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  Thick smoke fell around Elisa like rain. Colorful, flashing lights danced against her silver dress. The pounding beat jumped on her chest as she sat on her stool, sipping a Long Island iced tea. She checked her watch before scanning the dance floor. He, the best looking man in the place, was medium height, medium build with overly-manicured features – plucked eyebrows, trimmed fingernails, and a painted-on tan. He danced with a squiggly, leggy blond.





  “Come with me,” Elisa said with a glance and a wave of her arm. Best Looking Man could not refuse and he drifted toward her enticing gaze, like always. They left the club together.




  “Where’s your car?” she asked.




  He led her to his flashy, green sports car.




  “You know the market at the end of Fifth Street?” He nodded.




  “I’m in the apartment building next door. Second floor.” She used to have a house with a garage, a dog in a fenced-in yard, and a husband.




  Elisa was recently widowed. Her family and friends had stopped talking to her. Or she had stopped talking to them. She couldn’t remember which. Either way, it was hard to see them after seeing him, her husband, lying on their bed, the sheets and wall soaked in red, the gun in his hand. After finding him, a panicky Elisa threw the sheets in the washer and scrubbed the bloody walls. Blood stains, and Elisa could not get the damn spots out. Meanwhile, the body had been tossed to the floor when Elisa removed the sheets. Unsuccessful with the blood, she sat on the bare mattress above her husband. She cried. Looking back – as she always did on these rides to her apartment with Best Looking Man – she considered her marriage.




  “What did I do wrong?” she inadvertently said aloud, resting her hand on the wedding ring that she wore on a chain around her neck, beneath her clothes.




  “What?” Best Looking Man asked.




  “Nothing,” she answered, and let go of the ring before he saw it.




  Best Looking Man’s hand had started on her knee but, by now, it was high on her thigh.




  Elisa put her hand on top of his to keep it from going any farther for now.




  “So,” she said, “where are you from?”




  “Here,” he answered. “East side of town. You know Beverly Street? I grew up in the white house on the corner. Still live there.” They reached her apartment. It was small and dark. So dark that they could barely see the purple and blue striped wallpaper peeling away at the corners of each room. The two quickly undressed and had sex. As Elisa lay next to a sleeping Best Looking Man, she noticed how the moon used the blinds and made shadows that lined his body like prison bars on his light-brown skin. In a shadow was his finger. On his finger was a wedding band. Elisa held him against her naked body, a draft from the cracked window chilling her neck.
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