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Sympathy for the Devil

07:38 PM

On A Friday

“This is such a lovely place. Are you sure you
want to spend your money on it?” Andrew had been out of work for
some time now and Heather knew it bothered him. He had been
promising her an extravagant evening on the town for a very long
time now, and she assumed something had come through to extend his
finances far enough for this dinner.

"Don't worry about the money. I’ve got this
covered, no problem. I've been doing some odd jobs for Mr. Figgins
lately. This night is completely all about you. Order whatever you
want."

Her smile extended from ear to ear. Heather
Mahanoy had been struggling lately, working hard to support herself
and her husband. She was fighting to keep everything afloat on her
minimal pay check, but knew that right now it was the only way.
They both hoped he would find a job soon, but until then,
everything relied on her. Andrew had been a professional
photographer. He had loved the freedom it gave him by earning a
living, traveling, and doing something he loved. He had a steady
job in the publishing industry as a nature documentary photographer
for some time, but when the digital age struck, magazines had no
chance against the decline in interest. Even coffee table books,
which had been lucky extras when they would be published, were on
the decline. It didn’t make sense for people to pay almost a
hundred dollars for a book of photographs, when they could find the
same photographs online for free.

“So, about that
workshop I registered for. It is next weekend and I’m going to need
the car. I’ll be away from Thursday until Monday, and I’ll need to
leave the car at the airport so I can get home, after I get back,”
Heather said, mulling over her schedule.

Heather’s company
had opened a job in a management sector recently. She had been
receiving excellent yearly reviews, and her qualifications were
good. Her boss had recommended that she create a strong basis for
her application by attending a managerial workshop focusing
strongly on team leadership. She knew that if she got the
promotion, the couple would have a much more stable financial
future until Andrew was able to land a firm position in a
company.

This was her gift
to him, to give him the opportunity to thrive in his passion.

“That sounds good.
If I need a lift anywhere, I’ll just call Pete or Bry.”

“Good evening and
welcome to Idle Winds, my name is Alyssa and I will be your
waitress this evening. Can I offer you anything to drink?” The
waitress had glided up behind Andrew and interrupted him, startling
him, and causing him to jump as she did so. A chuckle escaped from
Heather. Alyssa, blushing, issued a quick apology. Andrew grinned
sheepishly, and then proceeded to order their drinks, a glass of
chardonnay for Heather, and two fingers of whiskey with one ice
cube for himself.

“You look stunning
tonight,” he said, admiring her understated beauty. Her soft,
radiant face, only lightly touched by make-up, was framed by her
long flowing red hair. Her classic looks were all brought together
by a tight black dress and a simple yet elegant necklace Andrew
bought for her on their last anniversary. She looked amazing in the
soft lights and candlelight in the restaurant.

"Are you trying to
make me blush?" she asked. "Because this is how you make me feel
embarrassed."

They giggled
together. It was a running joke they stole from one of their
favorite television series and
adopted into their day-to-day lives.

Heather sat back
and admired her husband’s looks, as he had hers. Andrew was by no
means a bad-looking man himself. Even though he had put on a great
deal of weight in the early years of their marriage, lately he had
been working on toning up and getting into shape again, and it was
working for him. He had a strongly defined jawline and cheekbones.
His black locks swept back with a Superman twirl, which contrasted
with his sparkling blue eyes. He was a candidate for James Bond had
there ever been one.

The restaurant was
busy tonight, full of couples seeking to insert a night of quiet
romance into their lives. It was a relatively new place, and was
becoming well-known for its romantic setting on Friday evenings,
with a live band playing classic tracks to inspire love. In the
entryway, they already had a wall full of photographs showing all
the happy couples who got engaged in the restaurant. The Idle Winds
emanated love. Heather was entranced by the atmosphere.

“How was work
today?” Andrew asked somewhat reluctantly. Conversations regarding
her work had always put him ill at ease. He felt judged and
belittled by the answers he got, but still, he knew that it was the
best method for continuing a conversation. Not with a true
curiosity, but he knew that Heather enjoyed the subject, so he
could bear the shame to listen.

Heather grinned
impishly, remembering the latest gossip going around the office.
She knew Andrew well enough to know that he wasn’t truly interested
in hearing about the problems she had solved on a recent project,
or any of the actual work she had done. As the days went by without
him having steady work, he grew less enthusiastic about listening
to her talk about her job.

“Today wasn’t too
bad. Remember I told you about Joni? William’s new secretary?
Anyway, someone caught them in the bathroom and took a video of
Will tonguing this girl’s asshole. I’m pretty sure no one involved
was happy when the video found its way into Will’s boss’s email
account. Other than that, it was the same old, same old. No other
drama to gossip about.”

