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  Chapter One




  If This Is Hell . . . It Must Be My Mother’s House




  It’s funny it hadn’t occurred to me until that very moment, when I pulled into my mother’s driveway, that the idea of losing her would devastate me more than I could have ever imagined. There were times I had wished the pills that she’d swallowed had taken effect or other times when she drove me so far round the twist that I imagined my hands squeezing the life from her. Now, as the prospect of her mortality looms, I already feel a tremendous sense of loss. As I stare at the house that I used to dread coming home to, I am feeling things I never thought possible.




  To begin with, the house itself seemed smaller to me. It had always seemed to stand quite proudly. A lovely Cape Cod. But now the white paint seemed dull, and the hunter green shutters looked more the color of pea soup. Stepping out of my trusty Prius, the familiar crunch of pebbles under my shoes welcomed me. When I was seven, I rode my Schwinn with the butterfly handlebars up this driveway at full speed, then hit the brakes, skidding for the last few feet and sending up dust and tiny rocks into the air. The sound it made was exhilarating, and it never failed to annoy my mother.




  “Sarah! Stop doing that out there!” she would yell. “You’re behaving like a hoodlum!”




  Whatever hoodlum meant, I knew, at that moment, I wanted to be one.




  I walked around to the trunk and opened it, revealing the lovely, and oh so sturdy, black Tumi suitcase set my husband had bought me the year before. I should have known there was nothing subtle about the gift. He might not even have been aware of it at the time. The bottom line was that he wanted me to “pack up” and leave, but he was too much of a coward to tell me. He made my life unbearable, until I finally did pack up the unused luggage, and moved out. He has since been playing house with a twenty-seven-year-old assistant from his office, typical right? And now I am about to move back in with my seventy-year-old angry, resentful, delusional mother . . . oh joy!




  “Sarah . . . that you?” My mother called from behind the front door screen. She had always had a lovely speaking voice. Similar to Lauren Bacall. Lately she sounded like an ex-two-pack-a-day smoker.




  “Yes Ma . . . it’s me,” I said as I picked up the last piece of my expensive luggage, trying to balance them all. My agent said I always carried the weight of the world around. Maybe I needed a personal skycap! I could use one just to deal with all the “emotional” baggage I seem to be carrying these days.




  The screen door flung open. “Oh . . . my darling Sarah. You’re home!” With that, my mother actually seemed to be running towards me. Out onto the porch, down numerous stairs. I didn’t trust what I was actually seeing. She was moving at quite a clip despite the fact she had her hip replaced. How could she be running so fast? And should she be running so fast? She was at my side in record time. And to make matters worse, she was wearing a bubble gum pink jogging suit.




  “Hello, Mother,” I said, trying not to look too dazed and confused.




  “Put your bags upstairs and let’s go for a run!” She began prancing in place like my pretty pony.




  All the bags I was holding were causing me to lose feeling in the lower half of my body. I wanted to S.O.S. my therapist, in hopes that he would somehow be able to navigate my next move. But I am a grown forty-five-year-old woman. It’s time to make decisions on my own.




  “Mother . . . I don’t run,” I said defiantly. “You know that. But I will put my bags down and maybe have a cup of tea . . . or vodka. I’ve been driving for eight hours. You know how long it takes from Los Angeles to Marin?”




  “Oh, honey, of course you have . . . How thoughtless of me! Go to your room, settle down, and when I get back, I’ll make peanut butter and jelly sandwiches!” Launching herself forward like Jackie Joyner at the Olympics, my mother took off running down the long driveway, veering right and disappearing behind the six-foot hedge in front of the house.




  I watched dumbfounded for a while to see if she might reappear. Nope. So I lugged my Tumi’s up the porch steps and into the front hallway of the house I grew up in.




  At first sight, everything seemed about the same as it always had. The dark, hardwood floors had lost their luster a long time ago. Looking into the living room on my left, I could tell that the framed photos on top of the baby grand were arranged as they had been for decades.




  My mother always made sure that the photographs of family members, dead or alive, were positioned correctly, and the frames, dust free and brightly polished. The couch and love seat were fairly new. My mother was going through a gingham stage and had bought two red and white checkered pieces. They reminded me of tablecloths used in pizzerias. All that was missing was a bottle of Chianti . . . The new furniture was not my cup of Chian-Tea!




