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  Grind




   





  Grace let herself fall backwards, flopping spread-eagle onto the bed that nearly filled the entire room. It was divine. The mattress had a pillow-top that she could already feel calling to her; it hadn’t been until this exact moment that she realized what she’d been missing by not replacing her old mattress at home.




  I’m going to have to get one of these, she thought, then snorted. I’ll just add that to my to-do list. Right after getting Billy those anti-asshole lessons. She took a deep breath and tried to will away the anger that was suddenly flaring within her, but it was a hard fight. Any time she thought about her ex-husband, her mood turned instantly sour, and today was no exception. He had called her three days earlier to let her know that her alimony would be delayed since he was running a bit short on cash. The reason, as he went on to explain, was that he had taken Ivana to Puerto Rico for a spur-of-the-moment vacation and had spent a bit more than he’d planned.




  Grace rolled off the bed and went to the window, opening it up to let a bit of breeze in. Not that it helped cool her down. Thinking of Billy had made her furious all over again. Son of a bitch spends my money on that twenty-something tramp on a vacation to Puerto Rico? Definitely needs anti-asshole training. Married for sixteen years and he only ever took me to Cleveland.




  She pulled the curtain aside and looked out into the courtyard below. The hotel had beautiful grounds, with oak trees towering over a large garden that covered most of the space behind the hotel. She could see a path weaving through the grounds, snaking between the raised flower beds, and a pair of guests walked hand in hand through the garden, passing from the shadow of the trees to the sunlight that was slowly fading to evening. It looked lovely, and she made a mental note to go exploring later on.




  But for now, the garden could wait. Grace raised her gaze and looked out across the town. She had wanted to spend the weekend in someplace cute and quaint, and it looked like she’d gotten her wish—at three stories, the hotel was one of the taller buildings in Green Lake; the rest of the town seemed to have been transported directly from the 1950s. As she watched, she could see families going from shop to shop. A little girl rode her bike down the sidewalk. Two men greeted each other with a handshake at the corner. It looked like the kind of place where people were still nice to each other. It was a little suspicious. Still, Grace was willing to put aside her cynicism for the weekend. After the last few days, she could use some nice in her life right now.




  Not that the whole hellish week had been all Billy’s fault. She could at least admit that much. Things hadn’t been helped by her boss, who had chosen the weekly staff meeting to question the work she’d been doing on the Mason account. There, in front of everybody in the office, he’d criticized the report she’d drafted, questioned her writing skills, and to top it off, wondered aloud about the need for “fresh blood” on the project. So he not only thinks I’m incompetent, but old besides. Lovely. He might as well have given me a brochure for the rest home.




  Then, to add icing to the cake, there was her daughter. Lisa was fifteen and acted like it. When Grace had driven her to Billy’s for the weekend, Lisa had been silent the entire way, only speaking when she was literally stepping out of the car.




  “And by the way, thanks for embarrassing me, Mom,” she had spat.




  “What are you talking about?”




  “What you wrote on Facebook?” Lisa’s expression made it clear how painful it was to have to explain such simple, simple things.




  “You mean when I wrote that I was thinking about you and loved you?”




  “Don’t you realize my friends read that? Christ!” Then, with a slam of the car door, she had gone. Watching Lisa walk up to the front door of Billy’s house, Grace couldn’t have felt differently if her daughter had slapped her face.




  Grace rubbed her eyes and took a deep breath. Okay, so it was a shitty week. But it’s Friday night. The week’s over. The weekend has begun. She spun around and opened her eyes, as if a gaggle of friends could have suddenly appeared, ready to take her out on the town. Like in a movie. Like magic. Unfortunately, the only thing she saw was the bed, now with a slightly rumpled coverlet. Grace sighed and went to change clothes.




   





  A walk around the town managed to cheer her up a bit after all. The evening was pleasantly warm and the town was just as cute up close as it had seemed from her hotel window. Grace passed from store to store, wandering aimlessly, following only her own instincts and beholden to no one but herself. Nobody pestered her to hurry up, nobody offered snarky comments in the background, nobody made fun of her taste or anything else. It was lovely.
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