
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Game of
Chance

By Toby
Welch

 


Copyright 2015
Toby Welch

Smashwords
Edition

 


Smashwords
Edition, License Notes

This book is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank
you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Photo: ©
Dietmar Rabich License: Creative Commons BY-SA 4.0

 


Game of
Chance

 


Table of
Contents:

 


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter
3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter
7

Chapter
8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter
11

Chapter
12

Chapter
13

Chapter
14

Chapter
15

Chapter
16

Chapter
17

Chapter
18

Chapter
19

Chapter
20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter
30

Chapter
31

Chapter
32

Chapter
33

Chapter
34

Chapter
35

Chapter
36

Chapter
37

Chapter
38

Chapter
39

Chapter
40

Chapter
41

Chapter
42

Chapter
43

 


 



Chapter 1




Everyone has a
limit and I’ve reached mine. My loser ex-boyfriend has been
stalking me despite the restraining order I have against him. My
boss at work barely manages to refrain from touching me every time
he walks by my desk. My landlord has given me two months to get out
as he is selling the house I rent. I’ve had enough of this dead-end
hick town.

That’s my
dilemma - I don’t want to be here but I don’t know where to go.
I’ve been too busy working in the five years since law school to
develop ties with people. And I have no close family that would
influence such a decision.

I slowly lost
myself over the last decade. I have no idea who I am anymore or
what I want. I need to figure that out before the rest will fall
into place. But where do I do that?

The thought of
continuing to do what I was doing now – taxation litigation – while
rediscovering myself was depressing. It would kill what was left of
my soul. On the brink of turning the big 3-0, I needed a drastic
change.

I was running
on a treadmill at the gym when a Nina Simone song started on my
iPod. The second she started her crooning, I knew exactly what to
do. I had a tiny nest egg saved up and I would use it to start
over. I was going to where I imagined was the easiest city in the
world to be anonymous in – Las Vegas – and I would follow my
passion – singing. I’d initially gone to university on a music
scholarship but somewhere between starting law school and
graduation, I seemed to have lost my voice, figuratively speaking.
That horrified me to think about as I’d once loved singing and
making music more than I’d loved life itself.

It took me two
days to quit my job, pack the few belongings I wanted to keep, and
hit the road for Nevada. It took my Jeep Wrangler and me three days
to get there but as I drove through the mountains and Sin City came
into sight, I knew I’d made the right choice. When I cruised down
the strip for the first time, it felt like a homecoming, despite
never having been to the city before. The anonymity of Vegas was
exactly what my broken and lost spirit needed to mend.

A rental agency
helped me find a furnished one bedroom apartment and it took me
less than an hour to unpack my Jeep and put everything away. Two
hours spent in a one-stop shop supplied me with the rest of what I
needed – food, house wares, and a few plants to brighten up the
space. I fell into bed exhausted but happier than I’d been in
years.

I was up with
the sun the next morning. I went for a run while there was still a
chill in the air and then headed back to a strip mall of outlet
stores I’d passed the day before. I’d been in town less than 24
hours but I already knew that my conservative wardrobe wouldn’t cut
it in such a flashy town. I spent a sizable chunk of my money on a
killer wardrobe, outfits suitable for a successful Vegas lounge
singer.

My rapidly dwindling cash reserves motivated me to kick start
my job-hunting quest. I grabbed a stack of my resumes from my
briefcase and headed for the strip. By the
time I collapsed into bed, I’d unloaded 27 resumes, leaving one in
every establishment I could find that might consider me.

In my quest to
rediscover myself, I spent the next day hiking in the mountains
around Vegas, collapsing in exhaustion again at the end of the day.
I was tired but revitalized, as contradictory as that sounded. For
the first time ever, I was doing what I wanted to do, no longer
following the path that my now-deceased parents had hoped I would
pursue. In my new life in this new town, all I had to consider was
myself. My complete focus was on doing what I needed to do to
rediscover who Jenny Albertson was.

Although now I
was no longer Jenny, I was Simone Washington. The first name I’d
borrowed from my favourite singer and the inspiration for my move
to Vegas, the last name from my favourite actor. With my reinvented
life, I’d wanted a new name to go along with it.

