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One

Lady In Red

V
alentine’s Day. Dan Murphy knocked on Molly Walsh’s dorm room
door with a dozen roses in his hands and his heart in his throat. “No
way that she will turn me down again, not on Valentine’s Day. It’s

not like she has another date.” Dan and his Alpha frat brothers had put the
word out on campus that Molly was off-limits. “She’d be pissed if she knew
that, I’m sure, and she might think I was a stalker.” Dan thought.

Molly answered the door with a pint of ice-cream in her hand.

Her eyes lit up.

“Happy Valentine’s Day.”

“Thank you, Dan, these are beautiful.” Molly smiled as she accepted the roses
and smelled them.

“I made our reservations at Constantini’s. If you say no this time, I’m going
to be out a hundred bucks.”
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Molly narrowed her eyes, looking puzzled. “Why?”

“It’s Valentine’s Day. The restaurant has been fully booked for months; they
go all out for Valentine’s Day, a special menu, live classical music, dancing.
Pete’s sister is the hostess there, so she got me a table, but I had to slip her a
benjamin, and I don’t get it back.”

“Well, I’d hate for you to be out a hundred,” Molly said as she held the door
open. “Come in. What time is the reservation for?”

“We have an hour.”

“I’ll go get ready. There are some snacks in the cupboard next to the fridge
if you want anything. Middle shelf, my roomie Nicole keeps her snacks on
the bottom shelf.” Molly put the roses in a vase with water, then went to her
room to get dressed.

Dan lounged on the couch and flipped through channels while he waited for
Molly to get ready.

“I wonder what she will wear. Her outfit will give me a clue to where I stand
with her, I hope.”

Dan spotted a mirror by the door, so he went over to check his outfit. He
wore a black leather trench coat, black jeans, and a blue turtleneck, which
brought out his blue eyes. Dan had gelled his black hair and swirled his bangs
slickly to the side. Deciding his hair looked good, he smoothed down his
sideburns and sat back on the couch again.

He whistled when Molly returned to the room about a half-hour later. She
was wearing a red sequined mini dress with spaghetti straps and matching
high heels.
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This was the first time Dan had seen Molly with her hair down, and he
admired the long, red curls that floated around her shoulders.

“You should wear your hair down more often,” Dan said as Molly pulled a
long red winter coat out of the closet near the front door. As he helped her
put her jacket on, he rubbed a lock of her hair between his fingers. “Soft as a
kitten’s fur,” he thought.

At the restaurant, the hostess winked and showed them to a private table in
the back.

The round table was covered with a plush white tablecloth and so small
that Dan and Molly’s knees touched under the table. There was a pewter
centerpiece containing two red roses with a tapered candle in a holder
between them.

“This is lovely,” Molly said, looking around, her eyes shining.

“So are you,” Dan replied. “I adore that dress on you.”

“Thank you. You look good too, and I like your leather jacket.”

The waiter came and took their order, and the orchestra started playing, and
a woman in a glittering gold dress glided to the center of the stage.

“I recognize the song they’re playing; it’s called the Ecstasy of Gold by Ennio
Morricone,” Molly said.

“Oh. I don’t know much about classical music. I’m impressed by the high
notes that singer can hit, though.”

Molly laughed and turned back to look at him. “Most people aren’t. My
mother is a music teacher, and Morricone is one of her favorite composers.
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She adores this song.”

“Do you play any instruments?” Dan asked.

“No. My mother’s talent seems to have passed me by; she tried for years to
teach me piano, but I was never interested, and I don’t have the affinity for it.
What type of music do you listen to, Dan?”

“Rock. Mostly modern, but I like some classic rock too.”

“Me too,” Molly replied.

The glittering singer left the stage, and the orchestra changed tempo. Dan
squinted and listened carefully. “Is that…the song they’re playing sounds the
opening theme to the movie ‘The Good, The Bad, and The Ugly.”

Molly tilted her wine glass towards him. “Good catch. Yes, Morricone wrote
the score for that movie. It’s jarring that it is part of this composition, isn’t
it?”

“It sure is. It reminds me of Bohemian Rhapsody,” Dan said.

“Oh, because of the unexpected changes, I get that,” Molly said.

Having found surprising common ground in their musical tastes, they
chatted happily about both Rock and classical music until their food arrived.
They were surprised by how fast the time went, as they were so deep in
conversation.

