gave him one. “I wasn’t in a committed relationship like I am now, and I’d been working since I was young to become the man you see today,” I said. 

“All I see is a man who likes to have me fuck him,” he hissed, slurring his words loud enough where a group turned and looked at Kyla. Everyone knew that I was gay. That wasn’t a secret, but the secret was why I allowed myself to be debased and insulted by a man who didn’t have respect for anyone, not even for himself.  

“I’m leaving, Kyla. I have a trunk show on Monday, and I have to be there. You can come with me now if you want, but right now I don’t give a flying fuck what you do.” He glared at me with his fiery-green eyes and disdain. I’d had enough of him making scenes whenever we were together, especially in front of my personnel. I’d taken his shit for far too long and now I wondered why I still couldn’t bring myself to say it was over. I headed for the door, which took me to the elevator, and outside. Before I could get a few feet away from Kyla, I heard him yell.   

“Don’t wait up for me.” And he laughed out loud. What Kyla didn’t realize was I didn’t stay up at night anymore waiting for him to come home. 

I was long past that.  
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Robbie 
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Stan and I stood outside window-shopping on Fifth Avenue as hordes of pedestrians navigated around us. We’d gotten caught up on what we’d been doing lately, because it had been weeks since we’d seen each other, and meeting on Zoom just wasn’t the same. 

One day meeting Stan he appeared to be distracted, and in hindsight, I suspected that he was getting a blowjob doing face to face. I didn’t know for sure, but the moaning and groaning was a dead giveaway. He cut the meeting short to say that he had to feed his dog. Stan didn’t have a dog then, and he certainly didn’t bring him to his office. Yeah, he had to feed his dog alright. The two-legged kind.  

At the time, my relationship with Brandon had just gotten started, and I thought it was best that I work from home and be there with Brandon, because my relationship was too new to neglect. Things had worked out fine between us, because of that decision. Brandon and I would lie in bed most of the day and cuddle, after he’d taught me how to satisfy him. Anything that Brandon did would satisfy me, since I wasn’t used to too many sexual moves. 

I turned to Stan after I’d been consumed with my thoughts of Brandon, which I’d been occupied with most days, and nights. Looking at Stan brought a smile to my face, when I should have been angry with him.   

“Stan, I want to thank you for encouraging me to find suitable clothes for my wedding. I think Brandon would thank you too after I said I was going to wear a tee and jeans. I didn’t see what the big deal was.” 

“The big deal is, my friend, that this happens once in a lifetime and with someone like you, I suspect that it will happen only once. Look at your track record. You stayed a virgin until you were twenty-four—” 

“Just keep rubbing it in, Stan.” I wanted Stan to forget that point in my life, and shut up about it, but he wouldn’t. Every chance he’d gotten, even at work, he’d mentioned it in front of his staff. He’d say to the new hire, “Have you met my friend Robbie, he was a virgin until he was twenty-four.” It wasn’t like it was a lie, just not something you wanted everyone to know about. The only way I could stop him was to work from home and tell his secrets, but Stan knew that wasn’t me.  

“Yeah, I know you’re thankful, Robbie. If not for me you’d show up on your wedding day looking like a homeless urchin from that movie, “Oliver.” I narrowed my glance. “You know, Oliver Twist.” 

“I know, but I don’t think it’s a fair comparison. You don’t know how much I appreciate you letting me work from home to be with the man I love, and not getting pissed when I moved out.” 

I didn’t know how Stan would take it when I moved out of his expensive apartment without telling him. However, Brandon had paid him for six months’ rent to help him get over the shock of me leaving at the last minute with no notice. Nevertheless, Stan hadn’t disclosed to me or anyone that he hadn’t paid his taxes on that monstrous apartment for eons, and he had to find another place. 

Stan had left that chore of paying taxes up to his ex, and Stan didn’t know that the taxes were due until he got the yearly statement, and by that time it was too late. 

