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Unless you seek to be a channel of service to your fellow man, what kind of a
channel will you be? Perhaps a ditch, a trough, or a rut; but these are not
creative things!
—Edgar Cayce
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Chapter 1

0

I was watching people in the bar’s full-height mirror when her athletic
figure caught my eye. She wore a strapless, black dress that pronounced
every curve. Her braided dreadlocks hung to her shoulders, dusting
apple-butter skin. Although she had on high heels, she walked very confidently and lightly, as if she were a ballerina. I casually turned around to
get a better view. The woman appeared to be unconcerned with how
many people were watching her while she made her way toward the bar.
I urgently motioned for Lenny, the bartender. “Hey Lenny,” I said,
gesturing with my head toward the beautiful woman. “Who’s that?”
Lenny, a friendly, busybody of a bartender in his mid-forties, who was
stocky, balding, and always had bloodshot eyes, supported himself with
his elbows as he leaned on the bar top. “That’s LaRae DuFont. Ain’t she
something?” he said, as we watched her sit at the end of the counter.
“Does she work here?” I asked, still gazing at her.
“Ya gotta be kidding me,” he said, as if I was the dumbest bum on the
block. “You mean to tell me, as much as you come in here, you’ve never
seen her?”
“No, Lenny, I’ve never seen her before. Excuse me for not being one of
the in-crowd like you.”
1
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“I’ll excuse you this time, but keep up, man; a lot of celebrities pop in
and out of here. In fact, just the other night I saw—”
“Not now, Lenny, just tell me about—what’s her name again?”
“LaRae DuFont.”
“Yeah, her,” I said, glancing at the woman but acting like I wasn’t.
“Well, she’s the most sought-after dancer in Vegas,” Lenny stressed as
he wiped the bar top. “Especially the illustrious High Top Casino,” he
added with raised eyebrows.
“Get out of here, Lenny. I don’t believe you.”
“I wouldn’t be giving you a line, Andrew; you know me.”
“That’s the problem.”
“What’s the problem?” he asked defensively.
“Forget it.”
He ignored my comment and stared at the woman in question. He
then followed up his staring by saying, in daydreaming undertones, “Yup.
That girl’s got class. A real quality showgirl she is. M’mm—m’mm.”
Lenny reaffirmed his fantasizing with a continuous nod as he tossed the
cleaning rag down, still staring at LaRae.
A customer hollered at him for another drink, but before he left, he
patted my forearm and said, “Let me tell you something, Andrew. You
know me. I’ve been around, see. Take a bit of advice from ole Lenny.” He
leaned within inches of my ear and whispered, “Forget her. The facts are
cruel, but plain.” He said slowly, teacher-like, “Royalty doesn’t date casino
help, especially ones from the kitchen. Besides, she’s probably waiting for
some high and mighty gambler who’s got a wad and a half of Franklins.”
I waved him off in jest, yet his comment jabbed me below the belt.
“Thanks a lot, Lenny; I knew I could count on you for positive reinforcement.”
“Part of the job, Andrew, part of the job,” he said, grinning as he hurried off to serve.
I glanced at the woman a few times, acting like I was looking around,
thinking maybe Lenny was right. Her coal dreadlocks, her goddess skin
tone, and the way she held herself announced to the world that she was
of rich, dignified heritage. I contemplated these features that were without
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question while watching her cross her shiny, black legs.
As she looked to find the bartender, she found me instead. She smiled
and nodded as though she were saying “yes” to my every wish. Of course,
I thought she was humoring me, since I was still in my cook’s uniform,
which was a tainted white getup with a few vomit-looking stains blotted
here and there. Fortunately most of them were on my stomach and lap
and out of sight. In spite of my humbling night-shift attire, which I usually change after work, the woman continued glancing and smiling at me
while playing with her tailored dreadlocks. Not only was I flattered and
getting constant hormone rushes, but I almost spilled my drink and fell
off the chair when she floated over and politely asked, in a heavy accent,
if she could sit on the stool next to me. Her European accent almost
knocked me over, but I stood my ground and found enough courage to
say, “I would be honored.”
