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spades 
 
“SARAH? I KNOW you’re in there. Open up.” 
Sarah glared at the door as Jill continued to knock. 
“C’mon. Open the door.” 
She sighed and reached for her crutches, which leaned against the couch’s arm. She used 

them to help leverage herself into a standing position then went to the door. “All right, all right. 
Give me a minute. Geez.” She unlocked the deadbolt and opened the door to Jill’s worried 
expression. 

“I’m coming in,” Jill said and Sarah moved aside, choosing not to interfere with Jill’s big 
frame, which she moved pretty well for a woman who stood almost six feet tall and who carried 
an extra fifty pounds than she should have. 

“Girl, what’s up? Nobody’s heard from you for a few days.” 
Sarah shrugged. “Nothing’s up. Just didn’t feel like talking.” She bit back a snarky 

remark as Jill, making tsking sounds, walked to the living room windows and opened the blinds, 
forcing her to look outside, to look past her current comfort zone. 

“Are you having phantom pain?” 
“No. Just some weird feelings now and again. No pain. Guess I’m lucky there, huh?” She 

didn’t hide her sarcasm. 
Jill looked at her for a few seconds before she spoke again. “Honey, it’s a beautiful day 

out. Come to the park with me for a picnic.” She gave Sarah’s coffee table an assessing look, 
then glanced at the TV, tuned to a music station. “That’s a relief. I was thinkin’ I’d have to do an 
intervention for the shopping network or something.” Her Texas drawl added a little layer of 
sugar to her statement. Her gaze returned to the photos Sarah had spread out on the coffee table, 
of herself before the accident. Jill glanced over at her, expression worried. 

“Nah. I’m just chilling,” Sarah lied, wincing internally that Jill had busted her looking at 
photos of herself when she was whole, when she could do anything, go anywhere, and party all 
night. 

Jill went into the kitchen. “Have you eaten today?” she called. 
“Yes.” She grimaced at Jill’s Mother Hen tone. “A sandwich.” 
She filled the doorway, stern. “One sandwich? All day?” 
Sarah shrugged again. “I’m not that hungry.” 
Jill gave her another look, and this one almost coaxed tears from her eyes. “Honey, are 

you in a bad spell again?” 
The gentleness in her voice made Sarah sigh. “I don’t think so. . .maybe.” 
“Then what are you doing?” Jill gestured at the photos on the coffee table. 
“Remembering, I guess.” She leaned on her crutches to give her good leg a break. A 

couple of tears did find their way to her eyes. They spilled out and trickled down her cheeks. She 
brushed at them, a little angry that she was crying again. “It’s been a year-and-a-half. You’d 
think I’d be able to deal with it, get past it.” 

“Sweetie, you went through a traumatic event.” Jill moved closer and put her hand on 
Sarah’s shoulder. 

She sniffled. “Called my mom yesterday and she wanted to know if I was ready yet to get 
a car outfitted. You know. With a hand control. I guess that kind of set me off.” 

Jill gave her a half-hug, maneuvering her arm around Sarah’s crutch. “If you’re not ready 
to drive yet, don’t.” 



She shrugged, but let Jill comfort her. She didn’t want to talk about how it felt sometimes 
there was this gulf between the Sarah before the accident and the Sarah after, how she couldn’t 
seem to reconcile the two, or learn how to exist in her body since. She bit her lip. Something else 
to whine about in therapy. She brushed another tear away and sighed again. “Whatever.” 

Jill pulled her arm away. “C’mon. You need to get outside, get some fresh air and food. 
I’m buying.” 

She managed a smile, though the last thing she wanted to do was what Jill was pushing 
her to do. She knew Jill was right, but that didn’t mean she felt like doing it. Her therapist had 
been pushing her a little “to engage more with the world around her” as well, but that, too, pissed 
her off. She just wanted to curl up in a corner and sleep for forty years, until she couldn’t even 
remember what she’d been like before the SUV had plowed into the passenger side of the car she 
was in, and changed everything. 

“Okay. I’ll try to be thrilled, but no guarantees.” 
Jill pecked her on the cheek. “You want to just go with your crutches?” 
“No. I’ll put my leg on. Gotta keep working with it, after all.” She crutched herself to her 

bedroom, not verbalizing that she preferred the look of the prosthesis to the half-leg on her right 
side. When she wore shorts, the prosthesis was obvious, but for some reason, people didn’t stare 
as long at it as they did when she was out with her crutches, when what was left of her leg hung 
above the ground, like some kind of weird and damaged fruit. And that always drew attention to 
her face, and the long, thin pinkish lines left from broken glass that had sliced the right side, like 
strokes with a paintbrush an artist had flung in a hurry. They looked a lot better now than they 
had, and every day she rubbed her scar gel carefully onto them, hoping to get them to fade even 
more. The scars on her arms she didn’t mind so much. They were sort of like tattoos, she’d 
decided, but they did draw peeks when she wore short sleeves, which wasn’t often. 

She arranged her “armor” on the bed, stood the prosthesis on the floor next to it, then sat 
on her bed. She pulled one of the many cloth liners on over her stump, then inserted her 
rubberized liner into the prosthesis, the screw at the end of it ratcheting into place. Two more 
cloth liners, and she pulled the prosthesis on. Jill handed her the left sneaker, which she placed 
on her extant foot and laced up. “Thanks,” Sarah said as she pushed herself up and settled her 
weight. They’d saved her knee and six inches below it, something the doctors had said was a 
good thing, that it would help with balance when she walked. Too bad it didn’t help with balance 
when she thought about that day, or the aftermath. 

“Okay, let’s go,” she said to Jill. “Pete’s.” One of the places she felt she could just hang 
out and not worry about people staring at her prosthesis. The servers at Pete’s were pleasant but 
never shocked by anything. Must’ve come with working at an all night restaurant along one of 
Denver’s busiest main drags, the kind that alternated between ultra-seedy, hipster, and just plain 
weird. 

Jill smiled and waited for Sarah to collect her keys and sunglasses. If Jill knew why Sarah 
preferred going there, she didn’t bring it up. 

♠ 
“HERE.” JILL HANDED Sarah one of the small flyers that sat on the lounge’s counter. 

They’d come here after their late lunch. This place used to be a favorite hang-out of Sarah’s. But 
then everything changed. “A group of us are going and I think it’d do you some good to go, too,” 
Jill added. 



Sarah took the flyer and skimmed it. A women’s dance night at one of the local gay bars. 
She looked up at Jill. “Dancing’s a little out of my jurisdiction,” she said, a tightness in her 
throat. “You know that.” 

Jill shot her a look. “Maybe for now it is, but so what? Lots of women and you should get 
out, see what’s going on. You can still walk around and scope the crowd.” She pointed at the 
flyer. “DJ Ace. She’s super good.” 

Sarah folded the flyer in half and put it in her back pocket. “I’ll think about it.” 
“It’s day after tomorrow.” Jill took the two beers from the bartender, who winked at her. 
“Good to see you,” she said. To Sarah she nodded and smiled. “Been a while,” she said. 

“How are you?” 
“Okay.” Sarah thought maybe the bartender’s eyes lingered a little too long on the right 

side of her face. She smiled back and the bartender moved off to chat up another customer. It 
wasn’t five yet, so the after-work crowd hadn’t arrived. Jill carried the beers to a table in the 
corner near the front of the room and sat down. Sarah sat across from her in one of the thick 
upholstered chairs and took a sip of beer. She didn’t keep alcohol at home, because she was 
paranoid about getting addicted since the accident. She spent enough time brooding that she 
figured it was a responsible thing for her to do. Besides, booze was expensive. 

Jill got her caught up on the latest dating gossip of her old crew, which made Sarah 
laugh, if only because Jill’s phrasing and storytelling skills made even the most mundane crap 
hilarious. 

“It’s good to hear you laugh,” Jill remarked when she’d told the story about Jenny and 
Mark’s latest break-up. Sarah figured this one would last a month, the way Jill made it sound. 

“Feels kind of good, too, I guess.” Sarah shrugged and sipped her beer, but it wasn’t as 
good as she remembered. When was the last time she’d had one? Three months ago? Four? 

“So I’m going with Alex, Brittany, Lorie, Trish, Kavila, and Sumi, I think, to women’s 
dance night. They’ve all been asking about you. And besides, you’d get to see Sumi dance.” She 
leered a little over her glass. 

Sarah laughed again. “That crush is long gone. But it is always cool to see her dance.” 
She traced the rim of her own glass with her index finger. “I’ll see how I’m feeling.” 

“Girl, it’s on Friday. That’s day after tomorrow. You’ll be fine.” 
She shrugged. “I don’t know. I have a hard time with crowds these days.” 
“Why? Nobody notices anything in a crowd.” 
“But they notice when somebody’s not dancing.” And it was hard for her to get around, 

still, in crowds on a fake leg. 
Jill gave her a “huh?” look. “You know that’s not true. Every club you’ve ever been to, 

nobody noticed the people not dancing. Unless you thought they were hot.” She made a lewd 
gesture with her tongue and once again, Sarah laughed. “C’mon,” Jill pressed. “You used to love 
to go out and hear the music. You were up on all that stuff and always had the best shit for 
parties.” 