I spent the
following day passing out resumes at lounges and clubs just off the
strip. When another day passed without any calls and my cash stash
continued to dwindle, I spent a few hours scrutinizing job listings
and catalogued places to apply as a hostess or waitress; I needed
something to hold me over until I found a singing gig.

I was at a copy
centre printing off a modified version of my resume for the dining
establishments when my phone rang. I fumbled with the screen in my
desperation to answer the call, hoping the person on the other end
wanted to hire me.

“Hello,” I
said, breathless and eager.

“Looking for
Simone Washington,” said a gruff voice.

“This is her.
How can I help you?”

“This is Tyrone
at the Paradisio Club. You left your resume here.”

“Yes.”

“Your resume
mentions your musical background but it doesn’t specify if you play
any instruments. Do you play the piano by any chance?”

In university
I’d played the piano daily. But in the last five years, I hadn’t
brushed the layer of dust off the tiny piano that I’d left behind
when I moved to Vegas. But Tyrone didn’t need to know that I might
be a little rusty. “I play the piano as well as the guitar. And the
harp.”

“My piano
player quit last night. The jackass ran off with a showgirl and I’m
stuck without someone tonight. Want to give us a try?”

Did I want to
give them a try! “I would be honoured, Tyrone. What time do you
need me?”

“We open at
seven. Can you be here at six so we can run through some things and
you can tickle the ivories for a bit before patrons flock in?”

“I’ll be
there.”

“Tonight is off
the books as a trial run for both of us. If the customers like you,
we can talk about a longer stint. How does that sound?”

“That sounds
perfect. Thank you for the opportunity, Tyrone. I won’t disappoint
you. See you at six.”

Tyrone mumbled
thanks before he clicked off. I let out a whoop and did a
ridiculous jump in the air. Everyone in the copy place turned to
look at me but I didn’t care. I had my chance! The thought of
singing that night was like a shot of adrenaline to my body and
soul. I couldn’t wait to prove myself to Tyrone.

It wasn’t even
noon and I knew the next six hours would crawl by if I didn’t keep
myself busy. I tracked down a public swimming pool and did laps for
an hour before heading back to my apartment. I went online and
searched for any information I could find on the Paradisio Club. It
was a piano bar inside one of the main hotels on the strip and it
had been around for years. The pictures showed a lot of dark wood
and plush leather chairs. A sparkling black piano sat in one
corner.

I lounged for
an hour in my tiny tub before taking extra time to get ready. I
wore my favourite new dress, a red number that fell to the floor
but had a slit on one leg up to my thigh. I piled my hair on the
top of my head in messy waves and my makeup was flawless by the
time I hopped in my Wrangler. I found a place to park and was at
the club at ten to six. The space was cordoned off from the casino
by one flimsy velvet rope so I undid one end, stepped through, and
reclicked the rope back into place. I wandered through the entire
club without spotting anyone so I sat down at the piano and started
to warm up. I hadn’t played a piano in years but it didn’t take
long for my skills to shed their rust. I was pounding out a
Jennifer Lopez hit when a handsome black man stuck his head around
the corner, a goofy smile on his face. “Is it safe to assume you
are Simone?”

I laughed, my
soul alive for the first time in years. The past thirty minutes
spent on the piano as I whispered lyrics to myself was the first
time in years I’d been truly happy in longer than I could remember.
I could feel myself slowly awakening, starting my journey of
rediscovery. “Good guess. Are you Tyrone?”

“The one and
only.” He strode over to me and extended his hand. I shook it,
grateful for the opportunity he was giving me and I told him
so.

“Thank you for
the chance,” I said, meaning it more than my words were able to
convey.

“From the
sounds of your playing, I should be thankful you graced us with
your presence this evening. I’m glad you made yourself at home as I
was delayed with other matters.” A shadow of distress crossed his
face but he wiped it off.

Tyrone went
over the details with me. My shift started at seven and went
through to three a.m. I had a one-hour break or two half hour
breaks, my choice, but he preferred I didn’t take them during the
busy times. Those, he explained, varied from night to night.
Otherwise, I was free to do as I wished. I could just play or play
and sing, again my choice. He suggested I take requests, something
I was glad to do if I knew the song. That was the gist of it.