  I began my ascent up the staircase struck by the number of photographs lining the wall from the bottom of the stairs to the second floor. I think maybe four generations of O’Malley’s were there and all the Mancuso’s. Half of these people meant nothing to me. All through my childhood whenever I asked about a family member, my mother and father would become inexplicably mute. I never understood what they could be hiding or avoiding. I remember sitting in the middle of the staircase, at a very early age, and staring at certain photos on the wall wondering if the stories I had heard were true. One of the smaller photos was of a pretty young girl. She was four years old in this picture. So delicate, petite. Her hair was an explosion of blonde ringlets. She seemed to be perfect in almost every way.




  Rachel, my younger sister, was the apple of my parents’ eye, and a favorite of everyone else she was around. Rachel seemed to glow from within. Even though we were only two years apart, she was miles ahead of me. Talking before she could walk, making friends with anyone and everyone . . . she was my parents’ pride and joy. She was mine, too.




  I don’t know how long I stood in the stairwell looking at the family photos, but as I climbed the stairs, I caught the photo I had tried to avoid my whole life. A photo of the exquisite Rachel. The child who would “go somewhere.” A child who was everything that Olivia and Jack O’Malley wanted . . . the child who was supposed to carry on the family traditions and make them proud. It was an extraordinary photo of a six-year-old, ringlet haired, girl in a cherry wood coffin. Why they had her photographed like this I never understood. Even more puzzling was why this haunting image of her corpse adorned our walls.




  Once upstairs, I walked into the bedroom I had shared with Rachel.




  It had been converted into an office. Every book that my father had owned lined the bookshelves on three sides of the room. In the event of an earthquake anyone lying on the sofa bed would be squashed by literature. The room still smelled of my father. Though he had been dead a few years, his scent somehow lingered. In the leather chair, in the curtains, in the books. I set my cases down and sat on the sofa bed, convinced I should have stayed in a motel. I suddenly felt so weary. I always enjoyed the drive up the coast, but my body didn’t like being stationary for too long anymore. The Pacific Coast Highway had been the only way I liked to head North. Driving so close to the ocean quieted my mind.




  Over the years, when I was depressed or just needed to think, I would drive to the beach, listen to the waves, and feel connected again. Sometimes when I stay in a hotel for any length of time, I bring my sound machine that mimics the ocean. And I sleep like a baby.




  I have always had a thing for pelicans. They remind me of what dinosaurs must have looked like. And the brilliance of their feeding technique was awesome. Watching them fold their entire bodies up into feathered spears and piercing the water with such force still blows my mind.




  Today the pelicans seemed to put on a special show just for me! I saw hundreds, in their V-formations gliding above my car. It was as if they were leading me toward my destination. At least I liked to think that they were.




  I curled up on the sofa and shut my eyes. It hadn’t been more than thirty minutes when I heard a sound that reminded me of something I had heard on Animal Planet. I believe it was the cry of a wildebeest in heat. I heard it again. A piercing howl. This time I recognized the alarming noise came from my mother. My feet barely touched the ground as I flew down the stairs and out the back door to find the source of the terrifying sound. I stopped in my tracks. Standing in our back yard was a large airstream trailer with the sun reflecting off its shiny surface. It resembled a space ship. A man stood buck-naked in the doorway of the alien craft. I do believe the gentleman was Manuel Hernandez. Mother had told us he was her gardener. Maybe this will make sense in the next couple of minutes . . . . Maybe not.




  The image of what happened next will go with me to my grave. My mother, Olivia Rose Mancuso O’Malley appeared in the buff behind Manuel Hernandez and put her arms around his waist. As Manuel turned to face her, she kissed him on the mouth, and he slapped her on her seventy-year-old buttocks. She made that weird noise again. I realized that it was in fun and that she obviously wasn’t being dismembered as I had imagined upon waking. I closed the back door without her noticing and headed for the freezer. There was always a bottle of vodka in my parent’s freezer. We sometimes went without milk for days, but a bottle of vodka, of varying degrees of quality, and quantity, was always found right next to the ice cream.




