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    Dedication


    This book is dedicated to my grandmother, Helen Haddad, who told me “Love, real love, is limitless. And isn’t that wonderful?”


    And also to Derek, who proves each day that this is true.

  


  
    CHAPTER 1


    I have rarely read about a murder like the one you have orchestrated here. Brutal and disturbing. An excellent murder.


    I did, however, find it hard to connect with some of your characters. Even if your main character is a murderer, he still needs a character arc or the readers may never really sympathize with him, the way you want them to.


    Unfortunately, we will be unable to accept your manuscript for publication. Thank you for considering J Press.


    Best of luck elsewhere,


    S. Rain Orwell


    Mystery Editor


    J Press


    You think that S. Rain Orwell decides the fate of your masterpiece of a novel. That she’s the one who orchestrates either its glorious life in the hands of mystery fans everywhere or its violent demise with a tactfully worded rejection letter for a tombstone. Everyone thinks that. But even though your cover letter is indeed addressed to Ms. Orwell and your rejection letter is sent under her name, I, Eliza Tahan, am the one that you actually want to sweet-talk. So don’t bother adding to your cover letter a sentence praising her judgment in manuscripts, saying you loved the recent bestseller that she handled. And don’t gush over how much fun you had on your recent trip to San Diego and how you passed her office building on your way to Horton Plaza. Sure, she has the “final say” as to whether J Press will accept your manuscript, but I’m the one who decides if she’ll even see it.


    I read your submissions. I write your rejection letters.


    I’m the assistant editor, a “submissions manager” of sorts. Your manuscript, and many more like it, land on my desk each day. I decide, based on your cover letter, synopsis, and first few pages, whether it gets sent to one of our sadistic interns who have no qualms about stuffing your SASE with a rejection letter, or if it deserves a little extra attention. If you’ve interested me during the above-mentioned first look, your manuscript will follow me home for a more thorough read while Liam, my roommate, plays video games on his Xbox 360.


    If your manuscript makes it home with me but doesn’t make my final cut, I’ll write you a personalized rejection letter to let you know what I liked about it and what needs work. But if your novel is outstanding, I’ll write a report for S. Rain Orwell as to why she ought to spend her valuable time with your masterpiece. I don’t promise anything after I hand the manuscript and report to Ms. Orwell, but you’ve made it further than 95 percent of your fellow writers by this time. Good job.


    Now, you may think that all this supposed power would make me haughty. Quite the contrary! I know I’m good at my job, but, like many people in the publishing industry, I would much rather be an author than an editor. I want to write, but I just haven’t. Not since I finished college six years ago. So what if my college writing professor was certain that I was going to usher in the era of “The New Great American Novel,” a title she gave to the multi-ethnic-woman-writing-powerful-fiction movement she was predicting was coming up in the literary world. I may be Arabic-American and African-American, but this multi-ethnic woman is not producing any fiction, let alone the “powerful” kind.


    And with every manuscript I reject, I also weaken my own confidence in my talent.


    So, please, don’t shoot the messenger. Don’t stab her. Don’t throw her in the bay with her hands tied behind her back and rocks in her pocket. Don’t plot some kind of elaborate and ghastly act of violence against her. Remember, I’ve read your mystery submission and know what evils your mind is capable of!


    Just go easy on me with your rage.


    * * *


    “Are you the one who crushes people’s dreams?”


    I looked up from the letter I’d just finished signing with my boss’s name, surprised to realize that the question was directed at me, and that it came from a handsome stranger with a smile playing across his lips.


    “Excuse me?”


    He waved his hand in the direction of the stacks of manuscripts on my desk. “You crush people’s dreams.”


    “These are manuscript submissions.”


    “And you’re lining them up to reject them, right?”


    I was about to answer, Not purposely, but that’s how they’ll most likely end up, but I caught myself. He’d just been in the editor’s office, where only our star authors were welcome. And I knew that even star authors were once just writers rejected by multitudes of publishing companies. So instead I replied, “Of course not. I get to read them and find the ones that are right for J Press.”


    He shot me a sideways glance, and then looked down at the letter on J Press letterhead. I slid the paper to the side, trying to be nonchalant.


    “And the manuscript that goes with that letter?” he asked.


    “Wasn’t right for us.”


    “You’re Eliza Tahan, aren’t you? The assistant editor?”


    “That’s right. I help Ms. Orwell decide what we publish.”


    As though on cue, S. Rain Orwell emerged from her office. Tall and slender, with graying hair colored raven black, today she was clad in a black pencil skirt and white silk sleeveless blouse adorned with one wide gold cuff bracelet. Rain certainly looked the part of an editor of the mystery department at J Press, a woman who’d launched her fair share of literary careers. She adjusted her black-rimmed glasses and caught my eye.


    It was only when the handsome stranger followed my gaze to my boss that Rain smiled, softened, and moved toward us.


    “Eliza, my dear,” she cooed at me in a way she would never do if there wasn’t a visitor standing there, “I see you’ve already met Adam Mestas.”


    “Adam Mestas? You’re one of the book section editors for The San Diego Union-Tribune.” I fixed my eyes on the man standing in front of me.


    This was the book section editor whose articles and reviews I read in the paper every Sunday? The man teasing me about crushing people’s dreams vanished, and suddenly I saw how truly stunning he was.


    I stood breathless, staring at the tall, young Mexican man who wrote with the grace of someone many years older. I was silenced as much by his youth as by his sensuous lips and his wide shoulders under the smart navy suit jacket. His jaw showed the faintest hint of what would be a shadow within a few hours.


    When he turned to look at Rain, I caught a glimpse of a long, black ponytail. My fingers ached to touch his hair. Could it possibly be as silky as it looked from this angle, in the sunlight that streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows?


    Rain giggled, playfully resting a hand on Adam’s forearm. I cringed. If anything was worse than my boss’s usual tyranny, it was the mask she wore when someone important or useful happened to be around.


    Adam turned back to me.


    “It’s nice to meet you, Ms. Tahan.”


    He held out a hand, and I shook it. He stared at me with midnight eyes full of expectation. Was he expecting me to apologize for my stunned silence, or to profess my lust? “You, too, Mr. Mestas. I appreciate your writing. I’d never have guessed you were so young.”


    “I hadn’t guessed you were so young, either, when Ms. Orwell described you to me.”


    Rain broke in. “I called my good friend Adam this morning about getting Vehicular Manslaughter reviewed in the book section next month, right before it’s pubbed.”


