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    For my familiar, Simba. 

      

    

My Thanks

I’d like to thank all the readers for their support with this series.  I value each and every one of you.
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And for those of us who live life a bit different than others?  Laugh loudly?  Dance to the music in our head?  Delight in things others don’t notice?  This one?  This one is for you, loves.

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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Chapter 1
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Megan sighed and looked through her dresser for something to wear.  Sunday dinners at Mom’s were usually casual, but suddenly they were adding people left and right.  First, Colleen hooked up with Spencer.  Now Heather with Montgomery.

She grinned.  Thanks to her.

Megan did her “I’m so right” shimmy and continued rifling through her clothes.  She threw several shirts on the bed and frowned.  When was the last time she went shopping?  She picked up another shirt and smelled it.  Or did laundry?

“So unfair,” she muttered and threw herself on the bed.  It would be nice to have a housekeeper and cook.  Someone to do her laundry and cook meals and all that.  Mom took care of her and her sisters growing up.  She seemed less inclined these days as Megan was an adult.  Chronologically.

Two of her sisters had mates now.  Colleen was actually a Dragon Queen.  Megan frowned.  She was betting that came with waitstaff of some sort.  And a gorgeous dragon husband who could fly.  Megan couldn’t even find a guy with his own car.  People were so difficult nowadays.

She ran her fingers through her red curls and lay prone on the bed.  It wouldn’t matter to her family if she showed up in her pajamas.  But Megan refused to let herself slide that far.  Tempting, though it was.  They already thought she couldn’t keep a job.  Why feed rumors that she was letting her appearance go to hell?  Thanks, ego.  Nice of you to show up.

Megan rolled off the bed and put her hands on her hips.  It’s not that she didn’t want to work.  No.  Not at all.  She became bored so quickly the novelty wore off within a week, if not sooner.

She could groom any animal.  She could give a manicure/pedicure.  She could wrangle a tiger.  She could crochet and knit and cross-stitch.  She could change a tire and a battery and the oil.  She could cut hair and make shoes and design a garden.  She could build a shed and belly dance.  She could cook and make wine and set up a clam bake.  She could design a wedding dress and photograph the wedding.  She could blow glass and edit a book and teach a classroom.  She could pierce skin and teach yoga and sing a love song.  She could code and bake and paint.

But then what would she do?

Colleen was God’s gift to the sighted.  Heather’s brain was as big as the universe so it was no surprise, she wanted to study said universe.  Philanthropic Paisley.  Always making sure there was enough for everyone.

Megan frowned.  She was sure her current occupational status would be fodder for discussion this evening.  That would be unemployed.  Again.  She’d never been fired.  She’d simply quit as soon as the novelty wore off.  Sometimes a week.  Sometimes two.  But it always wore off.

She could hear her mother’s sigh now.  She often heard it in her sleep.  Megan rolled her eyes.  She was sporadic.  So what?  Lots of people didn’t know what they wanted to do with their lives.  She worked.  She paid her bills.  Her niche was out there somewhere.  And she wouldn’t stop until she found it.

Megan straightened her shoulders and walked over to the closet.  She yanked out a pair of printed harem pants with bold jewel colors racing in stripes up and down the legs.  The crop top hung next to it, and she pulled it out.

It was as close to pajamas as she would likely come at these dinners.  Megan took a quick shower and hopped out.  She pulled most of her hair into a small bun on top of her head and let the other red hair curl around her face.  She changed clothes and slid her feet into soft cobalt blue slippers that matched her outfit.

Megan studied herself in the mirror and nodded.  The top hung to the waistband of her pants so her belly button ring stayed hidden.  Her Mom could be crazy about piercings and tattoos.  She was pretty sure Mom knew she had piercings, but she tried to be respectful and not flaunt them.

Megan and her gypsy soul loved both.  Grace seemed adamant that her children have neither.  Megan chose to use her body as a canvas.  But places that her mother would likely never see.  The thought made her grin.

As soon as she turned eighteen, her ass was in the chair being inked up with a small green vine high on her left thigh.  She touched it through her pants and smiled.  It had been the first of many small pieces of art scattered about her body.  Flowers and butterflies and words.  Symbols and stars.

