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Isabella and Roger, a Love Story

It was a cold and dismal late evening as she waited on the street corner for the public transportation to arrive. The rain was falling in an ever so fine mist; making the forty degrees even more miserable. The street lamp above her was only a glow of light through the thick fog.

There were the sounds of traffic in the distance, but the thick blanket of fog prevented her from seeing more that a couple dozen feet. That’s when she heard the sounds of footsteps approaching. They were slow and methodical. Were the steps from a man or a woman? Were they the heavy steps of a would-be male assailant or a fellow traveler with the only intention of waiting for transportation?

She thought the pace of the footsteps had changed. Was the attacker slowing down in preparation to strike his prey or was the fellow traveler just making sure of their footing on the somewhat slippery walkway. Her heartbeat was so loud it was interfering with her hearing. She was straining her senses for a clue about the oncoming would be intruder. As the footsteps came louder and closer, the image of a police officer came into view.

“Are you alright lady? You look as if you’re scarred half to death.”

Nervously she replied; “You frightened the crap out of me. I couldn’t see who was coming; I could only hear you. I must tell you, I was thinking the worst.”

“This is normally a safe neighborhood, but being next to the park at night is not the best place to wait for a bus. The park seems to be a magnet for un-savory characters starting around this time.”

The two chatted about the nasty fog and why the officer is on foot patrol. He waited with her for the public transportation to arrive. Being a young single man, he asked; “May I be so bold to ask if I could see you again? Perhaps we could meet for coffee sometime.”

“It’s nothing personal; I don’t date anyone in the law enforcement profession.”

“Why won’t you? Are you involved in a criminal activity or some crime organization?”

“No, I’m not involved in any type of criminal activity. I go to college during the day, wait tables evenings and I live with my parents. Not that it’s any business of yours. … Now if you don’t mind, I don’t date outside my species.”

“Wow! What brought on that response to my asking you out for coffee? Is it because I’m not Hispanic you shut me out? But not your species is awfully harsh by anyone’s standards; especially for an attractive woman like yourself.”

“I’m sorry about the species remark; that was uncalled for. I vented my distrust for the police department at you; I didn’t mean it personally.”

“Before we go on, my name is Roger Duke. This is my second day out of the police academy, so I’m on foot patrol. They figure I can’t get into too much trouble on foot. So what’s your name if I may ask?”

“Isabella Salazar, I work at the Parkway Restaurant. So you’re new to the beat; no wonder I’ve never seen you before. All the cops come in for the free coffee. If the owner is there, he picks up their meal checks too.”

They could hear Isabella’s bus coming about a block away.

The young officer asked; “May I see you again?”

“Sure, come by the restaurant any evening during the week, sit at the counter and you can get free coffee. You will see me waiting on tables. Cops normally sit at the counter; I don’t serve the counter customers.”

The bus arrived and Isabella boarded for her ride home. Roger had butterflies in his stomach and continued on his beat. He walked about two more blocks when his partner caught up with him.

“I see you met Isabella waiting for the bus. Nice young girl, but beware; she’s a double edged sword.”

“What do you mean she’s a double edged sword? She looks perfectly normal to me.”

Officer Nixon talked to Roger like a father would to his son; “Roger, she doesn’t particularly care for police officers. She’s kind of neutral on the subject. Detectives on the other hand are a total other matter. The late Detective Roy Grant came to the Parkway Restaurant for coffee once. He sat at the counter and she was the waitress.

There were some very harsh words exchanged. I mean the paint on the walls was about to blister. Grant said he was going to have her parents deported and she would be sent to prison. Her parents are naturalized citizens and have been for years. Joseph the night manager asked Grant to leave. After Grant left, he drove Isabella home.”

Speaking with question in his voice; “That sweet young lady used harsh language against a detective? You have to be kidding me. I don’t know of a detective Roy Grant.”

“You wouldn’t, he’s been dead for a couple of years now. Roy thought Isabella was witness to a multiple homicide. He brought her in to identify the primary suspect. When she couldn’t or wouldn’t, he went ballistic. He called her everything except a human being. I don’t know the whole story, it was hushed up.