  Within moments of my finding the martini olives, my mother burst into the kitchen in her glow-in-the-dark jogging suit. “Hello Sarah,” she said, out of breath.




  “Did you have a good run Mother?” I emphasized the word run.




  “Oh, yes,” she said as she reached for the vodka. “And a terrific fuck, too!” She plonked an olive in her glass as I stood mouth agape.




  “What’s wrong, sweetie? You look like you swallowed a lemon!”




  Words formed in my brain, but I was unable to speak.




  “Well, if you’re going to act like a mute, I’m going to take a quick shower!” My mother downed her vodka in one shot and left me standing in the kitchen.




  I don’t think I ever heard my mother use the “F” word, let alone do the “F” thing! My brother Henry had told me that she had gone bonkers and was in the beginning stages of Alzheimer’s. Now I see why Henry stayed on Cape Cod in his beautiful house with his beautiful wife and three beautiful children and their equally beautiful Labradoodle.




  Manuel entered the kitchen, fortunately with his clothes on. “’Ello, Miss Sarah,” he said, bowing his head. He clearly didn’t know that I had seen him.




  “So, Manuel? You are living on the property now?” I said, trying to hide the fact that I wanted to bite his nose off.




  “Si. Mrs. O’Malley felt it be good idea para it is lonely for her.” He walked over to the fridge and helped himself to a coke.




  “So do you still do gardening work?” I asked.




  “I do a little pruning.”




  “Yes . . . apparently to my mother!” I had raised my voice a little too loudly.




  I was beginning to feel the effects of the vodka.




  Manuel looked at me as if I had just shot him between the eyes. “I’m sorry . . . I don’t understand!”




  “Is everything okay down there?” my mother called from upstairs.




  “It’s fine mother,” I answered, feeling embarrassed.




  “I will go now, Señora.” Sensing I was not happy, Manuel took himself out of the kitchen.




  My mother appeared with her hair in a towel and what looked like an old bridesmaid’s dress . . . no . . . wait . . . it was my high school prom dress!




  “You look lovely, Ma . . .” I said, trying to mean it.




  “Thank you, darling. I thought I would make you a sandwich now.”




  I suggested that I make dinner for the two of us if she felt like it, but she said she wasn’t hungry and was going to go to bed early. I looked forward to going out for a quiet dinner alone with the book I was trying to finish.




  It took almost forty-five minutes to get out of the house. My mother was determined to have me eat peanut butter. She kept saying, “But it’s your favorite!”




  That was certainly true forty-three years ago. My father used to tell the story of how when I was two years old he woke me up early to let my pregnant mother sleep. He led me into the kitchen and lifted me up onto the counter where I loved to sit and watch the goings-on. “Sarah, honey, what do you want for breakfast?” he asked.




  “Peanut butter.”




  “No, honey, you can’t have peanut butter. So what do you want for breakfast?”




  I repeated, “Peanut butter.”




  “Sarah, you can’t have peanut butter for breakfast. You can have peanut butter for lunch! Now what do you want for breakfast?”




  “Lunch!” I replied.




  As the story goes, I should’ve been a lawyer. Of course I got the peanut butter! My father always thought I was brilliant, until my sister Rachel came along. The funny thing was, I was never jealous of her. Even when our brother Henry was born everyone loved Rachel the most. Maybe it was some strange karmic thing. She would only be on this earth a short while, so however the planets aligned in the cosmos, it made sure that she was treated extra-specially for that time.




  Henry and I had other assets and were certainly smart children. I just chose not to grow up to be what I probably should have been . . . a lawyer, doctor, thief.




  Instead, I became a writer. My parents were not thrilled about that choice of career. What made things worse was that I wrote saucy, romantic novels. The ones with the Fabio look-alike on the cover. It was a surprise to me, too. I’d had very little passion in my life to draw on at that time. That’s not to say there wasn’t a lot of sex . . . There was certainly that! Just not a lot of wining and dining! That’s probably why I wrote about it. As for Henry . . . he did become a doctor. A thoracic surgeon! Still, I always wondered what Rachel would have done with her life if we’d never set foot in that jewelry store.