An uncomfortable weight pressed on Sarah’s chest. “Yeah, well, that was then. Things 
are different now.” Her voice grated in her throat. 

“They don’t have to be,” Jill said softly. She finished her beer. 
Sarah clenched her teeth. “Whatever.” She took another swallow of her own beer, then 

felt bad about her attitude. “I’m sorry. I’m just. . .I don’t know. Trying to get things figured out. 
In some ways, I’m me. But in others, I’m not. I don’t know how to get those things to match.” 



Jill grabbed her hand and gave it a squeeze. “So how about you go for old time’s sake? 
For the music? And the vibe? You don’t have to do anything. Kavila and Trish are going early. 
They’ll have a table, with a good view of the floor.” 

“I’ll think about it.” 
Jill gave her one of her “ain’t takin’ ‘no’ for an answer” glares, but she relented a few 

seconds later and smiled. “Two words, baby. Sumi dancing.” 
Sarah grinned and half-laughed, but a slice of pain accompanied it. Sumi had kissed her 

once, a few months before the accident, and even though Sumi had been drunk, her lips slid 
against Sarah’s like silk, and her hands held Sarah’s face gently, almost sweetly. She’d tasted 
like tequila, and like tequila, she’d left a warm, spicy glow from Sarah’s stomach down her 
thighs, and a tinge of salt on her tongue. Sumi didn’t mention the kiss the next day or any day 
after that. Sarah figured she didn’t remember doing it and she hung on to that explanation 
because thinking Sumi was embarrassed about it and regretted it turned the memory bitter. That 
was the last time anyone had kissed her. And now, after everything that had happened, Sarah 
figured it might really be the last time anyone would kiss her. 

“Better than a Rihanna video,” Jill said. “Just sayin’.” She finished with an “mmm mmm 
mmm.” 

“I’m not going to guarantee I’ll be totally Miss Mary Sunshine.” 
“You’ll be too busy checking out the scene. Trust me. You need a club injection, honey. 

Whether you dance around or not.” 
“I’ll call you.” 
“Nuh-uh. I will pick you up at nine on Friday. So get a nap after work.” 
Sarah’s stomach clenched. She’d have to go. Usually she looked forward to stuff like 

this. But now, it was something to get through. 
“Honey, relax. You’re still Sarah. So you’re missing a part. So what? You’re still you.” 
Sarah managed a smile but her stomach had started to burn. “I’m kind of tired,” she said. 

“Do you mind if we go?” 
Jill stood and carried the glasses back to the bar and Sarah went to stand by the door. 
“Hey, don’t be stranger,” the bartender called at her as she waved. “Good seeing you.” 
Jill winked at Sarah as she approached and Sarah waved back at the bartender, wondering 

if maybe she was a charity case now. She followed Jill to the sidewalk outside. 
 

clubs 
  
SARAH SWALLOWED, NERVOUS, and scanned the crowd from her position at the table Trish had 
snagged. She hadn’t been to a club since before the accident, and nervous sweat collected at the 
waistband of her jeans, beneath her shirt. She’d worn a white button-down with long sleeves, still 
self-conscious about the scars on her arm. Her jeans hid her prosthesis, and she was able to walk 
with barely more than a slight limp, so any attention she got she figured was due to the scars on 
her face, and in the club lighting, even those were difficult to see. She willed herself into 
invisibility. It was easier than explaining. 

Weird, being here, she thought, gripping her beer bottle. She used to come here at least 
twice a month with the crew, dancing until her hair and shirt were soaked with sweat, salt, and 
cigarette smoke. They’d leave around two and go to Denny’s or some place like that for 
breakfast. Then they might get together for football on Sunday if it was fall, or hang out at the 
park if it was summer. The DJ played a song Sarah remembered from those days, and she 



watched her work, glad Trish chose this table. From this angle, she could see the DJ from about 
the waist up, though she stayed in motion working her two laptops and, to Sarah’s surprise, a 
turntable. 

Rocker chick, Sarah classified her. At least in appearance. Black tee with torn sleeves, 
black spiked bracelet on her right wrist, and a shag cut Joan Jett would’ve been proud of in the 
eighties. But for a rocker chick, she was tearing it up with a mix of dance, house, a layer of 
trance, and faves from the nineties. She’d even slipped in alt-rock, disco, and R&B. Several 
times Sarah went deep into the music, felt herself bobbing her head in time, moving her hips a 
little. And for a few minutes, maybe, she was whole again, and everything was how it was 
supposed to be. Then she’d remember, but the music was so good it didn’t hurt as bad, coming 
back to the present. 

Trish and Kavila emerged from the crowd. Trish pressed another beer into Sarah’s hand. 
“How are you doing?” she shouted above the music. 
“Good.” 
Trish leaned in close, so Sarah could hear. “I’m gonna take a break, grab a smoke.  Kavila 

wants to chill for a minute here. So why don’t you take a spin, see who’s tearing up the floor?” 
She grinned and Sarah nodded. She took the fresh beer with her and pushed carefully through the 
crowd, keeping close to walls in case she lost her balance. Though that might not have been an 
issue, because the crowd was packed tight, and there was nowhere to fall. Still not completely 
comfortable on her prosthesis in a crowd, she kept glancing down to make sure she was placing 
it where it needed to be. Finally, she found a spot near the dance floor, where she picked people 
out she recognized. 

Sumi was in one of her dance trances, hips swaying, moving like sex itself. Jill had been 
right about that, at least. Seeing Sumi turn it on to a good music mix was practically as good as 
getting felt up and lip-locked by a hot woman on a hotter dance floor. The song shifted almost 
imperceptibly and Sumi shifted with it, her jeweled navel ring flashing in the light. Even dressed 
in something simple like jeans and a half-shirt, she was a South Asian goddess, and she knew 
how to work that magic. Sarah thought about the one kiss she’d scored from her, glad that if it 
was her last kiss ever, it had been that one. 

The music caught her again, and Sarah watched the DJ, headphone to her right ear as she 
cued up something on vinyl. Props to her, she thought. Working old school and new school. 
Sarah had DJ’ed a little, before the accident. Nothing too serious. Parties here and there in high 
school and college and the few months before the accident, she’d experimented with her own 
mixes but got too busy looking for a different job. And then everything changed. 

She finished her beer, surprised that she’d been standing there that long. She carefully 
pushed through the crowd again and headed for the back door, which stood open in the summer 
heat. A couple of women wearing the club’s insignia on their polo shirts stood next to the door, 
monitoring the comings and goings. Sarah tossed her bottle into the trashcan near the door and 
smiled at the monitors before she stepped outside onto the loading dock where a night breeze 
dried the sweat on her face. She sighed with relief and leaned back against the brick, ignoring the 
two couples to her left who were making out like they hadn’t seen each other in months. A few 
small groups stood in the dirt parking lot next to the loading dock, talking and smoking. The air 
felt good, and she relaxed, the brick cool against her back, even through her shirt. She almost felt 
like the old Sarah. Almost. She closed her eyes, thinking about those days a year or two ago. 

“Mind if I share the wall?” 



Sarah looked to her left and started a little. The DJ regarded her, waiting for a response. 
Music still pumped through the open doors. Maybe she had put it on auto or something. Or one 
of the regular club DJs was filling in so Ace could catch a break. That was her stage name, 
wasn’t it? Or maybe this was a different DJ. 

“No, no problem,” Sarah said. “Plenty to go around.” She moved to her right to prove her 
point. The DJ wore black jeans and black Converse with her black tee. How Ramones, Sarah 
thought, approvingly. And she had a great voice. The kind of voice that would make people call 
a radio station to find out who she was, and if she was single. 

“Thanks.” The DJ set her beer bottle on the ground and took a cigarette from behind her 
left ear and placed it in her mouth. She lit it with a Zippo lighter that she produced from her back 
pocket. She replaced the lighter and picked up her beer, blowing her smoke to her left, away 
from Sarah. 

“Let me know if it bugs you,” she said, as she held the cigarette up. “I’ll move.” She held 
it like James Dean might’ve, like a rockabilly guy from the fifties. 

“It’s okay.” Sarah leaned back again, a little uncomfortable about talking to a stranger—it 
had been a while since she’d been in a place where. . .well, where she was a woman and not an 
accident victim. It was hard to see her scars, after all, out here, and she had jeans and long 
sleeves on. The DJ didn’t know about her shortcomings, so she forged on. “Great music. 
Thanks.” 

The DJ looked at her and smiled around her cigarette before she took it out of her mouth 
to take a swig of beer. “Glad you’re enjoying it. So how come you’re not dancing?” 

“How do you know I haven’t been?” she shot back, wondering if the DJ had actually seen 
her in there or if she was just making conversation. 

She grinned, and it made her sort of roguish. She looked a little like Shane in the L-Word, 
maybe, but a little softer. “I’m a DJ. It’s my job to make you dance.” She took another hit off her 
cigarette. “I notice if people don’t dance.” 