Molly had ordered Gnocchi Alla Sorrentina with melted mozzarella, house
tomato sauce, and basil. Dan had Pappardelle Bolognese, consisting of ribbon
pasta, slowly braised pork, and beef in a classic bolognese sauce. They each
had a glass of Cabernet Sauvignon.
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Dan dug into his food. The pappardelle was wide ribbon-like noodles. The
beef and pork added a meaty flavor to the traditional sauce and made it a
hearty meal.

“That looks delicious,” Molly commented, eyeing his plate. “Are those
tomatoes and onions?”

“Yes, try some,” Dan said, pushing his plate over to Molly’s side of the table.

“Ooh, thank you. Try mine!”

They swapped plates.

“I never share my food,” Dan said, his eyes sparkling, “This makes you special,
so I hope you appreciate it,” he laughed so his words wouldn’t sound mean.

Molly laughed too, “I do, feel special. Not only because you shared your food,
but all of this. I’m surprised; you didn’t seem like the fancy restaurant type.”

“I know because I have the reputation of being a partyer. Rumors aren’t
always true.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. You said you wouldn’t date me because you believed the rumors that I
slept with half the co-eds at NYU.”

“And you’re saying it’s not true?”

“Not entirely. There have been chicks, and Iwon’t deny that. But nomore than
the other guys on the soccer team. There’s no shortage of soccer groupies.”

“And what about your party-boy reputation? I’m not trying to be mean,” Molly
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said. “I just want to get to know you.”

Dan poked at the food in front of him for a moment before he answered.

“That was earned. I started drinking a lot towards the end of my freshman
year. That was the year my parents died.” He looked down at the table. “A
tractor-trailer was going too fast in the lane next to them. It hit a patch of
black ice…and that was it. My mom and dad died on impact.”

“Why am I telling her this? I never open up to people like this. It’s easier just
to hide behind the party-boy persona she despises so much…I should just…:”

Molly interrupted Dan’s gloomy thoughts by laying her warm and soft hand
over his on the table.

“I had it all wrong. I’m sorry. I’m surprised… I didn’t know you at all. I’m
glad I went on this date with you. It’s perfect.”

“And you have surprised me with your extensive musical knowledge, Kitten.”

“Excuse me, Kitten?” Molly asked.

“It’s your hair, soft as a kitten’s. I thought it was a suitable nickname.”
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Two

One Day at a Time

M
olly was washing dishes in the kitchen when Dan walked in. He
stood in the doorway and watched her for a few seconds, then
cleared his throat. She jumped at the sudden sound in the previously

silent house.

“Hi,” She said

Dan nodded in response and continued to the fridge to get a bottle of water.
The first one he grabbed was warm, so he reached for a colder one farther
back.

“I’m going to head back to my room,” he said, looking in Molly’s direction but
not meeting her eyes. He gestured toward the kitchen doorway. Instead of
leaving, he leaned against the counter and unscrewed the top of the water
bottle. He drummed on the countertop with one hand and sipped from the
bottle with the other. He could feel her eyes on him, but he couldn’t bring
himself to turn his head. The five feet between them was a bottomless canyon.

“Listen, I was thinking…”
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“I was wondering….”

They laughed with strained politeness as they spoke at the same time.

“This place isn’t usually this quiet. Where is everyone?”

“Mom and Dad took Aysha to a movie; her first time in a theater, she was so
excited.”

As Molly swished and clattered dishes, telling him about Aysha and the movie,
Dan studied her profile.

“She is starting to show fine lines at the corners of her eyes. She has changed,”
Dan thought. “So different than the woman I married. Married couples
usually experience physical differences in each other slowly, hardly noticing
as they saw the other every day, year after year. It is different for us; we have
been apart for years. The changes seem so drastic.”

“You know how chatty Aysha is; I’m sure she will want to tell me all about
when she gets home. I think she is so…” Molly continued as if she was
desperate to fill the silence with words. Dan nodded and smiled.

“Aysha. Molly’s daughter inherited red hair from her mother and her
grandmother Rose,” Dan thought as he looked down at his sneakers. “Aysha,
who should have been our daughter and not the result of Molly’s affair during
our separation,” He thought bitterly.

Molly ran out of things to say, and the air lapsed into stiff silence. Unsaid
words hung over and between them like a tidal wave. The air was pulled from
the room like a tide retreating miles out to sea as a warning of the incoming
wave building up its crushing power.

“Whether we speak or don’t speak, that wave is coming down. All we can do
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is run.”

He did.