They meant something to her.  Each had its own story.  A place in her life that bookmarked an occasion or feeling.  Who could frown at that?  Besides.  It was her skin.  Hers.  And after sharing a house with three sisters, she liked the fact she had control of the art she chose to have on herself.

Megan put on a bit of eyeshadow in dark green, and some bright red lipstick.  Instead of clashing, it brought out the red in hair beautifully.  She may have tweaked the chemistry in the shade a bit.  But who would know?  It suited her.  Well, Spencer might.  Since he could see through magic, but she was counting on his discretion to not say she looked like a clown.

****
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Spencer and Colleen, Heather and Montgomery, and even Paisley arrived before she did.  Megan smoothed down her top and pulled a forest green jacket over her arms.  Maybe her late arrival would guarantee she wouldn’t have to help in the kitchen.

She grinned as she hopped out of her car and onto the path to the front door.  The wind blew lazily through the trees, and she threw her head back to inhale the aroma of the evening.  A fireplace burned its fragrant smoke into the night, and she inhaled deeply.  Perhaps she should start using her fireplace as well.  

There never seemed to be enough time.  Megan always had someplace to be or something to do.  Home was great, but she didn’t see nearly enough of it.  Too busy experiencing all life had to offer.

She didn’t have four doctorates or a degree of any kind.  Megan excelled in being a student of life.  Book studies bored her to tears.  But practical hands-on learning?  She yearned for it.  She needed it.  It soothed her gypsy soul.  There was so much to do in the big wide world.

Megan walked down the pathway to the front door and smiled as it swung inwards for her.  She patted the aged oak and stepped inside.  The warmth hit her first.  It always did.  Yes.  It was warmer than outside, but it felt warm inside her.  This house held all her childhood memories, and she loved it dearly.

The smell of roast wafted from the kitchen and into the front room.  Megan hung her coat and walked into the kitchen.

Spencer and Colleen stood on the other side of the kitchen island.  He with his arm around her while she sipped her red wine.  Heather and Montgomery laughed at something Paisley said while their sainted mother put the lid back on the crockpot and turned to her family.

Grace smiled at her daughter.  “Set the table, please, Megan.”

“On it.”  Megan blew kisses to everyone and then pulled China from the cabinets.  She hustled into the dining room and quickly set the table.  She loved roast and potatoes.  Always had.  Everyone was home and happy.  Looked to be a wonderful dinner.  Maybe her lack of occupation would be skipped over.

She stepped back into the kitchen and grinned.  “Table is set.”

Spencer kissed Colleen’s cheek and then poured Megan a glass of wine.  “For you, sister.”  

Megan took the glass and hugged him with her other arm.  “Thanks, Dragon King.”

He chuckled.  Colleen shook her head.

“Montgomery, will you please carry the crockpot into the living room?”  Grace motioned to the large pot, and he nodded.

“Of course, Grace.”

“Spencer, please bring the wine.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

They filed into the dining room and sat at the table.  It was rather a good thing the table had a large leaf they could utilize.  Their family seemed to be growing.  They settled down, and Grace said a blessing over their food and family.

Paisley looked over at Megan.  “Will you be leaving any roast for the rest of us?”

Megan rolled her eyes.  “Blondie, you have a gift for exaggeration.”

“I have a gift?”  Paisley’s jaw dropped.

“Yes,” Megan replied, the picture of innocence.  

Montgomery coughed behind his hand, and Megan looked over and winked.  Heather patted his leg under the table.

“I’ve made plenty.”  Grace removed the lid and set it on the small table behind her.  “A cold night such as this demands a warm meal.”  She scooped roast and potatoes on her plate and then passed it around.

When everyone had a full plate, they began eating.  Spencer opened the conversation to talk about a project that his company wanted to work on next.  Colleen added that she would be helping with some of the preliminary tests.

Montgomery spoke about his various work sites, and Heather chimed in with some deep talk about serious data her colleague in Switzerland had sent.

