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	Jinx & Memphis 

	 

	Jinx believes the heart wants what it wants. She kept parts of her past hidden from Memphis, but a situation will make her leave in the middle of the night. Jinx was protecting her secret while struggling to live without Memphis. He walked into Gypsy a year later, and the heartache returned with him. Jinx will have to deal with the painful consequences of leaving him behind.

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	1. Kindred Spirits 

	 

	 

	Jinx Sari Zya 

	Las Vegas, Nevada

	 

	Almost everything was open twenty-four hours. Bars, casinos, restaurants, nightclubs. Most people tend to believe nothing will ever happen to them. They are very naïve. Anything can happen to anyone at any time, but being in this city didn’t make their chances for it worse.

	Jeremy should’ve been locking up, but he was talking. The girls shouldn’t be out at this late hour. Roxy, maybe. Bianca, never. Still, Gypsy was closed. 

	My gaze was on the beautifully carved doors until Frank walked in as if he had recently graced a magazine’s pages. His natural saunter was the kind most needed to practice. 

	Frank ruined Vanessa’s concentration by speaking to her in passing. She was torn between admiring him and cleaning. Everyone was told to let him in, no matter the time. Frank confidently relaxed with his enticing cologne. 

	“Mister Saint Laurence, it’s always good to see you.” 

	 “You also, Sari Zya.”  

	“My name was revealed in the strictest of confidence, not so you can use it at will.”  

	“Sari Zya, you’re precious. Is it your given name?” 

	“Yes.”

	“What is your American last name?”  

	“Montefiore. It is within the connection you know.”  

	“Is it now? I no longer feel guilty about drinking your expensive Scotch. There is a request. What is it?”   

	“You may drink here as often as you like. You may not use my American last name. It is forbidden.” 

	“Understood. I wouldn’t dream of saying it.” Frank was teasing. I tried not to smile. He sensed that too. 

	“I’ll give my word only to say Sari Zya when we are alone in a conversation, like now. Jinx, you are a beautiful curse. Your namesake matches. Can I stay a while?”

	“Yes because you take good care of my friend.” 

	“Bianca Isabel will always feel protected and loved.” 

	“And you, Franklin Saint Laurence will always be welcome. Italian linen looks nice on you, but I haven’t seen anything that does not. Something is different.” 

	Frank didn’t say, but I knew. His favorite whisky was poured into a crystal glass. “Whisky for your troubles.” 

	“Thanks. I appreciate you. I’m amused and quite curious. How do you know I’m troubled?” 

	“It’s after four in the morning, and you are here. My understanding was you had a flight to catch. Did it leave?” 

	“It did not. It seems you’re keeping tabs on me.” 

	“Yes. You’re very important to Dawson and Bianca. So by default, you are important to me.” 

	“Your candor is appreciated.”

	“Is it? Was it insulting? Women always give you attention, but none will say something so bluntly to you.” 

	“And that’s why I’m here, and not with them. My flight was changed from this afternoon to two hours from now. I’ll arrive in Philly after the wedding has taken place.”  

	“Will it make a difference?” 

	“For her? Yes. She’ll live happily ever after.” 

	“No one is constantly happy. It’s unrealistic.” 

	Frank laughed, “Your honest statement isn’t the desired approach. The saying doesn’t have to be true, but if most believe something to be true than it is. Living happily ever after happens in staying. Being in love on the good days, and fighting through the worst. They’re happily living.” 

	“And this happily ever after. What does it feel like?” 

	Frank’s million-dollar smile was only for me. It was his genuine signature. “Sari Zya, have you ever been in love?” 

	“Yes. Twice. It was different each time.” 

	“It is. Love can change in and out of a relationship. Exciting or no. The emotion ebbs and flows. Love is mostly romanticized, but it seems similar to work.”  

	Thought went into it. I nodded, “Okay. I understand. It makes sense when said that way. Love is not so great.”

	“It’s not terrible,” Frank playfully winked at me, “You’re honest. You say exactly what you mean. It’s a rare quality. Most people probably seem disingenuous to you.” 

	“Yes, but I haven’t been a truthful person.” 

	Frank sipped his whisky, “You’re not a liar. Guilt by omission. You didn’t lie, but you didn’t tell the truth.”

	“That’s true. Why are you going to Philadelphia?” 

	“My Pops birthday is this weekend. My Dad.”  

	“Pops means Dad. This is your dialect.” 

	Frank chuckled, “Yes. Conversational speech.” 