Roy had a way about him; he pissed off everyone he ever met. You could meet him and within sixty seconds he would piss you off by his mere presence. That’s the way he was.”

“What happened to him? Did he retire to Florida or die of old age?”

“He was assassinated by some gang banger triggerman while sitting in his car with Detective Nakai. The perpetrator walked in front of the car and opened fire on him. Two shotgun blasts to the head and chest. Nakai took the shooter out with three shots to the chest. The gang unit heard that there was a contract on Roy. I guessed he pissed off one person too many.

Tomorrow evening when your shift starts, we’ll stop by the restaurant where she works and get some coffee to go. That way you can see Isabella in the light.”

“Is she going to look different in the light? What does she have tattoos, warts or something?”

“Jesus Christ kid, do I have to explain everything to you? Goddam it; youth is wasted on the young. She won’t be wearing a long winter coat that covers everything up.”

“Oh, I never made it past those enchanting light brown eyes, that very cute nose or the lushest lips I have ever seen. Nix, I really like that girl.”

“Dam kid, you’ve got it real bad and she’s going to put you in your place. She’s a feisty young lady and she can hold her own ground. I’ve seen many Hispanic officers hit on her. They never even get into the ballpark with her, much less first base.”

“She already told me she doesn’t date outside her species; I guess I’m screwed then.”

“Roger, she’s either interested in you or she can’t stand you; only time will tell. … I’ll give you some advice with Isabella. The Hispanics that hit on her were dripping macho all over the place. They hit on her like they were tough guys; making rude comments, acting like she should be impressed with their macho-ness.

The tough guy macho bullshit turned her very sour on that crap. You my young rookie friend; need a more adult and civil approach to win a second look from her. Try being honest with her and leave the theatrics at home. I think what might work with her is respect; show her genuine respect and that you are really interested in her.”

“What if it doesn’t work with her? Then what should I do Nix?”

“Keep searching for a different Miss right kid.”

Rogers’s mind was occupied for the rest of the night by learning the patrolman’s duties and the image of Isabella in his mind. After his shift was over, he asked some of the Hispanic officer’s advice on approaching a girl. Their advice was completely worthless. It was the same macho crap that got them nowhere.

Sergeant Armando Sandoval came over, sat next to Roger; “Let me tell you what any normal woman wants in a man; they want respect. If you come across like these idiots tell you, the only women you will get is gang banging bitches. If you’re looking to get involved with Isabella; show her and her family respect. Latino women get pushed around by their men. Leave the macho tough guy bullshit at home. Be an honest man; that’s all I have to say kid.”

Roger went home to his mother’s condo and contemplated his next actions while lying in bed trying to get some sleep. His dreams were occupied by his new job and the wonder girl he is infatuated with.

After getting some solid sleep, he wondered how long he would have to work second shift. Roger was having a hard time going to bed shortly before the sun comes up and staying asleep with the noises of the day.

Early that evening Roger was on patrol with his senior partner Officer Nixon. They decided to stop and get some coffee. Once inside the restaurant, the hostess said; “Hi Frank; who’s your new partner?”

“Be gentle with him, Linda this is Roger Duke. Roger, meet the love of my life Linda. She’s single, she has a wonderful 11 year old son Michael and she still won’t have anything to do with me.”

“Good to meet you Roger. What Frank fails to mention is there is a Mrs. Nixon and their impending retirement to Arizona.”

They all laughed and Roger kept looking around for his dream woman. Then he seen her coming from the kitchen. While Linda was preparing the two coffees to go, Roger mustered all his courage to speak to Isabella.

“Hello again; do you remember me from last night at the bus stop?”

“Yes I do. You scared the crap out of me. I still don’t date cops.”

“Isabella, I would like your permission to meet your parents. I want to ask them if it would be alright for me to ask you out for ice cream some weekend.”

She thought for a few moments; “You want my permission to ask my parents for their permission for you to ask me out on a date. Did I just get that right Officer Duke?”

“Yes, that’s about it.”