    “Oh yeah? That’s great.” For the first time I noticed Adam was holding the galley of the book. The stark white cover and black letters didn’t hold the slightest hint of the bold, blood-spotted final cover design that I knew was currently with the author for approval.


    “He’s a tough negotiator,” Rain continued, “but I think we came to a reasonable agreement, don’t you, Adam?”


    “I want to write an article about what happens to a manuscript submitted for publication at J Press,” Adam explained. “Ms. Orwell suggested I interview you.”


    “Me?”


    “Would you be up for it?”


    My eyes darted to Rain, who nodded sternly out of Adam’s line of sight.


    “Of course, but I’m leaving on vacation tomorrow.”


    “Then are you available now?”


    * * *


    For a little privacy, we made our way to a small conference room on the north side of the floor.


    “This is an amazing view of Balboa Park,” Adam commented as we entered.


    “Yeah, not half bad, is it? One of the benefits of being twenty floors up.”


    “Do you go there on your lunch breaks?”


    What lunch breaks? I thought. “Not as often as I should.”


    “But you have been to the San Diego Museum of Art, I hope? If not, I’m taking you there right now.”


    “I’ve been,” I replied with a laugh, and instantly wished I hadn’t. Attempting to reopen his invitation, I followed it up with, “Of course, I can’t get enough of the place.”


    There was silence for just a moment, as we both stared out the window. Complete, electric silence. I saw in the faint reflection his eyes darting to steal a glance at me.


    Finally I spoke. “Have a seat, Mr. Mestas. Where shall we start with this? Do you have questions for me?” I brushed my wavy black hair from my face.


    Once we actually got down to his questions, the interview was quite short and much less exciting than the interviewer himself. If it hadn’t been for those lips, that jaw, I might have been annoyed at the interruption on a day I was so busy.


    While I spoke, Adam jotted down notes in his notebook, and I took the opportunity to watch his hands, large and tan. He held the pen purposefully; there was nothing tentative about his grip.


    I answered questions about my background before coming to J Press, my role as assistant editor, and the path a manuscript takes once we receive it.


    And of course, just as at any meet-and-greet party when I tell someone where I work, I was asked to name my favorite book.


    “The Wayward Bus, by John Steinbeck,” I told him.


    “That’s a good one.”


    “I’m surprised you know the book. But of course you do: You’re the book section editor at San Diego’s biggest newspaper, after all.”


    “I suppose most people wouldn’t know it.”


    “True, you don’t look like an editor. But people who read the book section would know your name.”


    He laughed a throaty, honest laugh. “Thanks, but I meant the book. Most people know Steinbeck’s Grapes of Wrath or The Red Pony. Not The Wayward Bus.”


    Mr. Mestas looked down for a moment, and I assumed he was running over his notes until I stole a glance at his chiseled jaw and saw a hint of a smile after he looked at my hand.


    My left hand.


    Heat rose in my cheeks. Pretty sly move, Mr. Mestas, I thought, pleased with myself for catching his attention. Now with the upper hand, I queried, “Did you have anything else you’d like to ask me?”


    He looked up, as though caught off guard. “What? Um, no. I think that’s it for now. Can I call you later? I mean, if I have any other questions?”


    I reached across to his notepad and he handed me his pen. As I grabbed it, my fingers grazed his, sending heat through my hand starting at the place where my skin had connected with his. Quickly, before I could lose my nerve, I scribbled my cell phone number in his book.


    “Again, I didn’t know I’d be doing the interview today, so I left my camera at the office.”


    Thank goodness, I thought. I looked down at the jeans I’d worn today. They weren’t even sexy jeans. My favorite clothes were all in the dryer at home, waiting to be packed for my quickly approaching vacation. “I’m not dressed for a picture anyhow.”


    He smiled and shook his head. “Ms. Tahan, you look lovely. This is no place for false modesty.”


    Lovely? False modesty? “What happened to being the one who crushes dreams?”


    “You gonna hold that against me?”


    “I might. It was pretty harsh.”


    “But it got your attention, didn’t it?”


    Adam’s eyes locked with mine. They searched deep, as though trying to figure out how I’d reply to the question he wanted to ask.


    “Could I come by your place before you leave on vacation tomorrow for a quick picture?”


    A quick something, I thought. But I replied, “I guess so, but I’m heading out pretty early. I suppose that would be okay though. Can you be there by nine?”


    “Can and will.”


    I wrote out my address for him, wondering if inviting a stranger to my house was really as bad an idea as my gut told me it was. But this was not your after-school-special stranger. This was the editor of the book section of The San Diego Union-Tribune.


    And this editor had a killer body.


    * * *


    After walking Adam to the elevator, I headed back to my desk. My phone was ringing, single rings, not double rings, which meant that the call was from somewhere in the building. I gathered up the phone on the last ring.


    “Ms. Orwell wants to talk to you, Eliza. Can you hold on a sec?” It was Jane, the editor’s assistant.


    “Sure, Jane. Thanks.”


    “What took you so long to answer?” snapped Rain’s voice on the line after just a moment. What a salutation.


    “I was walking Adam to the elevator. Sorry.”


    “Not to the lobby? Damn it, do I have to do everything?”


    I rolled my eyes. Adam hadn’t been gone thirty seconds and Rain was back to her usual self. “He insisted I not walk him all the way down. How can I help you, Ms. Orwell?”


    “Right,” she replied. “I want to know how the interview went. Did he get the info he needed? It’s vital that he review Vehicular Manslaughter. Lazy, goddamn what’s-her-name who’s handling the PR on this title hadn’t even talked to him before I brought it up. And with summer right around the corner! If I were her supervisor, I’d have kicked her out on her”


    “Good thing you talked him into reviewing it then.”


    “No shit. How did it go?”


    “It went fine. He didn’t say when it was going to be printed, though. I forgot to ask.”


    “Doesn’t matter. So long as he’s going to review that book.”


    When we hung up, I pulled a manuscript from the stack in front of me and studied the cover letter attached to it, tapping my fingertips on the pages. As I tried to resist the urge to call Liam, my roommate, to tell him the news, I stared at my short fingernails. They were painted mauve and made my caramel hands look quite dainty and fashionable. Of course, the paint had matched the thin mauve stripes in my silk, button-up shirt that I wore two days ago. With the crisp white T-shirt and jeans I was wearing today, though, the mauve nails seemed sort of silly. I made a mental note to pick up polish remover before heading to the airport tomorrow.


