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Paradise is not always a place and finding it is not always easy. This book is for everyone who has the courage to search for their own paradise and it’s also for the men and women who love us enough to be patient, to support us, to encourage us while we are looking. If you haven’t started your search, get going—the journey is half the fun.
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ONE

Addy hits the wall…

Addy Lipton has been nurturing a wild desire for a good twenty-two months to drive her 1988 dark blue Toyota Corolla right through the closed garage door of the lovely two-story white brick and cedar home she shares with a man she vaguely remembers marrying a very long time ago.

The Toyota has not been inside of the garage since 1992, and the last time she opened the kitchen door leading into the garage and stepped inside of what she now calls The Kingdom of Krap was just days before her milestone fiftieth birthday and very close to two years ago. Addy had opened the door to set a bottle of wine in the cool garage so it would chill before her sister showed up to help her celebrate. She placed it next to the bag of dog food left over from Barney the black lab (who had passed without a doubt into doggie heaven in 2001), and then dared to look into the bowels of the garage where she had not bothered to gaze for a very long time.

“What the hell,” she said out loud as she raised her eyes and wondered if she had suddenly been transported to a used-appliance store.

The garage, totally her husband Lucky’s disgusting domain, was filled to high tide with partially dismantled refrigerators, washing machines, dryers, microwaves, and various other machines that must have been something workable at one time when they could actually be plugged in and turned on.

“Lucky, Lucky, Lucky,” she said through a jaw that was as tight as a rusted dishwasher bolt, scanning past the machines and having a moment. A moment of desperation, wonderment, tepid fury, and astonishment at what not only her assumed half of the garage but also her entire life in halves and quarters and eighths and sixteenths had become.

“A garage stuffed with crap that my husband will use with his goofyass friends, not to fix, but to spread across each other’s lawns like teenagers,” Addy told herself, turning slightly in the kitchen doorway to see two piles of old bowling balls, a stack of wire coat hangers, a lawnmower that she knew for a fact did not mow, and the back end of a 1951 Chevy that Lucky had been working on since he found its decaying hulk sticking out of his uncle’s old shed and dragged it home when their son was a baby. Nineteen years. The car had not moved, or turned over, or gravitated to the local antique car parade, in nineteen years.

Addy reached over and picked up the wine bottle. She told herself that she would not now wait for her sister, that she would open the bottle immediately and drink it warm. Warm like everything else in her life. Nothing hot or cold or spicy but every damn thing seeming to sit right in the middle as if waiting for something, someone, anything to push it off to one side.

Later, after that bottle was empty and her sister Helen—Hell, as she was aptly nicknamed—stole her away for a birthday dinner where Lucky managed to show up on time, after she was back home, Addy could not stop thinking about the damn garage, which as a birthday gift to herself she began calling The Kingdom of Krap.

And the garage drove her crazy with wondering.

Wondering what else might be stored behind ragged cardboard boxes and the assorted stacks of junk Lucky and his ridiculous friends scavenged from behind stores and each other’s garbage piles.

Wondering how a section of the house and her life had gotten so out of control.

Wondering what would happen if Lucky spent half as much time with her as he did with his obsessive collecting and make-believe restoration projects.

Wondering why she was somehow content to sit and simply observe as her marriage seemed to drift off to a place where she could barely see the outlines of what it used to be.

Wondering what happened to the sensitive, romantic, often wild and terribly lively man she had fallen in love with when he’d swept her off her feet and into his strong and stunningly passionate arms.

Wondering if she was really prepared to spend the next thirty years lurking at the edge of her garage, and her life, if the family genes held up and she made it that far.

And that’s when she started wondering what it might feel like to drive the car right through the door.

She imagined it first as an accident. Something that she did as she bent down to the back seat to grab the papers and books and piles of third-grade projects that she needed to examine for school the following day. Addy would close her eyes during recess duty or a staff meeting and see herself reaching backwards just as her foot slipped off the brake and hit the gas pedal while the car was in first gear.

The car would lurch forward like a large stone that had been pried loose after much pushing. It would jump just as she turned to see the front end of the little Toyota crash an inch below the handle in the middle of the garage door. And then she would see the old Chevy buckle, the dishwashers spread as if Moses were driving the car, and coat hangers fly like thin birds who have just spotted a large dog at the side of the house.

