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Author's Foreward

 


 


Admittedly, this collection of short pieces
came together only after enough potential readers told me they did
not have the time to read long books and novels, but they would be
interested in short stories. These stories consist of ten tales
written by yours truly over the course of many years, stuffed in a
file cabinet, and summarily forgotten. None are science fiction but
one or two might come close. The question I always received from
previous reviewers was, are these true? To which I can only reply,
if it's not true already, eventually it will be. Such is the nature
of fiction.

 


Anyway, these are certainly not the entire
collected short works of Thomas Stone and I expect to see Volume 2
of Collected Short Stories and perhaps even Volume 3 later on. In
any case, until that time, enjoy.

 



 Jennifer's Night Out

 


 


Jennifer brushed the hair from her face and
stared at her reflection. Without success, she attempted to fathom
the depths of her own mild brown irises. "These are my eyes,"
Jennifer said aloud. "These are the eyes of a seductress." Quickly
turning from the mirror, she read from a book propped upon the
lavatory basin.

It was entitled
Gaining Confidence Through
Self-Programming and had been purchased
over lunch hour in the hopes of a quick and efficient solution to a
life headed nowhere. Standing amid rows of glossy-covered books in
Barnes and Noble, she promised she would do something about it. She
bought the book.

Presently the slim volume was propped upon
the top of the toilet as Jennifer administered her first
lesson.

Returning to her reflected image, she posed
and pursed her lips. "I look good," she said, "I look better than
good -- I look fabulous!"

Doubts crept in like little assassins. I'm
only thirty-five, so how come I'm not married? With a surge of
will-power, she banished the naysayers and returned to the book. "I
can have anything I want," she told herself, "because I deserve
it!"

The moment was interrupted when the doorbell
buzzed. After a final, discriminating appraisal, she put the mirror
and the book behind and visualized how the evening would go. "I
feel good about myself," she said. "I am in control."

*

Patrons heaved to the strains of canned
music and drank themselves into relaxed postures in the popular
uptown nightspot. Perched on a stool and leaning heavily on the
polished mahogany bar was Jennifer's date, Tom, who had informed
her in the car that he wanted her to refer to him as John Paul.

"Why?"

"Because I like it, that's why. I hate my
own name."

"You shouldn't say that."

"But it's true."

"Hating your own name is like cursing
yourself. So why don't you just change it then? You can do that,
you know. It's not that hard. Aren't you a lawyer or something?

"I'm a technical writer."

"What's that?"

"Fuck if I know."

That's where half of Jennifer's mind checked
out. Tom was likeable enough but she worked with him and there was
no chance of anything developing. Besides, he was a technical
writer, whatever that was, and definitely not a lawyer. Or a
doctor.

In any case, Jennifer lost track. Once in
the club, she elbowed her past the bouncers by dropping a twenty in
a basket with a gallant Tom walking behind holding her shoulders,
steering her toward the crowded circular bar. A seam developed and
Jennifer slipped into a narrow space at the bar. Tom stood behind
her and soon he had insinuated himself beside her.

The music blasted from overhead speakers so
everyone shouted to be heard. As John Paul rambled in high volume
about his work and how boring it was, she checked out the men,
rejecting this one and wondering about that one until she completed
a visual circuit. The men stared back and formed their own, similar
opinions. A woman stood across the bar from Jennifer and openly
stared. Jennifer boldly stared back and wondered what it would be
like to be a middle-aged lesbian. Beside the woman was a small man
dressed like an Italian priest. He also brazenly ogled Jennifer as
he sipped at his margarita. The woman dropped her gaze and picked
up her purse.

Jennifer froze. Oh God, I hope she's not
coming over here. Jennifer averted her eyes -- eye contact is key,
if you don't make it, no foul, no play. She imagined a blue light
coming out of her navel and protecting her from evil. Feeling
strong again, she glanced up and her darting eyes fell onto a
handsome stranger. The blue light faded. The handsome young man
smiled and nodded.

"My heart actually fluttered," she told John
Paul.

Her comment startled him and the little
house made from bar coasters fell apart. John Paul sighed and
looked at Jennifer head askew and frowning. It was like being on a
date with her younger brother.

"What'd you do that for?"

"Sorry."

"Forget it. Want another drink? Oh, hey I
know. Beertender! Shots here! Sex on the Beach, baby, that's how I
roll. Let me have another Moosehead too. He put his hands on either
side of his head and wriggled his fingers. "Get it?"

In reflex, Jennifer rolled her eyes and
looked back to the handsome young man across the bar; to her
disappointment, he was gone.

A hand rested on her shoulder like a lizard
easing onto a rock. "Excuse me," a husky female voice said.
Jennifer turned to face the lesbian and froze. The woman continued.
"My husband and I were wondering if we could buy you and your
friend a drink?"

Before Jennifer could reply, the bartender
set two shots on the bar along with John Paul's beer. John Paul
came alive. "You can start by getting these," he suggested. John
Paul insisted he and Jennifer (Jenn by that time) bond by doing
their shots in unison and they did, much to Jennifer's
embarrassment.

"Put these on my tab," the lesbian said to
the bartender. Interposing herself between John Paul and Jennifer,
she faced Jennifer and there was no choice but to make eye contact.
What transpired was a long, erotic gaze only breaking when the lady
suggested all three move to a less crowded location. Tom was
reluctant to leave his spot at the bar. "Prime bar spot," he said.
"I can watch the front door..." he pointed at the bouncer standing
at the front and the bouncer stared back. "I can see who comes and
goes to the bathrooms so I can gauge the best time go pee, plus,
all the babes can see me because I am not obstructed by the crowd.
It's a circular bar."