“No. … Wait. … I’m not sure about this. I’ve never been asked that before. … You’re asking me for my permission for you to ask my parents for their permission to ask me out for an ice cream date?”

“Yes, that’s about it. To prove I’m serious, I need to show you I respect your parents as much as I respect you. That way if you change your mind or if your parents don’t approve of me; I’ll go away and leave you alone.”

She stood there looking at him for a moment and said; “Wait here for a minute.”

She walked to the hostess stand, retrieved her wallet and returned. Isabella opened her wallet and showed Roger a photograph of a young Hispanic man that looked a couple years her junior; “I already have men in my life; here’s one of them. Are you still interested in going out with me?”

“I don’t see any ring on your left hand, so absolutely yes I do.”

“Okay, I’m off on weekend afternoons. Come to my home at one o’clock on Saturday before you go to work. You have my permission to ask my parents at that time. … We will see where we go from there. I’m not making any promises to you about anything other than you asking my parents if it’s okay with them.”

Roger was almost shaking when he replied; “I understand completely, thank you very much.”

“Now don’t think we’re going out on a date that afternoon if they say ‘yes’. I still have to decide if I want to go out with you and when we’re going. You understand that don’t you?”

“I would not expect it any other way.”

“Bull crap Officer Duke; your nervous and sweating so bad it’s almost funny.”

She wrote her address on a restaurant check and gave it to Roger. He had stars in his eyes for the rest of the evening. He made it a point to stop in every evening and get a cup of coffee to go. Everyone knew it was only an excuse to see Isabella. Night manager Joseph even noticed her looking for Roger when he was late.

Saturday finally came around and one o’clock that afternoon, Roger rang Isabella’s front doorbell. A young man answers the door; it’s the young man that was in the photo!

“You must be Roger Duke, I’m Carlos Junior; Isabella’s brother. I’m hoping to get a job with the company Isabella works for. That way I can get a scholarship for college like she did. … Come on in, my parents are waiting for you. Their wondering why a white guy would want to see them about my sister.”

Isabella came from another room where it was obvious she was listening; “Carlos, you talk too much. Why don’t you tell him my life history while you’re at it?”

“That’s okay sis, I have to leave some things for you two to talk about when you’re not roaming your hands over each other.”

She snipped back at her brother; “You little brat; go play your video games.”

“No way sis, I wouldn’t miss this for the world!”

Roger interjected; “So you showed me a picture of your brother and told me he was one of the men in your life. I would assume your dad is the other man in your life.”

She looked embarrassed and replied; “It’s part of my self-defense against being hit on all the time. Come on and meet my parents.”

Introductions were made all around in English. Everyone sat around the kitchen table and the preverbal awkward moment of silence arrived. Carlos Senior looked around like he was trying to figure out what to ask or say next. Mother Consuelo was staring at Roger like she was analyzing him. Isabella sat off to the side, next to her brother in silence.

Her father asked; “Would you like something to drink?”

“No thank you, I have to go to work in a couple of hours and I don’t want to make too many bathroom stops along the way.”

Consuela said in Spanish; “This will not work; he’s not Mexican, not even Hispanic. Mixed couples never last; let’s stop this foolishness right now. Isabella, send him away and find a nice Mexican or at the very least a nice Hispanic man.”

Dad sounded off in Spanish; “So what if he’s not Hispanic, that’s Isabella’s concern; it’s not ours. I think he would be a great provider for her and their children. Whether he’s Hispanic or not has nothing to do with anything. We are not going out with him, Isabella is.”

Roger replied in perfect Spanish; “Excuse me for a moment. I never told your daughter I speak Spanish. I minored in Spanish in college. It is true I am not Hispanic, my heritage is Northern European. Forgive me for being so blunt, I am very attracted to your daughter.

I mean your daughter no disrespect what so ever. That is why I am asking for both of your permissions to ask your daughter to go out with me to a public place for ice cream and maybe a cup of coffee afterwards. I have no evil intensions other than starting a relationship with your daughter.”

Consuelo looked shocked and then very embarrassed by Roger’s statements. She responded in English with; “Your Spanish is excellent young man. But why do you waste time asking us for permission to date our daughter? You could ask her directly; she’s over twenty-one.”