“Bad leg,” Sarah said, hoping she’d leave it at that. 
The DJ nodded, like she understood more about the situation than Sarah thought, but then 

she said, “Next time.” 
Sarah clenched her teeth, unclenched them. “Doubtful. Very.” 
“Hey, Ace. They want you back.” One of the door monitors had come out on the dock 

with them. 
“Cool. Be there in a sec.” 
The monitor smiled and returned to her post just inside the doors and Ace took a last pull 

on her cigarette and blew the smoke out, facing away from Sarah. She dropped the butt onto the 
concrete dock and stubbed it out beneath her sneaker then took a couple of swallows from her 
beer bottle. “Hope you enjoy the rest of your night,” she said, smiling at Sarah in a rakish, pirate-
y way that suited her. 

“Yeah. You, too.” Sarah smiled back, more disappointed than relieved that she wasn’t 
going to be talking to a stranger for a little while longer. That was something different. A long 
time since she’d felt that way. 

Ace turned away then stopped and turned back toward her. “What’s your name?” 
“Sarah.” 
“Pretty.” And then Ace took two steps until she was directly in front of Sarah, looking 

down at her. She leaned in before Sarah could process what was happening, and kissed her, a 



warm, soft meeting of lips that tasted like beer and nicotine and the raw edge of night. She pulled 
away after a few too-brief seconds and Sarah stared at her, nearly speechless. 

“What was that for?” 
Ace smiled. “You looked like you might need it.” She turned away and started back to 

the door but paused and looked at her before she went back in. “And I wanted to. Later.” And 
she returned to the crowd. 

Sarah remained against the wall, glad for its support, not sure that what happened really 
did. She touched her lips, still tingling. The taste of Ace’s mouth lingered on her tongue, and 
accompanied her all the way back to her table. 

♣ 
“SOMETHING’S DIFFERENT.” 
Sarah looked across the table at Jill. “What do you mean?” 
“About you.” 
“Good different or bad?” She reached for her iced tea. 
“Good, I think.” Jill sat back and draped one arm along the edge of the booth. For a 

moment, she looked like Erykah Badu, without the hair wrap. 
Sarah shrugged and sipped her tea through the straw. 
“It was the club, wasn’t it?” 
“Don’t know. I guess. It was good to hear the music.” And it was really good to score a 

kiss from a sexy DJ. She hadn’t mentioned that part, though thinking about it made her feel hot 
in places that hadn’t felt much of anything for over a year. 

“I think getting out was good for you. We’re going to X on Friday.” 
“That’s not a dance bar.” She set her glass down and picked up a french fry. 
“Doesn’t matter. There’ll be women. Sumi’s probably going, and girl, you know it 

doesn’t have to be no damn dance bar for her to dance.” She smiled and Sarah laughed. 
“I’ll see if I’m up to it.” 
Jill raised an eyebrow and gave her an “oh, no you di’n’t just say that” look. 
“Okay, okay. What time?” 
“Mmm hmm. That’s better. Eight. I’m on call Saturday, so I want to be home at a semi-

reasonable hour.” 
“Sounds good. I have to work Saturday afternoon for somebody.” 
“I’ll pick you up and drop you off after the bar.” 
“Thanks.” Jill didn’t drink much, either, if at all, so Sarah knew she could count on her to 

get her around safely. She had a hard time getting into cars since the accident. Jill was one of the 
few people she felt okay riding with. “So how’re things with Reggie?” 

She sighed and reached for one of Sarah’s fries. “He’s gonna drive me crazy. Some days 
he’s a man, some days he’s a boy.” 

“Has he talked about something more, um, committed?” 
Jill shook her head. “A year, and he’s still playing hard to get on some levels. I know he’s 

not steppin’ out, but he’s definitely not settle-down material. Not right now.” She sounded sad. 
“I’m sorry. I’ve been kind of screwed up and into myself, I guess. So go ahead. Lay it on 

me. What the hell’s his problem?” 
Jill laughed. Sarah loved it when she did, because it was this big, rolling, delicious sound. 

If laughs could be food, Jill’s would be warm butter and honey on cinnamon rolls. 
“Girl, like I said, something’s different about you. I’m not sure what it is, but I think I’m 

gonna like it.” She picked at her salad. “It’s the same thing with him. One day he’s present—and 



it’s wonderful when he is—the next, he’s a million miles away. I told him last week I wasn’t sure 
I was willing to keep on like this.” 

“What’d he say?” 
“He entered a man phase and we had a great two days.” 
“And then?” 
Jill frowned. “Back to boy. I’m tired of this ride.” 
Sarah didn’t respond. Instead, she ate another fry. 
“I told him yesterday I wanted a break. I don’t want to see him for a month.” 
Sarah stared at her, another fry halfway to her mouth. “What’d he say?” 
“He went into man phase, but I didn’t buy it this time. I told him if I felt like talking to 

him after a month, I would. If I didn’t, oh, well.” 
“Did he freak?” 
“A little. He’s texted or called me about twenty times since then.” 
“Have you answered?” 
“Hell, no. This ride is bullshit.” 
Sarah offered her last fry to Jill, who motioned for Sarah to eat it. “Are you okay?’ 
“A little sad. But glad to be off the rollercoaster. How about you?” 
Sarah chewed and swallowed. “Okay. Hanging in there.” She thought about the question 

a little more. How was she? She had head therapy next week. That seemed the place to figure it 
out. 

“You know you’re not an injured leg with a person, right?” 
Sarah looked at her, not sure where she was going. 
“You’re a person with an injured leg, and that’s not what completely defines you as a 

person.” 
She wanted to reply with something cranky, but clamped her jaw shut to prevent that. 

“It’s hard,” she said after a while. “Because it’s like if I’m not up front about it, people think I’m 
holding out on them or something, especially when they find out.” She pushed her plate away. 
“But if I am up front about it, then people can’t get past it. It’s like an elephant in the room, you 
know?” 

“What people are you talking about?” 
Sarah raised a shoulder. “Just people. Anybody new.” 
“They’ll respond to you the way you respond to your own set of circumstances. Act 

freaked out, they’ll freak. Act like yourself, and they’ll be able to deal with it, too.” 
She thought about Ace again, and whether Ace would’ve kissed her if she’d seen the 

scars, or the leg, of if she knew that parts of her still couldn’t quite get past the sounds of 
grinding metal and breaking glass. “Getting there is kind of hard.” 

“I know. But you will.” Jill squeezed her hand. “Ready?” 
“Yeah.” She handed twelve dollars to Jill to cover her share of dinner and slid out of the 

booth. Jill dropped her off at her apartment—one half of a duplex--and waited for her to get onto 
the porch and open the door and turn on the interior light. She honked and drove off and Sarah 
checked her mailbox. A couple of bills and the latest Rolling Stone magazine. That was cool, 
except all the music news and articles made her think about clubbing and hot DJs and kisses that 
she probably wouldn’t have gotten if Ace knew what was under her jeans. Whatever. She at least 
got a kiss. That would last her a while. She went inside. 

 



♣ 
SARAH STOOD OUTSIDE the bookstore where she worked and adjusted her backpack on her 
shoulder. Right across from her—not thirty feet away—stood a really cool record store that she 
used to haunt before the accident. Right across the cement walkway. She hadn’t been inside in 
over a year, and now she wondered why that was. Nobody ever bothered you in a record store 
unless you asked for help. Like a bookstore, it was a place to lose yourself for a bit. At a record 
store, she could try out new material, and browse new and used CDs and vinyl. When was the 
last time she’d bought any music for herself? She couldn’t remember. 

So what the hell? Why not go in and look around? She was wearing jeans, after all, 
though she’d been brave that morning and put on a T-shirt. The lines of scars on her right 
forearm were obvious, like giant cat scratches. Sarah studied them for a moment, analyzing them 
like she was someone else assessing old damage. But so what? A record store like that attracted 
all kinds of goth and art people, and they all had weird shit going on and probably wouldn’t look 
twice at her. Fortified, she moved purposefully to the entrance. An emo-looking guy with a 
pierced lip was leaving and he smiled at her as he held the door open for her. 

“Thanks,” she said, avoiding his eyes as she passed him into the store’s interior, to the 
cool anonymity of looking for that really great track to add to a party mix or a personal playlist. 
Music blared over the speakers, something she didn’t recognize, but it sounded like how the 
early Cure did. A guy at the counter greeted her and she nodded at him as she headed down the 
center aisle. They hadn’t moved much around, and near the back wall she found the dance and 
trance music. Posters and T-shirts still hung on the walls, and the scuffed floor made her feel at 
home, like an old friend. She set her backpack down and started going through the offerings, 
bobbing her head in time to the music over the speakers. 

Thirty minutes later she had a couple of deep house CDs that had several artists on it that 
she really liked. Not so bad, she thought. Nobody bugged her. Nobody looked at her. A couple of 
people had browsed nearby, but they were busy with their own internal music vibe and didn’t 
pay attention to her. She should start coming here more often. She’d forgotten what it was like to 
not feel self-conscious. 

“Hey.” 
Sarah looked up. And momentarily froze. She swallowed. “Hey,” she managed. 
Ace gestured at the CD she held. “Good stuff. But their first one was better. I think we 

still have a copy of it.” She reached toward the section Sarah had been browsing and Sarah 
moved aside. “Yep. Here it is.” Ace handed it to her. “I’d go that route, though tracks three and 
eight on the second album are solid club material.” She smiled, but not like she had the other 
night. 

