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	A Match Made In Vegas


1 – A Marriage

He wove through the crowded back patio trying to not spill any of his drink. Not an easy task given how crowded the party was. There were lots of people scattered about the wide patio. The reddish colored pavers were perfectly laid out in some kind zigzag pattern that, if you stared at it after a few margaritas, would almost seem like they were moving. He made a note to himself on that. All around the edges of the patio were various pieces of expensive outdoor furniture that looked like it hardly ever got used. He was searching for a free chair, preferably one not in the full sun of an early Nevada afternoon.

He smiled at everyone he slid past. The overly made up woman. Hey, good to see you, his smile said to her. The well groomed guy dressed in the latest fashion for successful people that dribbled on for hours on how great things were going for them. Hey, buddy, haven’t seen you since the luncheon at the club, that smile projected. The older couple, still trying to be hip as if their very existence matter to anyone. Hey, you guys are looking great, a cliché smile, but a classic. The smile was everything. The smile of an old friend that you had known for years and could just give a wave or nod to. He made a point of being everyone’s friend. 

Finally, he spotted an unoccupied folding chair. Despite the chair being in the sun, probably why it was currently unoccupied, he decided to make a run for it. Just before he reached the chair, the chair next to it opened up as well. No matter, he only needed one. One last lunge between the woman laughing too much insincerely and the moderately drunk guy who foolishly thought he had a shot at her. The guy reached his goal. The chair was his. He slid on to the hot seat and totally ignored the burn his ass end was getting.

He glanced down at his drink. Hardly a drop spilled. He was quite proud of himself. It was an achievement. The sheer athleticism of it warranted repeated showings on ESPN for days. He got a full drink and a seat, albeit one in the sun, but, hey, never argue with dumb luck. He pushed some brown hair back from his forehead and leaned back in the chair. He sat there trying relax and wondering how long he could be everyone’s friend and hide out here.

She moved slowly through the throng of people as they continually shifted their postures in some kind of dance that involved perpetually out posturing whoever they were talking to. She was nursing the drink in her hand. It had taken a while of wriggling through the crowd of people camped out in front of the bar on the far side of the patio to lean in towards the bartender and shout her drink order to him. The bartender had given the standard eye contact and nod, but, of course, there was nothing personal about it. He didn’t really see her. He was simply taking a snapshot of her face, linking the drink to her face and then adding it to the ongoing list in his head. Where exactly she was in the queue, she had no idea. Would she get the drink in the next couple of minutes or would it be early September before it arrived? 

But she had the drink now. And, it was not September yet. Now the trick was just trying to navigate crowded patio. It was like being in the middle of a school of twitchy fish. They shifted this way and then, seemingly on a collective whim, they reversed course and they cut another way. She had only moved a few steps away from the bar when some asshole had already backed into her arm and made her spill some of it. She wasn’t going back to the bar and that group again for another drink any time soon. She was not in any hurry to wade through the little piglets clustered around the alcohol teats of the bar. No, thank you, she thought. 

So, now she was moving carefully and tentatively through the throng of bodies. It was more than just the thought of having to try to get another drink that made her move carefully. Spilling a drink on yourself, on someone else or just in a splatter on the floor was a sure fire way of becoming the main attraction of the party. She did her best to courteously avoid further collisions with anyone. She absolutely wanted, needed to avoid that. She was not here to be noticed. Quite the contrary. 

Shielding her drink as best she could, she was looking for a place where she could stand out of the way or maybe even find a seat. That was no easy undertaking. There was an inherent assumption that people were not going to want to sit down or they were being discouraged from sitting. This assumption could be drawn from the fact that there was a significant difference in the ratio of places to sit to the sheer number of people present. Given that, finding a chair somewhere didn’t seem likely.

Her short honey colored hair felt like it was getting matted a bit in the back from sweat. Parts of the patio were shaded by canopy tents, but other areas, like the ones on the fringe, where she was at, were in the hot sun. She was willing to cook for a little while in the sun, if she had to, if it meant curling up in some unpopular, toasty corner of the party and sipping her drink. 

Finally, she spotted an empty chair. She decided to snag the chair before someone else beat her to it. That took a bit of fancy footwork to duck in and around several people, never taking her eyes off the prize, and then with one last perfectly timed twist and step she was there. She slid into the chair and now tried to just look as inconspicuous as possible. Her only goal now.

He watched the woman suddenly drop down into the chair next to him. She was pretty, he thought. Not really the type of woman he was targeting. The pretty ones were picky. He was more interested in someone a little less picky and maybe, just to add to his chances, a bit more drunk. 