“Isabella lives under your roof. It is only right to ask your permission about something so important that may change all of our lives. If you do not approve of me, I will bid you farewell and this issue will be closed.”

“I like you young man; you have my permission to ask our daughter out. Now it is up to my wife; she has the final word on this matter.”

Consuelo looked like she wanted to smack her husband for dumping this in her lap. “Yes you may ask our daughter out. Listen to me young man; our daughter is in college and she’s a good girl. Don’t get any ideas about making babies with her.”

Isabella looked totally frustrated and embarrassed by her mother’s comments; “Mom, he hasn’t even asked me out yet! I haven’t even agreed to go out with Roger yet!”

Dad responded; “You and Isabella will make many grandchildren for us to spoil badly.”

“Dad, stop it already! I don’t know if I even like him. You have us married and making babies!”

Mom comforted herself in the chair; her body language and voice spoke in a matter of fact; “You keep telling yourself that dear. Sooner or later you’re going to realize you’re lying to yourself and come to your senses. I can see you’re very interested in him.”

With a whiny voice; “Dad, tell mom to stop already.”

“No, your mother’s right. So Roger is not Hispanic; so what. … Roger, ask this girl out please.”

“Isabella, would you do me the honor of going out with me for ice cream next Saturday at two o’clock?”

Isabella was excited on the outside, but she replied in a very calm demeanor; “Yes, I would like that very much. I’m not saying yes because I want to stop my parent’s tongues wagging. I really want to go out with you.”

Mom spoke; “Roger, Isabella thinks we are old fashion, I see the light in her eyes when she talks about you. Before you arrived, she was making my husband and me crazy with her pacing back and forth; going to the bathroom to check her hair. … Even now she keeps crossing her legs, folding her hands and fidgeting while trying to act like she’s not really interested.”

Carlos Sr. spoke; “Roger, I’m a very direct man. When are you planning on taking my daughter to what you young men call your bachelor pad or love cave?”

“Mr. Salazar, I don’t have an apartment; I live in a condo with my mother. I am saving to buy a house with my future wife. I graduated from college last year and from the police academy two weeks ago.”

The room went silent and Roger figured it’s time to move in and seal the deal.

“Mr. and Mrs. Salazar, I’m here to meet you so you know who your daughter is going out on a date with. Perhaps in time, I’ll be calling you to watch your grandchildren overnight so Isabella and I can celebrate our wedding anniversaries. For right now, your beautiful daughter needs to finish school and we both need to get our careers going before we can think of marriage and making babies.”

The look of embarrassment came over Roger’s face; “I am so very sorry; I was very out of line. Isabella, please forgive me for being so forward. The last thing on earth I want to do is offend you in any way.”

Dad sat at the table in partial shock at Roger’s comments. Mom had this half grin on her face and Carlos Jr. had smiles from ear to ear. Isabella looked like she was going to melt right then and there.

Mom was the first to speak; “Thank you for being so honest with us. In this day, it seems the only thing Isabella’s would-be suitors were interested in was getting her in bed. Your candor and honestly are very welcome in this house. We all look forward to seeing you again next Saturday afternoon when you call for our daughter.”

Everyone left the kitchen with smiles and handshakes on their way to the front door. Isabella opened the door and was saying goodbye when she extended her hand for a handshake. Roger grasped her hand gently and dropped to one knee.

“I am deeply honored that you would allow me to meet your family; I am truly grateful and completely speechless.”

He leaned over and kissed her hand, looked into her eyes and whispered; “Thank you my Princess.”

He arose, turned and walked away. As soon as the door closed, he heard a scream and cheerful laughter coming from the open windows. Roger was walking three feet off the ground.

Saturday came and the two solidified their feeling for each other over coffee. On their second date, Roger asked; “Why are you waiting tables in a restaurant? I can’t believe that your tips would cover your tuition for school. Your brother said something about a scholarship?”

“I heard about this Arab scholarship that is given to anyone that works for any of the Theater Building companies. I went to the restaurant, the theater, the cooking store and the prep kitchen applying for jobs. Every place told me they are not excepting applications; they have enough on file already.