“You’ll have to tell me all about it,” He said and took two quick steps toward
the door.

Molly harpooned him.

“Wait.”

Dan closed his eyes at the sad tone of her voice and squeezed the bottle in his
hand so that several drops squirted out and crashed onto his sneaker.

“I can’t change the past. I’m sorry for all that happened….”

“You had a child. Molly. With another man, while I was…”

“Gone. That part wasn’t my fault.”

Their eyes met.

“I know. That’s a whole separate issue.”

“How is it separate? It was the reason for all of this…” Molly said, then gritted
her teeth and lowered her voice as her gaze slid aside.

“I’m not saying…”

“So it’s all my fault. Even your affair. Same old story, Kitten.”

Molly’s eyes welled with tears. “I haven’t heard that in years.” She broke down
crying.
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Dan immediately closed the distance and put his arms around her. Her tears
gutted the tidal wave of some of its power. They were both tired of the battles.

Molly wrapped her arms around his waist and laid her head on his shoulder.
Dan rested his cheek on her hair, smelling the faint sweet smell of her coconut
shampoo.

“The affair was my fault. I don’t blame you for it,” Molly sighed. “You weren’t
around, I was lonely, and I made a terrible mistake. Can you forgive me for
it?”

“I already did…I wouldn’t be here otherwise. It’s going to take time, you
know?”

Molly nodded against his chest. “We’re like strangers getting to know each
other again. How about a road trip?”

Dan burst out laughing, and the tidal wave collapsed, soaking both of their
shoes. They broke apart, startled by the sudden appearance of several inches
of water on the kitchen floor.

“Oh crap, I left the water running; I didn’t realize I left the stopper in!” Molly
slid over the sink and turned the faucet off.

Dan grabbed a mop and a bucket from the closet while Molly unrolled a wad
of paper towels started to sop up the mess.

As he mopped and wrung out water, Dan asked, “You were only kidding about
the road trip, right? The last time was a disaster.”

“I was joking. We’ll stick close to home this time and no monster hunting.”

“Yeah, that is whole other conversation,” Dan said.
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“We are still like strangers, but at least we are talking instead of avoiding.
That’s a start.” Dan thought.

“I’ll cook dinner for the two of us tonight,” Molly said.

“I can help. What are you planning to cook?”

“Lasagna. I picked up the ingredients from the store this morning. I got a
bottle of that red wine you like,” Molly said.

“Do we have enough time to cook lasagna before Aysha and your parents
come home? I’d like it to be just the two of us.”

“Yes, they are going to go out to eat after the movie, and since it’s mom and
dad’s anniversary, they will want to be alone too. Aysha might want to join
us. I hope that’s ok.”

“Yes, that’s ok.”

Dan and Molly prepared lasagna and salad and talked about Aysha.

“I’ve never resented Aysha’s presence here. The circumstances of her
conception weren’t her fault. She’s a great kid; I couldn’t ask for a better
stepdaughter; I just wish she was mine,” Dan tensed as he said this, it was the
truth and needed to be said, but he wasn’t sure how Molly would react to
hearing it.

“She thinks of you as her dad.”

“I know, that’s why I’m still here, for both of you. I want us to be a family.”

“One day at a time,” Molly said.
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Three

Brooklyn Rose

T
he year was 1959. Sixteen-year-old Henry Walsh walked into the
crowded gymnasium holding the manicured hand of his date, Erica
Astor. He pasted on a bright smile and did his best to look like he

was having fun. Erica smiled back at him, showing that he had fooled her.
Henry took a small flask out of the pocket of his blazer. Erica frowned at
him.

“I wish you wouldn’t drink,” she said, her tone icy.

Henry shrugged. “I’ll take my fun while I can get it,” He thought. “By this time
next year, I will be enrolled in NYU business school and embark on the life
my father chose for me. Which includes you,”

He glanced at the beautiful blond Erica at his side. Her hair was platinum
blond, and she had light blue eyes, giving her an icy, untouchable appearance.
Erica reminded Henry of an expensive vase, made to be admired but brittle
and uninviting to touch.

She batted her long eyelashes at him. Henry let none of his thoughts show on
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his face, only allowing Erica to see the aloof aristocrat that she wanted to see.

“My father has arranged my entire life for me, even choosing my future wife.
I don’t love Erica, but my father has assured me that I will grow to love her.”

“Henry, you made it!” A voice called his name. He looked around to see his
friend Charles approaching. Henry gave him a friendly slap on the back.
Charles attended the same private school, and they both had the emblem
of the school embroidered on each of their blazers. “This is my date, Erica
Astor,” Henry said.