  “What do you think about this necklace, kids?” my father asked his three unruly children. Our father was trying to buy something nice for our mother for their anniversary. All we could do was chase one another around the store.




  “Rachel, Sarah, and Henry, stop running around!!!” Our father demanded. He was a familiar face in town and being a college professor, he didn’t want to be perceived badly. When he was angry, his voice became low and throaty.




  Normally we would have stopped in our tracks if he spoke to us like that. For some reason the warning didn’t work that day. Rachel was piggy in the middle. Henry and I had trapped her in the center of the store. As we both closed in on her from opposite sides, Rachel took off, laughing and screaming, trying to get away. I rewind the moment forever in my mind. I still don’t really know how it happened. Just as Henry and I closed in, Rachel began to fall. It was all in slow motion. She flung her arms wildly trying to catch herself. I reached out for her, but I was too far away. Henry didn’t move. The sound of breaking glass was the worst of it. It took years before that sound no longer haunted my sleep. She fell forward into the display case in front of her. The glass seemed to implode. There wasn’t a lot of it on the ground. When our father picked her up, I didn’t see any blood. Not at first. And then within seconds a trail of blood escaped from under her little arm.




  “I’m okay, Daddy!” she said, looking up into his eyes.




  And then the blood gushed like those spinning wheel paint kits; set a drop of paint on a wheel and it spins into a beautiful design. My dad cupped Rachel’s armpit with his hand and started to run out of the store and down the street. Henry and I followed trying to keep up with him. The hospital was only a few blocks away so we just ran and ran.




  Henry and I got to the hospital several minutes after our father. We followed the blood trail and tracked him through the emergency room doors. When we got inside, Rachel and Dad were nowhere to be seen. We asked the nurse behind the station if she knew where the man carrying the little girl went. The nurse’s face registered alarm. She told us where we should wait and said she would get us some juice if we wanted. I had often wondered what it must’ve been like seeing a four-year-old and me, only eight, racing into the hospital alone. We sat and waited and waited for what seemed an eternity.




  I couldn’t believe how much blood covered my father when he finally came into the waiting room. He took one look at the two of us sitting there and a sound came out of him unlike anything I had ever heard before. He grabbed both of his remaining children and sobbed. Rachel was gone.




  We didn’t learn exactly what happened until days later. Glass had cut through a major artery under her armpit, and she bled to death. We didn’t need the details in the hospital. In that moment our father’s sobs were enough. There were no cell phones back then. No one could reach our mother. She had gone to the beauty parlor that day in anticipation of her anniversary dinner. My father was taking her to the Stone Manor Hotel and Restaurant, a fine Tuscan-style hotel in Marin County, a family favorite. Even as small children we had sophisticated pallets and very good manners.




  When the three of us got home from the hospital and she wasn’t back yet, we sat in the living room waiting for her. She looked radiant when she came through the door. Her hair glistened and had been slightly teased at the crown, giving her added lift. Normally my mother’s hair was a mousy blonde, but that day it looked like spun gold. She was wearing a new white eyelet dress with tiny pearl buttons down the front. She must have gone to see her friend Sue, who worked in cosmetics at Saks, because her face was freshly made up. Standing in our hallway, she looked like an angel. It didn’t take her long to evaluate the situation before her. With her smile still intact, she cautiously asked “What’s wrong?”




  My father stood up and began to walk over to her. I saw her eyes dart around the room like a wolf counting her pups . . . and then it sunk in . . .




  “Where is Rachel?” . . . She asked in a low, slow voice, as if she already knew, and then collapsed into my father’s outstretched arms.




  “Oh God . . . Oh God!” she cried. Her body seemed to ache with pain as her sobs became louder and louder.




  As I watched her I thought, “This is what it must look like when angels cry.”




  I don’t remember anyone really speaking about what happened for a long time in our home. Henry and I always felt responsible for what had happened that day. And Rachel’s death profoundly changed our parents’ lives forever.