As she moved with fluid motion, her scent surrounded me and filled
my nostrils; it reminded me of coconuts and a tropical, balmy beach. I
was so enraptured by this woman’s attractive presence that I heard myself
asking if I could buy her a drink. She accepted and ordered the house’s
merlot. I ordered another gin and tonic with a queen-size Spanish olive.
“If you wouldn’t mind,” she slowly said, smiling as she spoke, “I would
like to know the name of this handsome man who buys me a drink
wearing a cook’s uniform?”
I chuckled. “Yeah, I know I’m not the most finely dressed man in the
place, but I had such a rough day in the kitchen that I didn’t feel like
changing. I needed a drink more than a change of clean clothes. Just don’t
look here and here,” I said pointing to my stains. “I wouldn’t want you to
get an upset stomach.” The woman laughed. “Besides, how was I to know
I would meet a beautiful woman such as you at Vegas’ most glamorous
High Top nightclub?”
She laughed shyly and wrapped a dreadlock around her slender, black
finger. I wanted to answer her question by reciting my full name then and
there, but Lenny distracted me by arriving with the drinks. He waited
with his cleaning rag, pretending to wipe spots that weren’t there. After
several awkward moments, I politely had to tell him that we didn’t need
anything else. He sighed loudly, squinted his bloodshot eyes at me, and
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left. I think he was flabbergasted and probably jealous that kitchen help
was having a drink with royalty.
Finally, I looked this bold woman in the eye and softly said, “Hi. My
name is Andrew Sharpai. How ya doing?” I felt stupid saying the “how ya
doing” thing because it was just a dumb, nervous, juvenile thing to say at
the moment.
She returned my look, smiled, and replied, “Hi. I’m LaRae DuFont,
and I’m doing fine.” She scrunched her smooth, apple-butter shoulders,
and I nearly passed out from the sex appeal.
I responded like a bumpkin again, saying her name sounded French,
like mine—Sharpai (pronounced shar-pay). She giggled while sipping
her wine, saying, “But of course I’m French. Can’t you tell by my accent?”
As she giggled, the wine goblet dangled from her fingertips, causing the
eloquent juice to swish around. Her fingernails were quite obvious at this
point, and I could tell they were professionally manicured, having silver
stars painted against a lavender background. When I mentioned how
beautiful they were and asked why she chose stars, she brightened up. She
said she always had stars painted on her nails when it was her father’s
birthday. It was he who told her that if you shoot for the moon and miss,
you will still have the stars to reach for.
To satisfy my own curiosity, I had to find out if she really was the
dancer Lenny claimed. “So, LaRae, Lenny tells me that you are the most
sought-after show dancer in Vegas.”
“Yes, that’s true, but who is this Lenny?”
I pointed at the balding man behind the bar, busy running here and
there making drinks, and said, “That guy.”
“I figured so, since you and he couldn’t keep your eyes off of me earlier.”
“I’m so sorry, LaRae; forgive me. I couldn’t help myself.”
“That’s okay,” she said with a smile.
“Lenny likes to talk about famous people who he’s talked to or just
seen.”
“I see, but I don’t consider myself famous. I just like to dance. What is
you like to do, Andrew?”
“I mostly like to cook. Someday, I’d like to have my own cooking
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show.”
“No kidding. How fascinating.” She was staring at me now, making
me nervous. I had to say something and quick, “I’m also interested in the
paranormal.”
“Really?” she said, deeply concerned as she sat her wine glass down.
“But enough about me. I want to hear more about you,” I insisted.
Her chocolate eyes enlarged with this surprised look as if she was saying,
Guys usually want girls to listen to them, not the other way around.
“Okay,” she softly said.