“Charmed,” Erica said, gripping Charles’s hand with her fingertips.

“Nice to meet you, Erica. This is my date, Rosanna.”

Henry’s false smile faded. Beautiful was too weak of a word for her.

Ethereal.

But strong. Rose’s eyes were green, like the ocean. Her high cheekbones and
sculpted face gave her an exotic appearance. Henry had always thought Erica
was beautiful, but suddenly she faded to spun sugar’s insignificance, lovely in
form but with no substance.

“Nice to meet you, Rosanna,” Henry said, his voice roughened by the lump
in his throat. He brought her offered hand to his lips and kissed it. Rosanna
smiled and blushed prettily. It seemed to Henry like time had slowed down,
and it was just the two of them in the world.

“Well, it was nice seeing you, Henry,” Charles said with an edge to his tone.
“The music is starting.” Charles wrapped Rosanna’s arm in his possessively
and turned to walk away.

13



Origenal Love Stories

“Save me a dance, dear Rose,” Henry called, ignoring Erica’s outraged gasp.
Rose turned to look back at him with eyes sparkling and graced him with a
dimpled grin that made Henry’s heart soar.

She nodded, and then she and Charles vanished into the crowd of dancers.

Later, after a few dances with Erica, Henry found the other couple and cut in
just as the band was beginning to play the song ‘Mack the Knife’ by Bobby
Darin. As Henry led her through the swing steps, he was pleased to see that
she was a skilled dancer. Rose was close to his height, so they were well
matched. Erica was several inches shorter than him, so it wasn’t as fun to
dance with her. Henry and Rose danced several more dances before they
were breathless.

“That was so much fun,” Henry said. “Are you ready for a break and some
punch?”

“Yes. I had fun, though; you are a wonderful dancer, Henry.”

Henry admired how her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes sparkled. Her red
hair was cut short in a trendy bob that had swirled around her head as they
danced, glinting with the reflected lights in the ceiling.

“Your hair is gorgeous. Not every girl is good looking enough to wear it short,
but it suits you,”

“Thank you,” Rose replied.

It seemed like the most natural action in the world for him to slip his arm
around Rose, pulling her closer as they made their way to the refreshment
table. Until he caught sight of his friend Charles, Erica, right beside him, they
were watching him with eyes as hard as wet stones.
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Later that night, Henry whispered in Rose’s ear, “I want to see you again. May
I have your phone number?” Rose gave it to him.

The night of their first date, Henry stood in front of the mirror in his
bathroom, taking extra care with his appearance. He added a little extra
pomade to make his wavy blonde hair glossy. Henry hadn’t slept well the
night before, and his blue eyes looked slightly bloodshot, so he put a couple
drops of Visine in each one.

Henry picked up Rose on his motorcycle, where they could both wear helmets
and be unrecognizable. When Henry walked into his home after dropping
Rose off after their second date, his father Phillip was sitting on the couch
waiting for him.

“Where have you been?” Phillip asked.

“Out.”

Phillip just stared at Henry with his cold blue gaze, waiting.

Henry stared right back.

“I had you followed,” Phillip said, swirling the amber liquid in the rock glass
he held. “I know all about her. She isn’t acceptable.”

“Her name is Rose.”

“You are engaged, Henry! What do you think you are doing?” A vein started
pulsing in Phillip’s temple.

“I love her.”

“Bah! She is your first infatuation, that’s all,” Phillip waved his hand
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dismissively. “These things never last. Keep her as a mistress if you want,
after you marry Erica, who comes from a decent family.”

Henry was too shocked to speak.

“Don’t look so horrified,” Philip continued. “Your mother knows I have my
little dalliances. She never cared. Neither will your Rose, not if you keep the
gifts and money coming.”

Bile rose in Henry’s throat, and he swallowed hard.

Phillip sighed and reached into the pocket of his purple silk robe. He extended
his index finger toward Henry, dangling a set of car keys.

“I bought you a Maserati 3500 GT. You can keep it if you marry Erica.”

Henry accepted the car and used it to pick up Rose for several more dates.
She was impressed by the car, but she told him.

“Wealth doesn’t make the man.”

Henry turned to look at Rose with surprise. “You’re so different from anyone
else I know. I’ll never forget.”

