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"Are you ready to scoot?" Hannah calls to me. I poke my head out the door of my room.

"Give me a second, will ya. I'm still packing," I say. I can't believe I'm finally heading away from the grueling grind of living in this small community and working on the network at the school. We get a spring break, so it fits in with a lot of other places. Hannah moved to the city with her college friend, Fran. I have yet to meet Fran since Hannah attended college in the city and I stayed behind and took the position with the school after I graduated. Our mother often laughs at how her two kids took off in opposite directions once we graduated high school. I chose the State University down south because they gave me a full ride scholarship. I ended up coming back to our little hometown when my old school offered the position as the head of the computer department. It was a job I couldn't resist.

I am eager to get to the city to see how my big sister lives. She often tells tales of watching live shows, attending the trendy clubs, shopping, and just the sight-seeing. I drive for the first couple hundred miles and we trade off. She wants me to be a passenger, so I can see the city for the first time. A small-town boy entering the big city for the first time sends shivers up my spine. I feel like a teen again gathering the excitement of attending an amusement park. Only I'm not a boy any longer, but a grown man who's open to trying new things. I grin as the lights emanate into the skyline ahead. Behind us, the sun is setting in the west and we're heading into the inky darkness of night.

"The city isn't dark at night. It's fully lit, so bright that even the night sky looks gray," Hannah says excitedly. She's loving my reaction.

Suddenly, the cityscape comes into view. We're pausing at a toll road as I peer over the dash. The tall skyscrapers loom ahead, twinkling with lights where people are still there, at work, or at their homes. I'm not sure which.

"People live in some of the buildings. They have businesses on the lower levels and apartments above. The penthouses are the priciest of all in the city. Fran and I have a brownstone. We're located close to the thriving center of the city, but off on a quaint and quiet street. Low crime in our neighborhood. We even have cobblestones for the road. It's very nice. We have three levels, with the top level being the guest room and bath and an office. It's different from the spacious houses in our small hometown," Hannah explains.

I'm giddy as we drive closer. The skyscrapers are huge, incredible. The closer we get the bigger the buildings look.

"They are big. Twenty, thirty stories high. We'll hit the taller ones. Some charge just to walk through the front doors for tourists. They find a way to make a buck. You won't want to drive yourself anywhere while here. We park out front, parallel. There's just enough space for two vehicles per home. If we have visitors, they have to park at the lot up the road and pay a fee. There's a bus stop at the corner. Or you can walk three blocks to the Subway. It's all right there. You'll take the bus and Subway. I bought you passes to both. If you decide to go to one of the burbs, you'll take the train." Hannah is as excited about my first ventures in the big city as she is to show me around. I love it.

"What about the women? Any good-looking women here?" I ask and grin big.

"Yes, Hunter. Lots of pretty girls here. Fran's not too bad either," she says.

Fran. Her roommate and best friend from college. She's a couple of years older than me and a bonified city slicker. I'm not sure she and I would have anything in common. But it might be fun for the stay. Who knows? I'm reserving my judgment of her until I meet her in person. I'm not sure I want to date my sister's best friend anyway. We drive for another half an hour through the crowded city streets. I'm amazed by the sheer number of people on foot and driving in cars. There are more cabs than anything. Hannah says cabs are expensive and only useful if we need to go someplace fast.

We finally pull off the main drag and onto the quaint residential areas. "Are these yours?" I ask as we drive by connected homes. I know the brownstones are connected.

"Not yet. These are townhouses. But we're on a cobblestone street, remember. We have old trees and face the harbor across the streets. It's a very nice neighborhood."

Hannah makes good money working for the museum. She's a history major and that's why she lives in the city. The museum was a natural choice given her degree. She loves it and meets all sorts of interesting people. Fran works as a cosmetics department manager at one of the largest retail department stores in the city. She studied fashion and merchandising and was hired around the same time as Hannah.

Finally, we pull onto a cobblestoned street. The car bumps along and she grins at me. "Almost there," she says.

I fill with excitement and anticipation about being here with her. She pulls up and parallel parks perfectly between a blue sedan and a little yellow sports car. I grin as I note the yellow car is parked in front of her brownstone. "Fran’s?"

"Oh yes. She's flashy. You'll see," Hannah says as she exits the car. Once we grab my bags I follow her up the sidewalk and the steep steps to the front door. Peering up I see the three stories that make up her home. Across the street is another street and then the harbor beyond. A ferry sounds its horn as it sails by. A larger barge is heading in the opposite direction.

"Wow, that's neat, to hear that," I say.

"Yeah, you'll hear it all through the night too. I was as enthused about it as you are when we first moved in. But it's a sound of prestige. The brownstones don't come cheap and we were so lucky to grab this one. It's a long-term lease," Hannah says.

Hannah thrusts her key into the doorknob and then into the deadbolt. She opens it and steps inside. I'm struck by how homey the place is, how warm and cozy. It's like a craftsman style home. The small entryway cuts off from the main living area. We walk around the wall with decorative scrolled wooden columns. The living room is to the right and the kitchen to the left. Dark wooden panels line the walls in the living room, giving it an older era feel, but their furniture makes it feel light and airy. Cushy chairs and sofa in ivory sit in a conversation style in the middle of the living room. Behind it is a bookshelf filled with books and knick-knacks. The TV is popped into a corner, nondescript as it's not the main focus of the room. The stairs are on the far right and lead up half way. The ceiling reveals the third story stairs are right above it.

A small dining table in dark oak sits in the dining area just in front of the small U-shaped kitchen. Just adjacent to the stairs is a small room, a laundry room, and a small toilet and sink quarter bathroom. Hannah shows me around and we step out from the kitchen, from a French door that leads to the tiny backyard. They have a small picnic table with an umbrella and a grill with a tiny patch of grass. I chuckle.

"Hey, around here this is huge. It's about all we get of true nature along with the giant trees out front too." Hannah laughs with me.

When we head back in, someone is coming down the stairs. Fran appears, her light brown eyes peer over me.

"Fran! This is my baby brother, Hunter. Hunter, Fran," Hannah says.

I step up to the petite young lady. Her brown curls bounce just above her shoulders. "Hello, Hunter. At last. How was your trip?" she asks. She has a husky voice and very inquisitive eyes. She smiles at me, causing me to shift on my feet. Suddenly, I'm very attracted to my sister's roommate.

"We had an uneventful trip," I say.

We end up sitting in the living room after I put my bags in the guest room on the third floor and talk. Fran and I hit it off and long before I'm ready to turn in Hannah yawns big. "Sorry, guys, I need some shut eye. Hunt, you have everything you need?" she asks.

"I think so, sis. Have a good night," I say.

"Would you care for a nightcap? I fancy a small goblet of scotch myself," Fran says. She's so upscale and worldly and I want desperately
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