“Thanks.” Sarah stammered a little, and moved in such a way that the scars on her right 
arm wouldn’t be as visible from Ace’s angle. Her stomach burned a bit. 

“Haven’t seen you here before. You come in a lot?” Ace leaned her hip against the CD 
bin. She wore faded blue jeans and another black T-shirt—this one with a Sex Pistols album 
cover on it. Instead of sneakers, though, she had on beat-up black combat boots. 

“Used to. It’s been a while.” She looked down, caught a glimpse of a skull and 
crossbones belt buckle at Ace’s waist, and jerked her gaze back to her face. 

“Cool.” Ace nodded at the CD in Sarah’s hand. “I’m gonna guess you do a little DJing, 
too. Am I right?” 

She managed a little smile, as well as a glance up into Ace’s eyes, a soft brown. She 
forced herself to keep her eyes on Ace’s. It wasn’t as hard as she thought, even though Ace had 



lip-locked her just the other night. “Yeah. Just a little. Haven’t in a while. And no clubs. Nothing 
like what you do.” She cleared her throat and nervously tapped the CD case against her thigh. 

“Doesn’t matter. You like music. That’s cool. Let me know if you need help finding 
anything in particular. If we don’t have it, I can probably get it for you.” 

“Yeah. I will.” She cleared her throat again. “Um, it’s cool that you work here. Must be 
kind of a dream job for you, huh?” 

“For the most part. I do my best work live, though. At least when it comes to music.” She 
grinned then, the full wattage of her pirate-y smile directed right at her. 

Sarah’s brain almost refused to send further conversation to her mouth. “You do play a 
great mix,” she finally said. “When’s your next gig?” 

“This Saturday, actually. Tracks again. Next weekend--and I’m pretty stoked about this—
I’m on the main floor at the Church. Sunday’s goth and industrial night. If I tear it up, they might 
give me a Saturday.” 

“That would be great. And I’m sure you will.” 
Ace regarded her for a long moment, expression unreadable. “You ever get to the 

Church?” 
“I haven’t in a while.” Two months before the accident, she calculated. That was the last 

time. Her stomach clenched and she looked down then back up at Ace. 
“They pull in some big names. Tiësto came through. Sandra Collins. Paul Oakenfold, too. 

Watching a master at work is pretty cool.” 
“So how long have you been DJing?” 
Ace pursed her lips, thinking. “Maybe ten years. Maybe longer. I can remember being a 

kid and dinking around with sounds and recording them, to see how they worked together. I did 
my first pro gig when I was sixteen. That was when I lived in Oklahoma City, though. So that 
might not count.” She half-laughed. 

“Oklahoma?” 
“S’matter? I don’t fit your idea of an Oklahoman?” Her eyes sparkled in this light. 
Sarah grinned. “Um, not really. L.A. or New York, maybe.” 
“I’m flattered,” she said with another one of her smiles. 
“So how’d you end up in Denver?” 
Ace shrugged. “Long story. And I’d be glad to tell you sometime. Can’t tonight, though. 

Have some stuff to do after work. So how about tomorrow? I’ll make it easy. Coffee right next 
door.” 

“Um—” 
Ace held her hands up, like she was surrendering. “Don’t worry about it. Probably kind 

of weird to ask you that.” 
Especially after Friday, Sarah finished for her silently. “No, it’s not that. It’s just—I work 

next door. I try not to go back in after my shift if I can help it.” She smiled. “They might find 
something for me to do.” 

New interest flashed in Ace’s eyes. “No way. You work at TC? How long?” 
“About six months.” 
“Too cool. Okay, your pick, then.” 
Sarah’s throat tightened and her stomach clenched. “I—um.” 
“Okay, how about Dazbog over on Twelfth and Clayton?” 
She nodded, but she was sure she looked like a woman tied to railroad tracks who’d just 

heard a train whistle. 



“Just coffee.” Ace cocked her head to one side, her eyes practically verbalizing, “please.” 
She relented. “Okay. Deal.” It should have scared her, but it didn’t. It felt good, actually, 

saying yes. 
“Excellent. Oh, I guess I’d better ask you when you get off work.” 
“Four.” 
“Cool. I’m done here at three. Okay if I meet you there around five?” 
“Yeah. That’s fine.” 
“All right. Oh, hold on. Let me get you my card.” She was gone and then back in what 

seemed just a few seconds, but it must have been longer. 
“Here. Text me or call me if something comes up.” She handed the card to Sarah. “Or if 

you just want me to have your number.” She grinned. 
Sarah smiled back. “Okay.” 
“I’ll see you tomorrow, then.” 
“Sounds good.” 
Ace smiled again, but this time it was a soft, sweet kind of smile, the kind of smile that 

made you want to make pancakes for her in a big, sunny kitchen. “Great,” she said. “Okay. See 
you in a few.” She nodded then left, and Sarah sagged a little as her initial adrenaline rush wore 
off. She rode the high a few more minutes, and then her stomach started to hurt again. No way 
would Ace miss the scars tomorrow. She clenched her teeth together but forced herself to start 
going through the music again. It wasn’t like she was horribly disfigured. The scars on her face 
weren’t any worse than noticeable scratches. Most of her was still intact. Why couldn’t she stop 
being so self-conscious about this? She glanced at the card. “DJ Ace,” it said, along with a phone 
number and a cool little goth-style graphic of a woman wearing headphones at work on a 
turntable. 

She put the card in her pocket and thought about Ace’s kiss, and realized that it would 
probably come up in conversation. Oh, god. She groaned softly. Maybe she should leave, call 
Ace, and cancel. Her fingers hovered over a CD case. Old Sarah wouldn’t run. She scowled. She 
wasn’t that Sarah anymore. Her fingers started going through CDs again, then stopped. But she 
was. She was still that Sarah, underneath the scars, the skin, and the rubber and metal of her 
prosthesis. Old Sarah was just trying to figure out how to negotiate new circumstances, and New 
Sarah wasn’t letting her. New Sarah was scared. Stuck, even. 

She focused again on the music and fifteen minutes later she’d selected another CD, in 
addition to the one Ace had shown her and the two she’d already picked out. That was it, she 
decided. About thirty-five bucks’ worth. She set the CDs aside and picked up her backpack. The 
front zipper pocket held her wallet, and she took it out, swung her pack to her left shoulder, and 
picked up the CDs. On her way to the front of the store to pay, she glanced around for Ace, but 
didn’t see her. She was both relieved and disappointed. 

She handed the CDs to the guy at the counter who had greeted her when she first came in. 
“Found some good stuff,” he said as he rang them up. “Twenty-four forty-two.” 
Sarah frowned. “Are you sure?” It should’ve been more than that. 
He smiled. “DJ discount.” 
“But I’m—” She stopped. Ace. Had to be. “Okay. Thanks.” 
He bagged her CDs. 
She handed him thirty dollars in cash and waited for the change. 
“Here you go.” He gave her the change and she put it in her wallet. He waited for her to 

finish, then gave her the bag. “Have a great day. Come back.” 



“Thanks.” She put the bag in her pack and headed for the door, thinking about tomorrow. 
Little knots of anxiety bunched in her stomach, but they were anticipatory, too. In a good way. 
She pushed the door and exited into the early evening. 
 

diamonds 
 
SARAH FIDGETED AT the table on the patio, trying to keep herself from looking at the door into 
the coffeehouse again. She didn’t want to get worked up about this, or make something out of it 
that it wasn’t. Ace could still stand her up. She looked at the clock on her cell phone. Almost 
five. She’d decided not to text Ace her phone number, because it made her feel like she had some 
control in a situation that New Sarah didn’t know how to deal with, though she’d put Ace’s 
number into her own phone. If Ace had her number and she still stood her up, that would 
somehow make her feel used. Without her number, Ace had no power over her, like having her 
number somehow diminished Sarah in ways she hadn’t already done to herself. Lame, she 
thought. But it wasn’t, not really, and New Sarah dismissed Old Sarah’s remonstration. 

“Hi.” 
She looked up at Ace, a little surprised. She’d been arguing with herself and hadn’t seen 

her come onto the patio. “Hi,” she said back. Ace was wearing a red tee today, the slogan “Rock 
n’ Roll” across her chest in black, partially blocked by the strap of her shoulder bag, also black. 

Ace smiled, took her sunglasses off, and set them on the table near Sarah’s coffee cup. 
“You need a warm-up?” She motioned at Sarah’s cup. 

“Not yet, thanks.” 
“Okay. I’ll be right back. You good?” 
Sarah nodded and Ace went back into the coffeehouse, leaving Sarah to argue more with 

herself. I’m not a messed-up leg with a person, Old Sarah said. I’m a person with a messed-up 
leg. New Sarah tried to ignore her, but Old Sarah repeated it. I’m more than my leg, she added. 
More than the scars, more than the accident, more than everything that happened after that. I’m 
still here. 

Sarah gritted her teeth. Still here. She sipped her coffee. 
“Okay,” Ace said as she set her cup and saucer on the table and removed her shoulder 

bag. She hung it on the back of the chair and sat down. She stirred the foam into her cappuccino 
with the spoon that had come with it and put it on a napkin she’d placed on the table. “And how 
was your day, dear?” 