    I’m a good editor and a fantastic reader, but fashionista, I am not. Willpower guru I am also not, I decided, breaking down and reaching for the phone.


    Liam picked up and said in a buttery smooth voice, “Hello, this is Liam Jack.”


    “Why, Liam, how professional you sound.”


    “I am at work. But, Lizzy, please tell me you went to the farmer’s market at Horton Plaza on your lunch break and are bringing me home some delicious veggies.”


    Oops. I fished in my pocket and pulled out the note he’d left on the kitchen counter this morning.


    Lizzy:


    Don’t forget the farmer’s market this afternoon! Please pick up some strawberries, green beans, and maybe some cheese if there’s some kind that looks really good. I’ll repay your kind efforts by making something fabulous for dinner.


    Liam


    “So, guess what!” I countered, trying to change the subject. “I’m gonna be famous!”


    “You forgot.”


    “I’m sorry. It was a sweet note, though. Thanks.” I knew full well that he’d still make “something fabulous for dinner.” He usually does.


    “Yeah, yeah. Okay, how are you going to be famous?”


    “I just had an interview with the book section editor for The San Diego Union-Tribune!”


    “No!”


    “Yes! About what happens when a manuscript’s submitted.”


    “Did you say something about me? Like I’m your inspiration or something? If you get to be famous, I should be famous, too, by association.” We both laughed and then Liam muttered, “Oops, I gotta go. The boss’s heading this way. You’re incredible, Lizzy, you really are. I’ll see you at home.”


    With a little kiss into the phone, we were disconnected.


    It was back to writing rejection letters and, as Adam Mestas had so delicately put it, crushing people’s dreams.

  


  
    CHAPTER 2


    Liam always locked the front door. He knew I got home within an hour of when he did, and he knew that I unfailingly had an armload of manuscripts to balance, but the door was always locked.


    When we first moved into the condo and I’d noticed his door-locking habit, I had asked him to leave it unlocked at least until I got home. He’d replied with a straight face that if the door was unlocked for even five minutes, some criminal could easily walk in and steal his Xbox and we’d never know what happened to it.


    “How awful,” I’d replied sarcastically.


    “A criminal, Lizzy,” he had asserted. “In our house.”


    “A smooth criminal?” I’d asked, but seeing that he was very serious about the issue, I had dropped it then and there. The door was perpetually locked.


    Now, arms full of manuscripts, as usual, I gently tapped my forehead on the door, hoping he was downstairs and would hear me. No answer. I pressed my hip against the doorbell and from inside I heard the chime of the pause button on his Xbox, followed by some shuffling, and the door was flung open. Before even speaking, Liam grabbed one of my armfuls of manuscripts and set them on the table next to the door. I followed suit, and as soon as my arms were empty, Liam gathered me up for a big hug. “Welcome home, oh famous one! Dinner will be done in ten.”


    “Smells good.” I smiled as he released me. Liam closed and locked the door behind me. “Italian?”


    “Pesto risotto.”


    “Yum! You’re so great.”


    Liam’s lanky figure moved back to his perch on the floor in front of the big-screen TV. He folded his pale white legs underneath him and took up the Xbox controller, declaring, “You bet I am! Check this out!” There was a chime and he was back to his game.


    “So great,” I affirmed as I started up the stairs.


    “Remember, dinner in ten,” he called after I’d turned the corner on the stairs. “Be there or be eating cold risotto.”


    I made my way up the stairs, and then slowed to look at the picture collages on the stairwell. Most of the pictures were from college and the few years after, and most had Liam and me smiling or goofing off, as though nothing existed before we’d met. I looked at the picture of us dressed up and smiling on Halloween as Mario and Luigi, the picture of us smiling and wind-whipped on the deck of the ferry to Coronado, the picture of us smiling and showing our muscles in front of the fence we had repaired in his parents’ yard. These pictures still made me smile, no matter that I saw them every day going up and down the stairs.


    Then there was the picture a waiter took of him proposing to me at our favorite restaurant, the one from the surprise engagement party with all of our family, and the one of us holding the keys to our new condo. These always brought on a sad smile.


    There was only one picture, at the beach with a group of his friends where Liam is half-buried in the sand and smiling and I am contributing to the burying and only half-smiling, from after the breakup.


    Turns out you can have a soul mate who is not meant to be your actual mate.


    As of last summer, Liam ceased being my boyfriend, my fiancé, my “intended,” and became just my roommate. We’d gotten along great for a while there, never fighting. We’d sleep in separate rooms, date other people, and never, ever have sex.


    As a matter of fact, we rarely had sex even when we were a couple, which was a large part of why we are now platonic. We kind of always were. Sure, we smooched all the time, and there were the here-and-there innuendos that never led anywhere. I want to remember a time when we were overwhelmingly passionate about each other, but always in my memories, I am trying to seduce him, and he just concedes. We were so busy during the first few years of our relationship that we saw each other only a few days a week, and we’d get our groove on maybe once a week. I’d always assumed that once we moved in together as we kept planning, he would become the insatiable sex machine that magazines always make men out to be.


    When we bought the condo and nothing changed, I wondered if he had some religious hang-up that I was not being sensitive to. So I decided it would get better after we were married and completely legit.


    After a few months of living together and being turned down countless times, though, I became more hurt than sexually frustrated. I stopped re-applying my makeup and brushing my hair before heading home from work so that I’d look cute for Liam, since he obviously didn’t notice. I stopped trying to get him to make love to me. When he seemed happy not to be badgered for lovemaking, I felt even worse. Was I not pretty enough? I began to feel very ugly. Was I a bad lover? I no longer even wanted to make love to him, because I no longer felt sexy. I’d gone from sexually free to ice queen in 3.2 months.


    I then started to wonder, with guilt at my own self-centeredness, if he had some kind of hormonal problem. I was just getting up the nerve to suggest he make a doctor’s appointment, wanting to solve this before we tied the knot, when I came home an hour early from work one day. He usually got home from work before me, and I’d thought my gesture of leaving early myself to have the conversation might show him that I felt it was a serious enough issue to pursue.


    When I opened the door and came around the corner, however, I found my fiancé completely nude in front of the computer, eyes shut tight in ecstasy. Before he could open them, I ducked back around the corner and to the front door, which I opened and slammed shut. I heard the quick clicking of his mouse, obviously closing several web page screens, before he gasped, “Hey, my sweet! You’re home early! I’m just about to step in the shower. I’ll be out in a sec.”


    “Yeah,” I replied, stricken with the fact he had chosen something so impersonal for release instead of making love to me. It was like a brutal stab to my heart.