LaRae started by saying that she was currently performing at The High
Top casino, which of course, has the kitchen I work in as a prep cook. She
also mentioned that she was the lead dancer of the most sought-after
dance group in Vegas. Lenny was right about her after all. She added with
enthusiasm that she always wanted to be a dancer as far back as she could
remember. Her myriad of dreadlocks flopped about as her head jerked
from laughter while she explained that when she was a little girl, she
would bounce and hop around their front room until it made the rest of
her family nervous and crabby. She then would take her practice out in
the yard, or the French fields, and dance with the hired help, the dog, the
cat, her dolls, or by herself. LaRae continued, saying, how much she
missed her hometown of Saint Emilion. Of course I had no idea where
Saint Emilion was, so she educated me that it is a town located about
thirty-five miles east of Bordeaux in the southwestern part of France.
This, of course, is located on the “right bank” or north side of the Dordogne River. She went on about how beautiful the countryside and how
luscious the soil is, “Just right for growing grapes,” she added. LaRae
described it with such vigor that I wanted to go there, with her, of course.
And when she mentioned how close Saint Emilion was to the Bay of
Biscay, not more than seventy miles as the crow flies, I had to interrupt
and say that I would love to go and dig my toes in the beaches of southern
France. She paused, gave me a loving smile, and tilted her head. Her vibes
were so strong with passion that I thought for sure she was going to kiss
me right then and there and book us a flight. Instead, she resumed her
story by elaborating how this Saint Emilion area is known for excellent
wines made primarily from the merlot grape variety. LaRae emphasized
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with both hands and fingers slightly bent, as if pleading for mercy, while
manicured stars twinkled on her fingernails, that she longed to return to
the countryside where her father owned a winery. It was there she would
run and dance through the vineyards, sneaking to eat as many grapes as
possible and spend every afternoon as if it were Sunday. “Someday,” she
said as though she was a great distance away, “I want to return and relive
those carefree days and of course see my father and mother.”
I was about to ask her if she wanted another glass of wine, but she beat
me to the question when she asked if I would mind listening to a story.
When I asked about what, she said the story leaned toward the paranormal spectrum of things. I eagerly encouraged her, unaware it was a
story not of her personal childhood experience, or simply something she
heard, but a story taken from the Holy Bible.
“It had been three days since Jesus was crucified,” LaRae began. “Mary
Magdalene went to the tomb where they had buried him. When she
arrived, she saw the huge stone had been rolled away. Mary ran and found
the apostles, telling them what she saw. Some of them followed her and
saw for themselves that the stone had been rolled away and the burial
clothes were still lying next to where Jesus had been buried. Dumbfounded, they returned home, but Mary stayed outside of the tomb,
crying. As she wept, she looked inside the tomb and saw two angels in
white seated where Jesus had been buried. The angels asked Mary why
she was crying. ‘They have taken my Lord away,’ Mary said, ‘but I do not
know where they have put him.’ While talking, Mary sensed someone
behind her. She turned and saw a man standing. Not knowing the man
was Jesus, she assumed he was the gardener.”
LaRae added, “I think it is interesting that Mary did not recognize
Jesus after all the time she spent with him. I think something happened
to Mary’s senses at this point.”
“What?” I asked, totally mesmerized by her story.
“I think Mary didn’t recognize Jesus because he didn’t look like he used
to look.”
“What do you mean?”
“I think he was in his glorified body.”
I was too ignorant and afraid of the truth to ask what this meant.
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LaRae continued, “When Mary saw this man standing there, she said
nothing. The man spoke and said, ‘Woman, why are you crying, and
who is it that you are looking for?’ Thinking he was the gardener she said,
‘Sir, if you have taken him, please tell me where so I can go and get him.’
Jesus said to her, ‘Mary.’ Mary reached for her Lord’s hand and cried out,
saying, ‘Teacher! Teacher!’ Jesus told her, ‘You can not touch me until I
go to my Father who is in heaven. Go and tell my disciples what you have
seen.’ Mary ran to tell the disciples, being filled with unspeakable joy,
that her Lord had risen from the dead.”