Sometimes this vision got her through a particularly tough day. One of those days when a sick third grader would vomit first on himself, then on the girl in front of him, and then, on the way out the door, on Addy. A day when the principal would drag a mother into the room who didn’t like a comment on a paper composed by one of Addy’s students, a paper that was obviously written by the mother, who had forgotten that third graders do not usually know how to spell words that she herself had to look up in the dictionary. A day when Addy’s son might call her from his college dorm room and whine about money, or the pressures of his measly part-time job, or the fact that his mother would not give him five hundred dollars to go on a spring break trip to Florida so he could drink cheap booze until his brain pickled.

More times than she cared to remember, Addy had actually edged the car inch by inch up the driveway until she felt the front bumper touch the garage door. She’d put the car in neutral and then imagine the whole scene all over again—flying pieces of the wooden door diving past her window, rocketing wedges of metal, years of precious scavenging being pummeled by the foreign car Lucky sold parts for as part of his job but hated to recognize as a superior model.

But she never did it.

She never did more than nudge the door. Never bothered to tell Lucky she had harbored an overwhelming desire to flatten his hobbies, his haven, his krappy land of fun and freedom. Never told her sister, never mentioned it during the after-work pizza-and-beer gatherings, never told her friends at the YWCA, never asked her son Mitchell what he thought of the garage, never did more than think—just think—about ramming her car from the edge of her world right into the center of her husband’s.

Until today.

It is April 1 in Parker, Pennsylvania, and everywhere else on Addy’s side of the international date line, and Addy thinks that if she did it today she would have an excuse. She would plow through the door in second gear, which she has also imagined during the past twenty-two months, and try hard to make it through the krap and straight through into the backyard. She could blame it on the date. “I was just going to dent it a little and say April Fool’s,” she’d tell Lucky. Lucky, she imagined, would either laugh or rush to check on the fate of his favorite bowling ball.

There is also the menopause excuse, which would be a lie because she is dancing lightly on the brim of menopause—that joints-aching, two-periods-in-one-month, fifteen-extra-pounds-last-year, occasionally-crying-when-she-looks-at-Mitchell’s-baby-photos place—but not in real menopause, which of course, would be all of the above times one thousand. She is thinking of saying it had been a hot flash or a fast-beating heart or the ridiculous urge to shift with her elbow instead of her hand. Lucky, she knew, was terrified of the word “menopause” and so to simply say it out loud might just be enough to throw him into an instant state of forgiveness.

It is 6:48 p.m. and Addy has plunged into the place of wanting so badly that she has her hand on the gearshift and her mind set on ramming through the door. Addy is exhausted from the pre–spring break tests, from her college son’s absent but seemingly ever-present presence, from a marriage that has not so suddenly turned into something that feels and looks and tastes more like a business partnership than a union of two people in love and lust forever and ever.

Sitting in the car, with the tires hovering over the long cracks in the asphalt driveway, Addy this very moment wants lots of things.

She wants to ride a pony and to sleep in.

She wants to do tequila shots with her sister. In Mexico.

She wants to spend the rest of Mitchell’s college money on a total house makeover.

She wants to make people laugh—really, really hard and for a very long time.

She wants to go to Italy before she needs to wear trifocals, which is one focal away.

She wants Lucky to initiate a conversation that has nothing to do with “stuff” and everything to do with “them.”

She wants to come home, swing open the garage door, and be able to pull her car inside.

She wants to lie in bed naked with all the magazines and books and television clickers on the floor and talk, just talk, with Lucky, only Lucky, for hours and hours and hours.

Addy has one hand on the steering wheel and the other on the gearshift and the car is in first gear. She is trying to decide if she should back up so she can start the garage-door-bashing procedure from the back side of the curb or from where she is right this moment. Her mind is as light as a third-grade song. She pauses to place her right hand over her heart because she is surprised she is so calm, so ready, so eager, and when she feels her heart beating softly, true, regular, and as it always has, she decides that she would like to back up about twenty-five feet, shift into second, and then hit the door with a fresh burst of speed.

She turns her head to make certain some unseen object has not bounced into the driveway while she has been idling at the lip of her decision. As Addy turns, she feels the smooth seat next to her under her right hand, notices the last glow of an early spring sunset between the two houses at the end of the cul-de-sac, thinks that her training class at the Y is paying off because her neck no longer aches when she turns sideways, and then as she is backing down she stops at the back end of the basketball hoop, which is halfway down the driveway.

Addy revs the Toyota. She takes in a huge breath—a nearly forgotten calming technique she learned in a yoga class long ago—and she closes her eyes.