    I was available. I hadn’t ever turned him down. And yet he preferred to masturbate with a two-dimensional image instead?


    I’d never felt worse about myself than at that moment.


    When I heard the shower turn on upstairs, I plopped down at the computer desk to take advantage of my narrow time slot, and went directly to the most recent site in the history. I reached unconsciously for the few mini-chocolates left in the little bowl we kept on the desk.


    What was I expecting to find? I feared that I’d be face-to-face with fifty thumbnails of sexy naked women with straight blonde hair, creamy white skin, perky little breasts, flat abs, and hips so narrow that they were almost boyish. What I saw was more boyish than I’d expected.


    Boys Next Door. Hollywood Hunks. Sexy Sampsons.


    “What the hell?”


    If I had to compete with the pictures I’d been expecting, I could have told Liam to get the hell out of my life and find the kind of cookie-cutter chick he wanted.


    But what could I possibly say about this? I couldn’t compete with these men. With any man. I was out of the picture completely.


    The shower turned off, but I could not peel away from the computer. Somehow, I knew it would be better for him to see me seeing this than for me to try to bring it up later. Moments later, Liam strolled casually into the office without knowing that his life was going to change in a few seconds. Both of our lives.


    He had a towel around his waist and his brown hair was dark with moisture and hanging straight to his chin. Shimmering droplets of water ran from it down his smooth chest. When he saw me, he stopped in his tracks and neither of us could say a thing for what seemed like a nightmare of an eternity.


    He stood dripping and gaping until he was able to finally muster a pathetic, “Oh, Lizzy, I didn’t mean for you to…I was just…”


    In response all I could muster was the energy to pry my hand from the mouse, pull off my engagement ring, and drop it into the small bowl of torn silver foil wrappers which had until recently been filled with rich chocolate.


    * * *


    After many very difficult weeks of trying to decide what to do, trying to figure out our feelings, and trying to explain to our friends and families that we were going to “postpone” the wedding for “personal” reasons, we finally knew the relationship was over.


    There was nothing to work out. No problems to solve. I hated that Liam had led me on. Liam hated that he could not make a life with me and that he had been forced out of the closet that he had been somewhat comfortable living in.


    We met with a realtor to put the condo up for sale, planning to pay off the loan and split the decent profit we had made in the short time we had owned the place. Then we would go our separate ways with only baggage of the emotional sort to deal with.


    While the realtor looked around our home, tears welled up in my eyes, and though I was able to push them back, Liam noticed.


    “Why can’t we,” he started cautiously, “just stay here? We get along perfectly, besides bedroom stuff.”


    I shook my head sadly, staring at my sandals. “We’ve talked about this, Liam. Over and over. I can’t commit to a sexless marriage. It wouldn’t be fair to either of us.” I stroked the slowly disappearing lighter band of smooth skin where my engagement ring had been. My skin was almost back to normal. I was hoping that my heart was in tow, even if it was just taking a little longer.


    Liam grabbed my hand. “We can be roommates. A very easygoing kind of thing. If we stop getting along, or one of us finds someone else, or whatever, we’ll just sell. The worst that will happen is that the condo will appreciate in value a little more and we’ll part with more money. The best that will happen is that our life will go on just as before for a while longer, but without sex. It was the only thing that ever seemed to be hard on the relationship.”


    I glared at him like he was crazy, but as the realtor came down the stairs, some clarity set in. She moved down the stairs slowly and we both knew that, like all of our visitors, she was looking at our happy picture collages. By the time she made the turn and came into view, I had made my decision.


    “Cute pictures,” the realtor commented airily. “You guys seem like you have lotsa fun.”


    “I don’t know if we’re ready to sell,” I said suddenly, as though it were an answer to her compliment. From his place standing by my side, Liam’s face turned in my direction. Though I continued to look straight ahead at the realtor, I could see in my peripheral vision a smile playing over Liam’s lips.


    And really, what was the harm? Our condo kept going up in value. Liam began to go out a little, feeling more comfortable in his new life. I had more time to focus on work, not having to worry about my home life as I had when we were a couple. In fact, I even appreciated all the work I brought home because I didn’t have to worry about my “civilian” life much at all if I was wrapped up in reading manuscripts. The situation was good for both of us. The lack of certainty about the future just gave us some semblance of freedom. And of course, Liam still cooked for me, and how many people can say that about their platonic roommates?


    * * *


    “Thank you for making dinner. It was so good, as always! Bravi!”


    “Gratzi! I figured it was as good a time as any to celebrate.”


    It was a nice enough sentiment if he’d been talking about my article. But something in his voice indicated that he hadn’t been. It was something else he was celebrating.


    Something outside of my sphere.


    I played along, delaying the news. “Ah shucks. You’re impressed with my newfound fame, eh?”


    “Oh! Yeah.” He cleared his throat, uncomfortable, but came up with a quick save. “I’ll bet ol’ S. Rain was quite impressed.”


    “Believe it or not, she was the one who arranged it.”


    Liam set down his wine in disbelief. “No!”


    “It’s probably too ‘inconsequential’ an interview to take up her valuable time,” I explained with an air of superiority, mocking my boss.


    “I don’t know how you can stand her.”


    “I can’t stand her. I mostly just do my job and stay out of her way. You know that. Oh, by the way, Adam Mestas is coming by before I leave tomorrow to take a picture of me.”


    “Who’s that?”


    “Adam, the editor from the newspaper. He said he’ll be here by nine.”


    “Is Rain pissed that you’re taking time off?”


    “Surprisingly, no. I’ve been worried since I booked the flight that she’d come up with some big project to cut into my vacation. But I think she’s wrapped up in herself right now.”


    Liam snickered, “What do you mean right now?”


    “I overheard her the other day on the phone. Her office door was open and I was walking by. I don’t know who she was talking to, but she was talking about signing divorce papers, and then later heading up to San Francisco for a long weekend.”


    “Wow. She’s that much of a bitch that even her husband couldn’t stand her.”


    I smiled at his joke, but felt a little sad for Rain. I knew firsthand how relationships didn’t just end because someone was being bitchy. I’d never ask Rain why hers ended. I’d never given her a tissue and connected with her based on my own history. But I did feel a little sorry for her.


    “Okay, Liam. Enough killing time. What are you celebrating?”


    Liam was caught off guard, but set down his fork and took a breath. This would be big.


    “I think the time has come to sell the condo.”