LaRae fell silent and looked down. Though the bar had become noisy
with chatter, clinking glasses, and light rock music, I fell in a trance,
wondering why in the world this gorgeous woman would tell me—a
stranger in a dirty cook’s uniform—this profound story over drinks in a
fancy nightclub. I was confused. Was she mocking me? Is she a preacher’s
daughter, religious freak, student of the Bible, or just plain different than
the average thirty-something, single female? I studied the variety of liquor
bottles and the mirrored background. I saw reflections flashing, expanding,
contorting and blurry images of people hurrying to talk to their own
disciples. My thoughts looked like these images and took a turn on the
profound scene LaRae had just painted. I pictured Jesus in a garden with
a hoe in his hand, cultivating plants. I even imagined the clunking sound
of the hoe hitting the dirt, separating and dicing it. For the second time,
out of the corner of my eye, I noticed LaRae. This time she was smiling
at me in the mirror.
“Are you okay?” she asked.
A fluttery rush of tickles excited me as I viewed her exotic beauty and
profound story. I had to ask, “Yes, I’m okay. Just thinking about your
story. It certainly makes you think.”
“It’s from the gospel of Saint John, chapter twenty, verses eleven to
eighteen. Have you ever read the Bible, Andrew?”
“On occasion, rare occasion as a matter of fact. I do consider myself a
spiritual person; however, LaRae, I’ve got to ask you, because it does
kinda seem weird that you would tell such a profound story in such a
place as this, to me, a total stranger. Why?”
“Father always told me to share what you feel is necessary. I felt a
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calling vibration from you, a vibe that impressed me so strongly that I felt
obligated to share this particular story. This story will help you search for
the truth. My father taught me to look beyond the senses and question
what we can’t see or explain. He taught me that not everything is as it
seems. There is something controlling and directing all of our paths. Like
Mary Magdalene who thought the risen Lord was the gardener, not
everything is as it seems, though you’ve seen it a million times.”
“That’s pretty deep stuff. What in the world does it mean?”
She touched the sleeve of my outfit with the tip of her finger. Her
electrified touch lasered through the cotton material and jerked my entire
body with a shiver. “Please, just think on it for a few moments. I’ll be
right back. I need to freshen up.”
“Yeah but—” And just like that she was gone. She left like how a cocktail goes when you have to calm the nerves and think about things, only
to want more and more until the excitement is blurred and the pain is
dulled. Her rapid disappearance made me ache inside for her physical
presence, with a hundred questions waiting on the tip of my tongue.
Who was this woman? What was this woman? What did she really want
from me? What game was she playing? Who in the world wanted to get
lucky with a religious nut? Some guys would dart out and get as far away
from a gospel-reciting chick who hung out in a nightclub as fast as they
could; me on the other hand, being a nut to begin with, and a sucker for
any woman that gave me the time of day, took her suggestion and thought
about the story. I remained quiet, thinking about what she said concerning Mary, Jesus, and not everything is as it seems. It confused me. I
couldn’t concentrate because there were too many distractions. Many
people were now crowding in the bar, being loud. They were talking,
laughing, touching, and playing games, intending for others to give into
their desires—not everything was as it seemed. I started doubting LaRae,
thinking she was too beautiful and educated for a greasy prep cook like
me. My God, if she only knew my jaded past, she’d be gone in a Vegas
flash. Suddenly, she surprised me by returning and sitting down on the
stool. She crossed her shiny, black legs like before. This time, though, the
dangling foot started swinging and keeping time like the second arm of a
clock. The high heel on that foot slipped off and was saved from falling
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to the floor by her toes. She snapped the shoe randomly as she swung her
foot.
“Without sounding too overbearing,” she said, as she placed her hand
on top of mine, “I’m deeply interested in your life.”
“Wait a minute, LaRae. You’re going way too fast for me. You just met
me. For all you know, I could be some whack job serial killer or some
psycho rapist. How do you know that I won’t feed you a line to get what
I want?”
She studied me intently, so intently that thoughts of “her” being a
whack job raced around in my mind. “I’ve been around a lot of men in
the entertainment business. A lot of mind games are constantly being
played out. I know the real deal when I see it. You are the only man
whom I have ever told that gospel story to. Do you think I’m some religious nut?”