Closes her eyes to remember the moment, the months of imagining, the abyss she must now cross to take her someplace, anyplace, through the broad barriers of a life that is a garage, a receptacle for dumpage and stagnation, and just as she raises her head and shifts, Lucky is there.

Lucky Lucky.

His head is dipping toward her as if it is a ball that has just passed through the bottom of the ragged edges of the almostabandoned basketball net.

Addy can feel her heart bounce from her chest, crash through the windshield, and slam against the very garage door that she had hoped to have pushed forever apart—now.

“Jesus, Addy, I’ve been waiting for you for like an hour,” Lucky shouts, pulling open her door.

“What?” she asks him, unable to move, wondering already when she’ll be able to drive through the door, now that her plan has been interrupted.

“Honey, you are not going to believe this.”

“Try me.”

“Ready?”

“Yes!” Addy yells. “Yes!”

“We’re going to Costa Rica.”

“What?”

“I won the company sales incentive prize.”

“You’re kidding!”

“No. Costa Rica. Do you teach that in third grade?”

Addy slowly shifts the car into park. She sets the brake, turns the key into the off position. Then she shuts off the headlights and swings her legs out of the car right in between Lucky’s legs.

“Yes,” she says, as she gets up and follows Lucky into the house. “We study Costa Rica.”

And as she passes the garage door she touches it lightly like lovers would touch when they don’t want anyone else to see.



TWO

What I should have said to Addy…

Man oh man. I practiced for like an hour on how to tell her about the trip but then when the car pulled up and I saw her just sitting there, doing who the hell knows what women do when they sit in a car and stare, I lost it.

“Lucky,” she would have said if I had told her that the thought just disappeared into some black hole behind my eyebrows, which she has been after me to trim for God’s sake, men in Parker do not trim their eyebrows, “write it down.”

But I didn’t.

Now, I remember when it’s too late, which is pretty much how my system has been running for a while now.

“Honey,” I wanted to say, “I never told you this because I wanted it to be a surprise, but some of those nights when you thought I was out farting around I was working the phones in my office because I wanted to win this trip…for you.”

There was more.

I wanted to see her walking down the beach in her bathing suit and then I wanted us to have one of those dinners right in the sand by the water for just two people with champagne and I’d watch her read for about five hundred hours in a row by the pool, because she’d rather read than eat, but I got so excited when she pulled up and then impatient, which is another one of my many life curses, and I just ran outside.

And what I should have said to Addy disappeared.



THREE

The smokescream of life…

Addy will pretty much smoke anything. She’s breezed through Newports, Kents, gone through a Lucky Strike phase, done the same with Salems and Camels and occasionally lets herself feel exotic by inhaling a pack of international full-flavor Dunhills, which are lovingly made by the British American Tobacco Company. These fabulous babies she lights with an exquisite and very expensive black-and-silver butane lighter that makes her weekday Bic look like a lost shoe in the gutter outside of Kmart.

Behind the Lipton house, in the shadows of a small grove of very tall, very old, and very secluded pine trees, Addy is savoring a Dunhill from the secret stash that rotates from her underwear drawer, to her purse, to a metal box she keeps nested in the thick needles of the tree that she must crawl to and from on her hands and knees because the branches are so thick and so heavy and so wonderfully able to camouflage her secret smoking habit.

And it really is a secret.

Addy has concocted a remarkably detailed smoking plan that includes breath spray, clothes that go directly into the washing machine if she smokes on a windy day or rips into her tobacco desire like a starving cat and has two cigarettes in a row. She occasionally smokes cigars, which she is quickly developing a wild and sultry taste for, at her beloved sister Hell’s very popular wine and cigar bar, The First National Wine & Cigar Bar, aptly named after the city’s first bank which Hell restored and transformed into a destination so unique it has been on the cover of Midwest Living magazine. The bar is one of two hot spots in Parker’s not-so-lively downtown, the other being Johnson’s Bowling Palace—Lucky and the Bobs’ favorite hangout, but it’s the cigarettes—one pack a month if she’s on a roll—that are her most secret and very treasured addiction.

Screw the studies, she tells herself each time she enjoys a cigarette, even if she has been lifting weights and swimming at the Y just hours before her stolen smoke, this is one thing for me, just me.

One thing in the sea of schedules and giving and always being there that she has taped to the inside of her arm right where someone else might paste one of those damn nicotine patches so they can quit smoking. Addy thinks of quitting many things but smoking is never on her list.

