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Author’s Notes (Don’t skip these, they are important, so don’t blame the author if you don’t like the 

story :->)): 

All characters are over eighteen, fictional and the product of this writer’s imagination.  Any similarities to 

real people, or other fictional characters is purely coincidence.   

I’m a huge fan of the Loving Wives genre – in particular unfaithful spouses.  Aren’t they really just 

mysteries; or are they really romances gone wrong?  Without a doubt, I’ve most certainly read any story 

even closely hinting at unfaithfulness within the genre.  What I find interesting is the bifurcated camps 

that readers seem to gravitate towards – Burn the Bitch/Bastard for revenge fans or Reconciliation at all 

Costs for softies at heart.  It’s fascinating to me actually that such polarization occurs.  There doesn’t 

seem to be much middle ground, based on the comments I’ve observed.  Not a bad thing, simply an 

observation.  I doubt real life enters into the equation when determining which camp a reader might 

align, unless of course, they have personally experienced the betrayal of a spouse.  For those betrayed 

readers, my empathy and hope for a reboot into Life 2.0. 

However, like anyone else, I love to read fiction, so anyone’s reality is always possible.  In this story, I 

wanted to offer a slightly different perspective to the Loving Wives category.  While it won’t be 

considered radically different to most, I would like readers to think of the story as the same color as 

Loving Wives, painted with different shades or contrasting hues.  It is neither, BTB or RAAC of that I’m 

sure, but there are elements of bitterness, animosity and emotions aplenty to go around – just like real 

life.  But there is the main element of a literal truly loving wife, albeit with her flaws and all, and a very 

loving husband with his imperfections.  Fair warning, since my personal bent is directed firmly towards 

romance, well you get the idea…maybe that’s why it’s posted in romance. 

I’m a particularly long winded author having been told so.  No sense denying it.  I’m going to write the 

entire story and submit it all at once, so I’ll apologize in advance if the length is off-putting to some 

readers. And while sex is discussed, it is not descriptive, or plentiful.  Just like real life.  

Enjoy the story, comment, vote if you like, rant, and rave if that feels appropriate.  But above all else 

enjoy the fact that you can. 

Spyauth 

Copyright ©2017 – All rights reserved. 

Introduction 

It is a great pleasure to be given the privilege of writing the story of Laura and Bill as told through both 

their perspectives.  Their story, or rather the conclusion of their story, is certainly not unique – they did 

live happily ever after.  Perhaps their end might not be any more or less than anyone would write for 

themselves, if given a chance to write their own future.  The journey to that end, is what appears to this 

writer as exceptional.  Let’s examine the exceptional lives of Laura and Bill. 

The Early Years (circa mid-1980’s) 
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Laura 

My senior year in College was fraught with challenges which I’ll elaborate on later.  I managed to 

maintain my overall GPA of 3.5 upon graduation, but just barely.   

I was accepted to Princeton, yet declined, opting to attend UCLA instead.  I had grown up all my life 

attending private schools in New York.  Thinking Princeton would be another extension of private school 

prison, I convinced my parents that if after a year at UCLA, I couldn’t show my maturity or grades, I 

would return to the east and attend a more traditional College one more befitting my parent’s heritage.  

My first year, showed a very respectable 3.85 GPA.   

Feeling triumph when I faced my parents during summer break at having mastered the basic curriculum, 

I pushed my case with them to continue attending the West Coast school.  They reluctantly agreed, as I 

had fulfilled the minimal parameters of our agreement.  They acquiesced but weren’t happy.  I was 

overjoyed.  I was learning while flexing my wings of independence. 

My mother, ever the practical, devious one, tried luring me with shopping trips to New York City, along 

with other social engagements de rigueur in her circle.  I politely declined, showing my naiveté in the 

process.  What better place to enjoy the finer things of life, then within a protected cocoon of money?  

Youth is truly wasted on the young. 

Returning my sophomore year, I realized I had missed out on some of the freshman antics, as my father 

referred to them.  I never felt the need to act out, per se, during my freshman year, as I’m sure my 

mother and father believed was the case.  I vowed to rectify the situation this year.  I hadn’t planned to 

go completely crazy as my roommate Sheila liked to do without fail every weekend, and often three 

nights during the week, but closing in on twenty, it was time to have some fun.   

Sheila was always popular with the boys, no doubt for putting out more than I felt comfortable doing.  

Not that I was a prude, as I wasn’t a virgin by that time.  I just never felt comfortable jumping from bed 

to bed to either be popular by College standards, or the life of the party by social norms.  I was more 

selective in my partners, as well as more reserved overall. 

I had had a steady boyfriend during my senior year in High school, to whom I lost my virginity on prom 

night.  I suspect my mother knew, or at least had a strong premonition.  My father was, as usual, 

clueless about such things.   

After starting classes my sophomore year, I decided to change my bookish look to something more 

stylish in tune with the eighties.  At the time, I looked like a younger version of Linda Gray on the TV 

show Dallas, so I thought styling my hair like her, might be the way to stand out and fit in at the same 

time.  All the rage at the time was ‘big hair’, the kind that took hours to achieve.  I didn’t want to 

encumber my daily routine with that much effort, instead opting for more of a straight look with dirty 

blonde bangs and shoulder length hair.  I brushed it to one side or the other, depending upon my mood.  

It worked for me at the time, pairing my new hairstyle with my light brown eyes, made me feel alluring. 

The male species, definitely took notice.  It seemed I was fighting off suitors left and right, in and out of 

the classroom.  In fact a few of my more progressive professors felt I needed extracurricular help which 

they gladly offered in their offices after class.  I turned all of them down gracefully.  I was after all, raised 
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as a lady, and as such appreciated their attention, but felt compelled to pick and choose my companions 

as I saw fit.   

About half way through the semester of my sophomore year, I met a gentleman, named Warren 

Blaylock.  He seemed nice enough if not a little stand-offish at the time.  He didn’t seem quite as smitten 

with me or my looks as the rest of the crowd -- professors included.  There was something a little 

mysterious about Warren that intrigued me if I were honest with myself.  I couldn’t quite place my 

finger on it.   

Warren was in my Psychology 201 class which met Tuesdays and Thursdays.  I had aced Psychology 101.  

I enrolled in this class thinking it would be any easy ‘A’ to help me maintain my GPA. 

My parents had expected I would declare a pre-med major mid-way through the year.  I was on the 

fence between medicine and law.  Thinking I could go either way, the Psychology course seemed a good 

fit.   

Warren was intelligent in his questions during class and even after, when I ‘accidently’ bumped into him 

dropping my books for him to collect.  Of course he apologized for being clumsy, which I demurely 

dismissed.  In his own way of apology, he invited me to coffee at the student union.   

Of course I accepted, as that had been my plan all along.  Thankfully, Warren got with the program after 

our slightly embarrassing approach.  We walked to the student union talking about our respective 

majors, professors, student life, and other benign topics.   

The conversation over coffee, seemed relatively effortless on my part, but then, we weren’t talking 

about Détente, merely his impoverished college student lifestyle.  I came to find out that Warren was 

poor.  Not that being poor is a death sentence or in any way wrong, it’s just that for almost twenty 

years, my baseline had been the very rich.  To find that there were people that had to work for a living, 

was quite frankly a little shocking to me at the time.  Looking back, I can see how ignorant I was of the 

ways of the world.   

Before the cries of spoiled little rich girl come flying over my 5’6” head, remember, I led a very sheltered 

life going to private school complete with nannies, maids, butlers and chauffeurs, all my life.  My first 

year of college was actually spent studying, as opposed to partying like most other normal college 

freshman.  So yes, the money was a given – I was spoiled by it to a degree -- yet I thought I remained 

relatively grounded in my goals seeking my undergraduate degree in spite of it.   

I could tell Warren was interested, well maybe a little anyway, or so I hoped.  I was.  He was tall, 

certainly over six feet, trim, although I couldn’t guess his weight, and seemed well put together with 

blue eyes and relatively short blonde hair.  Warren said he didn’t have time for sports since he had to 

work at either waiting on tables at a local restaurant or tending bar at one of the local sports bars most 

every evening.   

The one thing that really did perplex me was his dream as he called it, of becoming wealthy.  I suppose I 

seemed dismissive after living a life of it, but for someone that had none of it, the dream did make some 

sense.  He seemed driven to move into computers which in the mid-eighties were beginning to 

permeate the fabric of society.   
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When we had finished our coffee, Warren didn’t offer to walk me back to my apartment I shared with 

my roommate Sheila, nor did he ask me to a more formal date.  I wasn’t actually offended, just more 

intrigued as to why my charms seemed to have no effect on him.  I took it as a personal challenge to 

garner his interest in me.  At least enough for a second ‘date.’   

When I got back to my apartment, surprised to see Sheila, I started a conversation with her about 

Warren.  I suppose given Sheila’s background, which we were both well aware of, it seemed obvious 

why I was asking. 

“Sheila, is there something wrong me today?  I mean, do I look OK to you?” 

“No hon, you look fine, why do you ask?” 

Sheila, was very casual, being from Georgia.  Her accent dripped like sweet southern honey.  Perhaps 

that was one of her charms that endeared herself to all the males on campus.   

“I just had coffee with a guy from my Psych class.  It was like he was there but wasn’t really interested in 

me.” 

“You mean you found the one guy out of this whole campus that doesn’t have a crush on you?”  Sheila 

laughed hard.  “Way to pick-em’ Laura.”  The laughing continued until she was bent over.  I was getting a 

little perturbed.  This was becoming a confidence buster I thought. 

“I don’t know about that, but Warren seems different and not just because he wasn’t falling all over 

himself to get in my panties.” 

“Maybe he’s gay, girl.  Ever think about that?” 

That shocked me.  I hadn’t considered that.  But then, being openly gay in the eighties was a relatively 

new thing as far as mainstream lifestyle was concerned.  I suppose it was possible he preferred guys, but 

I didn’t think so.  Not that I have any type of ‘gaydar’ as it was sometimes referred.  He just didn’t give 

off the vibe that said, I really prefer guys.  No something else was in play here.  I felt sure of it. 

“Well no, I hadn’t considered him being gay, but I didn’t get that sense.  Any other ideas?”  I queried, 

really clutching at straws, since I had never been spurned before quite like that.  It was all polite, but 

clearly not the reaction I was expecting or hoping I would receive from Warren. 

“Look Laura, if what you’re really looking for from me is an ego boost, because you got your panties in a 

bunch, over some guy you just met, I’ll give it to you sugar.  If I’m considered a 7 or 8 out of ten, then 

you are a definite 11.  Don’t worry sweetie, maybe he’s just not into you.  It’s OK you know. Hell girl, I 

would do you myself if either of us went that way.” 

I knew she was kidding with her last remark.  We both knew neither of us was wired that way.  “I guess 

it’s possible.  It just never happened before, you know?” 

Sheila got more serious, “Relax, Laura, there are over thirty thousand students in this university, quite a 

few guys actually, or so I’m told.”  She started giggling before continuing, “I’m sure you can find one guy 

that’s willing to date you.  Don’t over-think this.  Just move on.  Okay?” 

“Yea sure.  I guess you’re right.”  I let the conversation drop with Sheila, but I couldn’t let it go in my 

mind.   
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Classes and life continued for the rest of the semester.  I smiled coyly at Warren in Psych class, trying my 

best to sit close to him without being too obvious about it.  He returned my smiles, but never struck up a 

conversation for the rest of the semester.   

Finally after the final exams, with blue books closed and turned in at the lectern, I needed some answers 

before I went home for the Christmas holidays. 

“Warren, have a minute?  Can I buy you a cup of coffee?”  I opened my eyes wide in doe like anticipation 

as coquettishly as I thought allowable, hoping he would accept my heartfelt offer. 

“I have one more exam in about two hours, but I guess I could spare a little time for coffee.”  He finally 

replied after thoughtful consideration and checking his watch.   

There it was again I thought.  Damn.  What did I have to do to get this guy’s attention? 

Warren continued to ponder, “Actually, the student union is on my way to the next exam, so yea, let’s 

go.  Laura right?” 

Damn, he was asking to clarify my name.  I mean come on?  I was getting a serious complex at this point.  

I was clearly thrown off my game, but determined to understand this reverse infatuation with me.  I had 

brushed my teeth this morning.  My hair was combed invitingly.  I was dressed in snug fitting jeans and a 

nice blue silk top, with conservative two inch sandals.  I had even applied a small amount of makeup to 

highlight my eyes, and blush on my cheeks along with light lip gloss.  I was far from gross. 

I rocked back on my heels a little replying condescendingly, “Yes, it’s Laura and thanks for 

remembering.” 

We walked to the student union talking about the Psych exam.  I wanted to wait until we had our coffee 

to start my inquisition. 

Over coffee, I was almost bursting to start asking questions.  I remembered his asking to clarify my name 

which set me in a sour mood again.  I just blurted out perhaps a little too loudly, “Are you gay?” 

He immediately looked up from his coffee, all around us to the other tables of onlookers staring at as, 

then burst into the deepest laugh I had heard from anyone which continued for a good fifteen seconds 

before he responded,  “No, just not quite as dumb as I look.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?” 

“Laura, believe it or not, I know why you’re asking.  At least I think I do, now that I think about it.” 

“Please continue, because I’m still not sure it makes sense to me.” 

“Look, let’s net this out.  You want to know why I haven’t noticed you, talked to you, asked you on a 

date, or tried to jump your bones.  Right?” 

I had the deer in the headlights look for sure when I said, “Yea I guess that about sums it up.” 

“Elementary my dear Watson,” he replied imitating his best Sherlock Holmes, “You are smart, so I’m 

sure you’ll figure this out, but you are too beautiful and too rich.” 
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Now my back was really up.  In a lowered whisper that only Warren could hear I said, “What the fuck, is 

THAT supposed mean?” 

“Sorry, I guess I thought it was obvious.  Let me break it down.  Surely you must know you are an 

extremely attractive woman.”  He paused for effect allowing me to absorb his statement, “For you to 

ask if I’m gay, says you can’t handle not being desired, chased, or pursued.  Right?” 

“Yes.”  I responded flatly.  So far, he seemed to be reading my mind which was a little scary. 

“And you are rich right?  I mean you don’t work.  At least it didn’t come up in conversation during coffee 

last time, which means either you have a trust fund, or mommy and daddy have plenty of money to 

keep you in that outfit that probably costs, more than I’ll make in a week.” 

“My parents have money.  So you think I’m attractive, yet you haven’t even so much as offered to speak 

to me the rest of the semester after I purposely ran into you?” 

I know I had tipped my hand more than I wanted, but I needed him to see I was definitely interested in 

him.  As if he didn’t already know.  I was starting to sound like a lovesick adolescent.   

“Well thanks for clearing that up.  I really thought I took a clumsy pill that day, when you dropped your 

books after barely brushing by me.” 

His smug attitude about me had really started to annoy me.  Who was this ‘poor’ college student to 

practically insult me with the truth about my wealth, then have the audacity to pay me a back-handed 

compliment about my looks?  Infuriating.  Exasperating.  I suppose he put me in my place thinking about 

it now.  No one had ever talked to me like that before.  Especially someone that didn’t know me.   

“Look.  I really do think you’re beautiful.  There are thousands of guys that would give their right arm to 

be seen with you.  You’re the total package -- looks, money, smarts.  But for now, I need to finish my 

education.  I told you last time we had coffee, my goal is to get past my poverty status.  School is the 

major stepping stone towards that goal.  Anything that takes me away from that, isn’t something I’m 

interested in right now.” 

I shot back quickly, “So you’re saying you’re interested, just not right now.  If I heard you right?”  I was 

trying to salvage some of my dignity.   

He snickered a little perhaps deciding to throw me a bone, “I suppose you could draw that conclusion.  