“It did cross my mind.”
“I don’t blame you, but I’m the real deal, too. I don’t waste precious
energy on mind games when I can be using it to get to know an interesting man such as you.”
“Really? Are you sure?” I grinned, feeling butterflies flutter in my
stomach.
“Of course. I just told you my life story and gave you a peek of my
spiritual side; now tell me yours. Plus, I love your hazel eyes.”
“Yes, but what do you see in me that is so interesting, especially the
way I look, besides my eyes. I mean, women in your line of work usually
look down their noses at me because they know I don’t have much flash
and money.”
LaRae grinned. “You really want to know?” I nodded. “I mean, you’re
gonna think I’m crazy—you probably already do.” I nodded again. She
giggled. “Okay. It’s your uniform.”
I laughed. “My uniform? This dirty thing?” I said, plucking the getup
in a few spots.
“Yeah, your cook’s uniform,” she said as she playfully grabbed at the
same spots that I did.
“But why?” I chuckled.
“A guy dressed like you, and not ashamed of it, stands out from the
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suck-up crowd. I find that interesting, plus …” She covered up a giggle
with her slender, midnight hand. “I don’t know why I’m telling you this,
but I’m the worst person in a kitchen who you probably will ever see.
Can’t boil water. I burn toast all the time. My eggs taste like rubber bands.
Everything is either too done or not enough, and recipes are like calculus.
There now, are you satisfied that I have revealed to you my most horrid
failing?”
The bug of laughter got us both. We laughed a good one even to the
point of drawing the attention of Lenny. He looked over briefly, just long
enough to give me the jealous eye.
“Now that’s enough about me. Please tell me your story.”
“Mine ain’t paranormal or gospel like; it’s quite the opposite,” I said,
apologetic. “In fact, it’s kinda dismal. I’ve also been known to ramble.”
She smiled like she was posing for a magazine cover. “How about we
get a booth? I got time. You?”
This beautiful queen of a woman wanted to hear about my past, plus
she thought I was interesting because of my cook’s uniform. It was hard
to believe. She must be a nut but definitely a gorgeous one. I ordered
more drinks. As I escorted her to an empty booth, far in the corner of the
club, I could see mouths gaping, heads turning, and rumors starting
about the white man in a dirty cook’s uniform sharing company with the
most famous and elegant show dancer in Las Vegas. The night was young,
and I felt like the luckiest man in the world.

Chapter 2

0

To start out with, I gave LaRae the boring basics of my life. Born and
raised in Santa Fe, New Mexico; came from a family where I was the
older of two children. My dad was a critical drunk. My mother treated
me like she was Mother Superior, and my sister was too busy with her
boyfriends and girlfriends to have any kind of a decent relationship. I
explained to LaRae as concisely as I could how I left Santa Fe for Albuquerque after graduating high school and ricocheted from one minimumwage job to another, living in Arizona towns such as Showlow, St. Johns,
and Flagstaff. Then there was Moab, Utah, Grand Junction, Colorado,
and Green River, Wyoming.
“You sure traveled around a lot,” LaRae commented.
“Does that mean I’m boring you?”
“Oh no, please go on. Actually, I want to hear about the women you
met,” she said with a magazine smile that could chase away any man’s
lonesome blues.
“Now why would you think I had many relationships? Wait a minute,”
I said in jest, “it’s that powerful vibration you’re feeling from me; isn’t
it?”
She giggled and said, “You’re vibrating like a tuning fork.” She closed
11
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her eyes and pressed three fingers against her smooth forehead, just above
the bridge of her nose. She hummed in monotone. “I’m seeing the
number four—number four.”
“Oh, come on now. How’d you know that? There is no way you could
have known. Are you moonlighting as a psychic?”
She laughed. “Andrew, you’re funny. No, I’m not moonlighting as a
psychic. Please continue. I promise I won’t interrupt.”
I studied her face and found my eyes sliding down her shiny, applebutter skin. For all I care, she could be a psychic and interrupt me the rest
of my life, Just don’t leave me now. “Well, you are correct. I had four relationships before escaping to sin city. I must tell you, though; all of them
were sour and shallow.”