    I knew it. I knew it was coming sooner or later. I was about to protest, try to change his mind, but then I thought better of it. This will be as good for me as for him. I can finally move past this relationship. It was a hope more than a belief.


    Liam was about to continue, but I replied first. “Yeah, I think that’s a good idea.”


    He took a long, relaxed breath. “Ahhhhh. I’m relieved, honestly, Lizzy. I was sure I’d have to convince you.”


    “I’m not in love with you anymore, Liam. Nor am I desperate.”


    “I know, I know. So I’ll call that realtor from last time we were going to sell. Unless you want to buy out my share of the condo.”


    “With all the money I make in the publishing industry?”


    “I’ll call the realtor.”


    * * *


    I looked at my watch: 9:01. Adam Mestas would be here anytime now, and I waited for him in the driveway. Leaning up against my car, I said a little prayer that he would not want to come inside and sit downthe place was a disaster area. This morning I’d done more than my fair share of tossing things around as I packed and unpacked and re-packed.


    Please let him be comfortable taking the picture out here!


    I watched the curve in the street, expecting Adam’s flashy car to come around it any second, maybe a red Corvette or a BMW convertible. Where was he? It was 9:07.


    Jittery and nervous about being late for my flight, I killed time by jogging to the front door of the condo once again to make sure it was locked. It was, and as I meandered back to the car I found myself scowling at Adam’s tardiness. What’s the point in being hot if you’re rude? I better not miss my flight!


    I popped the trunk to my car and scanned its contents, trying to decide if anything should be taken into the condo before I left. There were a number of manuscripts and a small stack of form rejection letters that I could attach to the manuscripts that clearly didn’t make the cut. That way, I wouldn’t have to remember which I liked and which I didn’t like. Made it easier for the interns in the department to stuff SASEs with rejection letters, too.


    I decided these probably shouldn’t sit in my trunk for the next two weeks, so I grabbed the first two stacks of manuscripts and took them inside. As I headed back out to pick up the rejection letters, I saw a car coming around the street corner. I wondered if it could be him; the car certainly did not compare to Rain’s Porsche. Just in case, though, still worried about having to invite him inside, I dropped the form rejections back in the trunk, thinking, They’re just as safe in here as in the house. Cleo said she’d clear a space in her garage for my car. It’s not as if it’s going to be sitting at LAX.


    I realized that it was indeed Adam Mestas when he nearly jumped out of the ’88 burgundy Mustang. “I’m sorry I’m late. I always forget to factor in traffic on Route 78.”


    “I hope you didn’t take Interstate 5 to Route 78 from downtown. That’s going way out of the way. You could have taken”


    “Interstate 15. I know. I came from my place in Oceanside, though. I am very sorry for being late. I know you have a plane to catch.”


    I decided to use any guilt he felt as leverage for my argument about not going inside. “It’s all right. Do you mind if we do the picture out here? The lighting is really poor in there.”


    “Oh!” He looked a little surprised, as though he had expected me to invite him inside. “Yeah, of course. I wasn’t thinking that we’d have to go in your house or anything. I’m glad you could meet me again, even if it’s just for a minute. And I came up with another question last night.”


    I scanned his appearance. He’d looked good in the suit yesterday, but hotter still today in corduroy pants the color of burnt umber and a white polo shirt that not only showed his tanned forearms but also hinted at an impressive bicep right where each sleeve ended.


    Ask me if I’m single, I willed him. Ask me if I’m busy some weekend later this month. Ask me out. Ask me to invite you inside right now. I’ll risk letting you see the mess for the opportunity to have you pull off that polo.


    Despite my silent urging, he said instead, “It probably takes an unusual kind of mind to write a mystery novel, specifically to come up with the details of an imaginary murder. Do you ever worry about retaliation from the people you’re dealing with? Maybe a disgruntled author of a rejected manuscript?”


    I laughed nervously, not because I was actually frightened, but because I’d caught myself in a sultry thought and I hoped my face was masking it. I coughed to buy a moment. It was enough for a catty comeback. “It’s okay: My boss’s name is the one on the form rejection letters.”


    “Saw that yesterday. So you’re safe then, I guess.”


    “As long as you don’t make mention of that in your article, Mr. Mestas!”


    “Only if you stop calling me ‘Mr. Mestas.’ It’s Adam. Now, how about that picture? Do you want it in front of your condo? The light really plays beautifully off your face from this angle.”


    I looked coyly down and to the left, but then suddenly recalled his question about a disgruntled author.


    “Can you get a closer shot? Like a headshot or something? Maybe me next to my car, or even in it, so you don’t see where I live in the background?”


    “Oh, Eliza. I didn’t mean to worry you. But I understand you’d rather not advertise your personal location. Why don’t you lean on the back of your car and I’ll close in enough that you can’t see the surroundings.”


    When he was done taking a few shots, I lingered, waiting for him to make a move.


    When he didn’t, I decided I was in too much of a hurry to just sit around waiting for him to take the initiative, and instead just offered him a firm handshake. “Well, I better get going.” I got into my car, hurrying to get away from this awkward situation, embarrassed at my assumptions of his feelings. “It was nice seeing you again.”


    But he didn’t just go, as I’d expected. Instead, he leaned on the frame of my open car door like a romantic lead in an old movie.


    “Where are you going on vacation?” he asked.


    Did he actually care, or was he just buying time?


    “I’m going to Greece for two weeks. I’m ready for a vacation.”


    “I can tell. You’re single-minded in your determination to get me out of here. You don’t even have a little time for some friendly conversation?”


    “I’m not trying to get you out of here specifically, but I do have a flight to catch. It isn’t personal.”


    “Are you leaving out of San Diego?”


    “LAX.”


    “Driving up to Los Angeles by yourself? Or are you picking up your boyfriend on the way?”


    “I don’t have a boyfriend. I’m meeting up with my sister, who will drive me to the airport. But I’m traveling alone. I like a good adventure.”


    “Adventure?” He smiled and handed me a business card. “Well, Ms. Tahan, sometimes the best adventures start on your own doorstep.”


    “Or in my own driveway?”


    He raised his eyebrows. “Sure, with the right traveling companion.”


    Overhead a bird squawked as it passed us, and the slight breeze rustled the strands of Adam’s ponytail. In my hand, my keys tapped lightly against each other with a metallic melody. And in the space between Adam’s lips and mine sat a heavy silence that was anything but awkward.


    He spoke first. “I expect the article to run in about two weeks, just in time for your return. I’ll save some extra copies for you. Let’s get together for coffee and I can give you the copies.”