  Driving into the driveway of Stone Manor Hotel, I realized I had avoided the place just as my parents had done since that fateful anniversary. It was difficult even to think about the place. We had celebrated birthdays here. We even had a Christmas Eve dinner here, and Santa stopped at the table. Rachel had asked him for a diary with a key. I wanted a doll that peed herself! Little did any of us know she would not live to see another Christmas. My parents not only never returned to the restaurant, but they never acknowledged their anniversary again.




  I hadn’t eaten anything all day. The thought of peanut butter had been tempting. But this restaurant served the best rib eye steak. My stomach growled, thinking about it. When I entered the handsome foyer, I felt strangely at home. Everything looked as it had for years. I veered off to the right toward the restaurant. As I walked through the lounge with the crackling fireplace, I heard someone say, “Is that little Sarah O’Malley?”




  I turned to scan all the female, martini-drinking clones in the lounge and settled on Jocelyn Beckett. As usual, she was strikingly put together. At the age of seventy, she could pass for fifty. She looked better than I did! She walked toward me, her delicate ankles teetering on stilettos. I was thoroughly impressed. I hadn’t worn heels in years!




  “Hello, Jocelyn,” I said as she approached.




  “How’s your dear mother?” She asked, shaking her head. Obviously, she had heard that my mother had lost her marbles.




  “She’s okay, thank you. You look great.” I changed the subject.




  “Divorce suits me!” She laughed.




  I had heard about the Beckett divorce. My mother had described it as nasty.




  “Obviously it suits you,” I responded. “How’s Marie?” Marie was Jocelyn’s and Robert’s first child. She and I had grown up together.




  “She’s terrific. Three kids. Great husband. Beautiful home!” I tried not to appear as jealous as I really was.




  “And you remember my son, Terry? Well, he’s running Robert’s firm now,” she said proudly.




  Terry was eleven years younger than Marie. When we were teens, he would insist on driving us mad. In fact, when he was five years old, he walked in on Marie and me kissing. Both of us were virgins at fifteen and proud of it, but we wanted to have a little action. Rather than look to a pock-faced boy with dirty fingernails, we felt confident in each other’s good hygiene. So we turned to one another for a little spice. To this day I think Marie was the best kisser I ever had.




  Terry immediately ran to Jocelyn and told her we were kissing. Thank the Lord, she didn’t believe him. Instead, she washed his mouth out with soap and made him say ten Hail Mary’s in front of Marie and me.




  Looking at Jocelyn, I could see that nothing had really changed about her. She still resembled a Stepford wife, only a little drunker.




  “I’m excited to read the new book, Sarah,” she winked. “I saw you on The Today Show last week!”




  “Thank you Jocelyn. I’m excited to read it, too,” I said, knowing how far behind I was with this one.




  I excused myself and found the hostess, who sat me at a small table by the window. I promptly ordered a Pinot Noir and opened my Tumi laptop case. I checked my computer to see if I had any e-mails . . . nothing. Not even a word from either of my kids. I figured no one needed anything. I pulled up the pages of the new book I had just mentioned to Jocelyn. I was calling it: “Tequila Sunrise Nights.”




  Maddie Keeler, a forty-year-old woman, takes a trip to Cabo San Lucas, after her husband leaves her for a twenty-year-old Cuban cabana boy. After sixteen years of marriage and two kids, she has her first vacation alone. Before too long, she meets Paul Rodriguez, the hotel manager, a beautiful six foot three Mexican with green eyes and a ten and a half inch appendage.




  This book was taking way too long to write according to my agent. My publishers expected two books a year from me since my books had hit the best-seller list for a long time, they counted on me to deliver. And I was really late with book number two! And we were coming to the end of the year. Everyone knew that my life was falling apart. My husband had shacked up with his bimbo girlfriend. My seventeen-year-old daughter left to go to college. My recently divorced twenty-eight-year-old daughter had another miscarriage. And I just discovered that my mother needs to be committed to the looney bin! I’m amazed that I can string two words together at all!




  None of that matters. They were still on me to “Get it done.”




  I began to read the last few lines I had written just a few days before . . .




  With spasmodic ecstasy, her loins seemed to dance an internal meringue.




  God this is awful!! I thought, reading it back to myself. After all, how many times can you describe hot sex? Especially if you aren’t having any yourself?