Costa Rica is what she needs to smoke through her veins while she leans into the stash-box tree and adjusts her glasses. Costa Rica, which fell from a passing plane just as she was to create a lovely insurance claim. Costa Rica, which is a paradise that could make this backyard oasis seem like a slush pond in comparison. Costa Rica, which Lucky managed to pull out of his rear end when Addy was poised to ram her reliable car right into that very region of his anatomy.

The Dunhill is an elegant whiff of a place Addy imagines every time she indulges in its taste. When she takes her first puff, when the smoke moves from her throat, into her lungs, and rams nicotine into her blood vessels like a side-street jackhammer, she thinks she can hear the ocean rolling against the rocks just outside of the window at the villa where she imagines she will spend ten glorious days with Lucky.

Ten days. She takes another puff and refuses to open her eyes.

“Ten days,” she says, swallowing the words with the smoke. “Oh my God.”

Addy can feel the Latin American sun burning a lively line of red across her winter-white skin that will be the color of pigeon feathers when she first lies on the beach with Lucky in three weeks. She can smell fresh fish sizzling at the open-air barbecue as she fingers a very long toothpick that has slices of pineapple, mango, and banana on it and that was placed gently into her piña colada by a waiter who looks as if he is in training for the Costa Rican bobsled team.

There will be a boat trip off the coast that will land them on a secluded island for a basket lunch where they will drink champagne and then snorkel in sapphire-blue water as they drift in and out of coral caves, and into a cove where they will slowly float into shore and lie side by side on the hot sand, kiss, and then throw off their snorkel gear and run into the jungle where Lucky will make love to her as if they had been deliberately saving their sexual energy for months and months for just that moment.

The pine tree sways a bit after this thought and Addy opens her eyes and tries to remember when she last made love to Lucky, and then, very quickly, when she last wanted to make love to Lucky.

This is definitely a second-cigarette thought. The dwindling Dunhill supply be damned. Addy reaches beside her to open the cigarette treasure chest and hurriedly lights another Dunhill, which she knows will make her light-headed and giddy and maybe a bit loose lipped. After four drags, and only after four drags, can she admit that it has been too long to remember. Too long to remember the last time she wanted to throw Lucky down where he was standing and melt into him as he melted into her.

Costa Rica may be the smash into life that she needs. Costa Rica, where the fires of her love for Lucky may—please, please, please—be rekindled. A trip to Costa Rica. A journey to paradise. An unexpected adventure, moments of time to talk, to sort through a mess of years that have piled up against her heart so that it is difficult, so difficult, to feel anything but the dull clatter of days turning into weeks, turning into months, turning into years, years that have lost the seductive and sometimes necessary scent of coconuts mixed with lime.

And without giving herself time to turn back from the lifeline of the simple thought that Costa Rica is now the garage door, Addy smokes the rest of the Dunhill with her head resting against the one place on the tree that has a bare spot without branches. She smokes and tries very, very hard not to think, but to just be still for as long as it takes her to suck the cigarette down to the filter, wishing, because it tastes so damn good, that she could eat it.

She finishes, rips the stub of the butt into pieces, and places them inside a plastic bag that she has in her pocket, puts the container back into the arm of the cigarette branch, crawls out of the tree nest, and dashes to the back of the house.

She’s also laughing.

Laughing at the absurdity of what she has done, as she laughs almost every time she leaps from the brush with her cigarette breath. Laughing at what she must look like, although it would be fairly impossible for anyone to see her. Laughing at how much fun it is to sneak into the woods in her fifties to cop a smoke, be alone, smell some pine needles, and not be a part of the rest of her world for just a few minutes.

Laughing because when all else fails, Addy has that. She has the sound of her own voice jumping up and down inside of her like an internal caress. Addy can feel the wave of laughter’s hands sliding from one end of her body to the next. It’s a wave that starts in her throat, passes through her heart, where it self-charges for the descent down her legs, and then back up the other side where it touches her heart once again.

Even with Costa Rica dangling on a tiny mental string in front of her, Addy knows that she may need more than a laughing exit from the backyard to get through the longing she has to bash the living hell out of the garage door and perhaps out of Lucky himself—trip or no trip. Costa Rica had better rock.

Costa Rica had better rock because it is there, through that stretch of days and sand and sun, where Addy hopes to peel back the layer of years and find the man who used to stay up until 3 a.m. to talk with her, the man who left her a note every morning on the counter next to his rinsed-out coffee cup, the man who was surely sensitive and observant and who could always make her laugh and who made her always, just always, feel loved. Where are you, Lucky? Is there any part of that man left?