    “Sure. I’ll call you,” I replied, trying to play it cool.


    He shook my hand once more, firmly, but holding it long enough to make me certain he was on the same page I was. “Bon voyage, Eliza. See you soon.”


    He closed the door for me, and walked around the front of my car to his. I slid on a pair of sunglasses so I could watch him without his noticing. He slipped into the burgundy-maroon Mustang hatchback and drove off without another look my way. I read his bumper sticker as he pulled away: I  heart  Steinbeck.


    “I love Steinbeck, too,” I said aloud in the solitude of my car.


    Okay, so he was evidently a smart guy with good taste in literature. His lips and teeth flashed in my mind’s eye. His smile. The way his midnight eyes sparkedwas it flirting?when he said that I should call him by his first name. That long, black, silky ponytail. And of course all the other pleasing details I’d noticed while he walked back to his car and I played voyeur.


    I slipped the key into the ignition, and my old Civic jumped immediately to attention, as did my CD player. The guitar strumming began and Tracy Chapman’s passionate voice rose into the song.


    I patted my tickets once more, slid Adam’s business card into my other pocket, and backed my car out of the driveway. I turned to head for my sister Cleo’s house.

  


  
    CHAPTER 3


    I was an English major in college, and one of the many things you cover over and over in your lit courses is that a hero-to-be must go on a journey to discover what he needs to become a hero. The circle is complete when he returns home stronger, wiser, and able to accomplish what needs to be done. Though I didn’t aspire to be a hero, I suppose I was expecting my trip to Greece to be life-changing. I thought I’d return with the confidence and follow-through to move forward in my life. Accomplish my goals. Re-order the areas of my life that were so lacking.


    One area was my love life. And I now had an idea of who might fill the void.


    And I wanted to write a novel. Not too much to ask, right? I’d come up with an interesting idea during a creative writing class in college but had only gotten as far as a brief outline and character sketch. Then I’d dumped the notebook in a box as I moved again and again, planning to eventually exhume it and write “The New Great American Novel.” Instead I’d busied myself with my flashy new job, with my intensifying relationship with Liam, and eventually with buying a condo and planning a wedding.


    At this point in my life, all of my convenient distractions had fallen short, laying bare the chaos that churned underneath. And without any of the usual reasons for procrastination, I knew this had to be the right time to push forward. I was also hoping that an adventure in the exotic Mediterranean would inspire me. I’d brought a notebook full of fresh, blank pages, fully expecting to return with it filled.


    My adventure failed to dramatically change me, however. The Grecian landscape was more beautiful than I’d imagined. The architecture was thoroughly breathtaking. And I’d even had my share of new experiences. But I was the same ol’ me when I returned home.


    * * *


    My sister Cleo picked me up at the airport, and as she drove me back to her place, she was full of questions. I was grateful for the ride, but all I wanted to do was get home and get some sleep. I dreaded the hour and a half it would take me to drive home. As I stared out the window, I tried to focus on Cleo’s honest interest in my adventure.


    “What was your favorite place?”


    “Santorini, definitely. It was beautiful.”


    “That’s the one with all those blue-domed churches, right?”


    “Yeah. Right now is the off-season, so only locals were around, no tourists.”


    “Except you.”


    “But I felt like a local.”


    “What town did you stay in?”


    “Fira. Some of those Santorini photos you see in calendars are shot there. It’s desolate in an awe-inspiring way. I stayed in a tiny pension. Very few hotels or restaurants were open, and I saw just a handful of people the entire time. I hiked around for hours, absorbing the scenery: the narrow, super-steep staircases, the stormy ocean, the deep jade hills, and the red cliffs. I lost myself in all the beauty, Cleo.”


    “I’ll bet you could hardly believe you were there.”


    “Yeah. And the views were so awesome, I could hardly breathe. Tears came to my eyes. Literally. Tears.”


    “That sounds unreal.”


    “It was.”


    “And what did you think of Athens? I’ll bet that was amazing, too, with all that history!”


    “It was okay.”


    “Just okay?”


    “Kinda blah, if you want to know the truth. And I never felt quite safe.”


    Cleo jerked her head around to look at me. Through her lightly tinted sunglasses I could see her large, perfectly lined eyes burning into me.


    “What do you mean? Were you in danger?”


    I patted her leg, trying to reassure her. “No, no. I just didn’t feel as comfortable as I did on the islands. And even if I weren’t safe then, I’m home safe now. No use worrying.”


    “I know, I know. Oh, hey, did you keep a travelogue?”


    “Travelogue?”


    “Yeah. Like a journal about your trip that maybe other people can read. Like when I went to Washington, DC.”


    “You couldn’t write much about that.”


    “I know, not about the security screenings and meetings. But remember I wrote about all the touristy stuff? You read it, and some friends read it. Come on, Liz. You remember.”


    I thought of my empty notebook. “I remember. I didn’t really do that. I mean, I did write a whole bunch of postcards.” I thought of the cards to Adam Mestas that I’d written, addressed, and then promptly tucked away in my suitcase. I’d think it was a good idea to send just one postcard, but as soon as I’d finish writing it, I’d decide it was too soon for this and that I’d seem desperate. Until I saw another postcard that I wanted to send him.


    In the end, I hadn’t sent Adam even one postcard, and now I was relieved at my restraint. In fact, I decided I might just keep them as a travelogue. He wouldn’t care if he never knew about them.


    “I’ll keep my eye on the mailbox then.”


    “Uh, yeah.”


    “Where did you send them from?”


    “Fira, probably. Maybe one from Paros, too. I can’t quite remember.”


    “I just love getting postcards! Mom actually just sent me one from Botswana. The picture was so beautiful. It’s like getting a little souvenir, huh?”


    “I didn’t get a postcard.”


    “I got mine last week. Maybe you got one while you were away. Or she just sent me one because I showed interest.”


    I rolled my eyes. Yes, yes, you’re the perfect daughter. “What did she say?”


    “Oh, just dumela, and that she missed us and stuff. The usual.”


    “Dumela?”


    Cleo pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head. “God, Liz. Dumela. She’s only been using that word, geez, since she got there. It means hello.”


    “Okay, okay. I know that. I just hadn’t heard it spoken, I guess. Don’t be so damn judgmental, Cleo.”


    Cleo rolled her eyes now, dramatically, as if mocking me, then pulled her sunglasses back over her eyes and continued as if our little spat had not happened. Thus is the life of sisters. “So I’m getting a postcard from you from Fira and, where was it? Paros? Where else? You said you wrote a lot of them.”