Look, I wouldn’t rule anything out in the future, but right now all I can see, is my next final.  In fact, I 

need to get to it.  Laura, thanks for the coffee.  I’ll see you next semester.” 

As he left, I realized he had given me a lot to think about.  He also inadvertently helped me choose my 

major.  I was heading into law.  Instead of four years after College for med-school, I thought I could 

finish law school in two if I really buckled down.  I needed to get out from under ‘mommy and daddy’ as 

soon as possible.  I had some growing up to do.   

Warren was never far from my thoughts the rest of sophomore and junior year, although our paths 

didn’t cross.  I was taking history, philosophy, and liberal arts, while I guessed Warren was taking math 

and computer science.  At least I told myself he wasn’t trying to avoid me.  Yes, I couldn’t quite get over, 

that I hadn’t been able to rock his world with my very presence.  It still stuck in my craw.   
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As I was wrapping up my junior year I started to ask myself again, why it bothered me so much that 

Warren hadn’t bent to do my bidding.  He seemed to be the first person or situation I couldn’t control.  

But there was more to it than that.  Of that I was sure.  With all my debating skills honed through 

classroom work, as well being on the debate team, I was asking myself introspective questions one 

Saturday night over wine in my now single apartment.  Sheila couldn’t hack the coursework, and 

dropped out to finish a two year associate’s degree at a local community college in the area.  We 

remained friends.  I sure could have used her down home wisdom as my debate partner tonight.   

Did I feel something more for Warren than I was willing to admit to myself?  Surely this couldn’t be love I 

thought.  I had never been in more than infatuation or lust over a Saturday night date in my life.  I too 

was focused on school, to get out on my own, right after law school.  I had learned a few things which 

made me feel better about myself.  I was just as attractive as Warren eluded in our last conversation.  I 

had no trouble finding social partners for any event or even casual relations if I needed relief.   

Did I even know what love was?  Probably not I thought, but other than Warren I had no yardstick by 

which to compare.  Hell, we had only had coffee twice.  Both times had basically been at ‘my’ bidding 

truth be told.  It couldn’t be love I rationalized.  The wine now gone, I left it unsettled in my mind in 

favor of bed.   

That lonely conversation over too much wine in my apartment haunted me all summer in New York.  

Returning senior year, I was determined to buckle down and finish my undergraduate degree, take the 

LSATs and get into law school.   

As I mentioned at the start of this tale, senior year was nearly a disaster.  The reason is Bill Davenport.  

He hit me like a freight train as I was starting my senior year.  Not literally, but emotionally he took my 

breath away.  A fellow law major, he matriculated in from Boise State, Idaho.  I could barely spell Boise, 

much less have any real idea where it was located geographically in the country, but that mattered little 

to me.   

By our senior year in pre-law, the class sizes were relatively small.  Add to that, there were always some 

type of group project that required a pairing off of three to five of us depending upon the class.  It was in 

contract law, that I first met Bill.  On the surface, he wasn’t model gorgeous, but certainly attractive 

enough.  He had brown hair, brown eyes, and short cut hair.  But he had an air of confidence.  He was six 

feet even, broad shouldered with long legs that looked good in shorts.   

He dressed a little preppy with an Alligator shirt and blue or white button down over it, which I found 

interesting considering his mid-west upbringing.  I found out in one of our contract law group projects 

he wasn’t dating anyone, since he just moved to the area and didn’t know anyone.  We talked about the 

project which was just a threesome with one other guy name Steve Jenkins.  Steve was the typical book 

nerd, being able to recite chapter and verse of virtually any obscure judge’s opinion on anything 

constitutional.  He was a good asset to our little team, I thought. 

Our assignment was passed out at our second class.  We were given a contract and told it had 

intentional flaws, and our job as a team was to find all of them, then provide corrected language.  Our 

final was an open debate as to why we thought the language we singled out was incorrect or flawed, 

offer our opinion as to why, then demonstrate the better corrected language.  The contract was about 

fifty pages long and was based on a real estate transaction.  It would take all of us, divvying up the work 
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evenly of tirelessly going through our little patch of the contract as well as viewing it against the overall 

contract to finish the assignment I concluded.   

Being in close proximity with Bill during our group sessions twice weekly, I could tell, he thought this 

assignment was a little beneath him.  After only two weeks, he had diagrammed his section of the 

contract, even offering language corrections.  I was impressed having only gotten through a cursory read 

of the entire contract once.  Steve also had more to show after two weeks than I did.   

Bill offered to share his analysis with the group.  I, being the stubborn, self-centered person I still was, 

claimed it was too soon.  I needed another week of my own analysis before we started showing each 

other our finds.   

I busted my ass that week to dig into my section.  I thought I did a great job.  At the next week’s group 

meeting I was ready to compare notes.  I even offered to go first.   

After I finished, Bill got this look on his face that said, “Not bad, but you missed a few of the finer 

points.” 

He began to show me how if I had simply tweaked the opening clause in my section, by redefining it, 

that all of my other numerous changes were unnecessary, as one change at the beginning essentially 

changed the meaning throughout the rest of the contract.  I felt like a fool, honestly.   

He offered to take the group out for drinks when we finished, and Steve declined, stating he wanted to 

go study some more.  Figures, now I was going to get stuck with the smartest guy in the class so he could 

rub it in.   

He did take me for drinks, but he didn’t rub my nose in my foible.  Instead it was one of the nicest times 

I can remember spending in the company of any man.  He seemed grounded, like he knew something 

the rest of us didn’t.  Perhaps it was just his confidence coming through.  He truly believed that success 

after law school lay just around the corner.  He piqued my interest during that conversation. 

We talked about goals, the future, even views on marriage and kids which I thought odd at the time with 

law school just on the horizon, where no one had time for dating much less, marriage or children.  I 

dismissed the conversation as just meaningless banter.   

We finished our contracts class, earning our ‘A’.  Much of the rest of the class had missed the same thing 

as I had initially.  They didn’t take the larger view like Bill had.  Propped up somewhat by the fact the 

rest of the class interpreted the contract as I had, my self-esteem was buoyed.   

Bill and I went our separate ways over Christmas break.  I thought about Warren of course, but not in 

the same light as I thought about Bill.  I suppose I categorized Bill as the real deal, solid, whereas, I 

thought Warren was an enigma.  He would be too driven in his personal quest for wealth to really ever 

amount to anything worthwhile from a relationship perspective, even though I knew he was smart and 

hard-working – two very important tenets to success.   

I was very pleasantly surprised, when Bill called my parent’s home the day after Christmas asking if I was 

home.  I no longer needed a nanny of course, but the butler had answered the phone that day asking 

the caller’s name.  He repeated the name Bill Davenport before handing me the phone with his white 

gloved hand. 
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Somewhat startled, “Hi Bill, uh how did you get this number?”  This was long before cell phones were 

popular, and my parent’s phone number was unlisted.  I was genuinely curious. 

“Hi Laura.  You’re right, it is, as I came to find out.  But after a little detective work, found out you shared 

an apartment with a girl named Sheila.  She had your number and was more than happy to share it with 

me if I invited her to dinner.”  He sounded pretty proud of himself.  I’ll bet Sheila was more than happy 

to go to dinner with Bill.  That little tramp, I’ll bet she was falling all over herself and out of her clothes, 

trying to take Bill to bed as quickly as possible after dinner. 

Sensing my hesitation, Bill followed up, “Let’s just say, I found out a few things about Sheila.  And you 

too.”  He just stopped, leaving me to my own thoughts about what that meant.  My anger was starting 

to surface, but then I stopped just as quickly and asked myself why?  It wasn’t like Bill and I had ever had 

a date much less even kissed.  We parted platonically before Christmas break.  Was I jealous of that little 

trollop, for bedding what I assumed to be my man?  Perhaps. 

“Laura, look, I did take Sheila to dinner.  Let’s just say she wasn’t on her best behavior, but I was.  I got 

your number, that’s all.  Since I’m a gentleman, I’ll never kiss and tell, but since there wasn’t even that, 

there’s nothing to tell.”   

I was relieved at that, again not sure why.  “So why are you calling Mr. Private Eye?”  I responded trying 

to lighten the mood between us, more for my benefit that his. 

“Well, I thought since my father has business this week in New York City and I’m here with him and my 

mother, I wanted ask if you would like to have dinner with us Thursday night.  I realize it’s short notice, 

only being Monday, but this trip is last minute for him and my mother decided to tag along to catch a 

show.” 

My antennae was up.  If the trip was last minute, how is it he had time to get my number after having 

dinner with Sheila?  Something was fishy.  Instead of twenty questions over the phone, I decided to 

accept his dinner invitation and ask more questions later. 

Thursday rolled around faster than I would have liked, what with dress shopping, hair, nails, new shoes 

and jewelry.  Bill had offered to pick me up, but I declined, indicating I would have our chauffer take me.  

I think it offended him a little, but didn’t faze me in the least.  I wanted to make a good impression not 

only on Bill, but his parents as well.  Hence the need for all my ministrations regarding personal 

grooming and prepping for dinner.   

Bill had chosen, or perhaps his father selected the Waldorf Astoria restaurant, one that my mother and I 

had dined several times, so I knew the food would be very good.  Maybe we had more in common than I 

previously thought.  This might be fun.  I was starting to look forward to it.   

Bill greeted me at the limo door, but before the chauffer could get around to open it, he was helping me 

out of the back.  He was dressed in a very dashing dark blue suit, with polished shoes and a white 

handkerchief in his breast coat pocket.  He escorted me to a table which I noted was empty.  I suppose it 

was possible both his parents had to freshen up and chose just that moment to do so together, but I 

noticed there were only two place settings.   
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I was doing my best to hold up my little black dress with its spaghetti straps through my cover-up, 

balanced precariously on my black four inch pumps.  I couldn’t of course wear a bra with this dress, 

instead counting on my 36C very proud girls to stand up straight tonight.   

I did have the decency to wear underwear along with stockings since it was cold.  Bill was very 

appreciative and gave me several compliments.  I had yet to take my shawl cover-up off since I was still 

shivering from just walking the ten feet from limo to front door.  The temperature was in the low 

twenties by seven-thirty when I arrived thirty minutes fashionably late.   

After being seated, we exchanged compliments and pleasantries.  I inquired as to where his parents 

were.  He told me they had gotten tickets to the “Phantom of the Opera” on Broadway.  They expressed 

their regrets for not being able to attend, but they didn’t often get to New York, and his mother really 

wanted to see the show.  Something about it, sounded a little contrived.  Just a little too convenient to 

my thinking.  I asked a few follow-up questions to test his sincerity when he came clean. 

“Okay, here it is Laura.  I did come here with my parents, but we took a family vacation.  We’d been 

planning it for over six months.  This is my last year in school before law school when things will really 

get crazy, and my parents always wanted to come to New York.  They do want to meet you, but I 

purposely picked tonight knowing my mother already had tickets to the show.  I wanted to have dinner 

with you.  I enjoy spending time with you, but was afraid if I didn’t include my parents in the invitation 

you wouldn’t agree.” 

And there it was.  A heartfelt statement of his intentions.  Finally, I thought, he succumbed to my 

charms, just like all the other boys and men in my life.  But then, if I thought about it, I had succumbed 

to his.  It was probably my last defense he broke through when he admitted he was pursuing me.  I felt 

so sexy and loved at that moment that he would go through all that subterfuge to finagle a date with 

me.  Dinner was great, now that the truth was on the table.  We were both on equal footing.  I had 

actually liked Bill quite a bit from the start.  Not enough to completely erase Warren, but it was a strong 

start.   

We traded childhood stories until the waiter came by for probably the tenth time indicating they 

wanted to close the restaurant.  At about that time, my chauffer stuck his head into the lobby.  I could 

see just the top of his cap coming through the door.  I looked around and didn’t realize the restaurant 

was empty.   

We parted holding hands, with a brief kiss that left me wanting more as he helped me into the limo.   

That was the turning point in our relationship.  From dinner the next night with his parents all the way 

through supporting each other through law school which took three years instead of my planned two to 

the bar exam.  We both passed on our first try.  That was almost unheard of, but I expected it of Bill.  I 

doubted myself a little, but was proud of our collective accomplishments.   

We seemed like a good partnership.  At least it felt balanced to me.  We had decided not to pressure 

ourselves while in law school with getting married, instead choosing to live together.  Not surprisingly, 

we had both been accepted to UCLA’s School of Law.  Bill got in because of his academic record and 

LSAT scores.  I got accepted primarily because of my parent’s bequeath of cold hard cash to UCLA since 

my LSAT scores were not nearly good enough.  Graduating with a GPA of 3.5 didn’t hurt my chances and 
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did go a long way towards appeasing anyone’s sensibilities during the admissions process, so I guess you 

could say I earned my way into law school at least part way. 

Bill and I flew home after the whirlwind of graduation parties from law school to an August wedding in 

New York City replete with all the trimmings of a high society wedding.  My mother had a grand time our 

last semester of law school, planning, organizing and yes scheming the details of the wedding with some 

of her highbrow socialites.  I could have cared less.  Bill and I had been a couple for over three years.  

The wedding was almost anti-climactic from my perspective.  We did enjoy a perfect honeymoon in 

Greece, courtesy of my parents of course.   

I really loved Bill and felt he loved and respected me.  Our social life had been practically non-existent 

during law school, instead choosing to take solace in each other arms, for passionate love-making 

almost every chance we dared given our workloads.  Our tiny two bedroom apartment, seemed a fitting 

beginning to the partnership.  Our bedroom was our sleeping and recuperation area, while the second 

bedroom had two desks with chairs positioned so our backs were to each other for obvious reasons.  It 

would have been all too easy for either of us to look up from studying, see the other one, and then jump 

immediately into a sexual frenzy.   

Married life took us to Chicago.  Bill had managed an internship at a fairly prestigious firm in the mergers 

and acquisitions department, while I took a somewhat less fancy job at a smaller local firm specializing 

oddly enough in real estate law.  I guess that pre-law course on contract law and subsequent group 

project with Bill was finally coming home to bear fruit.  It was a pleasant thought actually; thinking about 

how we met.   

I loved Bill for all his smarts, calm demeanor and steadfast support he had provided to me through the 

last half of senior year, as well as law school.  He was a passionate lover, as I came to find out that 

always saw to my pleasure first, before his.  It seemed he and I were a perfect match.   

Aside from the wedding and paying for law school, my parents chose not to insert their money into our 

relationship, which I believe helped us tremendously.  Bill had a small nest egg with which he funded law 

school, but when that was depleted, he resorted to taking on a job in a small legal office for essentially 

minimum wage during our last semester of law school.  It actually broke my heart to see him going to 

work, knowing I could more than easily afford to take care of both of us.   

I suppose, men have their pride, and due to his, he felt it necessary to work to, “put food on the table.”  

I accepted it, but never let on, that I had more money than ‘God’ at my fingertips. He felt good about it, 

and life moved forward.  I still don’t know if Bill ever knew how much money my parents were worth.  I 

never told him and he never asked.  My father insisted on a pre-nuptial agreement, which we both 

reviewed as strenuously as that first real estate contract.  Neither of us saw anything glaring.  It became 

a non-event.   

We managed to buy a small condo on the Gold Coast, overlooking Lake Michigan not too far from the 

gaggle of stores on Dearborn Street that had recently sprung to life.  I was in shopping paradise.  It was a 

good place to call home.  It had its own doorman, private parking and a view of the lake.  What more 

could an upwardly mobile couple hope for with night life just a short cab ride away.   

The next five years were tougher than I had ever thought they would be.  We were both bearing down 

hard on thirty, each working our respective sixty to seventy hours a week to try and get a leg up on the 
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next guy in our grunt level positions within the law firms we worked.  Then Bill got his first big shot at 

first chair in a fairly substantial acquisition.  The client was unimportant.  The terms of the deal less so.  