Lucky is next door at Bob’s house. Bob Number One, as Addy calls him. He lives on the left side of their house and at the very center of the cul-de-sac circle and two houses away from Bob Number Two, who lives on the right side of Addy and Lucky’s house. As far as Addy can tell, that may be the biggest difference between Bob Number One and Bob Number Two, except that Bobbie One is divorced and very single, and Bobbie Two is married and not able to play as much as Bobbie One.

The Bobs in Lucky’s world are known as The Bowling Bobs for a variety of reasons, most of which have something to do with bowling, which is not so much a sport in Parker as an excuse to get together and remember what it was like when the knees were not shot to hell, when most of the guys had hair, when some of them, including Lucky, were great sports stars, and when the world and all its possibilities, even for the bad boys, was longer than Lane 6 at Johnson’s Bowling Palace.

This craving for a place and time long past has also given way to a bowling ball fetish on the cul-de-sac. Heaven forbid that the craving for something from the past has anything to do with fortifying a relationship, spicing up a marriage, or romancing a woman you profess to love. The Bobs and Lucky instead collect bowling balls. They keep them, of course, in the Lipton Krap Kingdom, and once or twice a year they erect a bowling ball collage in someone’s yard.

The first time Addy saw one of the masterpieces was when she dropped off some teacher evaluation forms at her principal’s house and saw the very stack of bowling balls that she had noticed three days before piled in the back of Lucky’s truck.

Addy got out of her car very slowly and, without grabbing the pile of forms, walked solemnly toward a structure that looked, even from the curb, like a replica of the Gateway Arch in St. Louis, Missouri. She noticed a bright red ball at the top that she knew for certain Lucky had traded Mitchell’s old aquarium for, and she was astonished at the placement of the balls, the way they were strung together with pieces of colored wire and what must be some pretty strong glue, and how the structure looked, well, like the Gateway Arch in St. Louis.

“Like it?” the principal’s husband said, suddenly coming up from behind her and making her almost jump through the arch.

“It’s kind of amazing,” she said, hoping he wouldn’t ask her if she knew anything about it.

“Lucky did it,” he said flatly. “I’m sure the Bowling Bobs and a couple of the other guys were in on it, too. My team beat them last week and the week before to knock them out of the semifinals.”

“I think you’re right,” she admitted. “Some pieces of the arch were in Lucky’s truck recently. Are you mad?”

He laughed long and hard and told her that he was going to leave the arch right where it was, and he did, and so did the four other guys who had thus far been on the receiving end of the bowling ball sculptures, usually after a bet or an important game was lost or to settle an old or new controversy centering around a useless fact. The statues were not only becoming part of the scenery of Parker, Pennsylvania, they were also starting to become prestigious, which not only startled Addy, but made her wonder if someone was putting something in the city water supply to make the male population go nuts.

Would there be bowling balls in Costa Rica? Addy wonders as she washes her face and hands, sprays some Happy on her neck where smoke may have settled, and picks up the Costa Rica brochures, the plane tickets, and the trip voucher, just to make certain that she is not dreaming, that paradise really is just a few weeks away.

Before Addy can focus, before she can pummel herself with any more garage door questions or uncertainty about the trip, she hears the familiar whine of her sister’s Jeep pulling into the driveway, the slam of the car door, the knock that really isn’t a knock but a breath of activity before Hell pushes right through Addy’s door.

“Baby, are you here?” her sister yells, moving toward the kitchen where Addy is sitting in front of her Costa Rica brochures.

“In here,” Addy yells back.

“Let me pee first. I’ve been cleaning out the cooler all afternoon.”

Hell is a vision no matter when she shows up, which is pretty much at any given moment, every day. The lively receiver of the family’s tall genes, naturally wavy hair, fearless attitude, and successful business sense, she’s never married but come close so many times Addy has made enough money selling Hell’s used almost-wedding gowns to pay for Mitchell’s first year of college tuition at the University of Wisconsin–Madison. Hell, who richly deserves her nickname, has a knack for wildness, for drawing men and women and unsuspecting children into her raucous web of a life that Addy simply surrendered to her a long time ago.

The only thing uncertain about Hell is which pair of cowboy boots, wildly hand-decorated blazer, boldly low-cut blouse, and jeans she will be wearing. She has hundreds to choose from—minus whatever her yellow Lab and cocker spaniel chew up while she’s out running the world.

“You are not going to believe what happened,” Addy says, barely raising her voice because she knows Hell never closes the bathroom door.