This woman had not given him a second look in her abrupt landing. That was OK, she wasn’t likely going to meet his particular need anyway. So, for now, he was content to just sit here and sip at his drink and watch the people. Still, he thought, it might make things easier, for the purposes of camouflage if he engaged in some polite small talk with someone. The trouble with just sitting and talking to no one at a party is that, inevitably, you invited some overly empathetic person to zero in on you. A rational person could only tolerate those people for only a short period of time before there was a marked erosion of one’s sanity.

She sighed at having found a place to sit back and enjoy the general ambiance of the party. She shaded her eyes from the sun. The glare was going to be annoying, but she decided to not dwell on the negative. She took a drink and felt the back of her head to confirm it was getting a bit damp. A breeze would be nice, but a breeze on a summer day in Nevada was often not very comforting. Just a gust if hot and dry air.

“Nice party.” The guy said.

She looked over at him. She nodded at him. Not bad looking, she thought, but it seemed like it might be better to not talk too much. To just sit here and work at being nothing more than background decoration. Conversation would lead to questions and the answers would take too long to come up with.

“My name is...Evan.” The guy said. He held out a hand.

She hesitated. Not sure it was the wisest thing to do, she reached out and shook Evan’s hand. “Sandra.”

“Nice to meet you, Sandra.” Evan said.

“Likewise.” Sandra said with a smile. She looked out across the crowd of people. Maybe a show of indifference would put an end to the conversation.

They sat without speaking for a minute.

“Quite a turnout.” Evan said. Looking at the people.

“Yeah.” Sandra said. She nodded. So, he wasn’t going to stop. Given that, was there some way to turn this into something useful? Maybe. She thought for a moment and looked back at Evan. “Was it supposed to be this many people?”

Evan shrugged. “I don’t know.”

From somewhere across the patio a guy called out over the noise of everyone else to someone named Mark. The guy waved and then proceeded to try to work his way through the mass of bodies.

“Who do you know here?” Sandra asked.

Evan hesitated. “Uh, Mark.” He waved a hand towards the crowd of people.

“Ah.” Sandra nodded.

Evan watched Sandra for a moment and then nodded. “Yeah. Known Mark for a couple of years.”

Sandra nodded again. “I see.”

“You know someone here?” Evan asked.

Sandra didn’t answer immediately. She glanced around at the people moving about in front of them. “Uh, Jenny.” Sandra waved a hand in the general direction of the entire patio. “She’s here somewhere.”

“Oh.” Evan said.

“Do you know Jenny?” Sandra asked.

Evan shook his head. “No, sorry.”

Sandra smiled. “No problem.”

They sat without talking for a couple of minutes.

“Is that your friend Mark over there?” Sandra asked. She pointed at some guy. She actually had no idea who the guy was she was pointing at, but she had decided that sitting and talking to someone made her actually feel more invisible.

Evan looked over at the guy he thought Sandra was pointing at. “Uh, yeah, that’s Mark.” He wasn’t sure what guy in the crowd was the actual Mark, but, just in case this woman knew who Mark was, he decided to go along with it.

Sandra almost laughed. What were the odds that she could have randomly picked some guy out of the crowd and it happened to be this guy’s friend? What luck. Now she looked like she actually belonged here.

“So, did you come here with Mark?” Sandra asked.

Evan shook his head. “No. We drove separately. Did you come here with Jenny?”

Sandra nodded. “Yeah, she drove. She said she was going to have to leave early. I told her I would find my own way home.”

Evan nodded. “Ah, I see.”

There was a pause for a few moments.

“Well, you shouldn’t have any trouble finding someone to take you home.” Evan said smiling. It was an amused and laughing smile.

Sandra studied Evan for a moment. “Not sure how I should take that.”

Evan waved a hand. “Just that, well, you know, guys are always willing to help out a beautiful woman in need.”

Sandra smiled. “Well, I thank you for the compliment, but I only need a ride---not other, extracurricular, activities.”

“Of course.” Evan said. “I wasn’t implying anything else.”

“So, what do you do, Evan?” Sandra asked.

“Do?” Evan looked at Sandra.

“For a living.” Sandra said.

“Oh.” Evan nodded, but didn’t answer immediately. He acted a bit distracted before turning to look at Sandra again. “Uh, real estate.”

“Oh, you’re a Realtor?” Sandra asked.

Evan gave a quick nod. “Yeah.”

“How are things selling here? I heard Vegas is a hot market.” Sandra said.

Evan nodded some more. “Absolutely. Very hot. Business is good. Keeps
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