Sarah smiled. “Not bad. And yours?” 
“The usual. Lots of people wanting boring music, for some reason. I tried to get a couple 

of them to try out some Florence and the Machine rather than Taylor Swift—nothing against Ms. 
Swift—but alas, my efforts went unrewarded. Such are the travails of a DJ.” She sipped her 
coffee then set it down. “And just so you know, it’s okay to ask me about Friday.” 

The uncomfortable prickling heat of a flush caught at the collar of Sarah’s shirt. She 
reached for her coffee with her left hand, and kept her gaze on the cup’s rim. She took a sip that 
she didn’t taste and put the cup down again. She’d worn a T-shirt today, but it was a man’s size, 
so the sleeves almost hit her elbows. She’d worn the shirt consciously, figuring that she might as 
well get her scars out on the table. Right there next to the coffee. 

Ace smiled. “Go ahead,” she coaxed. 
“Okay. Why did you do it?” 



“Do what?” She raised her eyebrows and her expression was a challenge, to verbalize 
what had happened. 

“Kiss me,” Sarah said, barely audible. 
And Ace leaned over and her lips caressed Sarah’s left cheek. Sarah drew back, startled. 
“Well, you invited me just then.” The pirate smile curved Ace’s lips. 
“No, I was answering your question—” she stopped. Yes, she had. In a weird way, she 

had. She laughed. “I guess you’re right. Okay, why did you think I needed to be kissed on 
Friday?” 

“I don’t know. I just did.” She leaned back in her chair. “Was I right?” 
“Maybe.” 
“And I wanted to.” She shrugged. 
“Do you make that a habit?” 
“What?” 
“Kissing people you don’t know.” Sarah kept her gaze on Ace’s eyes. It wasn’t hard. 
“No.” 
“Oh.” She dropped her gaze. “Then why’d you want to?” 
Ace leaned forward and moved her chair so that she was almost on Sarah’s side of the 

table. “Not sure. There’s definitely something about you that made me want to.” Again, a smile, 
but this one sort of sheepish. “It’s making me want to again. But don’t worry—” Ace moved 
back in her chair, laughing a little. “Your call.” 

“Thanks.” Sarah smiled back and relaxed, like Old Sarah. 
“You have a really nice smile.” Ace picked up her coffee as she said it, as if trying to put 

her more at ease. 
Another flush spread across her neck. 
“I get the feeling you haven’t shown it much in a while.” 
She didn’t have a response for that, so she stared down at her hands instead. 
“My turn,” Ace said. 
Sarah looked up at her, knowing what she was going to ask. “Okay. Fair’s fair.” 
“When did it happen?” 
Sarah frowned. “What?” 
“Whatever gave you the scars.” She didn’t gesture at Sarah’s arm or her face. She just 

kept her eyes on Sarah’s. 
“A while ago. A year-and-a-half.” She looked away from Ace, and reached for her 

coffee, this time with her right hand. “Car accident,” she stated, like it was a general 
afterthought. 

“That’s rough. How’s the healing going?” 
The question surprised her. Nobody ever asked her about that. It was never a process for 

most people, it was a timeline. A “before” and “after” kind of conversation. “There’ve been bad 
times, and some good times. It hasn’t been easy.” She paused, then forged on. “Learning to walk 
with a third of my leg missing presents its own set of issues.” To her further surprise, she 
managed a wry smile. Ace smiled back. She continued. “I read this article once, about people 
who haven’t lost parts of their bodies but they feel like they shouldn’t have certain limbs. 
Opposite problem of mine. It’s like their brains mapped out what they’re supposed to look like, 
and it doesn’t include, say, a hand. So they think that one of their hands, for example, is an alien 
and they try to find doctors to amputate.” 

“Bet that’s hard.” 



“Yeah. No doctor wants to do that. So someone who has that problem looks for other 
ways to get rid of the limb.” She thought for a moment, about how the people in the article didn’t 
feel whole even though they were, and she was trying to feel whole though she wasn’t. Too bad 
they couldn’t trade. “I guess I never thought that someone would want to lose a part. But in their 
minds, they had too many parts, and they felt out of balance.” 

“Do you feel that way?” 
“I don’t know.” She reached for her coffee. “Sometimes, I guess I’d call it that.” She held 

her cup in her lap, both hands encircling its now lukewarm surface. “I think I want that story 
about Oklahoma, now.” 

Ace laughed. “I was born in Oklahoma City. Left home when I was seventeen, but stuck 
around for a while, doing DJ stuff. Ended up in Dallas for a bit. Then worked my way north. 
Here I am.” 

“Now the long version.” 
Ace grinned. “It involves a lot of dysfunction, stupid decisions, and not-so-nice people.” 
“Okay. And my story has a lot of stops and starts, then a really big stop.” 
“And now?” 
Sarah ran her fingers against the ceramic of her coffee cup. “I guess I’m in a start mode. 

But it’s a really long one. And it’s taking a while to get going. What about you?” 
Ace shrugged and took a sip of coffee. “Not all scars are physical.” 
Sarah glanced at her hands, then studied Ace’s face. Weird, how it seemed familiar, this 

hanging out at a coffeehouse with someone she hadn’t really met. “What’s your real name?” 
“You don’t think that would ruin the mystery?” she said with another smile. 
Sarah smiled back. “No, actually. I think it might add to it.” 
“Shannon.” 
“Really?” 
“Really.” 
“I was right. It does add to the mystery.” 
Ace laughed. “Cool. I was a little worried I’d lose my mystique. DJ thing, you know.” 

She leaned forward and picked up Sarah’s cup like she was inspecting it. “You want a warm-
up?” 

“That’d be great.” 
“Be right back. And then maybe I’ll tell you a little more about Oklahoma.” 
“Okay.” And as Sarah watched her walk toward the door into the coffee house, she 

realized that she hadn’t been thinking much about her leg, or the scars, or how they marred both 
outside and inside. They just were, like background noise, an intrinsic part of her landscape that 
she had yet to map. Old Sarah smiled and leaned back in her chair, waiting for a fresh cup of 
coffee and someone else’s story. New Sarah could kiss her ass. 

♦ 
“YOU LOOK GOOD,” Trish said when Sarah sat down in the empty chair to her right. 
She smiled. “Thanks. You’re not half-bad yourself.” 
Jill laughed and sat down across from Sarah. 
“I’m serious,” Trish continued. 
“Whatever. You just saw me last weekend.” 
“Well, you look better this weekend.” She shrugged and took a pull from her beer bottle. 
“How many of those have you had?” Sarah gestured at Trish’s bottle. 
“Enough to know you got some mojo going on.” Trish leered at her and laughed. 



“Oh, please.” Sarah rolled her eyes, but she enjoyed the teasing. 
“Told you,” Jill said as she stood. “Something’s changed. What do you want to drink?” 
“Bud Light’s fine.” She handed her a five and Jill went to the bar. 
“So what’s going on in your world?” Trish positioned herself in her chair so she could 

better look at her. 
“Not much. Work. Coffee. Work some more. Going out with you guys.” 
Trish regarded her, then smiled. “Seriously. You’ve got different energy.” 
“Than what?” 
She shrugged. “Than the last year, maybe. It’s nice to see you smile. Or maybe it’s that 

shirt. You look hot.” 
“It’s just a T-shirt.” Sarah started to bring her arms to her chest, then stopped. She was 

working on not hiding, and the shirt was part of that, one of the tighter, form-fitting tees she 
wore before the accident. 

“It’s a good-looking shirt.” Trish squeezed her shoulder. “On a good-looking woman.” 
She squirmed, a little embarrassed by the attention. “Thanks.” 
“Hey, guys.” Sumi joined them, and draped herself over Trish’s shoulders from behind. 

“Where’s Kav?” 
Trish motioned toward the bar with her chin. “Talking to somebody.” 
“Hey, girl.” Sumi withdrew her arms from around Trish and did the same kind of hug to 

Sarah. “How are you?” 
“Good. You?” 
“Same. Mmm. Girl, you smell good. Trish, did you smell her?” 
“Yep.” She winked at Sarah. 
Sumi moved Sarah’s hair away from her neck and got closer for a deeper whiff. “Damn. 

What is that? Wait, don’t tell me. Be an international woman of mystery tonight.” She sniffed 
again, and Sarah felt her breath against her skin and goosebumps erupted on her arms. She hoped 
Sumi didn’t notice. Fortunately, Jill returned with drinks and Sumi gave her a hug, too, then 
bounced over to the bar to talk to Kavila. 

Jill handed a beer to Sarah and sat down with her drink, probably a club soda with lime. 
“So what’s with this new energy you’ve got going on? Not that I’m complaining.” 

Sarah shrugged and smiled. “Don’t know. I guess I’m feeling a little better.” A kiss from 
a cool DJ did that to people, she supposed. Not that Ace had kissed her since then. Just on the 
cheek at Dazbog, and then they’d just talked for another hour until Ace had to leave to go do 
some mixing for somebody. They hadn’t even set up another meeting, but that didn’t bother her. 
This wasn’t about Ace. It was about Old Sarah working a compromise with New Sarah. She 
sipped her beer. Ace had been a catalyst, maybe. 