The only important point is that he was virtually unavailable to me emotionally, physically and even 

mentally when he was home. 

I didn’t appear destined for stardom, working on boring house closing contracts, not the mega-deal real 

estate contracts I had hoped for upon joining the firm.  Bill seemed to thrive at his firm.  Truthfully, I 

reveled in his successes throughout the years.  But I needed something more.  I suppose I was still the 

spoiled little princess my parents had raised.  The spoiled princess reared her ugly head from time to 

time, but Bill didn’t have the patience or frankly the time to deal with her.  He was dismissive at times, 

something I found quite infuriating.   

I had hinted at having children, as I wanted them.  Bill seemed unfazed and in fact told me he had 

thought maybe children might not be in our best interest just yet, since his career was starting to take 

off and he didn’t want to be burdened with having children.  That might have been the first betrayal 

from our first discussion on marriage and children over eight years previous.  It certainly wouldn’t be the 

last as I would discover.   

I suppose in every relationship, a partner has to learn to give and take.  I however, was much more into 

the taking as opposed to giving, and given my penitent for being spoiled began thinking about, “what 

if?” 

Bill’s Story 

Growing up with modest means all my life, my parents scraped by to send me to Boise State.  That made 

an impression on me.  I had an older sister of six years, that chose to pursue a degree in nursing after 

graduating high school, but instead got pregnant, much to my parents chagrin.  The guy was at least 

decent in offering to marry her.  My sister Jana, declined his proposal.  It shocked me, but practically 

devastated my parents.   

We were raised Catholic in the relatively large, but very small town of Boise, Idaho.  I, the younger 

brother, took it in stride never missing a beat from my studies, instead choosing to remain on the 

sidelines and let the drama unfold.  It did.  And I moved on, without collecting too much collateral 

damage in the process.  My sister did have to deal with the disdain and wrath from my parents, but in 

the end, they came around as I suppose all parents do, to love and cherish their new grandchild, even 

taking Jana back into the fold.   

My older sister was like a beacon to me.  She stood in front, seemingly taking the hurtful comments 

from my parents while still standing proud once the dust settled.  I came to respect her for her decisions 

and frequently sought her advice on all things.  Being born first, I suppose she wore some of the rough 

edges off of my parents.  By the time I came along, children were not that difficult to raise according to 

my mom.  Maybe she was just tired, or Jana had really taken her toll on my parents.   

I once asked Jana, if she had it to do over again, if she had any regrets about getting pregnant.  She was 

quick to respond, that it was the best time of her life, before, during and after.  I was confused and 

asked her clarify.  She said, “I felt cherished while being pursed, loved and sexy while doing it, and joy at 

the outcome.  Why would I have any regrets?”  I guess that about summed up Jana’s philosophy on life.  

It was one that made sense to me.  I tried to adopt a similar approach.   
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I had a very normal high school and launch into college, if such a thing is possible.  I had the occasional 

girlfriend, with plenty of guy friends, but nothing serious until Tracy Schele.  She was shy, unassuming, 

mostly choosing to be a wallflower at classes in high school.  That is, until I showed up at a mixer and she 

agreed to dance with me.   

I was a senior, she was a junior.  There was a mixer of upper class students where juniors and seniors 

could both attend stag or bring dates.  For this dance, I had no partner.  I noticed Tracy sitting alone, 

during a slow dance.  I asked her to dance.  Her eyes lit up like the Eiffel Tower at night.  I suppose at the 

time, having a senior ask her to dance was the equivalent of having her ticket punched by all her 

girlfriends that she had street cred with the gang.  Although I saw no posse hanging with her to validate 

her ticket.   

The feel of her in my arms during a slow dance was something I can’t quite describe nor could I repeat, 

even in my college years.  She was hot to the touch, as I held her in my arms.  Her lips glistened in the 

subdued halogen lighting of our musty gym.  Her body seemed almost perfectly molded into me as we 

slowly moved around the dance floor.  I kissed her cheek as the song finished.  She had a surprised, but 

longing look in her eye, like she would have preferred I had kissed her lips.   

I was at least infatuated I admitted, if not more.  I had never been in love, so had nothing to compare it 

against.  We were a couple throughout the summer, frequently going out to movies or burger joints.  

We laughed all summer until about two weeks prior to school starting. 

I felt like I could be myself around Tracy.  There was no pretentiousness with her.  She would call a 

spade a shovel.  She was about 5’4”, dark red hair, dark green greyish eyes, but solid in all her womanly 

charms.  While she played volleyball, it was clear she would never be a standout due to her size.  That 

seemed less important than just enjoying herself and having fun while playing.  She gave her heart and 

soul in practically everything she pursued, from school to sports.  While we never made love or really 

got beyond heavy petting, she seemed to be holding back with me, even though I could feel fire dwelling 

closely underneath her surface.  It certainly wasn’t for lack of trying on my part.  She seemed like she 

was protecting something besides her virginity.   

I was off to State for college in the fall.  She knew it as I did, so I suspect she didn’t put as much of 

herself into the relationship as I had.  She was probably protecting herself from the inevitable.  She was 

fun to hang with for the summer.  I had bigger dreams to pursue.   

I left her with a promise that I believed I would fulfill, one of the few I ever made to anyone that, I would 

return to her in the future.  She graciously accepted it for what it was -- the end of a summer romance it 

was at the time.  It was my lame attempt to lesson her disappointment by making a promise.  She didn’t 

cry.  It was, I suppose, as we both expected it to be -- bittersweet.  Maybe that’s the feeling I got; Tracy 

was holding herself back from completely falling in love.  I’m was almost sure, I was.  We parted 

company as friends never expecting to rekindle the fun or romance we had at the time.   

Tracy remained in my thoughts from time to time, throughout my freshman year.  I didn’t dwell on her.  

I was busy with school.  She was finishing her senior year in high school participating in all the activities 

that entailed.  I pondered the ‘what ifs’ occasionally after too many beers.  We were headed in different 

directions after our summer fling.   
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I knew, that Boise State wasn’t a school that impressed potential law schools.  After my freshman year 

that summer, I began searching for schools that had an accompanying law school.  I assumed if I 

graduated with an undergraduate degree from their school that would tick a mark on their law school 

admissions program to make acceptance a little easier.   

UCLA had both a pre-law program and a law school.  I saw it as my ticket to law school, provided I 

maintained my grades, while scoring decent on the LSATs.  I set my sights on UCLA.  I hadn’t decided 

when I would make my jump, since I hadn’t shared my plans with my parents yet.  I had no idea, if they 

had any money for advanced studies like law school.  I had just finished my freshman year but as yet 

hadn’t declared a major. 

I tried contacting Tracy over the summer.  Her mother said she had taken the summer to volunteer for 

the Peace Corp, prior to starting college in the fall.  She was going to attend the local community college 

for a year, then apply to Boise State.   At the end of our conversation, her mom let me know how she 

really felt about me.  “You know you broke her heart when you left?” 

“But…”  I never finished my explanation. 

“Don’t bother, I know you didn’t lead her on.  You were at least adult enough not to string her along just 

to have sex, or so she says anyway.  She put on a brave face after you left, but I could tell.  She was really 

hurting.  I’m just glad in some ways, she’s not here for the summer, to have to go through that 

heartache again.  I’ll tell her you called next time I speak with her, but that’s all I plan to say.  Good Luck 

in college Bill.”  She hung up the phone. 

Needless to say, I knew where I stood in that family.  If her mother felt the need to put me in my place, 

what did that say about Tracy or for that matter her father.  He would probably shoot me on sight.  

Tracy’s mom was probably right in some respects.  It would have been unfair to Tracy to come home, re-

establish the relationship, only to have me leave again.  Like ripping a scab off a wound that had started 

to heal causing it bleed again.  Better left bandaged, to completely heal.   

My father sold insurance for a living.  My mother’s job was the household.  The house, my sister and I, 

and my father were her career.  As I went off to college, she ventured into retail.  She flourished in it.  

She worked in a little knick-knack store that sold all things nautical.  How the shop made any money in a 

land locked state was beyond me.  She was happy.  She and my father had taken to having a date night 

Friday evenings.  He would stop by, pick her up from the store where she worked, then they would have 

dinner together.  They both seemed very happy as I observed them over the summer. 

I returned in the fall for my sophomore year.  I had decided to declare at Christmas break and inform my 

parents of my plan to switch schools at some point in the future.  My discussion with my parents was 

merely a formality.  They had seen my grades and knew I had a level head on my shoulders.  I had 

prepared my notes to argue my case on all the details of my decision, but from the opening 

conversation they simply smiled and told me, the decision was up to me.  They trusted I had done my 

homework.  And yes, there was some money available for going to law school.  What a relief.  It was the 

best Christmas present I could have ever received.   

My grades up to that point, were excellent.  I was just shy of a 4.0 average with one B+ that cost me my 

perfect GPA.  During Christmas break, I prepared my research to talk to my parents about transferring.  I 

was going to try and do it between my sophomore and junior years.  As it turns out, I couldn’t get 
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accepted into UCLA until my senior year.  I still had more than enough credits to graduate on-time. With 

my strong GPA, being accepted didn’t prove any real challenge except for the fact there were no 

openings heading into my junior year in pre-law, which is why I had to wait until the following year.   

Junior year, came and went like lightening.  I was packing for summer, when Tracy popped into my mind 

unbidden.  I don’t recall thinking about her at all my junior year.  Why now did she enter my thoughts?  

Perhaps it was the finality of going off to UCLA, pursuing my dream of becoming a lawyer that 

punctuated the fact that I likely wouldn’t be back home again after this summer.  Such is life I suppose.  

One door opens, while another closes. 

My last summer home, I worked at my father’s insurance firm, mostly clerical work, to earn some cash 

for my upcoming senior year at UCLA.  I was a real help in the office to my father and his business.  He 

even went out of his way to throw me a going away luncheon with the office staff which was very out of 

character for him.  He knew too that I likely wouldn’t be back again. 

Right before I left for California, my father revealed his plans to take a vacation in New York with my 

mother and I was invited of course.  I didn’t think much of it at the time, but it might be our last family 

vacation together.  Jana was invited but said she wouldn’t be able to make it.  She had one more 

semester of nursing school to get through and was looking forward to taking care of her son and resting 

over the Christmas holidays.  I was happy for her in a way to be that close to her nursing degree, but sad 

in others.  I missed spending time with my childhood hero wishing she would change her mind, and we 

could all have one last hurrah in New York.   

I didn’t count on falling in love almost immediately upon my return to school in the fall.  I knew no one 

of course, but classes began just the same a week before Labor Day.  I had managed to find some 

inexpensive off-campus housing that I shared with two other guys which I had never met.  They seemed 

nice enough.  I hadn’t planned to be in my apartment that much.  Just showers and sleep.  I was studying 

hard for my LSATs to ensure entrance into law school, so I spent most of my time at the library or in 

class.   

My only guilty pleasure was watching Dallas and Dynasty on Thursday evenings with a few beers.  I 

always cleared my decks to ensure I could spend the two hours every week catching up on the antics of 

Ewings.  So it was quite a shock when I walked into my senior contracts law class that I spotted what 

looked like a young version of Linda Gray before she became an actress.  I literally did a double take.  I 

was so confused, I almost asked her for her autograph, before I remembered where I was.   

I watched her from afar for a week before we got selected to partner in a three-person work group with 

another student named Steve Jenkins.  Steve was pretty unassuming and shy.  He did know 

constitutional law better than anyone I had ever met.  I had hoped to pick his brain a little to bone up on 

my LSAT preparation.   

It was the third person in our little workgroup that had all of my attention however.  Laura Greenstein 

captured my heart immediately.  Perhaps it was her uncanny likeness to the actress on the TV show 

Dallas, or the fact she oozed sex appeal whenever she entered the room, but I was clearly infatuated 

and most of the way towards love instantly.  Luckily for me, contracts was a topic I was fairly well versed 

having spent the summer reviewing insurance claims, judgements, settlements, and policies.   
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We got our assignments the following week.  I quickly spotted an error early on in my section of the 

contract in the definitions section that when I read the rest of the contract, made it seem almost too 

simple.  If I changed the definition in the declarations section of this fifty page real estate contract, 

everything seemed to flow nicely with only a few relatively minor changes throughout the rest.  I 

couldn’t believe it could be that simple, so I spent the rest of the next week going back over it, line by 

line.  I couldn’t spot any other major errors.   

I felt pretty good heading to class next week to let the group know I thought I was finished.  It really 

seemed to upset Laura that both Steve and I were ahead of her on the assignment.  She requested 

another week, before we compared notes.  I quickly agreed, mostly because I was second guessing 

myself that it couldn’t be this easy.   

We did compare notes the following week and Laura almost demanded she go first.  I suppose she 

thought she found every little detail or nuance that needed correcting.  I was starting to feel stupid like 

maybe I really did miss the boat after her review of the contract.  But when I shared my analysis, the 

light bulb went on for Steve as he looked over his notes as well as a dejected Laura across the table.  She 

was so damn cute, I almost couldn’t stand to take the wind out her sails if I was right.  She was so 

adorable, full of pent up zeal for her version of the contract. 

I tried not to be pompous or arrogant in my analysis.  I decided to stay with my ‘hypothesis’, that if 

correct, made the entire contract read true to the intent of the parties as we were taught in class.  After 

Steve and Laura reviewed my points, Steve readily agreed.  Laura reluctantly agreed.  She was dismissive 

in her tone.  I asked the group out for drinks.  Thankfully Steve declined, which left me with Laura, which 

was my hope from the beginning.   

I’m not sure what was going through her mind, as we sipped our drinks, but for sure I knew I was ‘in 

love’ when we finished.  We finished the class, earning an ‘A’ in the class with a smirk from the professor 

that said, “Finally someone figured it out.”  Our little workgroup felt pretty good about our efforts, even 

if Laura was still stinging from not catching the easy correction. 

Laura and I didn’t really date or get involved the rest of that semester, even though I wanted to.  I knew 

she was going home for the holidays, and decided to do a little investigating.  We had phone numbers 

for each other’s apartment at school, but I had no way to contact her at her parent’s house in New York.  

A quick check of the white pages, was no help.   

A plan was starting to form in my mind based on my father’s vacation trip he had announced for the 

week after Christmas, but I had to be able to contact Laura to make it work.  I guess you could call it luck 

or serendipity, but I saw Laura drinking coffee with someone one day after class at the student union.  I 

skipped a class to hang around and wait until they left, hoping to catch her friend.  The person she was 

talking to looked to be a good friend.  She was animated in her discussion with Laura.  I was hoping 

maybe she had Laura’s number in New York.   

As they finished their coffee, I followed Laura’s friend at a distance, until she was almost to her car.  I 

called out, not knowing her name, “Excuse me, can I talk to you for a second?” 

She turned around, a little startled probably, clutching her purse close to her, car keys in her hand with 

what looked like a pepper spray canister dangling off the key-chain.  She must have believed I was a 

threat.  I couldn’t really blame her I suppose. 
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“Hi, I’m Bill Davenport.  I just want to ask you a question.” 

As soon as I said my name, she relaxed.  I was still about ten feet away from her.  That struck me as a 

little odd.  I had never seen this woman before, but the mention of my name caused her to relax and 

smile.  “Hi, I’m Sheila.  So you’re Bill huh?  She didn’t do you justice you know?” 

It took me about two beats to understand.  “Laura… talked about me?”  I replied haltingly. 

“Sugar, you were about all she talked about.  And from the look on your face, it looks like you have it as 

bad as she does.  So what did you want to ask me?” 

I had recovered enough to ask her, “Would you have Laura’s number in New York?” 

“I do.”  She stopped, abruptly, apparently not willing to make this easy on me.  