Paisley thanked both men, again, for their help with the shelter.  Montgomery’s specs used every inch of space to maximize the gift of the building from Spencer.

Megan smiled where appropriate and continued to eat her roast.  Paisley finished her breakdown of the new building, and it grew quiet.  She glanced at Megan.

Megan inwardly sighed but lifted her eyebrow.  “Yes?”

“How was your week?”

“Quite lovely, thank you.”  Megan took a sip of wine.

“That’s it?”  Paisley frowned.

Megan lifted her chin.  “Spit it out, Blondie.”

Heather opened her mouth to forestall the question, but it spilled from Paisley’s lips a mere second before Heather could make a sound.

“Do you still have a job?”

“My job and I have parted ways.”  Megan took another sip of wine and met the eyes of those around the table.  “For those of you new to this lovely Sunday ritual, this is the part where my sisters, especially this one,” she pointed at Paisley, “read me the occupational riot act about my irresponsibility.”  She set her wineglass down and folded her hands in front of her.  “But I’m not quite in the mood this evening.”

“We love you, Megan.”  Grace looked at her child and smiled.  “And we are only worried you are not happy.”

“I know of someone who needs a caretaker for his house.”  Spencer glanced over and met Megan’s dark green eyes.

“A housekeeper?”  She tilted her head to the side.

“A little more than that.”  Spencer sighed.  “But he’s an artist and a bit temperamental.”

Paisley glanced at Megan and then made a slashing motion across her neck.

Megan looked over at her younger sister and then back at Spencer.  “Paisley is trying to tell you, in her own special juvenile way, is that I’m temperamental enough for two, and it might not be a good fit.”  She paused.  “Is he a dragon?”

“No.”

“Does he know you are?”

“It’s never come up.”

She nodded.  “A caretaker for his house?”

“Wade tends to let everything slide when he creates.  Bills forgotten.  Time is an abstract concept for him.  He needs a clean house to create in and space to be left to his own devices.  He’s been through several caretakers this month.  His work is suffering.”

“How do you know him?”

Spencer smiled.  “He’s an incredibly gifted artist.  We use his work for our advertisements.  I own several pieces.  I respect his gift.  He won’t sell anything to anyone who doesn’t appreciate his work.”  He shook his head.  “I purchased a portrait about a week ago, and he was ready to pull out his hair.  Artistic people stifled is not a good thing.  They nearly implode.”

Megan smiled.  “I’ll give it a shot.”  She glanced at Paisley.  “Satisfied?”

“You haven’t gotten the job yet.”

“I will.”  Megan took another sip of wine.  She glanced at Spencer.  “Do you have a phone number?”

Spencer pulled his wallet out and removed a small light blue card.  He handed it to Megan, and she read the simple writing stamped in gold lettering:  Wade Collins.  Artist.  She flipped the card over and looked at the handwritten phone number.

“Not exactly inviting, is he?”

Spencer shrugged easily.  “He doesn’t have to be, honestly.  He only wants a clean house with little interruption.”

The entire table looked at Megan as she slid the business card into her pocket.  “Well, that was an invigorating intervention.  Think I’ll shove off now and go practice being quiet.”

“Don’t go, Brat.”  Heather pleaded.  “I’ve made cinnamon sugar pie crust.  I know how much you love it.”

“Thanks, Heather.”  Megan smiled.  “But I’m a bit tired and need to go home.  If Mom will pack me a to-go bag, I’ll visit the restroom and then be ready to leave.”

The entire table was quiet until she shut the bathroom door behind her.  Then she could hear whispered voices.  They were worried about her.  Family did that.  Fine.  But did everyone feel the need to try and control her life?  She took the business card out of her pocket and fingered the edges.  She’d see this artist and inquire about the job.  But if it didn’t work out, then she’d be back on the receiving end of pitying glances and veiled help.  Ugh.

Megan washed her hands and dried them on the lovely pumpkin-colored towels Grace hung.  She stood in the bathroom looking at the pumpkin ceramics that Grace made and the potpourri with soothing herbs and scents in the sprawling wicker basket.  The large pewter mirror scrolled with secret spells and protections.  The same mirror she’d used since she could use the small step stool and see herself.