  His skilled tongue danced around her erect nipples making them so hard it was almost too much to bear. But she had never had a lover so unselfish, so concerned for her desires to be fulfilled. He slowly moved down toward her clean shaven mound, flicking his tongue ever so lightly . . . .




  “Pardon me, would you like to see a menu?”




  I jumped and looked up to see Mr. Abercrombie and Fitch standing before me. He looked as if he had stepped out of the pages of the catalogue and was lost. I responded in an extremely sophisticated manner. “Huh?” was all I could manage to get out.




  “Would you care to look at a menu or do you know what you might want?” he asked.




  “Oh yes, I know what I want,” I said while thinking, “Do they serve you for dinner?” Did I say that out loud?




  He smiled as though he knew exactly what I was thinking. I was never good at hiding my feelings.




  “Rib eye, medium and fries, please.” I said without making eye contact.




  “Good choice.” He smiled and took off.




  I watched his butt as he walked away . . . probably gay, I figured. I stuck my nose back into my own business. It wasn’t too long before I heard my name called again. Only this time by a deeper, sexy voice. I looked up to see another young, handsome man, this time a cross between J. Crew and Boy’s with Harleys.




  “It’s me, Terry. Terry Beckett. Marie’s brother . . .”




  “Oh, my God,” I said starting to rise.




  “Please, don’t get up.” He put a hand on my shoulder. “I just heard you were here. I came to pick up my very intoxicated mother.”




  I smiled and asked him to sit down for a minute. He was charming, funny. Needless to say, my steak arrived as we were talking. There is no way to look ladylike when you’re ravenous and have a huge chunk of meat in front of you. It didn’t really matter. I mean, this was “Stinky Terry.” The little boy who always had his finger up his nose.




  He didn’t stay long. He was worried that his mother would be face down in her baked Alaska by now. As he stood, I asked him to please give my love to Marie.




  “Should I kiss her for you, too?” He smiled.




  “You so don’t remember that time.”




  “Which time are you referring to? I remember quite a few times over the years.” He raised his eyebrows.




  I felt my skin turning the color of my wine.




  “Don’t be embarrassed,” he said. “I was just jealous that it was Marie and not me!” With that, he turned and left. I felt an unusual tingle between my legs. Something I hadn’t felt in a long time. I was certain that I resembled that of the Cheshire Cat. A large grin was plastered across my face.




  My G.Q. waiter asked if everything was okay. I told him I was fine.




  “Did your boyfriend leave?” he asked.




  “Boyfriend?” I snorted. “No . . . no, not a boyfriend. Well, yes a friend . . . an old friend. He’s the brother of a close friend . . .” Why was I rambling? Thank God he didn’t say your son!




  “Good . . . so you’re single?” he asked rather boldly.




  “Ahh . . . yes,” I stammered. This was really the first time I not only acknowledged being single, but realized that I actually was.




  “Very good,” he said, sauntering away.




  “I have T-shirts older than you,” I thought as that feeling between my legs got stronger.




  I am considered an attractive woman, maybe even pretty, in some circles. I am finally comfortable with my five foot seven inch frame. I hated being tall in school. The boys were always so much shorter. What’s up with that? But being tall suited me now. Only recently did I become a redhead again. I was a dull blonde, like my mother. After the divorce, I wanted to feel differently, and look differently.




  He lived down the darkest, longest driveway. Even though the moon was full, I could barely tell where I was going. How did I get talked into giving him a ride home? Three glasses of wine and the complimentary dessert wine would be the answer to that question. I learned his name was Dwight. He mentioned he did some modeling here and there. He was thirty and looked twenty. And here I was with him in my car, in front of his house.




  It’s all a blur. His cock was in my mouth before I realized that it was. Within moments, I was standing in his kitchen and he hoisted me up onto the counter had my panties down, my skirt up, and his pants down, and he was thrusting the best tool I could remember having inside me. Mind you, it had been a while since anything other than a tampon had been there.




  We went from room to room. From the kitchen, to the top of the washing machine, to the couch, then the recliner. I had forgotten what young male stamina was. Remember, I was at least fifteen years older than he, and my body wasn’t in the kind of shape it had been, even a year ago! My nipples used to look toward the heavens. Now they look more like Marty Feldman’s eyeballs. One stares off to the left and the other seems to be looking at my shoes. But Dwight kept telling me how beautiful and sexy I was, how he preferred older women and that I was hotter than anyone he had been with.