“Would you give it to me?” 

“I suppose.”  Her lips were slightly upturned.  But she made no move for an address book in her purse.   

It dawned on me, she was going to make me beg for it.  I decided to revert into lawyer mode and 

negotiate.  “And under what circumstances would you supposedly give me her phone number?” 

“Not sure actually.”  Her eyes were looking up as if she were thinking.   

“Not sure?  What does that mean?  You must know what it would take to convince you to give me her 

phone number.” 

“Oh, I’m sure I know what it would take, just not sure which restaurant I want to go to first.”  Her 

upturned lips turned into a broad smile showing perfect white teeth.  She had me, and she knew it.   

I was getting a little nervous at this point.  I’m sure she saw me blush even from our distance which 

hadn’t changed, since I first called out to her.  It sounded like this cute little southern girl, was about to 

set the terms and conditions for a date. 

“I’m not from here, and don’t know many restaurants.  But if you pick one, I’ll take you. My treat.” 

“Oh sweetie, I know it will certainly be a treat, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves.  Dinner first, then 

we’ll see about your treat.  Have you got a pen and paper?” 

I think I blushed a little harder still.  She gave me her address and told me pick her up at seven that 

evening.  She would decide which restaurant she wanted to go to by then.  What had I just gotten 

myself into I thought.  Although she was cute, I was interested in Laura.  I had no intention of doing 

anything with Sheila that had the chance to get back to Laura.   

Promptly at seven that evening, I was knocking on her apartment door.  She must have been waiting for 

me, because it opened, as I finished knocking.  I was dressed in a blue button down, with gray slacks and 

chose to wear a blue blazer not knowing where we would go to dinner.  She was dressed in a black skirt 

a few inches above her knees and a bright red blouse.  She was wearing black knee high boots with a 

fairly significant heel, because she was only a couple inches shorter than I was.  She licked her lips 

invitingly with her tongue showing very kissable red lips.   
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If Sheila, was trying to seduce me, she was doing a damn find job.  I couldn’t not notice her.  She had 

applied makeup which really made her face even cuter than she was earlier today without it.  Her 

blonde hair earlier was in a ponytail.  She had brushed and curled it tonight so it hung down to her 

shoulders.  Overall, she was very attractive.  She directed me to a restaurant while I drove.   

Once in the parking lot, I stepped around to help her out of the car.  I couldn’t be sure, but it seemed 

like she purposely flashed me a look at red panties while getting out of the car.  Now my face was the 

same color as her blouse.  She smiled a huge smile, which let me know she knew I’d be looking and she 

was happy to oblige.  I mentally kicked myself to get back to the reason I was here.   

The restaurant seemed like a family run Italian place complete with red checkered tablecloths and 

waiters wearing tuxedo shirts.  She must have made reservations, because the hostess immediately 

showed us to a secluded small table in the back.     

Once seated and drink orders placed, she handed me a folded piece of paper.  “Regardless of what 

happens, here is Sheila’s number.” 

I relaxed.  “Thanks Sheila.  I appreciate it.”  I said honestly. 

“I hope you realize I was just messin’ with you earlier.  Although you are so handsome, I might change 

my mind after dinner.”  She was flashing me her best smile with uplifted eyebrows hoping, perhaps. 

 I gave her a dose of her own medicine, “Thanks for the compliment.  But seriously, you probably 

couldn’t handle me.”  I said it with a straight face so she couldn’t tell I was kidding.   

“Sugar, somehow, I don’t doubt that, but do you really want to find out?  Cause I guarantee you, I would 

die trying.”  

How quickly the tables just flipped back to her favor again.  “Tell you what, let’s call it a draw and enjoy 

dinner.  Deal?” 

“Gotcha, didn’t I?  Okay, I’ll accept your peace offering.  The food really is quite good here.” 

We settled into pleasant conversation over dinner finishing with coffee, before I took Sheila back to her 

apartment.  I reached to shake hands, but Sheila took my hand into hers pulling me in for what would 

have been a scorcher of a kiss, which I barely dodged by turning my head so she kissed my cheek 

instead.   

“You really do have it bad don’t you?  Cause I know it’s not me.” 

“Sheila, I had a nice time tonight.  You’re fun and very attractive.  Under different circumstances… well 

who knows?”  I just let the thought linger without finishing it.  The implication was clear, I thought she 

was attractive and certainly fun to with, but the only reason I was with her was to get Laura’s number.   

She winked at me, as I left.  She scared me a little.  That much personality stuffed into that type of 

package, would certainly make some guy very lucky.   

As soon as my last final finished, I was packed and headed for Idaho.   

I called Laura in New York the day after Christmas, asking her to dinner.  I had let her know my parents 

were also here and they would be joining us.  She agreed, but preferred to have her chauffer drive her 



19 

 

to the restaurant.  I had hoped to break the news to her that while technically here in New York, my 

parents were attending a play and it would just be the two of us.   

It worked out fine, because by the time she got to the restaurant, she could see it was a table for two.  I 

came clean and told her, all about my Sheila experience, and parent’s vacation which they had planned 

for some time.  She seemed to take it well and didn’t chastise me too much for my skullduggery.   

We had a fantastic dinner, talking about everything and anything, from religion to politics, circling back 

to law school.  Virtually every topic we covered, saw our thoughts aligning perfectly.  At least for me.  

We ended up closing the restaurant down.  We parted with an intense kiss and promise of dinner the 

next night with my parents in attendance.   

Returning, to classes, we were almost inseparable.  I spent more time at her apartment than she did 

mine, since I had roommates.  I was fairly certain after dinner in New York, I wanted to marry her.  We 

talked about it, as our last semester of undergraduate ended with degrees with honor for both of us.   

Neither of us went home the summer between undergraduate and law school.  I moved into her 

apartment and we shared everything willingly.  We decided to put marriage on hold until after law 

school.  We were exclusive throughout law school, helping each other with the ridiculous amount of 

course work we had to cover.   

After three years of seemingly studying all the time just to maintain, we finally got married.  Her mother 

planned practically everything as Laura and I were busy studying yet again for the bar exam.  But for two 

weeks in Greece for our honeymoon, life was perfect.  I really thought we had everything we could have 

ever wanted.  Two people, completely in love, great careers in front of us, job offers in hand, and a 

future to enjoy each other with kids at some point.   

The Turning Point 

In looking back, the turning point in our relationship happened on the case where I was selected as first 

chair about five years into our respective careers and marriage.  It was a monumental acquisition which 

required horrendous due diligence and hundreds of hours of research.  I literally lived on it for six 

months.  I left Laura alone much of that time.  Neither of us had a huge number of friends in Chicago, 

since we had lived elsewhere all our lives.  She seemed to thrive on shopping or ‘retail therapy’ as she 

called it.   

I put my heart, mind and soul into making the acquisition a success for our client.  The partners in my 

firm noticed.  Once the transaction was complete, they gave me a hundred thousand dollar bonus for 

my efforts.  Whatever I gained financially, I lost in the closeness that Laura and I felt towards each other.   

Once the dust had settled, she was happy and proud of my accomplishments, but things were not quite 

the same.  Our love making was not quite as passionate.  Dinners didn’t taste quite as good as they had 

in her little apartment in law school with just the two us eating hot dogs and chili.   

Laura, coming from money, always was a privileged girl that grew into a woman.  I never had any 

worries that she loved me.  I just chalked it up to the bloom being worn off the rose, and vowed to try to 

get back the intimacy I felt we had lost.  I suspect, although Laura never admitted it to me, she resented 

me for all the time I invested into the acquisition.  I tried to scale back my hours at the firm, to devote 

more time to Laura and our relationship. 
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She seemed appreciative, but as I already said, the luster was tough to restore.  I tried. Really, I tried.  I 

knew I had neglected her, but felt she was mature enough to understand that life isn’t a straight line to 

the finish.  I knew she had compromised herself by taking a real estate contracts job at a local firm.  I 

knew for her it was more than that.  It was never about the money for Laura.  She had all of it, and 

more, growing up.  I could never compete with it.  I suppose in my own stupid way, I made it about 

money.  I was trying to show Laura and the world I could make it.  It never mattered to her.   

I suppose she assumed the money was what drove me to the hours I worked to close the acquisition.  It 

really wasn’t.  First, I had no idea my firm would pay me a bonus.  For me, it was really about success.  

Proving myself successful in my own way.  I needed to feel useful and needed in the world.  Not very 

noble looking back.  Surely she could see the way I felt about her had nothing to do with money.  We 

had signed the prenuptial agreement which all but guaranteed I wouldn’t be able to cash in on her 

fortune.  I had just proven to the world I didn’t need Laura’s money.  Surely she could see, I was my own 

man? 

Maybe if I had told Laura I needed to prove my mettle as a lawyer, she would have understood what the 

acquisition meant to me.  Maybe she would have agreed.  She was beautiful, but not as supportive as I 

would have liked at times.  She was a strong willed spoiled little rich girl that always got her way.  I 

thought she understood that sometimes there were more important things in life than herself.  In spite 

of all of that, I loved her.   

+++ 

The next case I took was my biggest since joining the firm.  It wasn’t a routine house closing, but rather a 

large commercial property settlement.  It involved rezoning a parcel of real estate for building an office 

building.  The company that had engaged us, was a computer startup firm looking to expand into the 

Chicago market.  I was focused on the rezoning, since what the client was asking was next to impossible.   

The client wanted to rezone a section of property near Lake Michigan to build a new office building.  

Rezoning was done all the time.  Our firm had participated in many hearings on behalf of our clients.  

But rezoning residential parcels for commercial use, on or near the lake, was difficult at best.   

I studied the records, and knew every zoning law on the books.  I reviewed every case where a property 

was rezoned for a particular purpose.  It didn’t’ look promising for the client.  I went to my senior 

partners at the firm and advised them, I didn’t think what the client wanted to do was possible.   

Their response to me, was direct.  Get it done.  That’s what a partner would do.  The thought they were 

dangling a partnership in front of me if I closed this deal, more than motivated me.  Maybe it was Bill’s 

success and subsequent bonus that fueled my desires, but nonetheless, I burned an incredible amount 

of hours and brainpower looking for a way to rezone the client’s property for commercial office space.   

My hard work proved useless.  Frustrated, I called Daddy.  He would take care of his princess.  And he 

did.  The rezoning hearing went off without even so much as the commissioner nodding in my direction 

as the gavel was slammed declaring the property rezoned, much to my amazement.  I suppose I always 

knew my father had money and clout.  Now it really showed.  I shrugged.   

The perfunctory closing on the property took place the following Friday.  I had expected the client’s 

attorney since she was who I had all of my dealings with so far.  Who walked in the door was Warren 
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Blaylock along with a beautiful brunette who I assumed was his attorney.  I was so stunned, I excused 

myself to gather my presence in the ladies room.  My clerk followed me in to the restroom. 

“You look like you just saw a ghost.  What gives?” 

“Marsha, I went to college with that guy.” 

She didn’t need to ask any other questions.  She knew my background, probably better than most, 

which I hadn’t shared with anyone from the firm.  I sat in the stall collecting my thoughts.  The rezoning 

was over.  The tough part was done thanks to Daddy.  All I needed to do was close the transaction.  I had 

to do this for the firm, myself and the client which turned out to be Warren Blaylock.   

I steeled myself after splashing cold water on my face.  I would need to reapply my makeup, but that 

was a small price to pay to steady my nerves.  Marsha stayed with me while I went through my 

preparations asking me questions. 

“So he is the guy you talked about… in college, huh?” 

I didn’t’ immediately respond, continuing to apply makeup, so she took that as permission to proceed. 

“He is attractive, but aren’t you married?” 

“Yes.” 

“So what’s the problem?” 

“He’s not just a client.  He’s… the only man than never desired me.”  I trailed off. 

“Oh you mean, he’s the one that got away?” 

Marsha was moderately intelligent, but what she lacked in intelligence she made up for in her chest size.   

She had every male in the office dropping a pencil in her direction, hoping she would bend over to pick it 

up revealing her incredible cleavage.   

“Not exactly the one that got away.  Maybe… the one I couldn’t have.  Or maybe the one that wouldn’t 

have me.” 

“Honey, you have Bill.  And if you ever get tired of him, well just remember who your friends are OK?  

Now you need to finish fixing your face, so we can get this deal done.  You think you can pull it together 

long enough to finish this?” 

“Yea, I think I can.”  I didn’t feel nearly that confident, but didn’t want her to see my reluctance.   

We walked back into the conference room.  I introduced myself to Bill’s attorney as Laura Davenport 

emphasizing Davenport, knowing Warren would know my maiden name was Greenstein hoping he 

would assume I had married.  She obviously didn’t know that I already knew Warren.  Warren hadn’t 

tipped her off while I had my meltdown, since she introduced me to Warren Blaylock as if I had no idea 

who he was. 

Warren wasn’t wearing a wedding ring, but of course that meant nothing.  Apparently, at least for now, 

he had chosen not to reveal that he knew me to his attorney, which was fine with me. 
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“I trust all the paperwork is in order and we can all sign on the bottom line?”  Cynthia his attorney asked 

after introductions were complete.   

“Yes.  Yes everything is complete.”  I responded flatly, trying to get back into attorney presence of mind. 

With nods all around the table, the signature, and pass of papers from left to right began.  Marsha was a 

notary, so as each executed document passed to her, she dutifully notarized it.  In a matter of fifteen 

minutes all the paperwork was complete.   

I stood to thank everyone, when Warren interrupted me, “Laura, Cynthia will take our copies back to the 

office for filing, but can you spare fifteen minutes for a cup of coffee?  I think I saw a coffee shop just 

outside your building.  I’d like to catch up on old times.” 

Cynthia shot a look to Warren, and then me.  I looked like I had just been asked to go before a firing 

squad.  Marsha was shooting daggers into my eyes indicating I should not accept Warren’s invitation.  

Or, maybe she was secretly hoping I would, so she had leverage or Bill or both.  I was too confused to 

think at the time. 

“I have an appointment across town, but I suppose I could spare a few minutes for coffee.  Let me grab 

my briefcase and purse.  I’ll meet you in the lobby.”  I answered.  Funny now looking back ten years, 

Warren had said something similar to me on his way to his next final. 

We met in the lobby a few minutes later.  “You know Laura, if anything, you’re even more beautiful now 

than you were in college.  But I suppose you already know that.  And I guess from the diamond on your 

finger, your husband tells you that all the time.” 

I smiled inwardly at his comment about my appearance, but chose not to acknowledge it.  Instead, I was 

thinking, “See, this is what you could have had if you weren’t so busy trying to finish school to hurry up 

and make money.”  After I replayed it in my head, it sounded hollow to my ears.  There was nothing 

wrong with Warren having goals and setting his sights on what he really wanted.  I guess I still wasn’t 

over the fact that he didn’t want me.   

“The coffee shop is just around the corner.  We’d better get moving, so I can get to my appointment on 

time.”  I started walking, but Warren gently grasped my elbow causing me to turn around.  “Laura, it 

really is good to see you.”  He said, staring into my eyes, with a heartfelt emotion I could feel down to 

my toes. 

“It’s… good to see you too Warren.  I had no idea you were the principal.  I only had the company name, 

and the name of your attorney, so I was just as surprised as you were when you walked into my office.  

But we really should get going if we’re going to have that coffee.”  I smiled briefly at him.  We walked in 

silence to the coffee shop. 

I got a table, while Warren got coffee for us.  He even remembered how I liked my coffee with two 

sugars.  That surprised me.  Of all the mundane facts to remember about someone, to remember their 

coffee preference after ten years, seemed… unusual.   

He wasted no time starting off the conversation a bit shockingly.  “I have a small confession to make.”  

That surprised me.  “I actually knew you would be the attorney representing the property and closing.” 