She looked at herself closely.  Curly red hair.  Forest green eyes.  Pert nose.  Generous mouthy mouth.  Light freckles across her cheeks.  Thirty years old and hadn’t kept a job for more than two weeks in over a decade and a half.  Megan closed her eyes and traced the bottom half of the mirror frame delicately.  

It soothed her as a small girl, and it did the same now.  She would be fine.  She would always be fine.  Still hadn’t found that niche yet, but she didn’t give up.

Megan opened her eyes and lifted her chin.  She turned to open the door and found Spencer a couple of feet away.  She paused and looked up at him.

“Yes, Dragon King?”

Spencer smiled down at her.  “You can call me ‘your highness’”.

She started laughing.  “Smartass.”

He walked over and hugged her tightly.  He kissed the top of her curly head and looked down into her eyes.  “The job is not a pity job for you, sister.  I’m more concerned about Wade.  He needs someone who can take care of the things he cannot.  I’ve hesitated to mention it before because I thought he could work it out for himself.  Obviously not.”

“Is he really that much of a cluster?”

“He’s introverted.”  Spencer sighed and ran his hands through his short spiky hair.  “He mostly lives inside his own head which is fine.  But the worries about his house are clouding his art.  It’s starting to eat him alive.”

“Sounds like a picnic.”  Megan smiled.  “I can deal with difficult people, Spencer.  If he needs solitude, he can have all he wants.”

Spencer blew out a breath.  “I think you’ll be exactly what he needs.  Call tomorrow, if you’ve the time.  The sooner the better.”

“Yes, your highness.”  Megan saluted, and Spencer swept her back into a tight hug.  “We all love you, Megan.”

She felt the emotion clog her throat and smiled against his chest.  “I know, Spencer.  I know.  I happen to love you, too.”

He let her go and turned to walk back into the living room.

Good guy.  Megan watched him go and steadied herself.  Strong showing of emotion from others made her uncomfortable.  She’d rather verbally spar than become emotionally compromised.  One was easy to recover from.  The other?  Not so much.

Grace met her in the kitchen with a large brown paper bag.  Her dear mother with beauty etched in every inch of her features.  She could see a few light lines appearing around her eyes but age treated Grace Rivers like a friend.

“I was just thinking that it’s good you only had four children, Mom.”  Megan took the brown bag and smiled.  “Another one would have been an albino.  You’ll notice the pigmentation becomes lighter through your offspring.”

“Yes, dear.”  Grace moved closer and kissed Megan’s forehead.  “And I was just thinking that you’re perfect the way you are.”

Oh, help her.  Spencer and now her mom?  She must really be in a bad way.

Megan waved her hand in the air and tried to make light of the situation.  “You have to say that.  You’re my mom.”

Grace shook her head.  “I don’t have to say anything, child.  You know that.”  Her dark green eyes studied her third daughter.  “I don’t want you to feel like Sunday dinners are a time for your family to hijack and interrogate you.”

“The food’s good.”  Megan lifted the sack.

“I’m sorry.”  Grace frowned.  “You deserve to make your own decisions without us weighing in on every one of them.”

“Mom.”  Megan blew out a breath.  “It’s fine.  Everyone’s worried about the daughter without a job.  No problem.”

“I don’t want you to feel singled out.”  Grace placed her hands on the counter.  “And I think I’ve been blind to it before.”

The admission cut through her as clean as the sharpest knife.  All the tension she’d been holding eased through her body and away.  Megan put the bag down and walked over to her mother.  She put her arms around her and hugged her tightly.  

“Thank you.”

Grace leaned back and kissed her cheek.  “You’re quite welcome, daughter.”

Megan stepped back and picked up the brown bag again.  “I am tired, though.  I’m going to head out.”  She walked over and put her coat on quickly.  “Tell everyone I said ‘bye’.”

“Of course.”

Megan walked quickly out the front door and back down the pathway.  Her heart hammered in her chest.  She sat down, started her car, and reached out with a shaking hand to find a radio station.

Hard rock poured from her speakers as she steadied herself to drive.

