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Five o’clock comes and I’m ready to leave the hospital. All day I take images of people through the X-ray machine. The lead apron is a part of my daily uniform, worn over the scrubs. It’s a job I enjoy, using the higher education I worked so hard to put myself through school for. Now, I’m two years into being a tech at the hospital, putting money into my retirement fund, and enjoying life. Except I don’t have a girlfriend or a wife. My time in school gave me no time for a personal relationship. Since I’ve established a job, finding a good woman who isn’t already married is tough.

“Andy, check out Chester’s Lounge north of the mall. They’ve hired a new singer and she’s hot. Single too.” Bruce laughs into the phone. He owns a construction company and is privy to the new businesses sprouting up in the area.

“Okay, will do,” I say as I laugh.

Why not? Bruce is single too, but he has the ladies. We meet for drinks at Chester’s and sure enough, the emcee introduces Rachel Lovewell. Auburn hair cascading over her swelling bosom shines under the lights. Her emerald green dress hugs her body, cut low to tickle the audience with her curves. The slit up the side reaches towards the top of her thighs. 

“Fever,” she sings in a raspy, breathy voice. 

Bruce nods at me and smiles. “Told you. She’ll send shivers up your spine with that sexy sultry voice.”

I lean forward, because Rachel is belting out the song. “Why aren’t you going for her then?”

“Marcy Monacle. She’s my steady eddy. You know that,” he says as he sits back and chugs his beer.

“Why are you here, listening to a lounge singer then?” I’m completely confused.

“I come in here a couple of times a week with some of my boys for an after work drink. She’s new, and I thought of you, because she looks like the type you like,” he says.

Admittedly, she does. Her green eyes shine as she finishes the song and smiles brilliantly, displaying her perfectly white and straight teeth.

Once she finishes her set, she steps from the small stage and heads to the bar. Bruce leans over.

“She’ll drink something for a while before going back to sing the final set.”

“Oh,” I say as I nod and look at the bar. Surprisingly, no one approaches her really. I stand and square my shoulders.

“Go, get her, Andy,” Bruce chides.

Rachel notices me immediately as I approach the bar. I smile and pat the top. The bartender looks at her protectively and then at me. 

“What’s your pleasure?” he asks.

“Draft,” I say.

Rachel’s brow lifts curiously as she sips her drink. I take the chance and slide onto the stool beside her. She’s perched at the end so I’m at the corner. The bartender slides the glass my way, eyeing me warily. I don’t care what he thinks.

“You have a lovely voice, cheers,” I say as I speak to Rachel and lift my glass.

“Thanks.” She smiles. At least I’m not thwarted. 

“You like the area?”

She sets the drink on the counter. “I’ve lived here all my life. Just came back from a year in Vegas. I sang in a lounge on the strip.”

“Nice. Did you like Vegas?”

She shrugs. “It was okay, for a vacation. I wanted to jumpstart a singing career. I didn’t expect to move back here, but here I am.” She smiles.

“Aw, life has a way of doing that. I hope all is well in your world.”

She shrugs again. “It’s my mother. She’s ill, needs long term care, so I came back to help my father and brother. I still need to work because I have bills to pay. Here I am,” she says and takes one last swallow before standing up.

“Well, Rachel, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Andy, by the way,” I say as I hold out my hand.

She barely takes it and shakes it, her eyes boring into mine. The expression is a mixture of boredom and possible interest. I have a hard time reading her.

After she resumes her position on the stage, I carry my draft beer to the table, back to Bruce. He nods, regarding me as Rachel sings a slow, sultry tune.

“Well?” Of course, he wants to know.

“Well, nothing. I met her. She knows my name. We didn’t exchange numbers or set a date. Gary up there kept a watchful eye on me. I got the feeling he would have bounced me right out of here with one glance from her,” I say.

“You got that right. But at least you broke the ice. Keep chipping away, her cold exterior will burst and she’ll be a puddle in your hands.” He chuckles. He’s crass.

Bruce stands. “Marcy awaits. I can’t drink more, so I need to drive home. Stay, show your support,” he says.

This time I chuckle. “Okay, thanks buddy.” Bruce walks away and my head shakes. Couldn’t have figured this out without you, buddy. I laugh again. He thinks he’s one up on me, with experience, always trying to steer my love life. 