“Are you pregnant?” Hell asks, laughing before she even finishes her sentence.

“Ha-ha,” Addy mocks. “Not yet. But maybe after I get to Costa Rica I will be.”

Hell comes running before she pulls up her pants and finishes dressing while she stands in front of Addy. “Talk. Now. Fast.”

“Lucky won the winter sales trip and we are going to Costa Rica next month for ten days.”

“Holy shit.”

“I almost did shit when he told me.”

Addy is tempted to let go and tell her about the garage door, but this is one thing, about the only thing, plus the cigarettes, she has decided to keep from Hell, her female soul sister, the only person in the whole world who has always been there for her, someone she loves even when she’s an obtrusive pain in the rear end.

“Jesus, all those years at Cooper Auto Systems and he finally does it,” Hell says in amazement. “Addy, how do you feel about this?”

Hell knows that Addy has crossed over the danger line in her marriage. It’s a line that is not even visible during the first few years after a marriage, when everyone’s tragic flaws are still considered lovely and delightful. The line slowly comes into view only after that, especially if there is a baby, which is exactly what happened with Lucky and Addy. Couples, Hell and Addy have decided, can either start running in the opposite direction from the line or tauten it as they play with the speed of their own relationship. Addy did a little of both, occasionally trying to pep up a marriage that wasn’t horrible but wasn’t much of anything else either and then running as fast as possible so she could straddle the line, stay on or totally get off the line of marriage demarcation. The Lipton Line has been the heart and soul of almost every serious conversation Addy and Hell have had for the past year. It was the beginning, and often middle and end, of every conversation they have had for three years before that.

“Do you love him?” Hell has asked Addy about three thousand times.

First the answer was “yes” and then it was “sort of” and then it had floated into an “I don’t know any longer” stage that was compressed and nourished by Lucky’s seeming indifference to what had once been something that could be called a real relationship. He worked, he played with the boys, he spent hours watching local soccer teams and sideline coaching as a way to compensate for the career-ending injury that cost him a college scholarship and a hefty portion of his male ego. Lucky seemed, to Addy, to always be drifting at the edge of his married life, occasionally looking over his shoulder to make certain it was still standing, and then simply ignoring the Lipton Line altogether. But a small part of Addy could not let go of her early and now very old marriage memories of when they talked and played and laughed and loved as if they were the only two people who had ever done such things.

“Well?” Hell demanded, fingering the brochures.

“Maybe this is just what we need,” Addy admitted. She avoided a definite yes-or-no answer. “Maybe this chunk of time together and an exotic location and no distractions is just the perfect remedy.”

“What if it’s not?”

Addy was afraid to think of the not part. A piece of her was just as terrified about going as not going.

“We’ve been married a really long time,” Addy said, lightly moving her fingers over a photograph in the travel brochure that showed a man and woman holding hands and walking on the beach. “Don’t you think I’d be nuts not to go? It’s like an unexpected gift that shows up, a backed-up sewer at the school that gives us all a day off, or you buying me three glasses of wine in a row because I helped clean your bathroom at the wine bar.”

“That sounds a bit pimpy, baby.”

“Pimpy?”

“Yeah. Like the only reason you are going is because it’s free and it’s exotic. What if you have to put out?”

“That’s not nice,” Addy says, throwing a fake punch. “It may be true, but it’s still not nice.”

By 10 p.m. when Hell needs to swing back and help get her business closed up, because she’s training a new part-time manager, Addy has convinced herself, with more than a little help from her sister, that if she’s going to go on this trip to paradise, it’s going to be the trip of a lifetime. She’s going to do some research, plan some side trips, and focus on erasing every notion she has about Lucky that falls into the “dislike” category.

“Lucky is only a big ape about half the time,” Hell tells her. “When I come back, let’s go through your wedding pictures and stuff. That will help you get all cranked up for the trip.”

“Cranked up or embarrassed,” Addy says, hugging Hell goodbye. “Oh well—at the very least I may get tan in Costa Rica. Right now I sort of glow in the dark.”

“This weekend we are going to drive into Pittsburgh and get you some sexy clothes for the trip,” Hell commands. “We’ll also put on suntan lotion before we go. The smell of that stuff is enough to get anyone in the mood for the tropics.”

The suntan lotion, Addy thinks as she watches Hell leave, may have to be swallowed whole for me to believe this trip, ten entire days, is going to be the magic potion for a marriage that needs to be dipped into an entire vat of lotion.





End of sample
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