I took a stroll
around the casino to settle my nerves and I was back at the piano
at the stroke of seven. I started my set with a Celine Dion
classic, followed by an Ed Sheeran song. As the night went on, I
sang or hummed if I felt like it. Otherwise, I just played song
after song on the perfectly tuned piano.

Around my third
hour, Tyrone placed a beer stein on the piano with a few dollars
bills in it. Beside that he placed a notepad and a pen. People
wrote their requests on the pad and I glanced at it between songs.
I played the tunes I was familiar with and made a mental note to
myself to get to know the other songs.

As midnight
passed and the patrons grew more intoxicated by the hour, a few of
the more brazen men left their phone number or room numbers on the
pad. I laughed at those, choosing to accept them as the compliment
they were.

At three a.m.,
Tyrone gently encouraged the stragglers to leave and came to where
I sat in front of the piano. “What do you think?” he asked.

“I think I had
a fabulous night and I’m hoping you’ll let me come back.”

Tyrone laughed
and a sense of relief washed over me. Until that moment I hadn’t
realized how much I wanted to get this gig. “Simone, I was prepared
to beg you to come back.”

“Phew,” I said,
not feeling like I needed to put on a façade for Tyrone.

“Let’s talk
details.” He offered me a salary that wasn’t as high as I’d hoped
for but with the tips, I would be able to make it work. I would
have Mondays and Tuesdays off and would work Wednesday through
Sunday. I received a monthly clothing stipend, a definite perk.
Tyrone said he started me on the payroll that night after he first
heard me play.

After I agreed
to everything, we finalized the deal with paperwork. I filled the
documents out with my real name and explained to Tyrone that Jenny
was my birth name but I now go by Simone Washington. He laughed.
“Anyone that has been here for more than five minutes has a ‘Vegas
name’. Welcome to the club, Blondie.” The last form signed, Tyrone
walked me to where the lounge met the casino.

“I’ll see you
tomorrow night,” he said as he shook my hand.

“Thank you
again for the opportunity. I won’t disappoint you,” I said.

Tyrone
chuckled, “That’s the least of my worries. Good job tonight by the
way.”

“Thanks,” I
said before I left him at the rope and wandered through the casino
and out to my Jeep, my heart aflutter.

I drove the ten
minutes back to my apartment with a goofy grin on my face. I felt
like I was conquering the world. I was inspired and slowly coming
back into my own. It was the first baby steps in a marathon but it
was a million times better than going backward as I had been doing
for years.

The next night,
Tyrone greeted me with a sense of familiarity that I cherished; we
were becoming fast friends. As I settled myself at the piano, the
sense of joyous homecoming and comfort that washed over me thrilled
me to the core.

 



Chapter 2




My life settled
into a routine that allowed my soul to thrive. I got a puppy,
Gemma, and the two of us spent my days off hiking the mountains of
Nevada. Every morning after work, we went for a long walk together
and watched the sunrise before heading back to our tiny abode to
fall into a deep sleep, Gemma wrapped in my arms. To outsiders, I
knew my life would seem pointless but to me it was perfect. For the
first time ever, I was truly happy and I was thriving.

I found a
kindred spirit in one of the waitresses at the lounge, Janice. She
was the closest thing to a girlfriend that I’d had since my
university days and while I wasn’t ready to share my life story
with her, we grew closer by the day. She was persistent and I
occasionally let her drag me to a show or out to the newest
restaurant. Janice was fun and I cherished the spark she brought to
my life.

The only
downside in my life was the pushy men in Vegas. The last thing I
wanted was to date and I made that clear to everyone who asked.
Unfortunately that seemed to be a turn on for some guys, making
them try even harder to get me to go out with them. But I was
inflexible and never caved. I wasn’t interested and I certainly
wasn’t tempted. I had my Rabbit vibrator for the times I was horny
and that was enough for me, thank you very much.

When men got
too pushy at work, Tyrone stepped in and escorted them out of the
lounge, a huge help. By my second month there, he and I had many
discussions about my lack of interest in dating. He would shake his
head and tell me I was crazy but he always had my back. During my
third month, he told me to let him know when I was ready to start
dating as he knew ‘the perfect guy for me.’

“Tyrone, I have
no idea who the perfect guy is for me so how the hell can you
know?” I joked with him one night after we closed.