Rachel sings, she’s sitting on a stool holding a guitar, playing acoustic while singing. My heart thumps at her emotional croons, the depth of feeling in her voice. Perhaps Bruce is right and she’s a good one for me. When she finishes, someone hands her a bottle of water. She stands and takes a quick drink while those left in the lounge clap. I stand and smile. Her eyes reached mine and I swear I saw a sparkle. 

I resume my seat, hoping she’ll head to the bar again for a drink. I wait, and think maybe she’ll even join me as the DJ takes over playing pre-recorded music. I wait and wait and finally take a chance and approach Gary.

“Can I help you, man?” he asks.

“Yeah, where’s Rachel?” I ask.

He chuckles as he dries a glass. “She’s gone by now. Barking up the wrong tree there, partner,”  he says as he places the glass on the shelf.

“What do you mean by that?” Here I am thinking maybe she’s a lesbian.

“I mean, I don’t think she’s interested in finding a lover here. Just don’t bother. We’re told to keep the predators at bay with her. She’s weary from being approached so much.”

“I have no intention of being predatory with her. I just want to get to know her better, that’s all,” I say. I smile and walk away while the walking is good. Gary is too protective of Rachel, so I don’t push it.

Thanks to Bruce, I now frequent the lounge. Happy hour gives me half-price beer at the very end, so I order a pitcher and sit at a table waiting for Rachel to appear. She’s a regular singer from 7 to 9 on Tuesdays, Thursday through Saturday. She has Mondays, Wednesdays, and Sundays off. See what I learn by being a regular. Sometimes Bruce joins me, sometimes he brings Marcy. Sometimes I sit alone, listening to her sultry voice belting out the beautiful lyrics. I don’t play too easily with her. I may go a day or two and not approach the bar while she sits there from 8:15 to 8:45. I learned part of her act is being accessible while at the bar. It’s why Gary is also doing his job by being incredibly protective of her.

“Hello, Andy,” Rachel says, being the first to speak this time. Aw, she missed me.

“Hi ya, Rachel. How’s it going?” I ask as I sit at the bar, lucky to find the end stool empty. Gary eyes me, giving me a silent, you better watch yourself with our girl stare.

“It’s going. I can’t complain.” She seems tired.

“Is this your only gig?” I ask.

She chuckles. “No, I have a real job during the day. I’m the scheduler at the hospital,” she says.

My eyes widen as I sit tall. “Seriously? I’m an X-ray tech there!”

“Oh, how coincidental,” she says. Her expression is that of delight.

“Surely, you’ve seen my name?”

“You’re on regular hours, salary, right?” Her brow lifts.

“Yeah, I work Monday through Friday, eight to five.”

“Okay, your schedule is set then. I schedule the nurses and those working odd days and hours. It’s a juggling act for sure.”

“Not just anyone can do that. It’s a full time busy job. And yet you come here too.”

She giggles. “Thank you for that. It is a busy job and I enjoy it. But unless I have full time singing, I need to pay the bills,” she says. “Besides, I only sing 4 nights a week, so it’s not so bad.”

“And you’re here taking care of an ailing parent?” I ask.

Her mouth turns down. “Yeah. I do what I can in between the jobs. It won’t be a forever thing though.” The sadness stays on her face.

“I’m terribly sorry,” I say as I reach out and pat the back of her hand.

Gary steps over, growling and looking at my hand on hers. “Relax, barkeep, I’m not raping her,” I say.

Rachel giggles. “It’s okay, Gary. It’s a comforting gesture,” she says.

My head shakes. “I’m sorry about your mom,” I say.

“Yeah, me too. She’s in hospice now, so we’re just hanging on day by day. There’s nothing much I can do for her now. I’ve uprooted my life and moved back. At least I have solid jobs. My father insists I keep on with my work, and he’ll call when the end is near.”

“It’s rough, I know.” I swallow the last of my beer. “I watched my grandfather die of heart disease, the whole family standing there. I was a youngster, 12. But still, it made an impression.”

“You’re lucky to have your parents around still,” she says.

I smile. “Yes. You do too at this moment. You won’t regret being here. I have fond memories of my grandfather before he became ill.”

The wave of sadness ironically ends our meeting. She drinks the last of her ice water and smiles. “Time for me to sing on that note,” she says.

“I’m so
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