	“I will remember it. There should be a celebration for your Pops. May he continue to live with vigor and joy.” 

	 “Amen.” 

	“Amen. I should say it too. Yes?”   

	“You can. Beautiful, you have another question. Ask.” 

	“Will your friends attend this wedding?”

	“No. The bride was my college sweetheart. We met while there. Us being from Philly was a coincidence, but we went home together to visit our families.” 

	Frank said how everything happened. He had matured from his university days, but his voice held deep emotion. Frank still cared for her. Love leaves a deep ache. A profound pain that can’t easily be put into words. 

	“Now, you know my story,” Frank calmly said while assessing me. “You had a reaction to hearing it. You can relate. Tell me yours. What happened in your love story?” 

	“It’s not a love story.” 

	“Say how it happened. I’ll decide.”

	Frank and I had a bond. It began when we made plans for Dawson and Bianca to reconnect. It was Frank’s way of speaking. Direct and eloquent. Our cultures and experiences were different, yet, we were kindred spirits.

	Frank was patiently waiting. I poured more Scotch for him and Irish for me. 

	“There is no cure for a broken heart, but we will drink while I tell you what I haven’t told another living soul.” 

	My story came out in a ramble. Violent trauma changed my life before Memphis. Being with him felt like forever. Leaving him happened at my most desperate hour. Packing went horribly. I gave up and left to check into a hotel. My days and nights went by in a blur of tears and fitful sleep. Memphis called, but I cried uncontrollably after hearing his voice. Each day was harder than the last.

	My stay at the hotel wasn’t exciting. I went out for a walk one night and decided to have a drink in a no-name bar. There, I met Rhys. His practiced charm was enhanced with new money. Rhys was the kind of man who thought he could purchase anything and anyone. 

	Rhys rounded the bar, but my thoughts were of Memphis. There was never a time when I wasn’t thinking about him. Memphis was probably on the road to another sold out show. His lifestyle came with loud places, bright lights, and women anxious to please. I was possessive. Memphis knew that, but I couldn’t explain my past, so it was easier to leave. 

	Whiskey and more whiskey. Drowning my sorrow was easier than facing Memphis too. Heartache will always be for the lonely. I half-listened to Rhys while caught in my memories. He mentioned Vegas. One thought. Why not?

	Frank listened. His honesty was valued. I kept saying how it went until the end. Frank thought about it and then asked. “You said Memphis is not the kind of man to deal with your issue. Still, you didn’t let him decide.”  

	“No. I did not. I was wrong for letting him love me without knowing. Memphis can never know. He will never forgive me. I’ll stay gone. Hopefully, he will move on.” 

	“A year is not long enough to forget.”  

	“A year is too painful to remember.” 

	“It is. Memphis might need closure.” 

	“I need him, but we can’t have everything we want.” 

	Frank chuckled, “No. We cannot.”  

	“What should I have done?”  

	“Aside from what I previously said, nothing,” Frank admitted. “Either way, you’ll have to be honest with him.” 

	I finished my Irish and poured another. “You were wrong about me. I’m not honest. I am a liar.” 

	“Jinx, you’re not. You withheld the truth. Saying you’re a liar is like saying you’re not guilty instead of innocent.” 

	“I’m not guilty. I didn’t commit a crime.” 

	“You didn’t. It’s good you understand that part of it. You’re having a moral issue. It’s hurting you. Memphis is most likely hurting as well. I have to ask. What happened to Rhys after that weekend?” 

	I shrugged, “Safe sex can be wild sex. Rhys found out I wasn’t a woman he could control. Rhys wanted to date. He talked as if I had a home. I didn’t. Rhys didn’t even know my name. He caught a return flight, and I stayed. Sin City is my kind of place.” 

	Frank laughed, “Vegas does have its charm.” 

	“The best charm,” I teased him. “You enjoy living here.” 

	“That is also true.” Frank finished his whisky. “I have a flight to catch. Jinx, call if you need to talk. I’ll listen.”  

	“I’m not calling.” 

	“A call will be made at some point for something. Know it. Thanks for your company and time.” Frank walked away without another word. He left the decision with me. 

	Vanessa went back to blushing when Frank wished her a good night. Jeremy said the same while locking up. I  finished my whiskey. The Irish settled in as a warm heat. I didn’t get hangovers, but I never drink past my limit. 

	“We’re finished.” Vanessa went through the checklist. She rounded the bar to put away the clipboard. 

	I smiled, “Thanks. Have a good night. Both of you.” 