“It shows.” 
She smiled again and took another drink, thinking that she’d missed this, being at a bar 

with her friends. She’d missed the teasing and the silly flirting and, she realized, she’d missed 
the music. Jill had been right about that. Maybe when she got home she’d get her mixer out and 
do some experimenting with the new CDs she’d bought. 

Within thirty minutes their table had filled, but other women Sarah hadn’t seen in a while 
kept coming by to chat with her or someone else at the table and she was in a weird kind of time 
warp, like it was two years ago, when she was spoiling for a good time and an all-nighter with 
the posse, riding the high that came with clubbing and dancing. But it wasn’t two years ago, and 
things were different now. She laughed at something Jill said and Trish squeezed her shoulder 



again. It was okay that things were different. Sumi planted a kiss on her neck and made another 
comment about how good she smelled, and she blushed while Jill laughed. Yes, it was more than 
okay, and by the time an hour had passed, the place was packed, filled with voices and laughter, 
and the low buzz of anticipatory flirting that came at a bar like this, with its low lighting and 
intimate urban sleek décor. 

“Excuse me,” a voice behind her said. “Are you Sarah?” 
Sumi moved so Sarah could turn around in her chair. “Yes.” 
“This is for you.” The server carefully put a bar napkin on the table next to her beer bottle 

and then she set a martini glass on the napkin. 
Sarah looked at the drink, confused, then back at the server, who only smiled. “Okay, 

who bought this?” Sarah glanced at everybody at the table in turn, but they all shook their heads. 
“C’mon, you guys—” 

The server handed her a folded slip of paper, gave her another smile, and moved away 
before Sarah could ask anything else. 

“Looks like somebody else noticed the T-shirt,” Trish said with a smirk. 
“Girl, read it!” Jill was practically lying on the table, she was leaning so far over it. 
Sarah unfolded the paper, only too aware of the attention and it made her nervous. She 

didn’t read it aloud. Thought I’d buy you something a little stronger than coffee. Enjoy your 
evening. She’d signed it “Shannon” and included a postscript. You have my number. Sarah 
flushed and folded the paper and slipped it into the pocket of her jeans. She willed herself not to 
look around. 

“Oh, hell, no,” Jill said. “Who’s it from?” 
“Not sure,” she said, though that was a fib. “Somebody who wants me to enjoy my 

evening.” 
Jill gave her a look, but she pretended not to notice. 
“She’d want a lot more than that if she smelled you.” Sumi ran her fingers through 

Sarah’s hair. “Did she give you a phone number?” 
“No.” That wasn’t completely a lie. She hadn’t on the slip of paper, after all. Sumi’s 

fingers kept toying with her hair, and it made her think of the time she’d kissed her, and then 
never mentioned it. At least Ace owned it. She smiled. 

“Well, that sucks.” Trish finished her beer and motioned at the martini glass. “Have a 
taste.” 

Sarah picked up the glass and sniffed. “Chocolate,” she announced, pleased that Ace 
hadn’t ordered her a regular. 

“A secret admirer,” Sumi said in a dramatic tone. 
“It’s one of you guys, isn’t it?” Sarah said before she took a sip, trying to deflect any 

probing questions. Another round of head-shakes and she shrugged. “Fine. Whoever did it, 
thanks. It’s really good.” 

“It’s your mojo,” Trish said. “It doesn’t just work on us. It’s out there now, in the crowd. 
Spreading seduction.” 

All eyes turned to her and Sumi started to giggle. 
“Whatever. Spreading something, that’s for sure,” Sarah teased. “But thank you, Trish.” 
“I only speak the truth.” Trish grinned and stood. “Anybody else up for another round? 

With the exception of you, of course.” She looked pointedly at Sarah’s martini. 
Lori and Kavila asked for beers and Jill got up, as well. “Going to the bathroom. Be right 

back.” 



“There’s a line,” Trish said. “I can see it from here.” 
“There’s always a line.” Jill shrugged and started pushing through the crowd toward the 

back of the bar. Sarah took the opportunity to surreptitiously look around, but the place was 
pretty full and she didn’t want to be too obvious in her recon. Sumi had gone to another table to 
talk to someone, and Kavila was telling Lorie what looked like an involved story at the other end 
of this table. Sarah took her phone out of her pocket and texted, “Thx. That was nice” to Ace. 
Now Ace had her number, too, and it felt okay, like she had answered the door after someone 
knocked. 

She set the phone to vibrate and put it back in her pocket then sipped the martini. The 
song changed to one she really liked, and she bobbed her head in time to the music, thinking 
about last Friday night and a chance encounter outside a bar. Her phone buzzed against her thigh 
and she almost jumped. She pulled it out of her pocket and read the message. 

‘Busy Sunday?’ 
‘No. Day off,’ she texted back. 
‘Having friends over @1. Cool if you could come.’ 
‘Where?’ She’d have to get a ride if it was too far or off a bus route. Ace texted her back 

within a minute and she exhaled in relief. She lived in Sarah’s neighborhood, about eight blocks 
from her building. She texted an affirmative and put the phone back in her pocket. As she 
reached for her glass, she realized she’d just made social plans without hesitating about anything 
except whether she’d need a ride or not. It had been a long time since she’d done that. And it felt 
damn good, like a chocolate martini in a crowded bar and thoughts of the woman who’d bought 
it for her. Trish and Jill returned about the same time and Jill made a comment about Sarah’s 
harem. She laughed. That felt damn good, too. She took another sip and relaxed even more. 
 

hearts 
  
Sarah stared at the shelves of vinyl and CDs that lined the walls of the room Ace called her 
studio. “Wow,” she said after a while. “You could have your own radio station.” She didn’t have 
to go digging to know she’d find a lot of really cool music here, most of which she probably 
liked herself. 

“Yeah. Maybe I should try that.” Ace smoothed the front of her tee, a plain black one 
today, hanging over the waistband of her cut-off shorts. A battered pair of black high-top 
Converse sneakers adorned her feet. 

She looked at the equipment Ace had set up. Two laptops, two turntables, and a serious 
mixing board. A synthesizer stood against the wall. There was a lot of other stuff that she 
recognized as part of studio equipment, but she didn’t know what the proper names were. “You 
do your own mixes, too,” she said, impressed. 

“Yep. I’ve got a few remixes circulating out there. Nothing’s hit the big time, though.” 
“Yet.” Sarah threw her a glance. 
Ace smiled. “Okay. Yet.” 
“Are you working on your own stuff?” 
“You mean from scratch?” 
Sarah nodded, and she was glad they were just talking about music now that they were 

alone. Ace made her nervous, in ways she hadn’t felt in months. 
“Yes.” She set her beer bottle down on the floor outside the studio. “Here. I’m working 

on this song, but something’s missing. I’m not sure what.” She moved to one of her laptops, 



brought it out of sleep, and called up a file. A few seconds later, music emanated from her 
speakers. She turned it up. 

“That’s an excellent beat. I like the bassline.” 
“Thanks. Here’s where it gets weird.” 
The bridge started, and Sarah frowned. “Yeah. Something’s off.” 
“I know.” Ace sighed. Not sure what it is. I haven’t had time to really sit down and mess 

with it, though. Other stuff going on.” 
“Do you mind?” Sarah motioned at the synthesizer. 
“No. Go ahead.” 
Sarah turned it on and put it in basic piano mode. She pressed a few notes, got a 

comparable key, and played the notes from the bridge. 
“Damn. You play by ear. Seriously cool.” 
She smiled, embarrassed. “Lessons as a kid. Can you play just the bassline of the song?” 
“Sure. Hold on.” Ace went to the laptop and made some adjustments. “Here we go.” 
Sarah listened, then put her hand up. “There. Stop it there and back it up a couple beats.” 
She did. 
“Try this.” Sarah played a different combination of notes. 
“Holy crap,” Ace said in a stage whisper. “Play it again.” She listened. “That’s it. That’s 

what I’m looking for. Can you play it again a few times?” 
She did, and Ace recorded it, then she watched Sarah play it a few more times. 
“Got it. Holy smokes, woman.” 
“Holy smokes?” Sarah laughed. “You sound like my grandfather.” 
Ace grinned, sheepish. “Baptist upbringing. Hard to get past it. Holy shit. Better?” 
“Much. Baptist? You didn’t mention that the other day.” 
“I assumed you’d figure it out. Oklahoma, after all.” Ace pointed at a chair. “Here. Want 

to hear a remix I’m working on?” 
“Definitely.” Sarah sat down and Ace launched a file on the laptop, but then she started 

mixing as it played, adding tweaks and sound effects as she went. She watched Ace’s fingers 
flying over the mixer, then onto the turntables, then back again. She recognized the song—a 
current pop fave on the radio—but Ace gave it a darker edge, and it sounded like something goth 
out of the eighties. 

“What do you think?” Ace asked without looking up from her work. 
“That’s really slick,” she said, a little surprised that she’d ask her opinion. Sounds kind of 

like if Ministry had remixed it.” 
“Nailed it. That’s what I’m going for. I might debut that at the Church tonight.” Ace let 

the song fade and looked at Sarah. “Thanks for coming by today.” 
She nodded, a little more nervous under the scrutiny. “Thanks for inviting me.” She’d 

worn shorts, deciding to get her leg out on the table, too. Ace had merely asked her how the 
prosthesis worked and whether it was comfortable. The other five people had asked a few 
questions about it, but nobody freaked out and Sarah answered matter-of-factly and the 
conversation had moved on to other things. Jill had been right. If she didn’t make a big deal out 
of it, nobody else did, either. And it was pretty easy, actually, just talking about it. 

