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Liquid, languid morning, coffee and an
omelet of some sort, delightful, delicious. The view from his place
was stunning, terrific.


The night before, everything started
with the sentence; “It’s better for everyone if we don’t use
names.”


The night ended but moved
seamlessly into the morning.


I started to make
the bed,
and he stopped me. It was Sunday. “The bed never
gets made on Sundays,” he said, handing me a cup of coffee,
brushing my cheek with the tips of his fingers, “there’s some sleep
left in there,
and I may want to use it later.” So, the bed was
unmade and retreated to on that Sunday.


It was all charming and
thrilling with an international feeling to it. I was playing,
pretending, in a world that I just didn't belong
to, and yet, I fit right in. I’m not sure how. I just eased into
it, played it like an actor plays a role of a killer or a lover or
a grocery clerk. I wore what I was told, said what I was supposed
to say, drew the attention … it was easy, and it felt natural. I
had fun. I was safe, and I made a lot of
money.


He put the brick of bills
on the table next to my empty plate, and he smiled. My cut,
he said. Not too bad for a one night job. Up to that moment, I
guess I had told myself it was a dream or a waking fantasy. When I
saw the money, lifted it, put it in my purse, trying to be as
casual as possible, reality snapped into place. I had committed a
crime. A serious crime. I felt a little sick; I certainly felt
more than a little scared.


“No one was hurt,” he said, reading my
face, seeing the fear, “no one ever gets hurt.”


I took that as
gospel truth,
and when he leaned over and kissed me, all my
fears and worries and anxieties drifted out the window, over the
balcony and dropped the twenty-five stories to the street below.
They milled and seethed among the masses, got caught up in the
crowd, took the A train and I didn't feel them again. Well, I
didn't feel them again on that Sunday. That lovely
Sunday.


***


Dana asked me how my
weekend was,
and I must have blushed because she quickly sat
next to me and leaned in close.


“Oh my God,” she said, “what did you
do? Was it naughty? Was it legal? What was his name?”


It’s better for everyone if we don’t
use names.


I shook my head, smiled, felt sexy in
my secret. I wasn’t going to tell, I told her and she pressed me
for a few more minutes. I evaded, gave half details, small hints,
but nothing of substance, nothing … incriminating.


“Well, whatever it was,”
she said,
at last, giving up, gathering the stack of books
that needed to be reshelved, “it certainly beat my weekend.” She
went on about her weekend, and I drifted away, twenty-five
stories up. I drifted away to the back seat of a black SUV,
barreling down a back street in darkness. The silence in the car,
thick and foreboding, cracked only slightly when
the car was parked in a garage and money was divided and muffled
voices made agreements. Then, his hand in mine and then, and
then …
“So, that was just a nightmare,” Dana said and
waited for my response.


“Sounds just terrible, sweetie,” I
said, of course not hearing a single word she had said but, knowing
Dana, knowing her weekends, knowing her … it had to be
terrible.


I was beginning to think
she liked terrible. That she thrived on terrible because that way
was the norm. I understood that now. I was like her in many ways. I
liked the mundane, thrived on the same. My life was predictable and
even. Steady and safe. I liked it; I did nothing to change it.
I would pine for adventure, excitement. I would sit with my
girlfriends and lament the dates, the duds, the repetition of the
days and nights but what did I really do about it? Did I really
risk anything? Truly, no. The riskiest thing I did was online
dating. That, sure, yes, that is a risk but not … a real risk.
Saturday into Sunday, that was a risk. That was
exciting.


“Yes, well, you know me,” she said,
heading toward the nonfiction stacks, “are you going to see him
again, whatever his name is?” I smiled, she giggled. We went about
the day.


***


It’s better for everyone if we don’t
use names.


The weekend lasted me deep
into the week. I was able to conjure moments, sounds, images,
sensations, all the way into Friday morning. By lunch on Friday, it
was almost gone. The crumbs left in the bottom of a cake pan. The
last drizzle of coffee in the pot. The weekend was
gone, and I was me, and that was that. Until the
night. Oh,
bring on the night.


He stepped silently,
effortlessly, like desire, out of the shadows on my walk home and
just like that,
I was back in the dream. Like a conversation that
had paused only for a moment while one of you places an
order, ties a shoe, stops to admire a painting. Then, picked up,
right where it was left off.


“Do you have plans,” he
asked, I said “no.” Good,” he said and handed me a slip of paper.
Just as easily as he appeared, he disappeared. I clutched the paper
in my hand, got on the subway, went home, took off my coat, poured
myself a glass of wine and then opened the paper. It was moist with
my sweat;
my anticipation turned to condensation in my
palm.