    “Yeah, but I also wrote them to other people.”


    “Oh yeah, of course. Did you send some to Mom? She’ll love it if you did.”


    “I sent some to Mom.”


    “Who else?”


    “Just some other people, Cleo. Come on.”


    “Oh.” She shook her head. “You sent some to Liam, didn’t you?”


    “Only one.”


    “You didn’t want me to know you sent some to him, too.”


    “Just one! And I can send postcards to Liam if I want to,” I snapped. “He’s my roommate.”


    Cleo was silent for a moment, looking at freeway exit signs. We were getting close, and she began moving her red Corvette toward the right lane in a dance with the other cars that seemed to be choreographed to the classical music on her CD player. When she had merged and was satisfied with our safety, she replied with her usual cool, “Sorry, Eliza. I know you forgave him, and I know that should be good enough for me.”


    “And I’m sorry for snapping at you. I’m just so damn tired.”


    “So much for sleeping the entire way on the plane, eh?”


    I broke into a little smile. “No kidding. What was I thinking?”


    “Take a power nap at my place before heading back.”


    “That’s probably a good idea. Would that be rude?”


    “Maybe, but I’m your sister. What is rudeness between sisters? When we were little, you used to put stickers on my face while I slept.”


    “You used to try to break the locks on my diaries.”


    “Yeah, so? What is a little rudeness between sisters? Besides, I have a lot of work to do and wouldn’t be much company if you were awake anyway.”


    “You’re busy? I could have called a cab, Cleo! You should have said something!”


    Cleo shook her head, exiting and turning onto the main road to her house. “You never know about those guys. They can be crazy drivers.”


    “We’re in Orange County. Not New York!” I laughed, but Cleo remained serious.


    “Bad drivers are just as dangerous in Orange County as they are anywhere else.”


    We both fell silent. The vision passed through my mind, as it did too often, of my sister as a fifteen-year-old in the hospital, waking up broken and swollen and asking where Dad was.


    I tried to keep the memories, the pain, at bay. Every time they cropped up again, it was too soon. Too often.


    “You’re right, of course, Cleo. What are you busy with at work?”


    Cleo came out of her own memories and replied with little interest, “Stuff for the government. Homeland Security has me on a full-time contract right now.”


    I thought about the questions I’d gotten in Greece. About the answers I had given, not even knowing that Cleo was here at home with clarity on the war and clarity about her job in waging it. “It’s great that you can help.”


    “Yeah, I guess.”


    “Guess?”


    “Well, it’s just a job they want me to do. Translating some security tapes, usual stuff like that. I’m not doing much. The fact that there’s a war makes it sound like what I’m doing is so much more important…more…”


    “Heroic?”


    “Yeah. But it’s just a job. I signed the contract before Operation Iraqi Freedom.”


    “Is that the official name?”


    “Yeah. What were they calling it in Greece?”


    “Illegal.”


    We pulled up to her house and I didn’t feel at all rude about crashing in her guest bedroom for a few hours.


    * * *


    When I woke up, Cleo took a break from work and made us a couple of grilled cheese sandwiches. As we talked over our lunch and cans of Diet Pepsi, all tension from the drive home disappeared. That was just how we were. Just how most sisters are, I guess.


    “Have I thanked you already for dropping me off and picking me up?”


    “Yes, you have. So stop it already, Liz. It was so not a problem.”


    “Yeah, but with work and the war, I’m sure the Department of Homeland Security is really leaning on you right now. I’m surprised they haven’t asked you to relocate to Washington, DC!”


    “They did several years ago, when I first started doing a little work for them. But everything I do can be done over the computer. They send me recordings in Arabic, and I return transcripts in English. I’m all linked in to Washington, though I don’t know how they did it. I said I didn’t want to leave Southern California, and all of a sudden some IT guys were sent over to set me up an office in the house, complete with super-secret connections and stuff. I don’t know all the logistics because I’m not a techie. And other than a meeting here and there with other local people working with them, I’m free to leave ‘the office’ whenever I want. I was happy to see you off at the airport, and be the first to welcome you home.”


    “Well, thank you.”


    “Now that you’ve had a little nap, are you glad to be back?”


    “Eh, sorta. I’m not looking forward to getting back to the grind. But I admit I’m a little excited to see my interview in print here pretty soon.”


    “I almost forgot! Seems like forever ago you were telling me about that.”


    “It was only a couple of weeks ago. In the car, on the way to LAX, as a matter of fact.”


    “I still think you should have said bad stuff about your bitch of a boss in that interview.”


    “I told you already, she wouldn’t be my boss for long if I had.”


    “Because her superiors would know what an awful person she was.”


    “No,” I corrected her, taking the last sip of my Diet Pepsi. “Because I’d be fired quicker than a manuscript with poor spelling is rejected.”


    “Editor-speak.” Cleo smirked. “I hope you said enough to earn you some points with your boss’s boss. They should know how hard you work while Rain Orwell takes all the credit.”


    “Can we please not talk about Rain?” I moaned. “I blocked her from my mind during my trip, and this conversation is just reminding me that I have to go face her again in less than twenty-four hours.”


    “Okay, okay. Let’s talk about someone else you’ll be seeing soon.”


    I knew who she was thinking of, but asked anyway, coyly, “Oh? Who?”


    “The interviewer. The newspaper editor.”


    “Adam Mestas.” I couldn’t help smiling. Yeah. I had something worthwhile to look forward to back at home.


    “Of course. I’ve probably thought even more about him than you have these past couple of weeks, which is good because you don’t want to be too eager.”


    I didn’t admit to her that I’d thought plenty about him. Instead I just laughed.


    Cleo took my soda can and tossed it into the recycle bin. “Is he Arabic?”


    “Um, no”


    “African-American?”


    “He’s Mexican.”


    “Hey, don’t look at me like you think I’m judging you, Liz. I’m just trying to get a mental picture. Geez. Now, you said he had long hair, right?”


    “Yeah.”


    “And romance-novel-worthy dark eyes, and a Cheshire Cat smile…”


    “I think you’re embellishing a little.”


    “How tall is he?”


    “Tall. A lot taller than me. Six feet, and maybe a few inches.”


    “How many inches, if you had to guess?”


    “Excuse me?”


    “What? Six-foot-what? That’s all! Any other measurements are between you and him.” She laughed at her own joke, opened the fridge and, not finding anything much to share for dessert, closed it again.