“How?  How could you know that?”  I asked, stunned at his admission. 
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“How?  It’s elementary my dear Watson.”  He had imitated Sherlock Holmes last time we had coffee as 

well, I remembered.  “I requested you as the attorney.  And as I understand it, you’ll probably be getting 

a partnership offer as a result of the rezoning and closing.  You’re welcome.” 

“Warren, what kind of stunt are you trying to pull?  Are you telling me, one of the senior partners is a 

friend of yours?  That you called in favors or something?”  Not very attorney like of me, to accuse our 

client of violating ethics principles but I was fired up at the moment. 

“A smart businessman always knows the players in the game.  I make it my practice to always know who 

I’m dealing with.  Your Partner in Charge, Daryl Strong helped me setup my first corporation years ago 

before he joined your firm.  I knew him and when my business was expanding here in Chicago, I called 

him for a recommendation, simple as that.” 

“That doesn’t explain the reason I was assigned to your case.” 

“No, you’re right.  I asked Daryl to assign you.”  He replied confidently. 

“How did you even know I worked for the firm?” Just then, the lightbulb started going off in my muddled 

brain.  He must have been following my progress or at least checking on my whereabouts periodically 

since college.  At first the thought alarmed me thinking he was stalking me.  Then I blushed slightly at 

the implication, he was really interested in me after all.  My blush turned into a warmth all over.  I felt 

desired again, just like Bill had done that first Christmas before we were married. 

Warren’s eyebrows went up in a questioning gesture, “Figured it out yet?” 

“I have my version, but I’d like to hear yours.”  I replied now fully back in attorney speak. 

“Ah, the attorney has returned.  Okay, as you probably guessed, I did keep loose tabs on you since 

college.  It wasn’t like I hired a private investigator or anything crazy, but I kept track.  You remember 

Sheila your roommate right?” 

Again, using Sheila just like Bill had done.  She and I had remained at least casual friends over the years.  

We talked a few times a year, just catching up on each other’s lives.  I suppose Warren found a way to as 

well.  Certainly enough to remain current on my whereabouts.  I wonder if Sheila and Warren ever got 

together to discuss me over pillow talk. 

“So what is it you want Warren?”  My tone, seemed argumentative, even to me. 

“What I’d like is to have dinner with you.” 

“I don’t think that is a very good idea.  I’m not sure my husband would appreciate it.” 

“I didn’t say you couldn’t bring him along, did I?” 

“Warren, didn’t we say everything we needed to that day in the student union?  I mean, after I accused 

you of being gay, I’m surprised, you’re even still speaking to me, much less seeking me out as the 

attorney for this real estate transaction.” 

“Back then, I never said I didn’t want to be friends.  You seemed pretty enamored with yourself if I 

recall, so the topic never really came up.” 
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“What would be the point?” 

“The point then, and now is, I would just like to be friends, with you, your husband, and your other 

friends too.  I’m just moving into town.  I don’t know anyone other than my business associates.  It 

might be fun to spend some time with people that know the area while getting to know Chicago better.  

Anything wrong with that?”  Warren was starting to sound a little perturbed. 

“I’ll check with my husband, and let you know.  How does that sound?” 

“Still carrying a chip on your shoulder because I rebuffed you all those years ago aren’t you?” 

“What?  No, of course not.” 

“I think you are.  I can see it in your body language, which doesn’t quite match the words coming out of 

your mouth.” 

“And what exactly is my body language telling you, that doesn’t match my words?” 

“For one thing, although you’re married, you’re carrying yourself as if you are available.  You’re posture 

is a little straighter, and you’re eyes are showing your emotions with every word you’re speaking.  Even 

though you claim your husband would mind if we went to dinner, I don’t think you really mean that.  I 

think it’s just a smoke screen.  You’re eyes are telling a different story.” 

“Well I think your crystal ball has a few cracks in it.  You might want to take it to the dealer and get them 

to look at it.  I’m very happily married, thank you.”  I didn’t exactly say it scornfully, but it was close.  I 

also didn’t say it convincingly enough, even for myself.  And of course it was at least a small lie.  I wasn’t 

entirely happy with Bill.  He was trying to make up for it by spending extra time with me since his big 

acquisition, but it looked like it was going to be a long way back to where we were, for me anyway.   

“Fair enough.  My offer still stands for you, and your husband.  Now I don’t want to make you late for 

your next appointment, so you should probably saunter your pretty little figure right out the door so 

you’re on time.  Bye Laura.” 

And just like that, he got up and left.  I was still sitting there feeling like a child that had been scolded for 

doing what, I had no idea.  He had summarily dismissed me and left me sitting like a fool.  I thought 

about the entire encounter for maybe a minute, before checking my watch.  I did need to get moving to 

my next appointment. 

The next two weeks, went by without much drama in my life.  Warren was never far from my thoughts 

however.  I’m sure Bill noticed my melancholy moments.  He tried extra hard to lure me to dinners, and 

impromptu lunches.  I always accepted, since deep down, I really did love Bill, or maybe I loved Bill for 

his confidence, support, and getting us both through law school without scratching each other’s eyes 

out or going crazy in the process.  I was confused over my emotions.   

The firm offered me a full partnership, which I gratefully accepted.  At the announcement party, all of 

the staff, their spouses or significant others attended in addition to Warren Blaylock much to my 

surprise.  An otherwise very happy time in my life, turned nearly disastrous for me personally.  I was 

constantly trying to steer Bill away from Warren, so none of us had to go through that uncomfortable 

moment.   
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I watched Warren watching Bill.  I watched Warren watching me.  I watched Marsha observing the 

interplay, with almost school girl like giddiness, hoping she would get a shot at Bill if the wheels fell off 

the cart in my marriage.  I was determined not to let that happen.  I felt the attraction again, after all 

those years with Warren.  It was almost hypnotic in its control of me.  I mentally punched myself to 

break out of my reverie in thinking about ‘what if?’ 

The evening ended without incident thankfully.  I went home that night and recklessly through myself 

into Bill arms, almost desperately pleading with him to make love to me; to take me and make me his.  

He did without question.  He held me later in our mutual afterglow.  “Not that I’m complaining, but what 

got into you tonight sweetheart?  You seemed like a woman possessed.” 

“I love you Bill.  I’m yours.  That’s all.  I’m just so happy.  And maybe the champagne helped a little, but 

not that much.  Do you mind?” 

“Hell no Laura.  It was starting to feel like old times with us.  I’m so proud of you and your partnership.  I 

think this is the beginning of something really great for you.  I’m happy for us.  I love you Laura.” 

As Bill finished, I was starting to fall asleep with my head on his chest.  It wasn’t long before Bill fell into 

a rhythmic pattern of breathing which indicated he was nodding off to sleep.  We both followed into 

dreamland together. 

+++ 

I almost became unhinged after that first lunch with Warren about three months after my partnership.  

Up to that point, I had successfully feigned workload as my excuse for refusing to go to lunch with him.  I 

knew even then, my emotions about Warren were like a fragile china doll, perched on the precipice of a 

damaged shelf.  If he had rattled the floorboards walking in, I would have tumbled helplessly into his 

arms.  I had thrown myself completely into the partnership, taking on every challenging case that arose.  

I just couldn’t admit to myself that Warren had affected me, or could touch my marriage.   

I was secure in my position, if not my abilities, and demonstrated them frequently providing further 

proof to the partners that I was partnership material.  In a weak moment, with nothing pressing my 

schedule on a Friday afternoon, I relented and agreed to have lunch with Warren. 

It was my undoing.  As we sat across from each other, me staring into his eyes, I could see the desire 

burning within him.  It wasn’t directed at college classes, finals, or making his first million, it was 

directed only at me.  Maybe he rebuffed me all those years ago, but a casual observer would never 

know it if they looked in his eyes today over our secluded booth in the back of the restaurant.  It made 

me hot on an otherwise cold day in February. 

Warren was his affable self, confident, yet self-deprecating at times.  Enough that, I had a hard time 

following him through whatever tale he was weaving about computers and their impact on society.  I 

must have appeared lost in my own personal thoughts throughout the conversation, but Warren simply 

smiled. 

Then he did something, even I, think was destined, but never fully admitted to myself that I wanted.  

“Laura, I know you’re scared.  I can see it in your eyes.  Remember, the eyes don’t betray, they tell me 

all I need to know.” 
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“I’m not sure where you’re headed with this.” 

“I am.  And so are you.  I want you.  I need you by my side.  I want you to be mine, and I want to be 

yours.  I know you’re married, which complicates things slightly, but that matters little to me.  I can see 

your soul through your eyes.  You want me too.” 

Oh God help me, I did.  I wanted Warren.  Hell, I wanted his babies.  I was almost mush at that point, not 

from the wine, but his admitting to me, that he wanted me.  It was worse than high school or my so 

called infatuation with him in college.  He had put me in a full court press as Bill would say while 

watching basketball.  Would I fold, and let him score the points, or push-back and play defense.   

I tried for defense.  For the first time in my life, something that I sought desperately years ago, and 

thought unobtainable, came back into my life to claim at least a piece of my heart, soul and body.  I was 

almost helpless to resist but I tried.  I really tried. 

“Warren, I love my husband.  You must know that.  I can’t betray him.” 

He was quick to respond anticipating my hesitance.  “I know, nor would I expect that of you.”   

“Then why are you telling me this?” 

“I won’t resort to Sherlock Holmes this time, but it really is very simple.  I love you Laura.  I have, ever 

since that first day you dumped your books and blamed me for causing it.”  He smiled nostalgically.   

And there it was.  Sitting out there like a softball ready to hit, or the pregnant pause that it caused 

between us.  It was like the world stopped for me, momentarily, titling off its axis I was so confused.  The 

thought that Warren loved me almost overwhelmed me.  I started to cry, something I never did in any 

business situation or rarely with Bill.  Only when the strain or pressure of work, law school, or life got to 

me did I resort to showing my emotions privately.   

I grabbed several tissues from my purse to try and stem the flow, but the tears came unhindered.   

After I had composed myself, I thanked Warren for lunch, then left returning to my office. 

Marsha took one look at me and knew something had happened.  I waived her off since I wasn’t ready 

to get her hopes up that I might be about to step out on my marriage.  I was conflicted for sure.  I knew 

what I had with Bill and would never intentionally hurt him.  I knew I was headed into dark territory with 

Warren if I let things continue.  Yet I almost felt powerless to stop the inevitable train wreck that would 

likely occur if I did. 

As I closed the door to my office, I began to negotiate with myself.  Did I really love Bill?  Yes.  Did I really 

want Warren?  Yes.  Did I really know Warren?  No, I had to answer truthfully.  But yet, I did know him.  

He seemed to be the same Warren I knew in college.  He was driven to succeed, certainly as handsome 

as I remembered him.  He was more mature with age.  Apparently he had succeeded in his business.  

Had he reset his sights on being successful with me?  I couldn’t answer that question.   

Then I thought of Bill again.  If I told him I had lunch with an old college acquaintance, he would surely 

ask me who.  Did my behavior pass the spouse test?  I didn’t think it would.  If the situation were 

reversed, and Bill had lunch with an old female pal, that he had feelings for at one time, what would I 
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think of that?  Not much was my answer.  I had already stepped over the line.  I could easily move the 

line in my mind, but Bill’s line wouldn’t budge as mine wouldn’t if it was him doing it to me.   

The guilt started battering me like feeder bands from an approaching hurricane.  I started feeling 

nauseous.  I grabbed my coat, and left the office, telling Marsha I wasn’t feeling well.  It was probably 

something I had for lunch.  She seemed mollified since witnessing my behavior being off when I came 

back to the office.   

The Solution 

Bill and I loved each other.  That much was the truth; at least as much as I admitted to myself.  I loved 

Warren too.  At times during the last six months, it seemed I was two totally different people.  

Admittedly, Bill had gotten me through law school and made me a better lawyer than I would have been 

without him.  But Warren, was for me, the man I was supposed to be with.  How did Marsha put it, “the 

one that got away?”  No, Warren was the one that didn’t desire me at the time, but I certainly couldn’t 

say that now.  He had come after me with a passion I had never seen before.  He certainly didn’t care 

that I was married.  I did, and felt guilty every minute of every day.  Something had to change, or I was 

headed for a nervous breakdown.   

By anyone’s definition, I was having an emotional affair with Warren, fully well knowing where the end 

was headed.  I’m sure Warren did too.  The bi-weekly lunches turned into the occasional dinner.  I 

refused to become intimate with Warren in any way even refusing his light touches over meals or even a 

chaste kiss in welcome or goodbye.  My reserves were cracking a little more each time I saw him 

however. 

I needed to turn my guilt into positive actions to assuage the feelings of betrayal I felt constantly.  I 

either needed to firmly stop seeing Warren and commit to my marriage, or find a way for Bill to be 

happy if I left him for Warren.   

There was no hiding the fact that my relationship with Bill had been suffering while I was going through 

mental guilt gymnastics while seeing Warren, although it was purely platonic.  That was where the line 

had moved in my mind; I was having a platonic relationship with Warren.  He was just another friend 

that happened to be male, and that I had strong feelings for.  Not very platonic by any virtuous spousal 

tests that I was aware.   

I started hating myself.  Bill noticed the changes in my behavior.  I really did try to put on a fake face of 

“everything’s alright,” with Bill.  He called me on it, several times.  I dismissed it, as the additional strains 

from the partnership.  I was a woman, still in pretty much a man’s world even in the nineties as a 

partner in a successful law firm.   

I started hinting that maybe we should consider planning a family one evening with Bill, foolishly 

thinking that adding children to our relationship would solidify our bond and help me ease away from 

Warren amiably.   

Bill nearly devastated me that evening when I broached the topic over a nice dinner at one of our 

favorite restaurants – Morton’s Steakhouse.  He seemed to now be firmly against having children – yet.  

He did try to pacify me with a non-committal “maybe in the future.”  When we talked about everything 

in life that first time at the off-campus bar, he let me know he was all in favor of children, something I 
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thought was an important aspect of any marriage.  At the time in college, the topic just checked another 

positive box on my mental list of compatible mates.   

Bill’s reversal on children or at least cooling to the idea of children in our marriage was probably what 

drove me to seek the solution I did. 

Bill hurt me with fewer words than I thought possible.  He noticed quickly, not by my snappy comeback 

to argue with him, but my completely silent behavior the rest of the meal.  He tried to console me with a 

trip to Europe.  Something we had planned since law school.  I could see Europe anytime, but seeing it 

with children would have been more fulfilling in my mind.   

No, now the scales had tipped not towards Bill, but Warren who I knew desperately wanted children.  

He actually wanted to slow down from his meteoric career aspirations and settle into family life, 

something that I found endearing.  At least that’s what he told me.   

The line was moving again in my mind.  Rationalization is a wonderful concept.  It allows our sub-

conscious to introduce concepts to our conscious mind, we otherwise wouldn’t logically initiate.  Maybe 

the heart wants what it wants.  I was simply encouraging my sub-conscious to give me a rational 

explanation as to how I could have Warren without hurting Bill.  In my heart, I wanted Warren.  It was 

clear he wanted me.  If those two points were true, where did that leave Bill in the equation?  Left out in 

the cold if I divorced him.   

Even though his decision on children hurt me, I couldn’t turn around and betray him spitefully.  I did still 

love everything he did for and with me.  I suppose that one act of refusing children, caused me to fall 

“out of love” with Bill; not that I didn’t love him.  A potential solution, came to me on my way to work 

Monday morning after our fateful dinner Saturday.  If I could introduce someone – not just someone – a 

past love, to Bill perhaps, he would fall “out of love” with me.  Not easy to do, I admitted.  But it eased 

my conscience tremendously thinking if Bill were with someone else happily, then I deserved my own 

happiness right? 