What made her mom realize that all the questions and pitying glances chipped away at her?  She’d come incredibly good at acting as though it all rolled off.  But she felt it.  The Disappointing Daughter, she’d dubbed herself.

Megan shoved it out of her head with a great deal of effort and turned the music up a bit more.  She had no place to be this evening, roast and potatoes riding shotgun, and no job to wake up early for.  She would call this Wade artist guy and inquire about the job but not until she slept in a bit first.  
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Chapter 2
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Megan pulled into her driveway and shut the car off.  She grabbed her food, stepped out, and then waved her hand over the little red beauty to protect it.  Her house lit up in welcome.  Each window on the first floor shone with lamps and strings of lights.  She pulled the curtains back before she left so she could enjoy the view when she arrived home.

The two-story wood and rock home sat squarely on ten acres surrounded by trees and foliage.  It was tall as it was wide.  It always reminded her of a Buddha sitting down during meditation.  There were more windows than walls, and Megan loved the fact that no matter where she was in the house, she felt as though she were outside.  

The dying light spilled across the top of the house and the western windows in a warm orange that played peek-a-boo with the nearby trees.  The second floor boasted ivy and wisteria wrapped around wood and stone.  The dark green and light violet wreathed the rock like a lover’s embrace.

She walked up the uneven steps and reached the top of the stairs with a grin.  The stones were purposely offset to let her know when someone approached that shouldn’t be near.  Pressure points in each corresponded to her and her family’s footprints.  All others set off an alarm in the house.

The roast and potatoes felt warm in the brown bag, and Megan unlocked her front door with a heartfelt sigh of gratitude.  Home.

Megan set her food and keys on the turquoise end table beside the door and kicked her shoes off.  The living room sprawled out in front of her in a patchwork of throw rugs from purple paisley to red diamond.  Light blue circles etched in gold under her feet.  The open floor plan embraced her bohemian style and mishmash of colors and fabrics.

Most windows ran from the ceiling to approximately two feet from the floor.  Multiple bookshelves with titles ranging from fixing carburetors to building chimineas and cooking any cuisine from Thai to Amish.  Knitting.  Tile work.  Rebuilding a car engine.

Various throw pillows flung on floor and bookshelf with no concern with whether the bright yellow clashed with the light green or darkest brown.  A large Chinese fan sprawled out along the back window with blood red and kohl black blades.

Strings of lights strung haphazardly along wooden beams with paper lanterns of cobalt blue and white silver.  Large red and gold tassels swung lightly in the soft breeze from an open window she left for the wildlife to come and visit.

Every being knew the rules.  No animal could damage her home and make a mess in any way, shape, or form.  Some wily chipmunks tested her one day, and she banned them until they reached an understanding.  She always had an infinity for wild things, and she loved the fact she could be surrounded by them on a daily basis.

Two owls flew in, hooting softly, and glided to a stop on a perch by her back patio.  Megan smiled broadly and held out her hands.  The barred owls were fairly new guests.  They’d been coming around for nearly a month now.  The bonded pair with soulful brown eyes and sharp yellow beaks.  Brown streaks ran from throat down their bellies.  The slightly smaller male kept the larger female behind him.

“You two make yourself at home.  I’ll put my food away and serve you on the back balcony.”  Megan grinned and veered off to the right into the kitchen.  Her stomach still full from dinner, but her house guests needed a repast.  She shoved her roast and potatoes in the refrigerator while she liberated the cinnamon sugar pie crust.

The entire kitchen encased in glass on a balcony of sorts.  A wooden island in the center held a rainbow fruit bowl, her blender, and various cutlery.  The sink and several cabinets faced out toward the woods.  The back wall held her stove, oven, and refrigerator.  Several hanging plants, with various herbs, dipped and blew in the slight breeze filtering in from above her head.

The various cabinet drawers were all open.  Not a door in sight.  Megan stooped and grabbed a salmon-colored bowl to her left and grinned at the duo she could still see from her vantage point.