    “I don’t know. Six-foot-four, if I had to guess.”


    “And is he skinny or built?”


    “Cleo, I don’t know. He was dressed for work.”


    “You said he looked more casual when he came over to your place.”


    My mind flashed instantly to his tan biceps stretching the short sleeves of his classy polo shirt. “Yeah, how could I forget?”


    “And I distinctly remember you saying that had a ‘solid’ body and a very nice tizi.”


    “You’re right. I did say that.” I paused, trying to decide for sure if I wanted to pull out the big guns. I hadn’t said anything on the drive to LAX because I wasn’t sure what my plan was. But I did now. “Oh, did I tell you? He asked me out.”


    Cleo gasped with joy and grabbed my hands. “No!” she exclaimed. “How could you have left that out, woman?”


    “He gave me his card. You know, his number and everything. Invited me for coffee. I’ll probably call him when I get back home.”


    “Probably? You will call that man. And you’ll go out and have a blast and then you’ll marry him and I’ll be your maid of honor, and I’ll say in my speech that one of the first things you said about him was that he had a very nice butt.”


    “I’ll definitely have coffee with him. The rest, all of that wedding stuff, will have to be put on the back burner, I’m afraid.”


    “What? Why? Not because of Liam, I hope.”


    “Don’t start on Liam now.”


    “I’m not! I’m just saying that you’ve let some other guys go because of him before.”


    “Yeah, when he and I were a couple.”


    “And since then. You’re too self-conscious. You need to forget about all that past stuff with Liam and be careful not to let a new prospect get away because of a lost one.”


    It was easy for the cool sister to tell the average one not to be self-conscious. Cleo’s dark skin glowed like our mother’s, and she’d also inherited the trim figure of our paternal grandmother. There was no way in the world that a man could refuse her advances the way Liam had refused mine. She could not possibly know how that would affect a girl. I wanted desperately to change the subject.


    “You’re just jumping the gun, that’s all. I will call Adam this week, and I will go to coffee with him if he still wants to, and I will call you afterwards with all the details. Will that do for now?”


    “I guess it’ll have to.”


    “Yes, it will. Because the caffeine from the Diet Pepsi is kicking in and I’m going to drive home now before I get sleepy again.”


    Cleo wanted nothing more than for me to have a safe drive home, so she was quick to help me load my luggage into my car. And she sent me on my way with two ice cold Diet Pepsis in my cupholders, just in case.


    * * *


    I was dead tired by the time I got home. As soon as I’d lugged my suitcases into the living room and flopped down on the couch, I pulled out the unsent postcards to Adam Mestas.


    I’d bought the first one in the stack while waiting for my flight at LAX. A photo collage of Hollywood on the front. What an impulse buy! I’d filled it out on the plane, and the words on the back were like a voice from the past, excited with the adventure that was just beginning, both my trip and the prospect of our relationship:


    Dear Mr. Mestas:


    Thank you again for being flexible with the interview time. It was fun to do it, and nice to get to know you.


    I’ll see you in a couple weeks.


    Eliza Tahan


    I blushed as I read the last sentence, remembering the words appearing on the card and knowing I’d never send it.


    As embarrassing as it was, and maybe narcissistic, too, I really wanted to read what I’d written on the other unsent postcards.


    Dear Adam Mestas:


    I had a stopover in London, and it was my first time here. I didn’t have much time but I was able to spend a few hours in the British Museum. I mainly wanted to see the Reading Room, which you can see in the picture on this postcard. I thought you’d appreciate it, being a book person like me. I hope it isn’t weird to be sending this.


    I hadn’t even signed my name before I’d changed my mind. I thought of my trip to the British Museum, and everything I hadn’t written on this card. Though I went to see the Reading Room, I ended up liking the Egyptian artifacts the best, since they made me think of my dad. Of course, if he were alive and there with me, he wouldn’t have liked them as much and probably would have had some comment on the European effect on the Middle East, and how all these artifacts were stolen goods. But I’d still thought of him, and that felt nice.


    And I could not help remembering that, though I’d had time to write postcards to a near stranger, I had not started my novel. I hadn’t even cracked the notebook full of fresh, blank pages.


    I couldn’t have been missing Adam. We’d only just met. I wondered with a sickness in the pit of my stomach if writing to him was just an excuse for not feeling inspired enough to write anything “real.” Was so much missing in my life that I had to grasp at a professional acquaintance?


    The picture on the front of the next card made my heart stop all over again: white-washed buildings, blue domes, steep staircases. I felt the powerful wind over my body, as though I were climbing those steps all over again. My throat tightened as it had each time I had walked up to a church on the island.


    Hi Adam


    I’m in Fira, and I took a long walk this afternoon. It’s breathtaking, and even though it was knock-down windy, the views of the quiet streets and the wind-whipped ocean were worth battling the weather. The sun is out now and the wind has died down, so the ferries should be coming back to Santorini tomorrow.


    Not looking forward to coming home. I can at least look forward to that coffee with you.


    Until then,


    Eliza


    There was no question about this postcardit would never reach Adam. None of them would, for that matter.


    I looked around the living room. Geez, was I already ready for another vacation? I felt almost sick to be back. Back to my messy room, back to my hellish boss, back to the knowledge that my trip to Greece hadn’t changed my life.


    I sighed and began dragging myself upstairs, away from the most adventurous two weeks of my life and towards the mundane life I knew would eventually smother me.


    * * *


    After my shower I lay on my bed for a half hour, towel around my head and robe around my clean body. What was I thinking, buying those cards and writing them to Adam? Waste of time. Waste of money.


    At least I had the sense not to send them. Otherwise he’d have evidence of my interest.


    I sat up purposefully, the towel falling off my head. Shiny, wet obsidian hair fell around my shoulders.


    “And what’s so bad about that?” I asked aloud. “So what if he knows I’m interested? Am I so afraid of being rejected that I’m going to practically reject him?”


    It was still best not to have sent the postcards, that much was true. But as far as my potential with Adam Mestas, I decided then and there that tomorrow I’d call him and set up that date. Even if I felt self-conscious, he’d never know it.


    Inspired, I decided that tomorrow I’d print out the available positions in other departments from J Press’s intranet site and apply to the interesting ones.


    And I’d start my novel. Become an author as well as an editor.


    And I’d start pricing studio apartments downtown and show some enthusiasm about selling the condo.


    And tomorrow I’d begin filling the void.


    And tomorrow I’d start rebuilding the self that had been torn down.
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