“Trust me,
Simone. I have some experience in these matters.”

He was serious
but I found the whole conversation pointless. “I’ll let you know
when I’m ready to consider it.” I hugged him fiercely, grateful for
his solid presence in my world. Everyone should have someone like
Tyrone in his or her life, someone who would go to bat for you no
matter what.

Halfway through
month five, I conceded, more out of curiosity for who Tyrone
thought would be perfect for me than out of interest. “Okay,
Tyrone, one night when I’m working, invite your friend by to say
hello.”

“He’ll be here
tomorrow night. Let him down gently if you don’t want to go out
with him.”

I nodded my
head in agreement. No matter how ‘perfect’ he was for me, I had
serious doubts any man could shake my conviction not to date.
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I looked across
the table at my best friend in the world, Tyrone. We’d been closer
than blood brothers since we met in university. I trusted him with
my life. So when he announced he’d found the future Mrs. Ryan
Stone, I didn’t dismiss him.

“You remember
what happened the last time you made such a claim?” I asked.

“Of course,
brother. You married the woman. The fact that she is no longer with
us doesn’t cancel out that I was bang on when introducing you.”

I took a long
swig of my mineral water. “That is true. She was the woman for
me.”

“I knew it
before you did. And I know it this time, too.”

I wasn’t
convinced. After my wife died in a random shooting at a convenience
store, I didn’t date for a few years. Then I slowly got back into
the dating game. I’ve been through a string of girlfriends the last
few years and wasn’t sure I was up for another go-around. That
said, Tyrone hadn’t endorsed any of those women.

“Just meet her,
okay?”

“Tell me about
her.”

“She’s the
musician at the club. She plays the piano like an angel. But she’s
so much more than that. She’s quiet and demure and has a heart of
gold. If I swung that way and was single, I’d snatch her up for
myself.”

“Go on.”

“You remember
when you took me to that Victoria Secret’s fashion show and we went
back stage?”

“I do.”

“Remember the
blonde with the big, blue wings that threw herself at you?”

She was hard to
forget. Even with her considerable assets, I managed to escape the
dinner invitation she tried wrangling out of me as her clinginess
vibe freaked me out. “Hard to forget her,” I replied.

“Simone looks
just like her, only with one big difference – she has no clue she
is gorgeous.”

“How is that
possible?”

“I don’t know.
She just moved to Vegas a couple of months ago. I think she didn’t
grow up in a culture that only cherished people for their
looks.”


“Interesting.”

“But she’s so
much more than that. She has the looks but she’s got a whole lot of
substance, too. You don’t see much of that anymore.”

“No, we
don’t.”

“Why don’t you
just stop by the club one night and I’ll introduce you?”

“Sure. Okay.”
Now Tyrone had me curious about the future Mrs. Stone.

“There’s just
one tiny detail.”

“What’s that?
Please don’t tell me she’s married. You know I don’t dabble
there.”

“No. I think
she’s been hurt in the past and she refuses to date.”

“Then why are
we even having this conversation?”

“Because I’m
slowly wearing her down. She is going to cave one day. When she
does, you need to be ready to swoop in.”

I laughed. Only
Tyrone could be that proactive. “Okay, man. I’ll be ready. You let
me know when to come meet her.”

“Simone. Her
name is Simone.”

“Simone. Got
it.”

“Hey, Simone
Stone has a nice ring to it.”

“Can I meet the
woman before I marry her please?”

We clinked
glasses as Tyrone said, “Only because you asked so nicely.”
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I’ll admit I
took a little extra care dressing and getting ready for work. I
wore a white number that showed off my tan and I curled my hair
until it fell down my back in waves. Tyrone let out a whistle when
I walked into the club. “Damn, man-eater, you look smokin’.”

I swatted
Tyrone. “Thanks.”

“I’ll let you
know when your future husband shows up.”

His words sent
a trickle of fear down my spine. I wasn’t ready to date yet, never
mind anything more serious. Thoughts of marriage made me physically
sick. I wasn’t against it; I was just so far from that being a part
of my life that I couldn’t even contemplate it.

“Don’t get your
hopes up,” I said before heading for the piano.

“Don’t shut him
down without a chance.” When I didn’t acknowledge Tyrone’s words,
he said, “Promise me, Simone.”