"So it is, but come along we'll buy more
drinks."

Tom shrugged and allowed himself to be
bought. He and Jennifer were led through the crowd to a table in
the corner where the small Italian priest sat. As they approached,
he raised a glass in salute.

Jennifer lingered and scanned the crowd a
last time and suddenly there he was. Jennifer smiled and he smiled
back. I feel seductive, she thought as the lesbian lady took her by
the arm and directed her to a seat at the table where the small man
dressed all in black introduced himself.

"I am Salvador del Punta, Interior Design.
You may call me Sal. It would please me. This is
my wife, Constance."

"You can call me Constant," she said and
smiled.

For no apparent reason, John Paul bent
looked under the table. "Hey," his muffled voice emerged, "there
sure is a lot of gum under here."

Jennifer stared past the spot where Tom/John
Paul would have been had he been sitting up straight. The handsome
young stranger was listening to a someone at the bar but Jennifer
caught him glimpsing in her direction again. He wants me, I know he
does. Who wouldn't? Just look at me.

"Ladies room?" Jennifer asked. "This way?"
She pointed.

Monsignor nodded. "Need any help?"

"I got it. Thanks anyway."

"Some other time."

Holding her purse, Jennifer rose from the
tiny cocktail table and for a fleeting moment, she thought she had
escaped. Constant's hand shot out and grasped her by the arm. "I'll
go with you," she said.

Jennifer drew in a breath. Oh God, I'll be
alone with her.

Sal leaned to Tom. "Why do women always go
make pee together?" Sal's eyebrows danced up and down on his thin
face like Japanese eels on a hot plate. Tom shrugged and drank his
Moosehead.

Constant and Jennifer walked out of the bar
into the foyer. Jennifer paused before a mirror and adjusted her
hair. Constant waited. "Go ahead," Jennifer urged, "I'll be right
there." Constant stepped closer.

"You're not shy, are you? You are very
pretty, you know." She stroked Jennifer's hair and, in panic,
Jennifer froze. This is the limit, she thought, this lesbian is
going to rape me right here, right now. Then I'll be just like
her.

Poor Jennifer was backed against a heavy
table with some kind of ornamental setting. Should she slap
Constant's roving hands away, should she protest? Would Constant
sic the gay mafia on Jennifer? Meanwhile, Constance had placed her
hands on Jennifer's hips and was slowly climbing up towards her
breasts.

To Jennifer's relief, Tom staggered into the
foyer, beer in hand. Predictably, he stumbled and ran into both
women, spilling a liberal amount of beer down the front of
Constant's black leather dress.

"Look what you've done, you sot!" Constant
spun about and stalked out of the foyer and into the comfort
room.

"Hey sorry. It's not like I meant to do it
or something."

Tom sidled next to a relieved Jennifer.
"Well, how about it?"

"How about it what?"

"How about coming home with me? I could use
some sympathy." He'd snaked his arm around her waist and was
caressing the point of her hip. It tickled. Tom's breath smelled of
beer and Binaca. For a moment, she envisioned introducing him to
her mother. It was that image that caused her to struggle free and
turned her amorous date toward the door to the men's room. "No
thanks, Tom," she replied.

"That's, uh, John Paul" he reminded her.
"Well, you think about it," he said over his shoulder as he entered
the restroom. Don't have to think about it, thought Jennifer.

She started toward the ladies' room but
remembered who was already there -- probably with her dress off,
waiting -- and so Jennifer hesitated. The moment of incertitude
turned out to be just the right amount of delay: her handsome
prince entered the foyer. All aflutter, she faced him.

"Hello."

"Hello yourself. I saw you in the bar." He
offered a hand and said, "I'm Craig."

Jennifer boldly took a step forward and took
his hand. It was large and firm. "Call me Jenny."

Inappropriate as it may seem, but owing to
the sometimes quirky machinations of the universe, the romantic
interlude was once again disturbed by a ruffled Constance exiting
from the ladies' room.

"I can't leave you alone for a minute. You
do attract 'em, don't you, honey?"

Jennifer felt panic rising again. Now he's
going to think I'm a lesbian for sure.

Constance continued, "Let's go back to the
table. Bring your new friend if you want."

Jennifer looked hopefully at Craig but he
begged off. "No, that's all right. I'm with friends."

He told Jennifer he'd talk to her later --
whatever that meant. I know what it means, it means going home with
a phone number in my purse and never getting the nerve to make the
call. It seemed unnatural. Weren't men supposed to be the
predators?

Craig ducked into the men's room and
Constance escorted a pliant Jennifer back to the table where she
sat beside Sal. Sal immediately reached down and placed a hand on
Jennifer's leg, fingertips pressing the inner thigh, then the hand
slid up to her knee and rested as it perched atop her patella. "You
have beautiful eyes. Have you ever modeled?"

Jennifer asked for a drink and Sal
responded. "Yes, of course." He removed his hand from her knee and
fetched her glass from the table. Their hands touched as he passed
her the wine.

Jennifer gulped the contents of the glass as
Sal draped a hand on her shoulder. "You know, with a good portfolio
you could really go places. I can help with that."

"Oh really?"

"Sure. We could take a few pictures, uh, if
you like, I can show you my studio tonight..."

"He's really a professional," Constant
said.

Sal's opposite hand crept up Jennifer's leg.
The wine had begun to take effect, for although Jennifer's
propriety was still in place, she was under assault and almost
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