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ONE




She looked a lot like Malory Green’s mother. A much
sexier version of Malory Green’s mother. That’s what Gary was
thinking as he waited in line to pick up his badge for the
conference. It couldn’t be Malory Green’s mother—what was her name?
Jeanie?—because she would be an old woman by now. It didn’t matter,
but it bothered him right up until it was his turn at the
registration table

“Gary Akers,” he announced himself. Jeanie Green’s
lookalike smiled at him and waited expectantly. This was not how
she had greeted everyone ahead of him. Only after the uncomfortable
silence had annoyed the line behind him did it occur to him to look
at the name badge she wore. It wasn’t one of the handwritten paper
stickers everyone was slapping onto their shirts and jackets. It
was a plastic one that was used every day by the association’s
organizers. “Malory?” he blurted out.

“Took you long enough, Gary,” she laughed and reached
across the table to hug him. He awkwardly accepted the hug and
wondered at the chances of this meeting twenty years out of high
school and a hundred miles from home.

“Oh, wow,” was all he could managed to splutter as he
accepted the temporary badge and registration packet. “It’s
been…years.”

She nodded. “I saw your name on the list and wondered
if it was you,” she said. “It had to be you and it was.” There were
noises of annoyance from behind him as everyone else in line was
eager to get their packets and into their meetings.

Gary stepped to the side. “We’ll have to catch up
during lunch,” he said trying to make a quick and graceful
exit.

“Find me!” she called as he hurried down the
hall.

The words both infuriated and excited him.

 








TWO




“How was the conference?” his wife Catherine asked
when he arrived home.

“I ran into an old friend from high school,” he said
after he set down his bags in the foyer and collapsed onto the
couch. It was late in the evening and she fetched a drink for him,
not something she normally did, but he had had a rough day.

“Oh? Who?”

“Umm...Malory Green.”

Catherine shook her head. “I don’t think you’ve ever
mentioned her.”

“Um…she was an old girlfriend,” he confessed. It was
better to get it out of the way right away rather than let the
issue linger.

“The name still doesn’t ring a bell,” his wife said
as she sat down next to him on the couch, a glass of wine in her
hand. He looked at the whiskey and water she had given him and
considered downing the entire contents in one gulp.

“I might not have mentioned her name in the past,” he
said carefully.

Catherine arched an eyebrow, a trick that fascinated
him since he couldn’t mimic it. “Why not?”

“Uh…she was the first one.”

“First one what…oh. She devirginized you,” Catherine
laughed.

He held up a finger to make a point. “Technically, we
devirginized each other.”

She continued to giggle. “An unimportant point. Did
you tell her that you now call her Mal-Evil-Bad.”

“No. And you won’t mention it to her either.”

“Why would I have the chance to say that to her?”

Gary hesitated and said, carefully, “Let me
explain.”

 




THREE


It was Malory who hunted him down in the large dining
room where everyone was quickly eating before moving on to the
afternoon meetings. She put her plate at the place next to his and
sat down without being invited. He wished he had thought ahead and
either skipped lunch or had been canny enough to make a few friends
leaving no space at the table.

“How have you been for the past,” Malory made a show
of checking the watch on her wrist, “twenty years?”

“Good,” he said around a bite of food.

“Good? That’s all? Good?”

“Slightly better than good?” he asked nervously.

He didn’t want to admit it to her, himself, or anyone
in the world, but Malory was the one girl he had dated that he
never got over. This was both the worst and best possible day in
his life.

“You’re married?” she asked, indicating the ring on
his finger.

“Yes. Seven years now. Her name’s Catherine. It’s
going great!” He said this with enough enthusiasm to alarm Malory.
She wasn’t sure if he was really that happy about being married or
wanted to let her know that he had forgotten all about their
past.

“Glad to hear it,” she said evenly, but with a smile.
Malory held up her left hand, displaying a wedding band as well.
“Me too. But only just a year now.”

“Congratulations,” he said.

“We’ve been together for almost—ohmygod—ten years now
but we could only get married recently.”

“Oh?” he asked. “Why?”

“Supreme Court,” she replied. “My wife’s name is
Elisabeth.”

It took Gary a second, but then he realized what she
was saying. “Oh.”

Malory tried not to glare at him. “That’s all you
have to say? ‘Oh.’”

Gary tried again. “I didn’t know you were a
uh…lesbian,” he said. He knew he should have stopped talking but he
went on. “Is that why we broke up?”

Slowly Malory shook her head back and forth. “You’re
assuming a lot.”

Gary blinked. “Like what?”

“That I’m a lesbian.”

Gary was slow on the uptake. “But you just said you
were married to…Elisabeth?”

She sighed. “And if I’m not straight and I’m not a
lesbian I must be…” Malory prompted him.

Gary snapped his fingers and pointed at her. “You’re
bi!” He said it louder than he intended, but in the busy dining
room no one seemed to notice.

Gently Malory pushed his hand down to the table.
“Correct. Try not to be so loud. I’m out, obviously since I’m
married, but I don’t make a scene of it.”

“Right,” he agreed.

Gary’s mind was whirling and he couldn’t help himself
in asking the next question. “Did I have anything to do with
your…sexuality?”

Now Malory rolled her eyes. She had pleasant memories
of Gary, his goofiness and sweet, open nature, but he was awfully
insecure as well.

“Short answer: no. Maybe if I had stayed with you,
maybe I wouldn’t have found out I was bi. I dated a lot of shitty
men after you. It was only when I started dating women that I found
out who I really was.”

“Oh.” He didn’t know how to reply to that.

“You seem easily shocked for a guy who I remember
being pretty hip and progressive back in high school.”

“I’m a big old square,” he admitted. “That’s me,
plenty boring and not wanting to rock the boat or upset
people.”

“Gary,” she said softly, “I just told you I was
married to a woman and I’m bi. You’re not good at taking a hint are
you?”

“No,” he admitted. “No, I’m not. You’re going to have
to give me more than a hint.”

“There are things a bi woman needs that her wife
can’t fully provide.”

“Oh.” He smiled and waited for more. She smiled back
at him and showed her patience. “Oh!”

“I’m sorry I dumped you back in high school. I didn’t
know who I was back then.”

“But why did you start dating Bruce Leonard right
after me?” he almost snapped at her. “If you had date a girl, fine
but…Bruce?!”

“You remember that?” she asked, a little amazed. “I’d
almost forgotten about Bruce.”

“Whatever. Why did you dump me for him?”

Malory looked away and then said. “I
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