After I considered it, it was much more manipulative than I had ever been with anyone, especially 

someone I claimed to love.  But if Bill reneged on his promise of children that easily with someone he 

claimed to love, could I try to manipulate his feelings to cause him to fall “out of love” with me?   

Maybe was my conclusion.  The challenge was, I knew little to nothing about his past life, before me.  I 

was so focused on my scheming as I walked into the office, I barely noticed Warren sitting outside my 

office apparently waiting for my arrival.  Marsha stepped in between us as I opened my office door.  

“Mr. Blaylock is here to see you, even though he doesn’t have an appointment.  I told him he needed to 

call the office to schedule an appointment.”   

I wasn’t sure why Marsha was being so formal.  I could see Warren.  I suspect, Marsha and I would have 

words later.  While he had never come by unannounced before, it wasn’t unwelcome given my 

weekend.   

I was equally as formal with Warren, mostly for Marsha’s benefit.  “Mr. Blaylock, I only have a few 

minutes before my first appointment.  It really would be best if you made an appointment so I can 

devote my time to you.” 

“This will only take a few minutes.  Could we step into your office please?” 



29 

 

Perhaps Marsha felt vindicated that I supported her position that everyone needed an appointment.  I 

saw a small smile play across her face.  I grudgingly agreed to a few minutes with Warren ushering him 

into my office, closing the door. 

“Thanks for seeing me.  I’ll come directly to the point.  I’m leaving for a few months.  I wanted to tell you 

in person.” 

That caused a tremor in my heart.  Composing myself quickly, I questioned, “Alright, why did you feel 

the need to tell me in person?” 

“The plans here in Chicago are on-schedule.  We should be moved in to the new building in less than 

sixty days.  I have introductions scheduled with investors in Stuttgart that I need to discuss major 

expansion plans with in Europe.  After that, the business plan is nearly complete.”   

“Warren you don’t owe me any explanations as to your whereabouts or your business plans.  Why are 

you telling me this?” 

“Laura, remember when I told you about my plans in college?” 

“Yes vaguely, I guess.” 

“Let me refresh your memory.  After I established a foothold in the US market, I was going to expand my 

operations to Europe.  This is the last piece of the puzzle.  Provided the Chicago expansion from the west 

coast is successful, Europe is the next step.  That’s the final piece.  Once that’s complete, I plan to sell 

the company.” 

“But Warren, you’re only in your early thirties like I am, what will you do?” 

“You have about ninety days or so to give me an answer to that question.  Now I appreciate you seeing 

me without an appointment.  Promise Marsha, I’ll be more considerate in the future.  Oh and one more 

thing, I love you, and I know you love me.  Ninety days, Laura.  I’ll be back for my answer to your 

question.”  He kissed me on my cheek.   

He left closing the door behind him.  Once again, Warren left me breathless and stunned sitting in my 

own office.  As soon as it was closed, Marsha was knocking. 

“Come in.”  I said weakly. 

“Are you OK?  You look like you saw a ghost again.  What is it with Mr. Blaylock?  You seem to go all 

stupid, when he’s around.  Oh and your nine-o-clock appointment is here.” 

Marsha was more right than I cared to admit, to either her or myself.  I was contemplating something 

stupid on my drive to work this morning.  Now Warren had apparently given me some kind of deadline 

about exactly what I didn’t know, but could surmise.  He wanted to know where I stood regarding both 

my relationship with him and Bill.  Did I love him enough to leave my husband?  And he gave me a 

deadline.  Infuriating.  Exasperating.   

I felt Warren’s loss almost immediately as he left my office.  It didn’t make any sense.  Unless as he said, 

he knew I loved him.  Maybe I did on some level.  No, I did, I admitted.     
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“Please show my nine-o-clock in Marsha, and thanks.  I think Mr. Blaylock will make appointments in the 

future.  He apologized and asked me to let you know.  He just came by to thank me personally for the 

rezoning.  His firm is moving into their new office in a couple of months.”  I dismissed her casually so she 

didn’t see the consternation contorted in my face.   

Driving home that night, I came to some conclusions.  My plan from this morning, was probably my best 

option for providing a soft landing for Bill if that were possible.  Warren was actually making this easier 

for me, than I had at first thought.  He was letting me decide on my own, what I wanted.  That showed a 

tremendous amount of courage and insight.  He wanted me, but only if I wanted him.   

The next morning, after a quick intimacy moment with Bill I had my answer.  Warren was gone 

physically, but still in my thoughts constantly, certainly in my heart right next to Bill.  I had the 

beginnings of a plan.   

+++ 

I had roughly ninety days.  I didn’t want to waste a day or even an hour.  The first item on the agenda 

was more details about my husband’s past loves.  It would have been so simple to just call his sister Jana 

and ask her, but that was too obvious.  Since he was a transfer student, I had never met any of his Boise 

State friends except briefly at our wedding.  I couldn’t even remember their names now.  I could have 

checked our wedding guest list, but what would my line of questioning be?  No angle I studied made any 

sense. 

Frustrated at my lack of progress by lunch, I called my mother.  While daddy made the money, she 

developed the connections.  She was the schemer in the family.  My father was “what you see is what 

you get.”  My mother on the other hand, was the iron hand disguised in a silk glove.  She could hit you 

where you least expected it, remove her glove and never leave a mark.   

I needed my mother in my court on this.  Bill had developed an affinity towards my father.  The more 

successful Bill became, the more my father liked him.  I didn’t need a split camp on this decision.  I 

would leave my mother to convince my father.  She was more than capable.   

I hadn’t been home to see my parents in a few years trying to establish myself in my career.  After I 

talked to my mother, not wanting to tip my hand on the phone, I invited myself for a few days visit with 

her.  I claimed it had been a while since we had seen each other because it was true. 

I told Bill about my upcoming trip.  He seemed nonplussed with the conversation, but wished me a good 

visit.  The following Monday, I hopped on a plane for a very early morning flight from Chicago to New 

York.  The chauffer was still the same after all these years, albeit with a lot more grey in his hair.  

Arriving at the mansion was uneventful.  Mother was sitting in the greenhouse admiring the roses, and 

gardenias while drinking a Mimosa at eleven in the morning when I arrived.   

The butler fixed me a Mimosa at my mother’s request.  I had forgotten some of the very nice things that 

money bought as a lifestyle since I had been working for a living; having to cook, clean and do things for 

myself.  I felt more independent, but missed the lifestyle my parents had afforded me growing up.   

“Hello mother.  It’s good to see you.” 
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“It’s good to see you too Laura.  Now you didn’t fly here to exchange pleasantries with me, so what’s the 

real reason for your visit?” 

Just like old times.  Mother was to the point and knew something was up.  No sense trying to fool her.  I 

really wanted to know how crazy my idea was of trying to get Bill to voluntarily want out from our 

marriage, to make it easier for me to pursue my own happiness.   

“If I said, boy troubles, would that make sense?” 

My mother and I always spoke in riddles while I was growing up.  It seemed to be her normal mode of 

conversation.  Everything was veiled with a different meaning – sometimes multiple, depending upon 

the situation.  Provided I was obsequious enough, she would help me.  She dismissed the butler from 

the corner of the room so we had privacy. 

“Completely.  Who have you met, and what have you done?” 

“No one new.  Do you remember back in college I told you about someone that wanted nothing to do 

with me at the time?”  She nodded, so I continued, “He’s come back into my life after all this time.” 

“And you’re not confused.  You still want him.  Why?  Money?  Power?  Sex?  It has to be one of the 

three.” 

“Actually, I suppose I am confused.  That’s the reason I’m here.  His name is Warren Blaylock and he’s 

confused my life for the last six months.”  I trailed off. 

“Laura, you’re not confused.  I can hear it in your voice.  You’re conflicted.  And from the words you’re 

using, you haven’t had sex with him yet, unless I’m off my game.” 

“No, I haven’t had sex with him.  I have a great sex life with Bill.  This isn’t about sex, it’s really about me.  

I think I’d be happier with Warren, than Bill, in the long term.” 

“Why?  You just told me, Bill floats your boat in bed.  You already make, have, or will have all the money 

you could ever spend in a lifetime.  That only leaves power.  Is Warren a powerful man?” 

Time to reveal the ugly details of my dinner with Bill a week ago.  “Bill doesn’t want kids.” 

My mother paused for perhaps thirty seconds, but felt longer.  “And this detail is just now coming to 

light?  I thought that situation was resolved before you got engaged.  Did I misunderstand at the time, or 

did you?” 

I was quick to jump to my own defense from my mother’s attack that I had somehow not checked the 

children box before choosing a lifetime mate.  “Absolutely not.  This is a complete reversal of position on 

Bill’s part.” 

In a much more kindly tone my mother said, “That is unfortunate.  I’m sorry dear.”  Pausing to think, “So 

what help do you want from me?” 

I explained my not very well thought through plans to my mother along with Warren’s proclaimed 

deadline.  She nodded at appropriate times, but didn’t say much until I finished.   

“I’m surprised.  I wouldn’t have expected something as complex or devious from you, Laura.” 
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Coming from my mother, that was high praise.  Maybe my plan had a chance of working. 

“Thank you mother.  Do you think it will work?” 

“Heavens no, there are only about thousand ways it will most likely fail, and only one or two ways it 

could succeed, but that’s what makes it fun.”  She smiled with a twinkle in her eyes.  I guess my mother 

was in.  The game was now afoot.   

“So what would you do?” 

“Well… I suppose the first order of business is more information about Bill wouldn’t you guess?  It might 

appear like he materialized out of thin air at UCLA, but we both know that’s impossible.” 

“I agree.  Should I hire a Private Investigator?” 

“No.  I have someone else in mind.  Leave that to me.  I’ll make a phone call.  You’re leaving Thursday, 

but I bet you a Martini he’ll have what we need before you leave.  Why don’t you go freshen up, while I 

make a call?  Then we’ll have lunch.” 

I spent the next two days talking with mother and stressing over the thousand ways she said things were 

likely to fail.  She assured me the idea did have some probability of success, but was counting on the fact 

that “men basically think with their dicks.”  And she had said it just like that, which surprised me even 

more. 

I guess some might say I was taking the coward’s way out instead of just telling Bill that no kids was a 

real issue.  Couples disagreed over things all the time.  This was a problem with a binary solution.  If he 

didn’t want kids, but I did, we didn’t have kids.  It means he won and I lost.  There was no compromise.  

There was no middle ground to debate.   

If by some chance, I were able to talk him into kids, and we had them, he would likely grow to resent me 

and the children in the long run.  That wasn’t something I wanted to risk.  I suppose if I did talk him into 

kids, he might grow to like and even love them over time, but I didn’t like those odds either.   

At lunch on Wednesday, mother surprised me.  She had chosen the large gazebo not far from the pool 

for lunch today.  When I arrived, there was a man sitting at a third place setting.  Mother introduced him 

as Henry Weinstein.  She provided no further clues as to who or why Mr. Weinstein was present at 

lunch.   

“Let’s all enjoy a nice lunch. Shall we?  Oh and Laura dear, I’m having my Martini with lunch.” 

She and I both knew what that meant.  Mr. Weinstein must have gotten the background done on Bill 

and was here to deliver the information in person.   

After lunch was finished, mother excused herself to freshen up.  That was Henry’s queue to open his 

briefcase which revealed a folder about three inches thick.  I was amazed, that much paper could be 

amassed in forty-eight hours.   

“This is yours Laura, but the important information is summarized on the two top sheets.  I’ll let you 

read it over, then answer any questions you have.” 
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I guessed mother had already been through the executive summary, which is why she chose to excuse 

herself.  We would discuss the findings later.  I read through the two typed pages outlining Bill’s 

relatively boring childhood, mother, father, sister who got pregnant out of wedlock, but decided not to 

marry, a few high school friends, and finally the information I was really looking for appeared. 

Tracy Schele was the name of a girl that Bill had apparently been very close with, between high school 

and college.  There was no way to know of course, how close, but the report indicated they spent quite 

a bit of time together during that summer before he entered Boise State.  She was one year behind Bill, 

but later went on to college and medical school to become a doctor.  A pediatrician in fact.   

“Are there any current details on Tracy Schele?” I asked Mr. Weinstein. 

He replied by taking the file from me and leafing through it until he came to the page I had asked about.  

He handed it to me.  It listed her income, address, marital status, place of employment, and the details 

seemed endless.   

One thing popped into my head quickly though, and that was Tracy’s occupation – a pediatrician.  She 

must have had an extreme interest in kids.  If this was Bill’s love of his life prior to me, and she wanted 

kids, this simply wouldn’t work.  I read through more of the details.   

It seems, she spent at least two summers in the Peace Corps, in various places, but Africa during her 

second stint.  When she returned home, early, it was because she was apparently ill.  The report didn’t 

indicate what she had contracted.  Then I started wondering how so much detailed information about a 

person could be obtained so easily.  It scared me, but I chose not to ask Mr. Weinstein any more 

questions. 

“Thank you.  I think I have everything I need.”  I rang for the butler to have Mr. Weinstein escorted out 

and asked for a Martini upon his return.   

As he left, the next step in my plan was forming in my head.  Mother returned almost as soon as Mr. 

Weinstein had left with a smile on her face.   

“I guess by the look on your face, Mr. Weinstein was ‘helpful’.” 

“He was.  I think I’ll call the airlines to see if I can stop in Memphis prior to returning to Chicago.” 

“No need.  I already booked you a ticket on the five o-clock flight tonight to Memphis, then a ticket to 

Chicago tomorrow.  It’s all on my credit card, so if Bill were to ever get a hold of your statements, he 

would be none the wiser.”  My mother’s devilish grin appeared again. 

“Now, what do you intend to ask Ms. Schele?” 

“I remember why you always won at cards mother.  You were holding all of them.”  She smiled again, 

proud of herself I suppose.  “I know what I’d like to ask her, but doubt it would come out very well.” 

“I thought about that too.  The only conclusion I could draw, is to be totally transparent with her.  Call 

her, and get her to meet with you.  She’ll at least be intrigued enough to meet the woman that married 

the love of her life, for lunch tomorrow.  Then just lay out exactly what you told me.” 

“You mean tell her, I want her to introduce herself into Bill’s life and try and seduce him?” 
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“Well not in those words, but yes.  You’ll have to put it together more like a sales pitch so she can see 

the benefit of it, but you have to play on her emotions. Just like she probably feels about Bill, you feel 

about Warren.  What could be wrong with two women being happy with the men of their desires?” 

“She’s going to need to be part of the game though.  What if she’s not interested in playing?” 

“People are only motivated by money, power or sex.  You saw her income in the report which isn’t bad, 

but certainly nothing to write home about.  That might be an angle.  She’s probably not interested in 

power, although that’s a possibility.  I would probe for that last.  We know she’s not married, so unless 

she’s a lesbian, which I doubt, she probably will have a strong desire for sex with your husband.  I do.” 

“Mother!  I can’t believe you just said that.” 

“Grow up Laura.  There aren’t many sixty something women that wouldn’t want to have sex with a thirty 

something man – especially someone as attractive as Bill.  I find it very healthy now and then to stretch 

the legs.” 

“I can’t believe we’re having this conversation.  My own mother wants to fuck my husband.” 

“Dear, my desire is one thing.  I am only one half of the equation.  Bill’s desire is another item all 

together.  I doubt that Bill would be interested in fucking your mother as you so eloquently put it.  At 

least he wasn’t the last time I asked him.  So you see, it really does take two to tango, and that just 

won’t happen with Bill.” 

I was so completely shocked at my mother’s revelations, that I slammed my Martini down in one gulp.  

Mother seemed supremely confident as always.  I stomped away to pack.  When I returned, to say 

goodbye, mother was sitting in a chaise lounge sipping another Martini reading a book by the pool.  I 

was still supremely pissed at her earlier proclamation of wanting to bed my husband.  She knew it too. 