“Piano lessons, huh?” Ace closed the file and moved toward the doorway. 
“Yeah. Eight years, from when I was five.” 
“Why’d you quit?” 
“I didn’t want to do it as a career.” 



“You still play?” 
She shrugged. “Sometimes.” 
“You haven’t lost it, clearly. You want another beer?” 
“No, thanks. I’m good.” Sarah got up and followed Ace into the other room, waiting 

when Ace stooped to pick up her bottle and walk it into the kitchen. She lived in what Sarah 
imagined a New York starving artist might like—a high-ceilinged old apartment with scuffed 
wooden floors and worn but interesting furniture. Ace emerged from the kitchen with a cigarette, 
a lighter, and a can of Coke. 

“Join me on the patio? Or do you need to take off?” 
Sarah hesitated. She was the last one here. Maybe Ace had things to do, like get her DJ 

gear together for that night. No, she wouldn’t have asked. “Okay. Do you mind if I have a 
Coke?” 

Ace smiled. “Heck, no. In the fridge.” 
Sarah went and got a Coke, liking that Ace hadn’t gotten it for her, that she considered 

her capable of doing it herself. She got the drink and went to the patio, where Ace lounged in a 
lawn chair, smoking. She took a chair to Ace’s left. 

“So what do you want to do with your life?” Ace blew a stream of smoke out, to her right 
and away from Sarah. 

“I’m not sure.” She opened the can of Coke and sipped. 
“What were you going to do before the accident?” 
“Actually, I hadn’t quite figured it out. I guess I was thinking about grad school but now I 

don’t know.” 
“You want to teach?” 
“I thought about it. Not sure. So I’m working at the bookstore until I figure something 

out.” 
Ace took a drink from her Coke and tapped the ashes of her cigarette into an ashtray on 

the small metal table next to her right foot. “You have an artist’s soul,” she announced. “I’ll bet 
you majored in English or literature in college.” 

Sarah laughed. “I did. Both.” 
Ace grinned, like a pirate, and brought her cigarette to her lips. “See?” she said around it. 

“Artist’s soul. Have you thought about writing?” 
“Not as a career, no.” 
“Maybe you should.” 
Sarah sipped her Coke, thinking about all the journals she kept on a shelf at her own 

apartment. “What about you?” 
She shrugged. “I like Denver. For the moment. But yeah, I would like to move to L.A. or 

some place like that. San Francisco would be cool. Bigger audiences. Can’t really afford it at the 
moment.” She glanced over at Sarah. “And hell, I’m just a kid from Oklahoma. Big cities like 
L.A. scare me.” 

“Why?” 
“Lots of people trying to do the exact same thing. I don’t have a cutthroat personality. 

Right now, I’m getting a little bit of a rep here in Denver, and I’m trying to line up some gigs at 
festivals in the fall in Las Vegas and Dallas. See where it all goes.” 

“You should do it, though. I totally see you in L.A. or San Francisco. Or New York.” 
Ace regarded her for a moment. “You want to hear the rest of the album I’m working on? 

It’s a rough draft.” She smiled. “But maybe you’ll dig it.” 



“Yeah.” 
“Cool. Hang on.” Ace got up and went back inside. A couple minutes later, music started 

coming out of the mini-speakers she had set up on the patio for the gathering. She returned a few 
seconds later. “I’ve got five songs so far.” She sat back in her chair and lit another cigarette 
while Sarah listened. Twenty minutes later, the music faded out. 

“Wow.” Sarah nodded appreciatively. “I really, really like that. You have a distinctive 
sound. You know, like BT has a distinctive sound, and Tiësto does. All professional DJs have 
their own voices, you know, when they put out their own music. You do, too. I’m not sure I can 
specifically name it, but I’ll recognize it when I hear it. I like the mixture of trance and kind of 
goth. You could dance to it or just listen to it.” She poked Ace in the arm. “I’d buy that. Full 
price.” 

Ace laughed. “You mind being a muse for me on this one? I’ll run tracks by you, too, see 
what you think.” 

“Are you serious?” 
“Yeah. Why not? You like music. You know it. I’d like your opinion.” 
She hesitated, but not for long. “Okay.” 
“What’s wrong?” 
“I’m not an expert.” 
“In what sense?” Ace stubbed her cigarette out in the ashtray. 
“I’m not a DJ.” 
“Not professionally, but like I said, you appreciate music and you know the genres I work 

in. Besides, you’ve got an artist in there. I’d like your feedback.” She smiled. “No pressure.” 
“All right. Thanks.” 
“No, thank you.” She smiled, and it reminded Sarah of the night she’d kissed her at the 

bar. 
“I’d better get going,” Sarah said as she stood, aware again that they were alone, and she 

was sort of confused about the little sparks that thought sent through her stomach. 
“You need a ride?” Ace stood as well. 
“No, thanks. I walked.” 
“Cool. I’ll walk you back. Unless you don’t want me to know where you live.” She raised 

her eyebrows and smiled. 
Sarah started to decline, but stopped herself. She wanted Ace to walk with her, and Ace 

had offered. Why not take her up on it? Why be a loner all the damn time? “Okay. But then 
you’ll have to walk back by yourself.” 

“I’ll live with the sacrifice. Lead the way.” 
She did, and the fifteen-minute walk ended too soon. “You want to come in?” Sarah 

blurted at her front door. “I mean, fair’s fair.” 
“True. After all, you’ve seen mine.” Ace waited as Sarah unlocked the door and turned 

the light on. Even in the early evening light, her apartment was a little dark, since she hadn’t left 
the blinds up. 

“Nice space,” Ace said. She looked around and her gaze stuck to the bookshelves. “Told 
you. You should consider writing.” She followed as Sarah took her into the kitchen and the small 
back yard that she got with her side of the duplex. Evening shadows cloaked most of it in 
twilight. 

“Nice,” Ace said again. “I like these older buildings. More homey.” 
Sarah nodded. “Thanks again for inviting me. Glad I got to see your workspace. 



“Had a great time. Thanks for coming. And text me your email address so I can send you 
soundfiles to check out.” 

“Okay.” She waited for Ace to turn and go back into the house, but she didn’t. 
“I make you nervous,” Ace said after a few seconds. “Why?” 
“Um.” She swallowed. “I guess—it’s been a while, I guess.” 
“A while for what?” 
“Since I spent any time with someone who wasn’t a person I knew before the accident. I 

guess I’m not sure how to do that, anymore. Meet new people and hang out,” she finished, 
thinking it sounded lame. 

“You seem to be doing fine. So let me know when you’d like to do it again.” 
“Soon.” 
“Cool.” Ace moved out of the doorway so Sarah could get past her, and she followed her 

to the front door. 
Sarah reached for the doorknob then stopped and looked up at Ace. She put her hand on 

Ace’s shoulder and kissed her on the cheek. 
Ace drew back, startled. “What was that for?” 
She smiled and shrugged. “For luck tonight. And I wanted to.” 
Ace smiled back. “Thanks. I’ll catch you later. Have a good night.” She started to open 

the door but Sarah grabbed her hand. Ace turned to look at her, and Sarah lost her nerve. She 
released her hand and took a step back, feeling stupid. 

“It’s okay,” Ace said. She held her hand out and Sarah took it, tentative. Ace’s fingers 
were warm and strong, and holding her hand made her forget about anything but here and now. 
She followed her urge and leaned in, but stopped, feeling stupid again. 

“Go ahead,” Ace said, barely above a whisper. “I want you to.” 
And Sarah kissed her before she talked herself out of it, kissed her like the night at the 

bar, except this time she put her arms around Ace’s neck and Ace put her hands on Sarah’s hips 
and this kiss was way deeper and went on a lot longer until Sarah broke it off, exhilarated but a 
little scared, too. She rested her head against Ace’s shoulder and Ace hugged her close. 

“I needed that,” Ace said after a while. 
“Me, too.” 
“Catch you later?” She eased her hold and looked down into Sarah’s eyes.  
“Yes.” 
“Cool.” She placed her lips against Sarah’s forehead, lingered, then pulled away. “Have a 

good night.” 
“You, too.” 
And then Ace left and Sarah watched her until she couldn’t see her from her angle and 

she closed the door and leaned back against it, delicious little jolts bounding up and down her 
nerves. Even the ones she didn’t have anymore. She looked down at her right sneaker, puzzled, 
because for a second, she could have sworn she still had her foot. You do have a foot there, Old 
Sarah reminded her. It’s just not the one you were born with. She smiled and absently rubbed the 
scars on her forearm. She’d forgotten about them, but even with the reminder of her fingertips on 
their surface, she didn’t mind. They were part of her personal map, but they only showed where 
she’d been, not where she might go. She locked the door and went to set her mixer and CD 
players up. 