I was halfway
around the room with my back toward him by then so I just raised a
hand in reply. I wasn’t going to promise him anything.

When I took my
first break, Tyrone was lingering around the piano. He grabbed my
hand and almost pulled me to a booth near the back of the club.
“Simone, I’d like to introduce you to my friend, Ryan. Ryan, this
is Simone.” Tyrone all but shoved me into the booth across from the
dark-haired cutie who stood during the introduction. “What can I
get you both to drink?” Tyrone asked.

“I’m good with
this,” Ryan said, indicating his glass of whatever he was
drinking.

“I’ll have a
mug of hot water with lemon,” I said. Tyrone shot me a veiled look
before he walked away.

I finally
turned my attention to Ryan. He was extremely attractive, a clone
of George Clooney although two decades younger than the real
version. His suit was tailored and he didn’t get his hair done at
SuperCuts. “So…,” I said, the thought of making small talk with
Ryan sapping me of my energy.

“How are you
today?” Ryan asked, his sky blue eyes piercing mine.

Do I tell him
the truth or do I tell him what he wants to hear? I opted for the
latter. “I’m fine. How are you?”

“Good, good
thanks.”

What could I
ask that would let him ramble for minutes and I wouldn’t have to
put in much effort? It came to me. “How do you know Tyrone?”

“We were in the
same fraternity actually.”

I mumbled
something incoherent and Ryan kept talking, much to my relief.
Tyrone brought my mug with lemon and a peach Bellini, placing both
in front of me. “Take as long as you need,” Tyrone said to me.
“It’s a slow night.” I wanted to strangle him. I was feeling
manipulated and it made me uncomfortable, despite the fact that I
had agreed to this.

Tearing my gaze
from Tyrone’s back, my imaginary knives digging deeper into his
shoulder blades with every passing second, I looked at Ryan. He had
the strangest look on his handsome face, his square jaw clenching
subtly. “What were you saying?” I asked, hoping he would continue
rambling on so I could continue paying no attention.

Ryan reached
over and lightly touched my wrist. I fought the urge to recoil from
his touch, not impressed with the assumed familiarity in his
gesture. After a second though, I had to pull away. “I am sorry,
Simone. Tyrone said you were…”

I didn’t fill
the silence as Ryan searched for what he was trying to say.
Eventually he continued. “He said you were wary and possibly not
looking to date. I pushed to meet you because Tyrone thought we’d
make a good match and I was intrigued. I apologize. I’ll finish my
drink and call it a night.”

I let out a
sigh. Damn Tyrone for putting me in this position. Now I felt like
a schmuck. “No, I apologize. This has nothing to do with you. I’m
sure you are a great guy. I’m just not looking to date. I’m not
looking for anything actually. In another life and another time, I
am sure I would be clamouring to go out with you.”

A smile crossed
his full mouth, a hint of vulnerability showing through. But he
didn’t speak and now I felt the urge to fill the silence. I didn’t
want him to go away with hard feelings, I just wanted him to go
away. “I hope you understand,” I said. “I’m the one with issues. I
have no doubt you would be a great catch for any woman.”

“Just not you.
I understand,” he said.

“Now, if you’ll
excuse me, contrary to what Tyrone said, I do need to get back to
work.” Ryan stood when I did, manners clearly ingrained in his
upbringing.

“I wish you all
the best,” Ryan said and the sincerity behind his words startled
me. He didn’t know me, why did he care? But I tucked that thought
aside and smiled at him before making my getaway, a beeline for my
piano.

I dove into a montage of George Michael songs and focused on
the music, putting Ryan out of my mind. I noticed him leave about
an hour later. He slid something into my tip glass and only later
did I find out that it was his business card. On the back, he’d
written: In case you ever change your mind.
R.

When three a.m.
arrived, Tyrone walked me to the casino. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I
shouldn’t have pushed.”

“No, it’s my
fault for being curious as to who you thought would be the perfect
guy for me. I feel bad for letting you think I might be ready to
date when that is still the furthest thing from my mind.”

Tyrone put his
hand on my arm to stop me. I turned to look at him. “Did something
happen?” he asked.

“What do you
mean?”

“Did someone
attack you or break your heart or hurt you bad?” He asked the
question as gently as one could ask such a question.