While the Circle of Life was one thing, Megan had most of her guests’ cuisine catered from the local pet store.  She kept a running tab for mice, crickets, and the like for her friends.  Whatever they did not forage for themselves, she would make up the difference, especially on a chilly night such as this.  She had roast and potatoes, after all.  Shouldn’t they have something for their bellies?

Megan slid the door between the kitchen and the back balcony to the side.  A small refrigerator tucked behind two big planted pots held exactly what the owls wanted.  She grabbed three mice out with the gloves she kept for exactly that purpose and put them in the bowl.  Megan set the bowl down and slid the door between the balcony and the living room open.

Lights shone down from the white wooden trellis and along the rock path beneath her feet.  Wooden benches and chairs smattered across the large space.  Dark ivy wound along and on top of the trellis sometimes winding down to the patio below.  There were short rock walls with plants sprinkled across the top.

Megan kicked off her shoes and sat down at a bench on the far side so she could watch her guests without being intrusive.  The male flew over first.  When he deemed it safe, the female flew over beside him on the large stone perch.

She conjured herself up a glass of soda and let the bubbles tickle her nose.  The cinnamon pie crust crunched satisfactorily in her mouth.  Several squirrels began to congregate on the rock walls, and Megan grinned in satisfaction.  Pecans and acorns spilled along the patio floor, and all her furry little friends devoured them.

The owls paid the squirrels no attention, and she appreciated the courtesy.  They’d finally hashed out a system that worked.  Wasn’t pretty for the first week or so.  Small birds came next and settled on feeders that began to descend from the trellis and its plethora of poles.

Peaceful.

Yes.  She could hear mice bones crunching, squirrels cracking nuts, and birds deseeding seeds.  But the melody on her back patio lulled her into the quiet place in her head that made everything wonderful.

Satisfied that everyone would behave, Megan slipped unobtrusively back into the house.  She put down her glass and walked slowly through her massive living room into her bedroom.

She slipped off her shirt first and threw it in the general vicinity of a laundry basket in the hall by the bathroom.  It landed a bit short, and she twirled her finger so that it made it the second time around.  Megan shimmied out of her pants and tossed them behind her into the basket.  The magic held.

Clad only in ivory silk panties and bra, Megan strolled into her bedroom and threw her arms wide.  This was her haven.

Megan’s Magnificent Mattress sat square upon a rock pedestal seven steps off the floor.  The giant posts wrapped with foliage and flowers.  Green gauzy sheets hung from each post with ivy cascading from top to bottom.  All her glorious pillows and sheets spewed across the top.  She could sleep on no other now.  She was spoiled for her plush behemoth of a bed.

Her family thought she magicked it in.  Nothing could be farther from the truth.  Every notch in the wood, every stitch of the pillow, and every leaf settled against gauze came from her own two hands.  She nicked and coached and sewed for months.  Several spells were bound in the wood along with soothing scents.

The massive bedroom sprawled before her unapologetically, and she loved every inch.  Megan strolled forward and watched the light from her silver chandelier crawl across her alabaster skin.  Thick magenta ribbons tied to it spread across the sprawling ceiling reaching out to every corner.  They dipped down the walls and were tied off with mint green tiebacks.

One long oak dresser pressed against the left wall adorned with several silver trays that held candles of every height and width.  Megan waved her hand, and the candles lit while the chandelier faded into night.  She stripped to the skin and took a running leap at her bed.  Pillows flew in the air and sheets fluttered while she giggled like a schoolgirl.

It didn’t matter here that she had no job.  It didn’t matter that she was alone.  The only thing that mattered was the peace she felt as she slid under the pale pink sheet and drifted off to sleep.
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Chapter 3
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Megan woke the next morning with the sun spilling across the ceiling of her bedroom.  She pushed the mop of red curls from her eyes and stretched luxuriously.  Breakfast would probably be a bagel or some toast.  Slap some caffeine in there, and she would be ready to contact the temperamental artist for a job.

She slid from the mattress onto the first step and walked slowly into her master bath.  Windows spread across three of the four walls.  Some only extended halfway down while others touched the floor.  She had worked some magic on the old clawed tub against the left wall.  She’d expanded it twice its original size and splattered tiny multicolor tiles on the outside.  They shone in the morning light with a pearlescent glow.  The old claws replaced by solid gold that held the bathtub off the floor.  The fixtures also gold.