“Laura, think of the end game.  I doubt it will be as difficult as you’ve made it to be in your mind.  Things 

are never what they seem until you peel back the layers.  I love you.  Have a safe flight.”  I kissed her 

cheek, mumbling “goodbye.”   

Tracy agreed to have lunch with me the next day.  She was very wary.  She wanted to meet at a small 

restaurant not far from the hospital where she worked. 

I got to the restaurant at eleven-thirty.  I wanted time to settle myself down, get a table, while preparing 

myself mentally for the conversation with Tracy.  Tracy was right on time at noon.  The hostess seated 

her across from a small table near the kitchen.  It was the most privacy the restaurant could offer, which 

wasn’t much. 

I introduced myself to Tracy.  She returned my firm handshake with one of her own.  She was rightfully 

still very watchful of me.  “Look, I think I know why you’re here.”  Was how she started. 

That set me back on my heels.  What I was about to ask her wasn’t anything in even my wildest dreams 

should could possibly concoct on her own.  Then it hit me.  My mother must have called Tracy.  She 

knew I would have a difficult time spinning this idiotic tale.  That’s why she gave her little speech before 

I left.   
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I tried making my face a mask of calm when inside I was roiling with anger at my mother for interfering.  

“So will you do it?”   

“You mean seduce your husband with your permission so he falls in love with me?  Absolutely.  I can’t 

think of anything I’d like more.  He was my first love, but then I guess you know that.” 

“You surprised me.” 

“Yea, this whole thing surprised me too.  But I can understand why you would want children.  I 

understand from talking to your mother that Bill doesn’t.  I’m sorry about that.  For me too, if for some 

crazy reason, Bill decides we could be together.  I absolutely adore children.  Still, for a chance to be 

with him, I think I’d be willing to sacrifice having kids.” 

Tracy’s candor as well as desire to be with my husband, surprised me even more.  Bill was attractive, 

sure, successful, yes.  But by any measure, so was Tracy.  “How much did she offer you?”  I asked, 

knowing it couldn’t be this easy. 

“You mean you don’t know?” 

“I knew she probably would, to seal the deal, just not how much.”  I didn’t want her to see my surprise 

at not knowing my mother had scripted the entire meeting.   

“Plenty.  She told me to name my price.  Once we talked, and I got over my initial shock, I told her, if Bill 

would have me, I would be his forever -- children or not.  I never considered taking money.  I’m not a 

whore.  My virtue isn’t for sale.” 

We ordered and had lunch.  Feeling each other out carefully.  Me to see why Bill might have been 

infatuated with her in the past, her I guessed trying to figure out what I had that Bill found attractive.  

We were two totally different people.  She was a doctor.  I was a lawyer.  Not much in common.   

There was a medical conference in Chicago in a few weeks that would make a perfect segue for Tracy to 

re-enter Bill’s life.  My task, was to find a way to get him there or at least close.  At the end of lunch, we 

exchanged cell phone numbers.   

As I flew home, I started thinking about ways Bill and I could bump into Tracy in a seemingly random 

manner.  I thought about calling mother to let her know I was still pissed at her yearnings for my 

husband and fill her in the on the conversation with Tracy, but she already knew how I felt about her 

sexual proclivities towards my husband.  Plus, she had already engineered the tough part with Tracy.  As 

I deplaned, I thought about asking Bill to take me to dinner near Tracy’s conference.  Tracy could stop in 

after her conference, and the meeting would be completely chance. 

I would have to take the risk that Bill would recognize Tracy after ten years.  Maybe I would be 

conveniently in the ladies room, or take a work related call which I did occasionally and be out of the 

room when Tracy made her appearance.  That might just work.  Then I would have to trust she could flirt 

enough with him to get him interested.  It was fraught with problems, but it might be the best I could 

arrange.  I was thirty days into Warren’s ninety day deadline.  If a spark was kindled, it would naturally 

take time for Tracy and Bill to become engulfed in an affair.  I hoped this idea worked. 
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I called Tracy from the car on the way back to the condo and told her my ideas.  She felt confident, she 

could work with the rough outline.  We decided to talk several more times over the next couple of 

weeks to firm up the times, locations and any signals we needed to exchange.   

Tracy flew to Chicago the day her conference was to begin.  She got situated in her hotel and called to 

let me know she was in her hotel.  She had let me know she had little interest in the conference and was 

basically on standby waiting to hear from me if there were any change in plans.  

Bill was going to take me to dinner at a new place that just opened not far from the hotel where Tracy’s 

conference was being hosted, unbeknownst to him.  So far, things were falling into place.  Then, at five, 

Bill called my office and let me know he had to work late.  A big case, he was working just took an 

unexpected turn.   

All my hard work, was hinging on this random chance encounter I had engineered.  I told Bill it was fine.  

I understood.  We would go to dinner later.  He said he might be very late, which caused me to lose my 

temper.  “Damnit Bill, why can’t we ever put careers aside, for our own enjoyment?  If it’s not my 

partnership, it’s one of your cases, again.”  What I said, was only partially true.  I was pissed at watching 

my chance meeting get shot to hell.   

“I’m sorry, Laura.  I’ll make it up to you.  I promise.” 

I had an inspiration.  “You better.  You can take me to lunch tomorrow.”  I didn’t want to press him too 

hard but didn’t want to lose the proximity of Tracy to Bill.  I called Tracy and let her know the situation.  

We agreed to a repeat of the dinner performance at lunch the next day, same restaurant.   

Things fell into place this time.  Bill picked me up from my office.  I had made reservations at the 

restaurant for half past noon Thursday.  Tracy would arrive about fifteen minutes after we did, and 

casually appear.  I had timed my bathroom break, perfectly it seemed.   

Tracy entered precisely at twelve-forty-five while I was excusing myself to the bathroom.  I would either 

need to count on Bill’s honesty to fill me in when I returned or, talk to Tracy later.  Hopefully both.  I 

gave Tracy about seven minutes.  We had agreed to this time beforehand.  Any more would have 

seemed like a long time for me to be away, and any less wouldn’t give her the time she needed to use 

her charms. 

As it turns out, she was just walking out of the restaurant when I returned.  I was hoping Bill would have 

asked her to stay and join us for lunch, but it worked out fine this way too.   Tracy looked over her 

shoulder and flashed me a smile and wink, indicating she was successful at least in her reintroduction to 

Bill.  I had a brief flash of guilt, anger, and bitterness.  Guilt at my manipulation, anger at Bill for 

apparently accepting the prize tossed at him, and bitterness at Tracy for taking my husband, even if she 

did have my permission.  I still loved him.  I had never counted on the emotions involved.  Bill saw the 

anguish on my face. 

“Are you okay Laura.  You don’t look so good.  Are you feeling okay?” 

Remembering the end game as my mother had said, I composed myself with a fresh face of happy.  

“Yea, I got a call from the office while I was in the ladies room.  I’m sorry.  What I said last night wasn’t 

so much about you as it is about us.” 
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“What do you mean?” 

“I mean, it’s either your work or mine interfering with our lives.  I’m just tired of it that’s all.” 

“Let’s have some wine with lunch.  I don’t have to be back to work until later.  Maybe we could…” 

I cut him off, “No, I need to get back to the office.  See, that’s what I mean.  Last night it was your work, 

today’s it’s mine getting in the way.”  He nodded in understanding.   

We had a quick lunch exchanging little conversation.  What I did notice, was he didn’t mention meeting 

Tracy.  Interesting.  Maybe she was either embedded deeper in his heart than I realized or Tracy was 

better than I gave her credit.  On the way back to the office, I called Tracy’s cell. 

“So how did it go?” 

“Better than we had imagined.  We’re having lunch tomorrow before I leave town.  And thanks for 

giving me a shot at him.  He’s even better than I remembered.  Are you sure about this?” 

“Yea, I’m sure.”  I replied, but without mirth.  I wasn’t really sure about anything. 

“Well I’ve tried thinking about why you would want to give Bill up and can’t come up with anything.  

You’re either stupid, or completely in love with this other guy.  I don’t think you’re stupid, so it must be 

the latter.  Either way, I’m the beneficiary if this works out.” 

One part of me was happy the plan was coalescing, another part of me was pissed at Bill for so easily 

agreeing to have lunch with Tracy.  She was somewhat attractive in her shorter compact stature.  I 

didn’t think she was as elegant as I was, but Bill obviously saw something there.  I kept reminding myself 

of the end game.  This is what I wanted right? 

I was worthless at work, wondering how things were all going to play out, over Bill and Tracy’s lunch the 

next day. 

I left at four, telling Marsha I had a headache.  She nodded in understanding.   

Once home, I fixed a Martini, finding I liked them again, after having several at mother’s house.  I had to 

play things cool at home.  I had to play the unsuspecting spouse, knowing my own husband was being 

seduced by a woman that I had set him up with.  Any jury in this land would call me certifiable and 

sentence me to the funny farm if they knew the facts.   

When Bill got home, I found myself checking his collar for lipstick and sniffing for strange perfume.  The 

second Martini I consumed probably didn’t help my paranoia.  As Bill was changing his clothes, I stripped 

naked in the kitchen, then fixed two Martinis.  I brought two glasses into the bedroom as Bill was tucking 

his alligator shirt into his shorts.  He looked at me, then the drinks.  That was all it took.  He dropped his 

shorts, ripped off his shirt.  I handed him his drink, and we clinked glasses.  It didn’t take long for me to 

finish my third drink, while Bill nearly chugged his.  We made love for hours.  It really was like old times 

in law school.  It was then I realized, I really loved Bill.  Children or not, I really loved him.  I almost 

convinced myself I could live without children.  Perhaps it was the alcohol talking.   

Then my mother flashed in my brain telling me to think of the end game.  Could I have a man I loved, 

with a fabulous sex life, and children all at the same time?  Warren might be the total package, but of 
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course I wouldn’t know unless I kept to the plan.  Could I really give up two out of three for a chance 

with Warren at the last – brass ring?  Could I live with myself if I did? 

Yes, I was committed to the course.  I had no idea, if Tracy would be successful in seducing my husband 

and was prepared for moodiness the next evening that never came.  Instead he was happy.  Shit, how 

could he be so damn happy when I was so miserable?  Maybe Tracy had more charms than I thought.  

Maybe he and Tracy had an intimate lunch in her hotel room.  Maybe they had rekindled their summer 

fling, feeding lunch to each other naked in bed.  I offered to cook, but Bill suggested Chinese takeout.  It 

suited me fine, and they delivered.   

I ordered.  He changed clothes.  I fixed two Martinis which were quickly becoming my new favorite 

drink.  I’m sure it surprised Bill two nights in row, but I didn’t care.  We normally drank wine.  I was 

waiting for him when he returned to the living room with my drink already half consumed.   

“Everything okay Laura?  You seem to be drinking more than usual.  And Martinis at that.  Was it your 

trip to your mother’s that got you hooked on those again?  I’m going to have some wine.” 

“I suppose so.  Chinese will be here in a few.  Tell me about your day.”  I had already reached for his 

untouched Martini. 

This wasn’t unusual, we usually decompressed over wine while telling each other about our day.  It was 

our nightly routine.  Bill was a little hesitant at first, which didn’t surprise me.  He now had secrets, he 

had to be careful he kept.  His life was no longer an open book.  He had to be careful what details he 

shared.  It was almost fun watching him methodically vet each statement in his mind, before he shared 

it with me.   Maybe Tracy made better use of her charms than I gave her credit.    

The food arrived.  We ate and talked about the day.  I had no idea how lunch with Tracy went since she 

was scheduled to leave at four which didn’t give me time to talk with her before she left.  Bill didn’t 

mention anything about Tracy while we ate, which didn’t surprise me.  But it did completely piss me off 

that he could so easily slip into an affair.  I guess the line in his mind was moving as well.  What had I 

done? 

The Ending 

I was shocked.  Pleasantly so, seeing Tracy Schele.  In Chicago.  Attending a medical conference.  She 

walked into the same restaurant my wife and I were having lunch.  And to make coincidence even more 

profound, my wife had just excused herself to the restroom.  What were the chances?  Million to one, I 

reasoned, after going through my probabilities and statistics exercises in my mind.   

Once I got over my initial shock, Tracy further compounded my thinking by asking if we could have lunch 

tomorrow.  It was her last day at the conference.  She wanted to ‘catch up’.  Now I knew the universe 

had just taken a stutter step.  The odds this random meeting and lunch tomorrow weren’t planned, was 

simply too great.  I decided to play along, to see how far down the worm hole the deception went.   

I agreed to have lunch with Tracy the next day at her hotel.  Convenient.  One of the many questions 

which I would wait to answer was why.  Why had Tracy chosen to appear in my life now?  Had she 

sought me out after all these years?  I had so many thoughts flood me that I wanted to ask, to tell Tracy.  

I felt my world shifting off center.  She left before I had a chance.   
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When I got home that evening, Laura had obviously been drinking.  I could smell gin on her breath as she 

kissed me.  She offered to make Martinis while I changed clothes.  I agreed.  Not more than three 

minutes later, she presented two Martinis clad in red high heels, as if she were a playboy cocktail 

waitress.  This wasn’t our normal conversation over a glass of wine.  This was different.  I felt waves of 

guilt washing between us.  Mine about Tracy, hers I wasn’t sure. 

After several hours of the best sex I can say we ever had in our time together, the guilt nearly 

overwhelmed me.  Certainly not about the sex, but not mentioning Tracy was a lie of omission.  I had no 

secrets to hide nor did Laura.  Nothing happened between Tracy and me, while Laura was in the 

restroom.  If that were true, why did I feel guilty?  We didn’t keep secrets from each other.  Certainly not 

about anything important.  Did we? 

I couldn’t stand the distance between us over nothing, yet I couldn’t bring myself to tell her about 

seeing Tracy, or lunch tomorrow.  What did that say about the state of our marriage I mused? 

The next day at lunch was almost comical.  Almost.  Really more like a sad tragic comedy as it turned 

out.  I casually observed Tracy’s nervousness, not fully understanding why.  She suggested wine, perhaps 

to calm herself.  Once it arrived, we brought each other up to date on our lives.  Medical school for her, 

Law school for me.  Marriage for me, casual dating for her.  All very mundane talk.  But the talk and wine 

helped ease her nervousness.  My hand was around the stem of the wine glass after taking a drink, 

when she casually touched my fingers while making a point.  It was just a light brush stroke, but painted 

a clear picture.   

She had something else in mind besides ‘catching up’ on old times.  What did I have in mind?  She was at 

one time, the woman I thought I would spend the rest of my life with.  Those old feelings started coming 

alive.  She was the one I would marry, have children with, and grow old.  We would live in a big house 

wherever our careers took us.  But I fell in love with Laura somewhere in my dreams of yesterday.   

Tracy had changed little since that summer we had fun.  I could see the determined woman she had 

matured into, even more attractive now as she described her life as a doctor.  She had a gentle 

demeanor once she settled down.  Her smile was warm like I remembered, genuine. 

Then she seemed to change the conversation abruptly.   

“My mother told me you called that first summer you came home from college.” 

I nodded, a little taken aback at her change in topic and tone.  Tracy continued.  “I was volunteering in 

the Peace Corp, that summer, but you never called again.  Why?” 

That startled me from introspection.  “Your mother made it pretty clear, that any attention towards you 

wasn’t welcome.  She told me I hurt you when I left for college.  I never meant to, you know.”  I said 

kindly. 

“I know you didn’t mean to, but you did.  I was devastated.  I loved you then.  Still do in fact.  Never 

stopped.  In fact, seeing you here today, even after all this time, brings back all those pleasant 

memories.”  She said it so matter-of-factly as if I should have known this all along.   