	“We’ll wait for you.” Jeremy came to lean on the bar. His presence wasn’t needed. The safe was on a timer, and I never kept much in the register. If someone wanted to rob Gypsy, they could, but there wouldn’t be much cash. 

	I was about to tell Jeremy to leave, but Vanessa looked worried. “It’s late. Jinx, please let us wait.”

	My smile was kind, “I’ll agree, so you won’t worry.” 

	“Thanks because I would’ve been worrying,” Vanessa kept quietly chatting while hurrying to gather her things. 

	We left within minutes. I said goodnight again, but Jeremy stopped walking. He was a new hire, like so many in the past year. Jeremy still had his boyish good looks. He was old enough to drink, but not quite mature enough to make honest commitments. Jeremy didn’t have loyalty to any one woman. Had it been the opposite, he would’ve been selective with the women frequenting Gypsy. 

	Maybe Jeremy wanted to ask about Frank. We stood in the dark of night. Jeremy finally turned to go. It was a good decision because he would’ve been fired. 

	My plans were ruined. I would normally spent time in Gypsy after close. Sometimes, I would wait until dawn, so it wouldn’t feel like one more night without Memphis. It had been a year, but I could still recall how he looked that night, sprawled in bed with a pillow tucked under his head. My tearful goodbye silently happened while running my hands through his hair. I kissed him a final time with my heart breaking. Ghost feelings came and went, but I will always remember how it felt to love Memphis. 

	A bath helped with stress. It was time to wait for sunrise. My loft felt like home save for my regrets. 

	 

	
 

	 

	2. Only the Lonely

	 

	 

	Memphis Dennehy 

	 

	Acoustic guitar was my favorite since I was knee-high. My old man played and my uncles did too. Music was in my blood. It was as easy as breathing and writing the lyrics were part of it. I moved my guitar to erase a line and add another. The words were read while strumming and humming the melody. Not bad. My guitar was tuned, but the A minor sounded flat. The tuning peg was turned. I played the song all the way to the bridge while singing the lyrics. It sounded like it should. 

	Random clapping happened, but my smile was polite. The ladies pushed me out of my zone. Russ knew it too. He quickly said, “Girls, please be quiet. He’s working.” 

	“Okay. Why can’t we clap?” the brunette sighed. “He’s amazing. I could listen to him sing all night.”  

	Next would be questions about my name. I went back to my music, not in the mood for it. Tours were a constant grind. We didn’t have downtime between shows. Our fans were the reason we kept at it. I appreciated all the love, even now, on our bus, but my patience was running low. 

	Russ quietly had a word with the brunette. She wasn’t listening. Frustration was a sure thing, but I kept working on the song. My damn regret happened a minute later. I should’ve used my motorcycle and met up with everyone in Vegas, but this song wouldn’t let me be. It needed to be finished by week’s end. I needed sleep. I needed Jinx. 

	Russ used drinks as a distraction. It was a reason for the women to move to the front of the tour bus. Russ got them situated and then he came back to talk.

	“Come on. Don’t go getting pissed. She was giving you a compliment. They love us. They love you.”  

	I ignored Russ to fix another line in the song. 

	“You’re rewriting that song like it’s not perfect.” 

	“It’s not,” I said without looking up. “It sounds like it should, not how I want it to sound. It needs to be perfect.” 

	“Leave it. No one touches perfect.”  

	Someone did. She still does. 

	Russ should’ve went back to entertaining. He didn’t. Russ kept his voice lowered, “You can’t go on like this.” 

	“Like what?”   

	“This silence. The eerily quiet thing you’ve been doing for months. The guys feel like you don’t like them.” 

	“I’m not here to fix their emotions or yours.”  

	Russ laughed, “You don’t have to. They’re our bandmates. Hang out sometimes. Drink. Laugh.” 

	“That’s what you’re here for,” I relaxed on the leather seat. “This is how comfortable it is when you’re not dragging a small group around with us.”  

	“We always have people around.”  

	“I’m not talking about the people working for us, but you know that. Don’t you?” 

	Russ chuckled again, “Yeah. So. Enjoy the attention.”  

	“I haven’t been. I won’t start. Why are you back here? What is it? Do you want me to be carefree like you?”  

	Russ grinned, “Fuck yes. You’re successful. You have enough money to do whatever you want. I see the look on your face. I’m ignoring it. I already said what needed saying. I’m not taking it back. I’m worried about you.” 

	“Worry less. I make out alright.” 