 
 



♥ 
“DAMN. EVERY TIME I see you, you just get hotter.” Trish gave Sarah a hug. 
“You just saw me a few days ago. But thanks.” 
“No, it was over a week ago. That night at X. And give me some of your mojo.” 
“I’d like to. But Kav might not be happy about that.” Sarah smirked. 
“Girl!” Jill burst out laughing and Trish grinned. 
“Maybe she’d like a mojo fix, too.” Trish laughed. “You want something else to drink?” 

She motioned at Sarah’s can of diet soda. 
“No, thanks.” 
Trish ruffled Sarah’s hair and went over to the cooler on the back porch, where Sumi was 

rummaging for something. Katy Perry blared through the speakers that Jill had set up outside and 
Sarah wondered what kind of remix Ace would do. Probably something that kept the fun, but 
added a cool little edge. 

“How are you?” she asked Jill. “I haven’t talked to you in a few days.” 
“I am so fine, girl. Feeling much better after Reggie. What are you up to? And I hope it’s 

nothing good.” 
Sarah laughed. “Actually, there are a couple of things that are up.” 
“Uh-huh.” She raised an eyebrow. “Go on. Spill it.” 
“Okay.” She cleared her throat dramatically. “I contacted a local support group for 

amputees.” She rolled her eyes. “God, that sounds like I’m going to an AA meeting or 
something. Amputees Anonymous.” She half-laughed. “It’s a group where you can network and 
get some tips and stuff for doing sports and stuff like that. I’m thinking I might volunteer at 
Children’s Hospital, too.” 

Jill stared at her. “Honey, that’s great. Let me know about that, because I can vouch for 
you with the coordinator at Children’s.” 

“Oh, wow. I forgot you might know him. Yeah, totally. That’d be great. I’ll let you know 
when I get my application in. I’ll put you down as a reference.” 

“Do. Put me down as a reference for anything and everything.” Jill grabbed her into a 
hug. “Oh, honey. I have missed you.” 

“What do you mean?” Sarah said against Jill’s shirt, but she did know, because she’d 
missed herself, too. 

“That didn’t sound right.” Jill released her. “I meant I’ve been worried about you, and it 
seemed you’d lost a little bit of your ju-ju.” 

Sarah smiled. “Mojo. Ju-ju. What is this mysterious stuff?” 
“Your swerve, girl. I knew taking you out to Tracks that night would do you some good. 

Get you around the women and music and that loosened up your chi.” 
She laughed. “Speaking of chi, I want a massage. Do you know somebody in my 

neighborhood?” 
“Yes. I’ll text you with her name. She’s good.” She then crossed her arms and looked at 

Sarah like she was a wayward kid in one of Jill’s juvie sessions. “So. What else is going on?” 
“That’s about it.” She tried to sound innocent, but Jill was too good at ferreting out fibs. 

She hadn’t told anyone in the posse about Ace because she wanted something that was hers, for a 
while. She’d been an open book for over a year, since the accident, throwing her frustration 
around like she was a damn sprinkler that was always on. Ace was something different, 
something that she wasn’t entirely sure about, and she wanted to keep a clear line for a while, 
between posse and potential, between past and present. Besides, she’d dated before the accident 



and not shared many details. This was her way of drawing a boundary, and reclaiming a little bit 
more of her old self. 

“Mmm hmm.” Jill gave her the look. The one where she knew there was a cover-up in 
progress. 

Sarah shrugged and smiled. 
“All right, play that way. You want to go to Tracks Friday with us?” 
“Sure.” 
“I’ll pick you up at nine.” 
“Sounds good. I don’t work Saturday, for once.” 
“Uh-oh. Miss Mojo’s gonna be out on the town.” Jill gave her another hug. 
“What’s that?” Trish walked over carrying a plate with a burger and chips on it. 
“Sarah’s going to Tracks with us on Friday.” 
“Oh, I see. She wants to spread more of that yum factor all over that bar, too.” 
“Yum factor?” Sumi came over and entwined Sarah’s arm with her own. 
“I believe that’s Trish’s new term for Sarah’s mojo.” 
“I like it. She does have a high yum factor these days.” Sumi leaned in and sniffed. 

“Damn, you’re wearing whatever that is again. What is it?” 
“Uh, soap?” And a little bit of a new cologne she’d bought before Ace kissed her the first 

time. 
Sumi leaned in closer, so close that her lips practically touched Sarah’s neck. “That’s 

some sexy soap,” she said, and her breath was hot against her skin. 
“See that? Sarah’s yum factor is working on Sumi.” Trish had finished her burger. 
“She’s always had a yum factor.” Sumi pulled slowly away. “It’s just super yummy 

now.” She ran her fingers through Sarah’s hair like she had at X, and Trish made a catcall. 
“Sumi’s on the hunt. Better head for the hills, Sarah. Or turn your mojo down.” 

“Whatever.” Sarah smiled. Sumi had always teased her like this, until that one night 
she’d teased her way to Sarah’s lips. And then everything changed and it seemed everybody 
pulled back. She sipped her soda. How much of that had been her fault? Maybe nobody had 
really pulled back. Maybe she’d pushed them. Maybe it was a little of both. And right now, 
maybe she didn’t really care about that, and she’d just rather hang out with friends and have a 
burger. And she did, until Jill drove her home later that evening. 

“You want to come in?” Sarah asked as she opened the car door. 
“I’d love to, but I have to be up early tomorrow and I need to do some things at home. 

Next time.” 
“Okay. I miss you.” Sarah grinned and squeezed Jill’s hand. “I’ll call you after my first 

AA meeting, let you know how it goes.” She paused, then added, “Hi. I’m Sarah and I’m an 
amputee. Guess which limb.” 

Jill laughed and shook her head. “Yes, do call me. I want to know if anyone guessed 
correctly.” 

Sarah got out and waved, but she knew Jill would wait for her to get inside before she 
pulled away from the curb. She waved again from her doorway, and as Jill drove off, she smiled 
again, because she’d actually joked about her leg. Or lack thereof. That made her smile stretch 
into an all-out grin, and she went inside, thinking she wanted to work on the volunteer 
application for Children’s Hospital and then maybe listen again to the track Ace had sent her the 
day before. It was nice, having things to do that didn’t make her feel like her prosthesis was an 
anchor, dragging her below the surface of her life, or that her scars were angry red bars on her 



face and arms, keeping her prisoner from herself, her friends, and possibility. She turned her 
laptop on and went to the kitchen to heat some water for tea. 

♥ 
“Hey, Sarah! I know you’re in there,” came Jill’s booming voice through the screen door. 
“It’s open,” Sarah hollered back. “Be right there.” She finished with her hair, spritzed 

some cologne on, and emerged from her bedroom. “Hey,” Sarah said. “What’s the occasion?” 
Jill stopped by often enough since the accident, but in the past couple of weeks she’d started 
calling or texting to see if it was all right if she swung by. 

Jill looked at her and raised an eyebrow. “I think I should ask you the same question.” 
“I’m going to a concert.” 
She looked at her, momentarily confused. 
Sarah laughed. “No, I don’t need a ride, but thanks for thinking it.” 
“Where is it? Are you walking?” 
“At the Sunshine, and no, I’m not. A friend’s picking me up.” 
That got another raised eyebrow. “Okay. I was on my way home, and just thought I’d 

drop by, see how things are. Have you heard from Children’s?” 
“Not yet.” Sarah shrugged. “Hopefully soon. And don’t worry, you’ll be the first to 

know.” She glanced at the clock on her cablevision box. Ace was usually right on time or a little 
early. 

Jill caught the glance. “So who’s the friend?” 
“If you stick around, you’ll get to meet her,” she said with a grin. “She’ll be here any 

minute.” 
“Uh-huh. Decided to share, did you?” 
She shrugged, still smiling. “Maybe a little.” 
Ace pulled up in her Jeep and Jill studied the vehicle, clearly wondering who the driver 

was. Ace got out and came up the walk. She was dressed predominantly in black, as usual, but 
her shirt was a button-down and loose-fitting, open at the collar. She wore tight faded blue jeans 
and black motorcycle boots. Two silver chains hung around her neck and a black leather bracelet 
decorated her right wrist. 

“Hey,” Ace said through the screen, smiling. 
“Hi. Come on in,” Sarah said. 
Ace opened the screen door. “Hi,” she said to Jill. And to Sarah, she said, “You look 

nice.” 
Jill’s eyebrows practically shot off her head. 
“Jill,” Sarah said, “This is Shannon.” 
“Good to meet you.” Ace smiled and offered her hand, which Jill took for a quick 

handshake. 
“Likewise.” She studied Ace for a moment. “You look familiar.” 
Ace grinned. “I get that a lot.” 
“Mmm. Well, I don’t want to keep you. Glad to have met you.” 
Sarah walked Jill to the door. “I’ll call you.” 
“Girl, you’d better.” She gave her a conspiratorial smile and Sarah hugged her. 
She waited until Jill was in her car then turned back to Ace. “You look nice, too,” she 

said and Ace smiled at her. Sarah went into the kitchen to get her keys off the kitchen table then 
returned to the living room, where she turned a lamp on. Ace was at the front door, and as Sarah 
approached, she opened it. 



“Ready?” 
Sarah smiled up at her and squeezed her hand. “Definitely.” 

 
end 