There were beaded chains hanging from the ceiling all the way around the toilet.  Most were clear with a few golds and silver thrown in for effect.  Several silver mirrors hung on the wall on the other side of the sink.  The windowsill by the bathtub held two planters with succulents while the windowsill across from the toilet held larger plants that blossomed a spectacular melon color and smelled of magnolia.

Megan ran indecently hot water and sank her body into the heat with few protests.  It eased the aches, but she knew she’d look like a lobster afterwards.  A bit of Mom’s lotion, and she would be fine.  She closed her eyes and let the heat work through her bones.  

Thirty minutes later, she stepped from the tub and wrapped a large pink towel around her steaming body.  She slipped on an old pair of pink mules and shuffled into her kitchen.  Two pieces of toast hit the toaster while she poured herself a small orange juice and a larger soda.

The toast popped, and Megan buttered it standing up, leaning against the island.  Her eyes traced the tops of the trees, and she smiled around her buttery bite.  Whether she acquired the job or not, this would always be home for her.  And it would always be waiting for her to come back to it.

She finished off the toast, the orange juice, and most of the caffeine before she shuffled back into her bedroom.  Spencer had given her the phone number for the artist, but she thought stopping by in person would suit her better.  She could give good phone, but he wasn’t the only one interviewing.  If anything felt off about this man, then she wouldn’t bother to stick around.  Spencer respected him, though, and that held weight with her.

Megan threw her towel in the general direction of the hamper and strode back to the bedroom.  Her closet doors still wide open from her foray last night.  She walked over and stood in front of the many hangers.  Blah blah blah.  Possible job interview.  Blah.  Megan tapped her fingers on the right door while her eyes skimmed over the possibilities.

She most certainly was not going to pull a Paisley and wear a pantsuit.  There had to be a line somewhere, and Megan and drawn it there.  Nice slacks?  Megan frowned and thumbed through several pairs of pants.  Khakis?  She pulled the pair down and turned them this way and that.  Innocuous.  Might work.

Then she pulled a white button-up down next.  Megan wrinkled her nose but stuck to it.  It was nice without being all First Lady and comfortable without being grunge.  Surely that would work?

Megan pulled out light blue lace panties and slid them on.  Next came the pants.  She turned this way and that in the large three-sided mirror.  Not bad.  Then the lace bra.  Shirt last.  Megan blew out a breath.  She looked normal.  She wrinkled her nose and then laughed.  Funny how little things like that meant so much more to some.

She slid her feet into a nice pair of low dark brown boots and pulled her riotous hair into a loose bun.  A bit of lip gloss on the lips, and she would be ready to be a professional.  Mostly.

Megan grabbed a brown leather jacket and strode out of her room and down the hall.  Keys were on the table where she’d left them.  She snatched them up and skipped down the front stones to her little red beauty.

The car started immediately, and Megan blasted the heater.  Most days she found herself incredibly cold-blooded.  If it was cold, she was cold.  She shivered in her car and gave it a bit of a push to warm up.  It immediately began blowing hot air, and she grinned at herself in the mirror.  Good day.

Wade Collins lived on the other side of town, a good thirty minutes from her house.  Didn’t bother her in the slightest.  His little eccentric self wasn’t listed in the phone book so she used a small push to find out his address.  If he were wound tight and terse, she would drop Spencer’s name to see if that would make a difference.  But honestly?  She didn’t particularly care.  There was an opening at the small airport the next town over.  Flying lessons sounded amazing.

Megan sang along with the radio until she reached the address.  A large brick mailbox sat at the end of the driveway surrounded by mums of the brightest purple and yellow.  A black wrought iron gate opened at the foot of the drive and disappeared to the left.  There were shrubs on both sides of the drive and large trees to the right that made Megan want to park her car and go skip off in them.

She pulled herself together and followed the winding gravel drive to the left for several hundred feet before the house came into sight.  Megan slowed down to a crawl so she could take in
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