That night when Henry got home, his father was again waiting on the couch
for him. This time Henry’s fiancee Erica was sitting on one side of Phillip,
Henry’s mother Eleanor was on his other side, her blonde hair arranged in
an elegant braided coif that curled around her head like a crown.

“You are spending all of your time with this girl and neglecting your fiancee.
What are you thinking?!” Were the first words Phillip said as Henry walked
in.
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“I think we should hear him out,” Eleanor said, wrapping her string of pearls
around her index finger.

“You need to make a decision,” Phillip said, ignoring her, lines standing out
on his forehead and a vein pumping in each temple. “Now, tonight.”

“I already have,” Henry said. He walked over to Erica and knelt in front of
her, taking her hands in his.

2010

Henry smiled at his wife as she closed the photo album.

“That was quite a memorable night. I feel like it happened yesterday. I miss
that Maserati—so many wonderful memories. We drove that car on our
honeymoon to the hospital the night our daughter was born. I was sad to see
it go.” She said.

“Me too. They don’t make cars like that anymore. Honey…I noticed you have
a picture of her and me, taken at the dance. Why did you keep it?”

Henry’s wife shrugged.” I liked the way you looked that night, that’s all. And
even I have to admit, you two looked like a cute couple, dancing up a storm.
It looked like you were having fun.”

“Are you alright? You look sad all of a sudden,” Henry asked, frowning and
stroking her long hair back over her shoulder.

She leaned against him. “Do you ever think about her?”

“I haven’t thought of her in years. But I’ll always remember my Brooklyn
Rose. I’m sure she married long ago. Women as beautiful as her don’t stay
single for long.”
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Henry’s wife wasn’t jealous because of his words; she knew she had his heart.

A teenage girl bounded into the room. “I’m ready! Can we go? I don’t want
to miss the start of the movie!” The girl said excitedly.

“Ok, Aysha. We’re coming!” Aysha’s grandmother said as she set the photo
album on the coffee table and stood up.

She and Henry put their coats on. Aysha bounded out the door and kicked
snow around excitedly while her grandparents followed slowly.

“OOh, popcorn! Can we get a big bucket of popcorn to share, Grandma
Rose?”

“Of course, Aysha,” Rose said, laughing at Aysha’s enthusiasm.

Henry kissed his wife’s cheek. “I can’t think of a better way to celebrate.
Happy birthday, my little Brooklyn Rose.”
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Four

Camera-Ready

I
t was a perfect day for a wedding. It was mid-June, and the weather
was mild and sunny.

“Something is wrong.” The bride whispered frantically to the wedding
planner. “Has he called… or anything?!”

“I don’t know what’s going on.. I’m sorry. I have worked with this
photographer for years, he’s never…”

“Just find him! Please! I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be rude… it’s just..it will ruin
everything if we don’t have a photographer.” The bride looked close to tears.

The wedding planner walked briskly down the ramp from the yacht to the
hotel, nearly colliding with a young bellhop running up the ramp.

“Oh! Sorry… here!” He pushed a paper into her hands. “The Concierge said
to give this to the bride right away.” He turned around and walked away
while the wedding planner looked at the paper. It was a phone message. The
photographer contracted food poisoning, and he is in the local emergency
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room.

“That’s just great,” she muttered to herself. She found the bride and groom
and gave them the bad news.

The bride burst into tears at the thought of not having photos of her special
day.

The groom tried to comfort her when his cousin and best man Daniel walked
over with eyes narrowed with concern.

“What is going on..why is Missy crying?”

“The photographer isn’t coming—food poisoning..man! Can you believe this?”

*Now, what are we going to..”

“Hold on..hold on… I brought my camera. I took a couple photography classes
before I settled on the journalism major…I got this, bro.” Dan ran off to grab
his camera from the table where he and his date Molly are sitting.

Dan grabbed the camera off the table. “Well, I just found out why the
photographer is late…he got food poisoning.”

Molly raised her eyebrows. “I’m going to step in and take some pictures.”

Molly frowned, not liking the idea of sitting by herself at a wedding where
she didn’t know anyone.

Dan paused when he saw her expression. “I’m sorry about this…I don’t want
to leave them hanging. You should have seen how upset Missy was when she
thought there would be no pictures today.” He glanced over toward where
the bride and groom were waiting.
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Molly followed his gaze and nodded. She could understand how awful that
would be.
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Feeding Ground
A young couple embarks on a road trip to investigate
disappearances from the small town of Madrassa;
they find more than they bargain for, and they soon
become the hunted.
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