The way she so casually let her feelings show, caused more alarms to go off in my head.  I tried not to let 

my face show emotion.  I was unable to respond.  Tracy continued.   
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“Can you imagine what it would have been like to be a couple?  You.  Me.  Us.  I have.  Neither of us had 

any idea what college or the years we spent apart would have been like had we been together, but 

every night in South America or Africa I spent in the Peace Corps, I held onto a dream of you and me 

together.  It kept me alive.” 

“Why are you telling me this?”  I had regained some composure.   

“Bill, I’m going to tell you some things that you don’t know.  It’s going to hurt.  And for all the hurt I’m 

going to cause, I’m sorry.  Truly, deeply, sorry.” 

“I might not have psychic powers, but yesterday’s ‘chance’ meeting wasn’t.  Was it?  And today’s lunch 

isn’t just old friends ‘catching up’.  Is it?” 

A resigned, knowing smile crossed Tracy’s lips.  “No.  No, there’s no uncertainty to either event.” 

“Okay, so why are you here?  Or did someone set all this up?” 

“Remember I’m sorry.  And, I love you.  Your wife Laura, set it up.  The casual introduction.  Me asking 

you to lunch.  Seducing you.  Hopefully having you fall as desperately in love with me as I am with you.” 

Tracy paused, letting me absorb her statement before she proceeded.  I had nothing to say. 

“She, or rather her mother first contacted me about a month ago.  Laura flew to Memphis, the next day.  

We had lunch.  When I talked to her mother, she offered me money if I would go along with Laura’s 

plan.” 

“Sounds like her mother.  You know she had the audacity to…  Never mind, not important now.  Please 

continue.  I want to see how deep the rabbit hole goes.” 

“I had quite a bit of time to think about her mother’s offer, and Laura’s plan.  I knew I would never take 

the money her mother offered.  There wasn’t even a decision to make there.  I may be desperately in 

love with you, but I’m not a whore.” 

“But you did go along with whatever plan Laura asked of you, at least somewhat.  You’re here, right?” 

“I am here, but that’s really the only part I went along with.  Exposing your wife, your mother-in-law, 

was never part of Laura’s plan.  That’s the reason I’m here.  And, to try and see if there could be any of 

the love left I know you felt for me back then.  I know you felt it, but you never said it.” 

“Tracy, I feel like I’m in a spy movie and you’re the honey trap.” 

She laughed at my analogy.  “I’m flattered, but no, while seduction was part of Laura’s plan, it was only 

for my selfish reasons, that I went through with it.  I told Laura I would go along if I had a shot at being 

with you, but I fully intended to tell you everything from the start.” 

“I appreciate your honesty.  And maybe I’m the one that should be flattered.”  I smiled back at Tracy. 

“Now I’m confused?”  Tracy tilted her head.   

“Humor me for a minute.  I assume she’s found someone else.  Or, do you know?” 

“Yes.  I don’t know his name, but someone else found her.  Some long lost love, or so she said.” 
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“A little like you and me right?  ‘Finding’ each other again.”  I emphasized ‘finding’, since it was contrived 

at best.   

Tracy looked a little guilty.  “I guess you could look at it like that.  I don’t know.  The whole thing is just 

devious and dishonest.” 

“So her plan was to have you seduce me, enough that I either left her, or she found out conveniently 

from you about an affair, so she could divorce me, to be with her lover.  If you think about it, she 

wanted to make sure I had every reason not to be upset about her falling in love with her paramour.  

That’s a lot of thought.  Some might even say it smacks of her loving me enough to let me down easy.  It 

relieves her guilt.  It’s manipulative as hell, any way you look at it.” 

“She did phrase it in terms a lot like that, I suppose.  I was just happy to get another chance with you.  I 

didn’t really care about her motivation.  I only cared about you.  And I was going to tell you everything 

anyway.  I could never betray you with lies.” 

“Let me ask you a question.  Please be honest with me.  Do you think you could give me some time?  

Time to sort through everything.  This is hell of a way to find out my wife doesn’t love me and wants a 

divorce.” 

Tracy smiled.  “If you think there’s a chance, I’ll wait as long as it takes to be with you.  I love you Bill.  I 

always have.  This isn’t acting on my part.  I really do love you.  I’m just mad, at being manipulated.” 

“I’m mad too.  But… not at you.  Give me a little time.” 

“Do you remember the promise you made, when you left for school after our summer fling?” 

 “I do.  I said I would be back for you in the future.” 

“And here I am.”  A smile crossed her face.  “Maybe the timing’s not of your choosing or mine, but the 

future is now.  At least it could be for us.  So did you mean it?” 

“At the time, yes.”  I answered honestly. 

“And now?” 

“I think you know the answer to that question, or you wouldn’t be here.” 

Tracy’s smile broadened across her entire face, touching her eyes which relaxed, as a tear slide down 

her cheek.   

We never got around to ordering lunch.  Neither of us had any appetite.  We did finish the bottle of wine 

however.  Tracy had to catch a cab to the airport.  I promised to call her.  We left with her giving me a 

brief kiss on the lips, which I returned with little resistance, considering my marriage was gurgling down 

the drain. 

Dinner tonight would be interesting, I thought.  I wouldn’t give Laura the satisfaction of thinking I had 

anything to hide.  Probably best to go on offense.   

+++ 
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After the Chinese food arrived, over wine for me and Martinis for Laura, we ate.  We talked about our 

day. 

“Why didn’t you tell me, you never really loved me?  That you’re in love with someone else.  I expected 

more from you.”  I said it as factually as I understood it, almost under my breath as we were finishing 

dinner.  Up to that point, I had kept my tone neutral. 

Laura feigned surprise, like she had no idea what I was talking about.  “What are you talking about?” 

“Tracy told me.  Everything.  At lunch.”  I shot back to her. 

“Who is Tracy?” 

“Please Laura, don’t insult my intelligence.  Tracy told me all about your discussions in Memphis.  As 

soon as Tracy ‘bumped’ into me at the restaurant, I knew something was going on.  Then you nearly 

fucked me to death last night.  But you need to be with your lover.”  I was calm on the outside, but 

boiling inside.   

“Yea, I guess I do.”  Laura left it just hanging there letting me take it any way I wanted.  She looked 

defeated. 

“You guess you do what?”  I was angry.  My fists were clenched.  I tried to calm myself by taking deep 

breaths.   

“Want to be with Warren.  You don’t know him.  And no, we haven’t had sex.  I couldn’t do that to you.”  

“So you claim you have enough respect to not fuck your lover, which I don’t believe, but you can’t look 

me in the eye and tell me it’s over – you’ve found someone else.  Is that about right?” 

“In concept, yes, I suppose.  But it’s not like that.” 

“Please don’t go all cryptic on me Laura.  Not now.  This isn’t the time for conversations like you and 

your mother have.”  

“Fair enough.  His name is Warren Blaylock.  I met him in college two years before you.  He didn’t want 

me then.  Said he had other things that were more important.” 

“And now, he’s comes back for you?  How long has he been back?” 

“About six months.  Since just before my partnership.” 

When Laura said that, I started yelling, “You’ve been having an affair for six months?  You bitch.” 

“Bill, stop, it’s not like that.  Nothing happened between Warren and me except a few lunches and a 

dinner or two.  There was nothing going on sexually.  I refused to be intimate with Warren, until…” 

I cut her off.  “So he’s come back into your life, and you want a divorce to go be happy with someone 

you barely know?  Maybe you’ve lost touch with your sanity.” 

“I don’t know what I want.  Yes, maybe that’s what will happen, but I wanted you to be happy too.  

Don’t you see that’s what Tracy is all about?”  Laura was still trying to remain composed, but she could 

see the pain, and hurt in my face.  I was standing now.   
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“So you cooked up this elaborate scheme to introduce Tracy and have her try to seduce me into having 

an affair?  She told me everything Laura.  Unlike you, she was at least honest enough to tell me the 

truth.” 

“But you weren’t honest with me before we were exclusive.  You told me you wanted kids.” 

 “I do.  Not right now.”  I paused to collect my thoughts.  “Oh I get it, Warren wants kids, the picket 

fence, life in suburbia, the whole domestic tranquility scene.” 

“Well I know he wants kids and you don’t.”  She said it so mercilessly, it cut my heart open. 

“Since when did kids become the deciding factor?  And why now?” 

“Bill, my clock is ticking.  It’s time.” 

“So that’s it then.  You’ve already left the marriage.  And since when did you get to decide the timeline 

for children, or who I should be with for that matter?”  The shear arrogance, of her manipulation was 

almost too much to fathom.   

“Of course not, even though right now you probably don’t think I respect or love you, which I can 

understand, but I really wanted to see if there was something left between you and Tracy.  According to 

her, she loved you back then.  You never mentioned her, so it might have been a long shot, but I had to 

try.” 

“So what do we do now Laura?” 

“I suppose we could try marriage counseling if you want to stay married.  But do you, really want to stay 

married to me now that you know the truth?” 

“I should have known you would turn out just like your mother.  No, I couldn’t ever trust you.  I’m really 

not sure that I even like you right now, much less love you.  This is going to turn out just like you wanted 

isn’t it?  I mean, you’re going to be with Warren?  The spoiled little princess always gets what she 

wants.” 

“I never wanted to hurt you.” 

“Yet, you and your mother schemed this plot to have me seduced into cheating on you.  How is that 

love?” 

“It might not seem like love, but can you see why I wanted you and Tracy to reconnect?” 

“As a way to relieve your guilt or as grounds for divorce?  Sure.”  I was quick to respond.   

“But could you ever see it for what it was from my viewpoint?  A way for you to be happy.  I do love you 

Bill or I wouldn’t have gone through all the deception to try and get you and Tracy together.  It must 

seem terrible, I know, but all I really wanted was for you to have someone, even if they’re just a friend 

to help you move on.” 

“You love me enough to give me away, like an old pair of shoes, so you can update your wardrobe with 

current styles.  I don’t need that much love.  Not from you.” 
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“I’m sorry Bill.  I really am.  I know I’ve hurt you.  And for that I’ll feel guilty the rest of my life, but I need 

to see where life’s going to take me with Warren.  And I really want kids.  I had hoped you would feel 

similarly about Tracy, and maybe over time you might, but I can see now, you don’t.” 

“Well I guess we’re just about finished.  We’ll let the attorneys sort it out.  I’m sleeping in a hotel 

tonight.  I’ll be by tomorrow to get some of my things.  Go be with Warren.  Now you can fuck him and 

not feel guilty.” 

+++ 

I thought about calling mother, but she would say ‘I told you so.”  I didn’t need that.  I thought about 

calling Warren, but didn’t have a number for him in Europe.  I had never felt so alone in my life.  Bill had 

just walked out the door, but I already missed him.  I threw him away for a chance with someone that 

had ignored me when we first met.  How stupid could I be? 

The pain, the guilt, ate away at me like cancer.  Thankfully there was only about a half of bottle of gin 

left, or I likely would have died from alcohol poisoning that evening.  Well, I had made my bed, now I 

had to sleep in it.   

I thought about calling Bill right before I passed out on the couch.  Fortunately, the phone was in the 

kitchen, and I was too drunk to navigate that far.  I wanted him back.  I wanted it all like it was.  Like it 

used to be on a Friday night with Chinese food, wine, bad chick flicks cuddled with my husband on the 

couch.  Instead I had tears, loneliness, and guilt, with more tears to keep the cycle repeating.   

+++ 

I had booked a hotel not far from my office before I went home.  I knew I wasn’t going to stay at the 

condo after our discussion over dinner, knowing the outcome.  The betrayal, the inadequacy I felt, along 

with all the other useless emotions I went through that afternoon and evening threatened to overtake 

me once I settled into the hotel room.  I didn’t let it.  I had done nothing wrong.  I did want kids at some 

point, just not now.  The thought of having children that grew up as duplicitous as Laura turned out, 

disgusted me now.  Laura disgusted me. 

My anger flared off the charts at Laura.  And then I thought about Tracy.  I didn’t know what to think 

about Tracy.  She told me the truth at least.  She was the one that bore the news of betrayal.  Maybe as 

Laura intimated, she had done me a favor in contacting Tracy to be the bearer of the situation regarding 

my marriage, although that wasn’t Laura’s original intent. 

I felt sucker punched by Laura, but Tracy delivered that message with as much kindness along with her 

promise of love for me regardless.  Maybe it was easier for me, that Tracy was the messenger. 

The message and result, while one in the same were clear; Laura and I were through.  Tracy and I were 

on hold until that was resolved.  Sitting in the hotel bar downstairs, I thought about calling Tracy to let 

her know the battle had taken place, but I didn’t want to lead her on thinking she and I would pick up 

where we left off at the end of that summer so many years ago.  She deserved better, than revenge sex 

or rebound relationships. 

I thought about the summer romance we had.  I remembered the good times we had.  She, the 

inexperienced rising high school senior, me, the entering college freshman with dreams.  I remember 
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how stoic she was when we parted that last weekend before school started.  I really didn’t want to hurt 

her – I meant those words -- but the die had been cast months before I ever asked her to dance at that 

high school mixer.  Our fates were predestined not to lead us together.  Instead our paths were 

ordained to diverge.  At least at the time.  Was it was time for them to merge again, like two 

meandering creeks joining back to form a mighty river?  Time would answer that question. 

I had put Laura out of my mind and turned the entire divorce over to our in-house expert at my firm.  If 

Laura wanted to handle her own divorce that was her business.  I not only would never be my own 

client, but had little respect for any attorney that did.  She did engage counsel, which was good for both 

of us.  Each of our attorney’s simply completed the paperwork.  The divorce wasn’t acrimonious thanks 

to the pre-nup.  Irreconcilable differences covers a lot of ground.  It was as good a reason as any I 

suppose.   

One day, I would talk with Laura again.  Just not any day, real damn soon.   

It was about a month after the divorce was final, when I got an e-mail.  It was from an address I didn’t 

recognize until after I read the title:  “Still waiting.”  I didn’t need any more than one guess to know who 

it was from. 

I immediately picked up my phone, and dialed.   

Epilogue 

Tracy picked up on the first ring, almost like she was waiting for me.  In thinking back now, she was; 

waiting for me.  Just like she promised at lunch that fateful discovery day.  I made plans to fly to 

Memphis the following weekend.  Tracy nursed my self-esteem back to health, along with my damaged 

libido which was severely waning as of late.   

Once the catharsis of divorce was past, it was almost as if the separation of ten pus years meant nothing 

to either of us.  Although in many ways I felt like I wasted those years with Laura.  I had gotten through 

law school, passed the bar, and become a successful lawyer. 

Tracy’s pediatric practice flourished.  I had never seen Tracy as happy as the day I moved into her house 

after commuting from Chicago to Memphis almost every weekend.  Tracy, never allowed my sometimes 

moody behavior to interfere with the growing relationship we enjoyed.  She was in fact, my first love, 

and me hers, which she reminded me of frequently.  She made me feel deeply cherished, like a prized 

piece of art work – one she could never part with.  Something, I can now look back and say, Laura never 

did.  I felt the same about Tracy.  I never returned to Chicago. 

A year after the divorce was final, I did call Laura.  I had heard she and Warren married not long after 

our divorce was final.  I congratulated her, then invited her to my wedding to Tracy.  I think after her 

surprise at finding me on the other end of the phone subsided, her raucous laughter at the news of our 

wedding, more than overcame the tenseness the situation dictated.  We talked for maybe five minutes 

before she said she was due to deliver her first baby in about a month. 

I shared similar news with Laura.  Tracy was due in about seven months with twins.  She seemed distant 

all of a sudden.  “But…” 

“I never said I didn’t want kids Laura.  Come to the wedding if you and Warren are able to make it.” 