Andrew laughed as
she spoke, charmed by the slightly naughty twinkle in her deep
brown eyes. The full story was probably far more interesting, but
he could not bring himself to ask her about the final outcome. He
really didn’t have the heart to hear about two more people who were
out of work.

Everything went
silent for a short while after this. It was a contented silence,
one that was more focused on examining the menus and deciding what
to order rather than fumbling for small talk. They had been having
troubles. Not so bad that there was no hope to come back from them,
but rather just the kind that every couple faces after being
together for so long. Or at least that is what they thought at the
time. Heather believed that once Andrew had a career again, things
would continue to get better.

Heather considered
this dinner to be Andrew’s way of helping to remedy the problems
and get them back to where they used to be; where they were meant
to be.

“Chardonnay for
the lady and a whiskey for the gentleman,” Alyssa announced, this
time preparing them for her arrival. She did not want to startle
either of them again. Andrew still managed to joke about the
situation and pretended he got a fright from her arrival. They all
laughed.

“Are you ready to
order, or do you need a few more moments?” Alyssa asked, fumbling
in her apron pocket for a pen and small notepad to write down their
orders.

“I know I’m ready
to order. Andrew, honey, are you ready?” Heather smiled.

“You go ahead,”
Andrew replied. “I’ll finish deciding.”

Heather turned to
Alyssa, saying, “To start, I’ll have the roasted Spanish octopus,
followed by roasted chicken with the broccoli in tahini
dressing.”

“Wonderful! And
for you sir?” Alyssa asked, after jotting Heather’s order onto her
pad.

“Let’s see
here,” Andrew mumbled. He had already figured what he wanted to
start with, but had no idea which entrée he wanted. “I’ll have the
dry aged beef tartare and for my entrée…um…make it the slow roast beef short rib
and the broccoli on the side.”

“Excellent choice,
sir,” Alyssa finished writing the order down before rushing
off.

Andrew watched her
as she darted off. She was young, probably a student at the local
college, like many of the wait staff at the restaurant. Either by
fate or by hard work, she managed to keep herself in very good
shape. Heather noticed Andrew’s eyes appreciatively flicking over
Alyssa’s long blond hair that was tied back in a ponytail. His eyes
followed the ponytail down, resting ever so briefly on her thin
waistline, before continuing down her firm backside and legs. She
was the kind of girl any man would find gorgeous.

Heather grew
jealous for a moment, but said nothing. There was no need to cause
a fight over something that was probably nothing. She had no reason
to be jealous either, after all. She kept herself in top shape with
various yoga and Pilates classes, dancing, and whatever else she
could do. She was young enough to be gorgeous, but old enough to
know it did not matter, and yet she found herself feeling
momentarily neglected.

The rest of their
evening went as he had planned, as she had hoped it would go. Each
of their meals were cooked and presented exquisitely, tasting as
delicious as they looked, and were paired with fantastic wines that
enhanced the sumptuous flavors of their meals. The wine left them
not drunk or even tipsy, but they both had a faint rosy glow.
Andrew and Heather finished off the meal with a pairing of
cappuccinos and shared a pastry stuffed with dark chocolate mousse
and covered in whipped cream. It was so decadent that sharing was
really the only option.

“That chocolate
thing was amazingly good,” Andrew said, his hand extended over the
table, and took Heather’s hand in his. His hands were so soft;
almost soft enough to be considered a woman’s, apart from the
calluses on his fingertips. He had those calluses since high
school, when he began to learn to play guitar. The calluses had
grown all through their relationship as his talent in playing the
guitar grew. It was the small gesture of taking her hand that made
Heather feel secure in their relationship, and secure with her man.
He may look at other women from time to time, but he was still
hers, and she was his. It was just something men did. He had been
that way since the early days of their relationship all those years
ago, in high school. It had bothered her initially, but she had
learned to live with it over the years. Nothing changed. Nothing
ever had to change. Everything was good.

“Thank you for the
incredible evening, my love,” Heather said, truly happy and content
in that moment. Each issue they had faced, and might face in the
future, seemed to melt away in that one moment.

“Of course. If
Figgins and I continue working together, things might be able to
change for me and you.”

"What sort
of work are you doing for Mr. Figgins anyway?" she asked, knowing
that he'd been going out and doing something to bring in money, but
not knowing exactly what these jobs entailed. Arlo Figgins had made
his fortune on a backbone of lies and deceit, adding only value to
the saying the rich get richer and the poor get
poorer.

“Just odd jobs
here and there. I know what you’re thinking, but it’s all above
board. He’s opened a small shop and art gallery down by the Lake,
catering to the tourists. He’s trying to find a good store manager
and I’m just putting in my dues. Don’t you worry about this. This
is all above board.” But
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