“At first I was upset with you, Robbie, but I got over that fast when reality slapped me in the face. I didn’t need something that expensive just to say that I lived on Fifth Avenue. Who did I think I was anyway? I was just a small-town boy who’d made it in New York, and I was trying to throw it all away just to be with a man that didn’t want me anymore.” 

Stan turned to me and placed his arm around my shoulder. This gesture didn’t make me feel creepy like before. I felt horrible that I was in love and had a partner, and Stan was still searching around for someone, and the way he was going about it with his hookups, he’d settle for anyone who told him that they loved him.    

“I thought you would be pissed when I decided to move out and move in with Brandon. It has been heavenly since I met him. He’s a wonderful man and I can’t believe how juvenile I’d been. I could have lost someone precious just by my behavior,” I added.  

Stan and I stood in front of DeMarco’s Designs, a flagship store in the heart of Manhattan, perusing the clothes and gawking at the mannequins. Just when I thought Stan didn’t hear me and was concentrating on the sign in the window: Jillian DeMarco’s Trunk show today. Award-Winning Designer DeMarco will be at his flagship store from 10 a.m. until noon. Come in and meet Manhattan’s own Jillian DeMarco in person. Stan turned to me and interrupted.  

“Yeah, yeah, Robbie. Who wants to hear about how in love you are with Brandon? When I’m left all alone in my small apartment without a partner, or anyone to help with my fucking life. This new apartment makes me feel like a nobody,” he mumbled, his face fixed on the window, looking inside as if he was a child looking into a candy store. 

I knew it would come to this, but I thought Stan was over the initial shock of living in a smaller and cheaper place. 

Stan always felt that he needed an expensive apartment to lure a man into his life to make him feel whole, and maybe he did. I knew since Brandon was in my life things were looking great, and I felt wonderful.  

I glared at Stan and furrowed my brow. I really wanted to ask, who he was fooling with the “I don’t have anyone to make my life worthwhile,” and all the other stuff he’d been spewing out, since Brandon and I decided to make it official. We were now a couple, and we were going to announce it at the party we were throwing next week.  

“Brandon paid you for six months,” I added. “He said what he gave you should have been enough for a six-month lease for that apartment. Since you downsized, that amount should have covered two years in the new apartment, and at the prices you’ve valued that room, I think that’s more than enough to pay for everything.” That caught Stan’s attention and he turned to me and barked.  

“Six months? The money is almost gone, so what am I to do then?”

“I don’t know, Stan. Maybe what you did before I arrived in Manhattan. Brandon isn’t obligated to pay your rent on that new apartment, and besides, it’s smaller than the one on Fifth Avenue, and with me bringing in extra revenue into your business, you can eventually scale up to a bigger place.” Stan slanted his head and closed one eye, then opened it quickly when someone pushed past him to get into DeMarco’s clothing store that we seemed to have taken up residence in front of.  

“If you think I’m going back to that life—” Stan stopped in mid-sentence and took a large breath, but didn’t comment any further. He changed his entire demeanor. “Can we just go inside and get you something to wear. You really do need some clothes,” he calmly explained, fingering my jacket and tee. “My favorite designer is having a trunk show... Jillian DeMarco, and he’s going to be right here. Imagine that. I heard he lost a bundle when Barney’s closed its doors. They were carrying his brand exclusively, but then all the well-known retailers carry the DeMarco brand these days, and he has several storefronts. Takes up almost the whole block, doesn’t it? Stan said proudly as if he had stock in the store. Now that’s class and money. That hottie is loaded,” Stan called out. 

I watched Stan’s face light up when he said that Jillian was loaded. His eyes always lit up at the mention of money. He was a shameless social climber and proud of it. 

It was the way Stan pronounced Jillian DeMarco’s name which had an ethereal quality to it. I expected Jillian to be wearing a crown, and for Stan to go to his knees once he was in his presence, and after making that grand gesture, I expected Stan to unzip Jillian’s pants, and give him a royal blowjob. I didn’t think my assessment was far-fetched, because it was Stan, after all, who knew no boundaries when it came to getting what he wanted.  