“Hey, that’s okay. I’ve had a few myself. Just give me the juicy details,
if you don’t mind. I get the feeling you need to get something off your
chest.” She arched her eyebrows as high as they would go. “Am I right?”
“You’re right again. Who are you? Really.”
She spoke in jest with a heavier accent than she had been speaking
with, saying, “But of course, I am LaRae DuFont from Saint Emilion,
Monsieur Sharpai.”
We laughed together and ended the amusement by staring into each
other’s eyes. LaRae removed her high heels and began to rub my legs with
her feet. She encouraged me to continue. She really had me under her
thumb now. I’d do anything for this woman, even rob the place in my
cook’s uniform with a fake weapon, if she asked me to.
“Well, I dated a pole dancer in Flagstaff. Let me tell you; she was so
wild on one hand and way off the edge on the other. It got to be too
much for me. You wouldn’t happen to be experienced in that form of
dancing would you?” I boldly asked.
“Afraid not,” she said with half a smile. “I think girls dance that manner
because they want attention or power over men’s desires, or they’re just
desperate, thinking it is the only thing they can do to make a lot of
money real fast. But you are allowed to dream of me swinging on a pole.”
She giggled.
“Thanks for your permission.” I hung my head and thought twice
about revealing personal details of relationships. Like LaRae’s kitchen
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failures, mine were relationships, yet somehow those two failures didn’t
seem to equally balance out. I must admit that I was feeling reluctant.
“It’s okay if it’s too painful,” LaRae said softly. “I understand. We can
talk about something else.”
LaRae and I silently stared out the huge picture windows into the neon
summer night; it looked busy. I felt stupid about revealing my past until
she touched my hand and sparks flew, which lit a passionate fire within
me. This woman made me feel so comfortable and so at ease that strength
came over me, a manly strength that only a good-hearted woman can
bring. I wanted her. I wanted LaRae to clothe me like my uniform and
never take it off. It was time to reveal the truth. She did, so why couldn’t
I?
“Well, in Moab, I lived with a bouncy girl named Cindy. Cindy was
outgoing but liked to spend time at home—home being a twelve-bysixty mobile. We watched a lot of TV and movies. She also had a deceiving
evil side that I never saw coming until it was way too late. Cindy tricked
me into thinking I got her pregnant and had to pay for the abortion. I
did. Later I found out the child was not mine. She was fooling around
with some local loser while I was at work.”
LaRae stared at her wine glass in silence.
“Then there was Louise, of Grand Junction, the country singer/songwriter who called the police on me for physical abuse. I had to serve out
community service for that one. All I did was pinch her cheek very hard
because she wrote a song about me saying that I was a dumb bum and a
two-timing drunk. What was even worse was that she constantly sang it
at the Best Western bar she performed at. Even some of the locals snubbed
me, thinking I was the loser she sang about. Of course, it really wasn’t me
at all; it was Louise’s vivid imagination. She’d do anything for a juicy
theme to a song. The song eventually got me fired from the kitchen of the
Best Western because the locals refused to order anything while I was
cooking. She then wrote a droopy, empty-headed, pity-me song about
the whole scene, and in the end, she gave up on men entirely and became
a lesbian. The local bar scene at the Best Western ate it up and made her
a celebrity, yet it ruined my chance at becoming top cook and definitely
put my reputation in the crapper. I left town as quickly as I could.”
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“Then last but not least was Carla of Green River, Wyoming. Carla
dyed her hair a dozen plus times since I was with her. It felt like I was
with another woman every time. Later on, I found out that was her point,
making herself into another woman. In her bleached-out mind, she could
excuse her nymphomaniac behavior because she thought a change of hair
color made her a different woman. Boy oh boy, was she nuts, and I suppose I was too for staying with her. You see, whenever I was with Carla, I
had to carry a condom because of her sex-crazed logic. She was so crazed
that we did it in a port-a-john at the county fair with a line and a half of
bladder-busting people waiting their turn. Can you believe it? She wanted
it so bad that she wouldn’t wait for a condom. I got her pregnant and
paid for the abortion besides. I’m sorry to say that now—very sorry
indeed. With her sexually wild behavior, I’m not sure if the child was
mind.”