I once dated a man for two
years, now and then we’d go out, and he would say; “wear
that blue dress, the one I like with the low collar.” I liked that.
It made me think he noticed, he cared, he found me
… appealing. It was a nice little turn on, a bump up in a
relationship that was getting slowly stale and predictable. On the
nights when he asked me to wear something in particular, I felt
there was hope. The note didn’t ask me to wear a particular
dress; it simply told me to wear what made me feel. Not good, not
sexy, just what made me feel. I have no idea why but I really
really liked that.


I met him in a coffee shop, two blocks
from the Montclair Hotel, an upscale, boutique place that a lot of
foreign business folks stayed in when they were in town. He was
sitting in a booth in the back.


“How do you feel,” he asked
when I approached. I opened my coat and showed him my
outfit, and he smiled. Oh, that smile. It said
yes, it said I
approve, but most of all,
it said later on this evening, I am going
to enjoy taking that outfit off of you ...
slowly.


I smiled back.


Simple task, tell the
concierge at the Montclaire that I had something I
wanted placed
in the hotel safe. The in room safe didn’t make me
feel …


“... safe enough,” I told
him. He understood and asked what it was I needed to be locked up.
“Pages of my new novel,” I told him and his eyes lit up.


“Like Woody Allen,” he
said, “he stayed here once, and when he went out, he had us
lock up the pages of his newest script. The script he was writing
in his room. Will you be writing in your room?” I told him I would
be. He took me to the safe and then … there they were. I feigned
fear. Dropped to the floor, covered my head. When they were gone,
when they had finished, I refused to stay, exclaiming that I no
longer felt safe, not even in the city and I stormed out. Two
blocks down, in a dark parking lot, I got into the black SUV and
off we went.


Again murmurs and division of goods.
Again he took my hand and off we went, back to his place. Back to
the end of the evening, slipping delightfully into the
morning.


“Look at me,” I said when he put
another brick of cash next to my plate, “I’m an international
thief.” He laughed. “What’s so funny?”


“To be an international
thief,” he said, “you have work … internationally.” Which
made sense but, national thief didn’t have
quite the romantic
ring to it. I agreed and put the cash in my
purse.


“Do you,” I
asked, and he tilted his head, “work internationally?” He
acknowledged the question but didn't quite answer it. “If you do, I
have a passport, I own my shop so I can go anywhere, whenever I
want. I could say I was on a book buying tour and I could
…”


“I don’t,” he
said, and I stopped. He smiled. I wanted to believe him, I
really did,
but somehow, I couldn’t imagine him NOT working
internationally. “I hope that doesn’t disappoint you.”


“Is there any sleep left in
the bed,” I asked, and he assured me there was
something left in the bed, but it wasn’t sleep.


I got back to my place very close to
midnight, the bed, apparently, had been very full.


***


“You saw him again this weekend,
didn’t you,” Dana said, the minute she walked into the book shop,
“look at you, you’re practically glowing, bursting out of your
skin. You look amazing. Actually, you look exhausted which, judging
by your smile and your flush, getting to look this amazing was
probably exhausting.”


I said nothing, what could
I say, she was absolutely right. I was exhausted, that deep down,
into your bones, kind of exhausted that comes from building a house
with your bare hands, running a marathon or … staying in bed on a
rainy Sunday. I was delightfully exhausted. Still, I said nothing.
I couldn’t really, what was I going to say; well, I robbed a
restaurant last weekend and a hotel this weekend with a guy whose
name I don’t know and who doesn’t know my name, because it’s better
for everyone that way, and then we spent hours in bed
doing …
what you do in bed with a sexy, attentive …
criminal. I couldn’t say any of that. Moreover, I didn’t want to
say any of that. I didn’t want to share one detail, one morsel of
this incredible ride I was on. I was covetous for every second
of it,
and I wanted to give none of it away.


“You’re
not being fair,” Dana pouted, “how can I
live vicariously through you when you won’t give me
details?”


“That is a dilemma,” I said and headed
to the store room to unpack the latest shipment.


***


The week crawled by even
slower than the previous one. My weekend antics supplied me with
mental joy and physical pleasure only into Thursday
afternoon, this time, and
then, I was hungry, eager for more. At home
I stared at the phone, wondering if I could will him to call me,
although I never gave him my number. Something told
me that if he wanted to find it, he could. When I walked home at night
or to the market, I wished, with all my heart, for him to step out
of the shadows and take me on another adventure. Thursday was a
long, long day. Friday morning I thought it would be terrible if I
had to wait all day for him to contact me. Then, horrified, I
wondered if he may not contact me at all. “What if he’s done with
me,” I
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