	“Do you? Because you don’t socialize with our fans, and when you do hookup with a woman, it’s probably sad ass sex, and not the fun exciting times they used to be. Sure, women want you because you have that innocent fucking look. Get back to being a heartthrob.” 

	I laughed, “Russ, your word choices need work. You can get women. Sing lead for more songs. Women love it.” 

	“Them wanting me is different than me wanting them.” 

	“Sounds about right, but we could use a break from your recreational pastimes. Russ, it’ll never be like it was.”  

	“I’m too damn selfish to believe it,” he laughed more, and then his tone was serious. “Did you call her?”  

	“No. My number is the same.” 

	“Pretending you don’t care won’t help. Her belongings are still at your place. You still want Jinx. I get that, but women don’t wanna see another woman’s things.” 

	I shrugged, “I don’t invite them to my place.”

	Russ shook his head, “I’m a jackass for saying this, but we’ve made a ton of cash from your heartache. Memphis, you’re lovesick, and the longer you wait, the harder it’ll be. You have to find Jinx or pack up her belongings.”   

	Russ waited for a reply. He didn’t get one. 

	“Okay. You’re not there yet. I get it. I’ll cut back on inviting women to travel with us. Writing new songs is helping you. I hope downtime in Sin City helps too.” 

	Russ went back to his company. He had it wrong. I didn’t want closure. Closure meant it was ending, and this wasn’t the end, not for me. Jinx was still close to my heart. Memories didn’t mean shit. It wasn’t about my pride. Jinx broke my heart, and I needed her to know it. 

	One thing held true, I was lovesick in the worst damn way. Mom wanted a chance to meet the woman who stole my heart. I was honest with my parents after Jinx left. Mom refused to believe we were finished. She said a woman wouldn’t leave in the middle of the night unless she was afraid. Jinx was out there somewhere, and she needed to figure it out. Mom kept promising I would see Jinx again. Maybe she wanted it to hurt less. Dad said the same as Russ. I needed to find Jinx if I wanted answers. Dad thought she might be involved in something that was difficult to get loose from. Couldn’t say he was wrong. 

	My parents were supportive, but Jinx didn’t have that. She wouldn’t go to her old man. Jinx wouldn’t tell him about her life. She was out there, alone, and I felt helpless. 

	Money and resources weren’t a problem. A team could be working on finding her, day and night, but Jinx didn’t like being controlled. If she still loved me, she needed to come home because I needed her more than breathing.

	My guitar was cast aside. Cussing happened because damn. Life sure felt different without Jinx. A year passed in a blur of pretty faces. I had safe sex, but it felt dull. There was a level of guilt afterward. The women were sexy, but none were her. Jinx was hauntingly beautiful with a lush pout. She was defiant with fire in her soul. 

	The cities and towns kept changing, but all I needed was one phone call from Jinx. She was my Gypsy Girl.

	 My head was aching, and the pain wouldn’t let me be. 

	 Please call, Love. Jinx. Call. I fucking need you.

	 Times like these were only for the lonely. I was still in a bad space, but someone was talking. I glanced up to see two women, staring at me. Russ redirected them. He understood my heartache, so the tour bus was quiet. 

	The pain took its time fading. I slowly picked up my guitar to work on the song. Still, Jinx was on my mind. 

	Sunrises weren’t the same. I didn’t want to watch the sunsets. I’ll suffer until Gypsy Girl comes back to me.

	 

	
 

	 

	3. Worst Pain 

	 

	 

	Jinx

	 

	Dawn came, bringing dark reds and golds to the clouds. Orange burst through, and the magnificent colors bled across the sky. I went to bed, feeling fatigued only to sleep fitfully. My dreams felt real. Tears were streaming down my face when I woke up, anxious and needing Memphis. All my crying turned the sunlight hazy. Constantly wiping my eyes would cause extra stress. Going back to sleep wouldn’t happen, and comfort seemed impossible.

	Relaxing in bed with luxurious fabrics didn’t help. The silk pillow between my thighs didn’t either. Everything felt overly sensitive. Minutes turned into an hour or more. 

	My bed was ditch. My favorite bath scrub was used in the shower. Relief and scented steam. The sweet fragrance calmed me. I was wrapped in a fluffy towel and turning on the kettle. My phone had been set to silent. Messages were checked for a wine shipment. The cases arrived damaged. Replacements needed to be sent. 

	The kettle whistled. The stove was off, and my English blend was poured. The organic tea had a rich malty taste. Comfort came from my daily ritual. I savored the next sip, and my cup was set on a distressed wooden chest. 
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