LaRae finally looked up from her glass. Her luscious, chocolate eyes
drooped and swelled with tears.
“I sure made some bad decisions,” I continued, not realizing how my
rambling sorrows were making LaRae cry. “Throughout the four towns
and four women, I had turned from a free-minded, sober romantic to a
two-bit drunken cook. I literally was led by a leash, crawling on hands
and knees with tongue wagging and hanging down like a panting, wornout dog that never had the chance to experience the energy of an openminded woman. When I finally cut the leash from Carla the
nymphomaniac, I looked like a puffy, black-eyed, poopy, lanky, thirtyyear-old creature from the lagoon of broken hearts. The only good thing
to come out of the mess unharmed was my original sandy-colored hair.
Despite the results of these jagged affairs, and the irresistible taste for
distilled spirits, I developed a curiosity for the paranormal side of reality,
thinking this would bring me a level of sanity. More importantly, I stuck
with the restaurant trade of washing greasy gook off dishes, flipping eggs,
and slinging hash and pursued any joint that had the nerve to hire me.
And bing, bang, boom, here I am as a prep cook at the Top Hat casino of
beautiful downtown Las Vegas, Nevada.”
I looked at her. Finally, her reaction kicked me right between the
eyes.
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LaRae wiped her eyes and turned her gaze out the window. I was about
to cry and go hang myself for revealing my jaded past in a rambling, hobo
kind of way. I was getting ready to apologize clear to Sunday and order
more drinks when a shiny, beautiful couple appeared at our table. The
hard-bodied girl apparently knew LaRae from some modeling shoot. The
guy looked like he just stepped out of an entertainment magazine with
his crop of hair, sexy piercings, and trendy tattoos. I felt sorry for LaRae
because it was the worst time to encounter someone like this, since her
face was wet with tears. The couple made such a big deal about the tears
that they didn’t give the poor girl a chance to explain; instead, they went
on and on, constantly glaring at me as if I upset her. Then without taking
a breath, they showered her with a bunch of suck-up b.s. on what a talented and creative dancer she was. I sat there lonely as my cocktail napkin,
contemplating what to do. I was about to excuse myself to the men’s
room when the phony couple finally left. LaRae was looking deep into
the laminated tabletop, but I knew that she wasn’t really looking at it. She
probably was thinking about the phony couple, my life story, or perhaps
the embarrassment that she just experienced. I think she needed another
drink. I sure could use one.
I slowly reached for her hand, hoping she would see the gesture. When
I touched her, I asked as softly and understandingly as I could, “You
okay? I’m sorry if I made you cry with my rambling. Would like another
glass of wine?”
“I’m sorry, Andrew. I have to leave.”
“Leave? Was it something I said, something I did? I didn’t mean to talk
so much about myself,” I said, afraid that I was going to lose her in the
abyss of single life.
I could tell from her deep sigh that she was building up strength. “No,
not you at all—you’re sweet, Andrew,” she sniffled. One of her talented
big toes touched my leg and gently caressed it. “I bet you make a good
breakfast—omelets, yes?”
“Why, yes, I do,” I said out of surprise.
“Spend the night with me, and you can show me how good your
omelets are in the morning.”
I was stunned speechless.
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There was a watery twinkle in her chocolate eyes when she took my
hand. She said, “Well, what are we waiting for?”
It was 8:03 a.m. when I tiptoed around the bedroom and bath and
proceeded to get dressed. I figured I’d sneak out and leave a note that I
would call later in the evening. As I yawned deep and long, I thought it
was the right thing to do not to hang around any longer, even though
LaRae wanted me to cook her breakfast. I suppose I wanted to lead her
on and have her come running after me for a second time just to make
sure she wasn’t playing a head trip on me.
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