I should’ve
just mumbled that I had a bad experience so I could escape to Gemma
and her unconditional love but it didn’t feel right to lie to my
friend. “No, none of that. You probably won’t understand this but I
am trying to unearth out who I am and I can’t do that if I’m
tethered to a man.”

“Tethered –
interesting choice of words.”

“It’s probably
the wrong one but I’m tired and want to get home to my pup. I’ll
see you tomorrow, okay.”

“Okay. Drive
safe.” Tyrone gave me a quick hug before sending me on my way.

As Gemma and I
went for our walk, I pondered why I reacted so negatively to Ryan.
I concluded that it was because I felt coerced into talking to him.
Feeling forced to do something wasn’t a part of my
figuring-myself-out plan.

 



Chapter 5


Not much fazes me these days but Simone did. As she pounded
out the notes to Careless
Whisper, I nursed my rum and Coke and
pondered the last fifteen minutes. From the moment Tyrone brought
Simone to the booth, I knew my best friend had been bang on. Even
before she spoke, it was as if some kind of internal radar fired
off signals in my brain telling me to not blow it as she could be
the one. Just admitting that sounded absurd but I couldn’t explain
it.

It was
painfully obvious that she didn’t want to be anywhere near me. I
tried breaking the awkwardness with conversation but my words
barely penetrated her. I didn’t know what to do. For the first time
in my 33 years, I was floundering, completely out of my depth.

Despite the
fact that she clearly wanted to bolt, I was desperate to touch her,
to see if what I thought would happen would happen. I reached out
and barely grazed her wrist. She jumped, ripping her arm from my
reach, but not before her skin sparked under my touch. In apology,
I gave her the out she wanted and she took me up on it, leaving
after throwing out some line about her having issues.

Don’t we all? I thought but was smart
enough not to say. I watched her walk back to the piano, clearly a
safe haven for her. Once she sat on the bench and started to play,
she visibly relaxed. I hated that she’d felt so awkward with
me.

I couldn’t
remember the last time I’d met a woman who hadn’t thrown herself at
me. As a successful businessman, women were attracted to the status
and money I had. It was sickening, even though it was my reality
now. Dating had been so much easier when I’d been a university
student working weekends in my dad’s auto shop. At least back then
girls had liked me for the guy I was, not for the lifestyle I could
offer them. Hell, back then my lifestyle had been dominated by
Boone’s Farm, beef jerky, and second-hand clothes.

My thoughts
returning to Simone, the fact she had been so disinterested in me
was oddly reassuring. I was confident that if I could get her to
spend time with me, she would be interested in the person I was
instead of the Ryan Stone that the media portrays – which is bogus
and manufactured.

“Well, how did
it go?” Tyrone asked, breaking into my thoughts as he slid into the
booth across from me.

“Not good. She
wasn’t interested.”

Tyrone sighed.
“I was scared of that. I could tell as we were walking over here
that she wanted to bolt out of here kicking and screaming.”

“Yeah. I picked
up on that, too.”

“It’s my fault.
I shouldn’t have pushed her so hard. She wasn’t ready. I hope I
didn’t mess it up for you two.”

“You didn’t.
She did say that in another life she would probably go out with me.
That’s something.”

Tyrone laughed.
“Yeah, a morsel.” He reached across the table and smacked my
shoulder. “Keep your chin up, okay?”

“Sure.”

Tyrone slid out
of the booth before turning to me, a serious look on his face. “You
okay? You seem down.”

Should I tell
him what I thought? I had no secrets from my best friend, why stop
now. “I got the sense that you are right. She’s the one for
me.”

He smacked my
shoulder again. “She is. I know it.”

Tyrone walked away to help Janice with a nasty customer and I
pulled a pen and business card from my pocket. Nice to meet you I wrote on it before
ripping it into tiny pieces of confetti and dropping it into my
empty glass. I pulled out another card and chewed on the pen lid
while I pondered what to write next. The best I could come up with
was Call me if you want to go out
sometime. I’d barely finished writing it
when I knew it was wrong. I shredded that one into miniscule
pieces, too. I pulled the last card I had with me from my pocket
and thought about what might gently nudge Simone to think of me. I
ended up writing In case you ever change
your mind. By saying that, I
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