“Is that the same designer you’ve talked about since we were in high school? The one you want to meet? You did say that your outfits are original DeMarco’s.” 

I knew in school that the outrageous things Stan wore didn’t come from DeMarco’s, but the students in our school, and friends weren’t aware of Stan’s penchant for exaggeration, which worked in Stan’s favor, so instead of the kids in school laughing at him, he became popular, because they thought Stan was in the know, and the coolest kid there. 

He was in the know alright. He knew how to skirt all the boundaries set before him by teachers, parents, friends, and society.   

“The very same designer, and I don’t just want to meet him, I want him to fall in love with me—” 

I couldn’t take any more of Stan’s fantasies so I made the calculation to interrupt him at the point where Jillian proposed to him, and they sailed away to some island on Jillian’s yacht. I knew how this began and ended. It began with Stan making himself look a fool by throwing himself at a man that he’d admired from afar, and then with the man asking him if he’d lost his mind when Stan took to stalking him. 

I didn’t want to see that happen again, because it had occurred too many times since I’d been in Manhattan in too short a time. I stared at Stan consumed by my thoughts and pity for the man I looked at as my dear friend. If it wasn’t for Stan, I wouldn’t be in Manhattan, and wouldn’t have met Brandon—the love of my life.  

“Are you listening?” Stan squawked, snapping his fingers in front of my face and I swatted his hand away. When my eyes shifted, and Stan knew he had my attention, he continued.

“I’m getting my chance today, and I’m taking it. I’m going to meet Jillian, and nothing will stop that bar a mugging here in front of his boutique. I only caught a glimpse of Jillian at Edward’s party, nevertheless, I didn’t get a chance to meet him, because I had to referee a fight between Austin and Jack Westbrook. Those two fuckers sure know how to fuck up a man’s night. Believe me, it’s not easy getting in between those two powerhouses. Edward sent me into the lobby to quiet them down, and I missed my chance, but not today.”

I frowned at the mention of Edward’s name. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to dredge up old memories,” Stan apologized. 

“Let’s not stand out here when I could be inside shopping,” I announced, pulling Stan’s hand as he stood mesmerized by the picture on the poster in the window of DeMarco’s store. Stan didn’t budge that time. 

“Look, it’s almost noon now.” I indicated by tapping my finger on my watch. “Jillian could have left the place.” Then I thought about work. “How long are you going to push the brunch thing? I don’t want everyone thinking I kept you away from the office for hours. You know, I heard you telling your staff when we were face to face on Zoom that you had to take care of something for me, and that’s why you were late yesterday. But I know you better even if they don’t. You were probably fucking that young guy from the restaurant.” 

I didn’t think Stan had heard a word I’d said. His eyes were moving, and I saw a smile creep across his face. His mind was working, and I didn’t know if I should worry about him or me.   

“Maybe we should go in now,” Stan agreed. That was Stan’s way of avoiding an unpleasant subject. Pretend he didn’t hear me. I learned early he loved to throw me under the bus when it suited his fancy. 

We opened the door, and the smell of delicious tempting men cologne wafted through the air as men jam-packed the aisles, and around the counters, leaning in, buying, and flirting with salesmen and women. There were groups of salespersons helping them select shirts, slacks, ties, and an array of different items. But, the very expensive clothing was upstairs, and when I looked up the escalator, it was filled with men going up empty-handed, and coming back down laden with the packages they’d bought for their partners or friends. 

As we waded through the crowd of handsome men, some tall, some short, and some seeming as young as eighteen, I’d guess with money to burn and they appeared happy in this store. For some reason, being inside and spending their money made them excited. For me it brought on anxiety, because I’d never had discretionary money, until now. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
S Y M 10 Y





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