  “Flattery will get you a blow job,” I thought.




  We finally ended up in his bed where he curled himself around me, like a newborn fawn, and fell into a deep sleep. It was simultaneously charming and alarming. When I slowly began to get up, he caught my arm.




  “Don’t go,” he moaned.




  “I have to . . . my mother will be worried! God, that sounded so highschool.”




  We both giggled. I leaned in for a small good night kiss, which ended up involving that tongue again and oh my . . . if he wasn’t hard again.




  I woke up the next morning in his bed.




  My waiter!




  Chapter Two




  Inducted Into The Hall Of Blame




  I crept as quietly as I could into the house. It was only six A.M. Roosters I know are still sleeping! But not Olivia Mancuso O’Malley. Nope . . . not my mother. I should’ve known. I remembered my first real date.




  At sixteen, I was finally allowed to go alone to the movies with a boy. Jeremy Dion. He was eighteen, but we didn’t tell my parents that. We went to the drive-in movies in his bright yellow, hatchback car. Naturally, we didn’t tell them that either. He pulled his car into the parking space backwards, with the rear of the car facing the screen, so we could “watch” the movie lying down. Smooth, huh? He had a whole set up in the back of his car. He opened the hatchback and put down blankets and pillows. A huge bong had its own seat in the back, too. Even though Jeremy was a pock-faced boy, the sort that Marie and I warned each other about, he actually was very sweet and funny, and I was very horny. I knew what I was in for that night, and I was totally prepared. At least I thought I was.




  When Jeremy started to kiss me, I became acutely aware that he was wearing Aqua Velva. I recognized the fragrance, because it was the same aftershave my grandfather wore. Apparently, Jeremy bathed in it. It was disconcerting, to say the least. As Jeremy plunged his tongue deeper into my mouth, all I could see before me was Grandpa Reginald. It didn’t take long before Jeremy was exploring what was under my blouse. At sixteen, I was considered small busted. I was not as endowed as most of my friends. And I also had boy hips. What I wouldn’t do to have that all now! At the time I felt unwomanly. Definitely not sexy.




  Even now, I am still considered thin. My breasts are still too small for my frame, and my tiny waist disappeared after my second daughter, Lily was born. These days I spend way too much money trying to get rid of the gray hairs. Another reason I’m a red head at the moment. No middleman. I buy a box, smear on the goo and in minutes I’m good to go. Back then, though, I was definitely a blonde. Jeremy’s favorite. And this night I was the blonde of choice.




  We lit up his bong. I was sufficiently stoned after a few hits. I just hoped that I wouldn’t start to laugh uncontrollably for no apparent reason. As soon as Jeremy was high, he mounted me as if I were a bitch in heat. Okay, at that point I was. We began rolling around. He on top of me. Me on top of him.




  I could feel how hard he was through his button fly jeans. His erection caught me off guard. Until that point, I had never had a hard penis between my legs. When Marie and I fooled around, there was never penetration. A lot of rubbing and tongues but nothing like this! I could’ve cared less that his breath smelled like pizza, that he was panting and drooling like a bloodhound, and that he reeked of my grandpa. I just knew that he had to be inside me quick!




  I began tugging at his pants, he with mine. The sounds he made convinced me that if I didn’t get him soon, his tidy whities would be the recipient of what I wanted so badly. When he finally thrust himself inside me, I screamed. I was not prepared for the searing pain that I felt. Something about my scream got him even more riled up, and he came before I knew what had happened. To make matters worse, all I could hear in my head was “Is that all there is?” The song stayed in my head for about three days. I felt totally used and abused, but I realized that I had experienced some rite of passage. I was no longer a little girl. I felt that I could conquer the world. I was woman!




  • • •




  As I quietly let myself into my mother’s house, after my night with Dwight, I relived that night with Jeremy. My mother was sitting in the same wingback chair with the same expression on her face. She had been up all night waiting for me. “Where were you all night?” she growled.
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