I had just finished talking with Marcy, the owners’ wife and I turned; the owner was standing there. His name is William J. Cann. He’s this really big guy that looks like he’s been in a few wars. His wife told him that I was there looking for a job and there was nothing open. He told me to follow him and we walked to the restaurant.

We walked in and he whispered something to Jill the general manager; she’s the one with the huge chest. Jill called over a server and fired him on the spot for stealing the other servers’ tips. She turned to me and said; “You’re hired; when can you start?”

When I asked why I was hired in front of everyone else in line; Jill told me and I quote; don’t ask and don’t tell anyone. I hired you because the owner told me to.”

Roger looked suspicious when he asked; “The owner didn’t hit on you or anything did he?”

“Not so much as a pinch on my ass. As a matter of fact, he and his family always sit in this one rear corner booth. He told Jill to assign me to the other end of the restaurant whenever he is there.”

“This guy sounds like Mr. Weird; he helps you out and then avoids you like the plague.”

“He’s not a bad guy really; he always says hello and he gave me the Arab scholarship for college.”

“So how long have you been working there? The whole time you’ve been in college?”

“Yes, I’ve been working there three years now; the entire time I’ve been in college.”

Roger smiled and announced; “I have some great news for us; I’m getting a promotion and a pay raise. I’m being transferred to internal affairs as an investigator trainee. The best part of it is I’ll be on the day shift!”

Over the next few weekends, the couple’s courtship became obviously serious to any observer. The biggest problem for the couple was they both lived at home. Trying to be affectionate or romantic with each other was difficult to say the least. Roger and Isabella became familiar sites at each other’s parent’s homes. They had Sunday dinner at each other’s parents’ residence every other Sunday.

They made it through the next year as best they could. Isabella graduated college with her law degree in criminal justice. She took the bar exam and passed on the first try. Her coworkers at the restaurant threw her a small passing the bar exam party. It was one of the rare times the owner was in the restaurant office. She excused herself and went to see William in the office.

A minute later she returned and sat next to Roger; “I stopped in the office to see William. He told me I have an appointment for a job interview Tuesday at the State’s Attorney’s office. I have the job already so long as I don’t screw it up. I told you I work for a very special place.”

The conversation of the party was Isabella’s romance with Roger Duke. The women were all talking about how hard it must be to have a love life when both parties involved live with their parents. Jill came up with a remedy for Isabella.

“Randy and I are heading to St. Louis this Labor Day weekend for the Japanese Festival. We’re leaving very early Saturday morning and we won’t be back until Monday evening. I have an extra set of keys to my apartment. I’ll leave some bath towels and a couple changes of sheets at the end of the bed.”

Everyone howled at Jill’s offer. Isabella and Roger were so embarrassed; they looked like they could crawl under the nearest table.

Jill noticed their embarrassment; “You mean you two have been together for a year and haven’t gone all the way yet? Oh my god, that has to be some kind of record.”

Roger replied; “When we both live at home it’s difficult to be … you know, together. Izzy and I will get together when the time is appropriate.”

Linda the assistant manager came over with a camera, she was standing there smiling and waiting. Carla the waitress was standing by a small cart that was covered to conceal the contents.

Jill who is never at a loss for words stands up and says; “Well this little get together is getting really boring to say the least. Carla, bring in the Champagne and some glasses. Wait a minute! We need something really big to celebrate. We can’t celebrate Isabella’s passing the bar, that isn’t big enough. Does anyone here have any ideas?”

Roger stood up and said; “Things have been going very well for Izzy and I since we met each other. My job has been good, her graduation, passing the bar exam and now a new job offer. … Isabella, I talked to your parents the other evening while you were at work. You know, I think they really like me. They even told me they would welcome me into the family if that’s what you and I wanted.”

Linda started taking pictures and everyone sat perfectly still, Roger lowered himself to one knee; “Isabella my love, would you spend the rest of your life married to me?”

She started shaking and crying; “I was wondering if you were ever going to ask; absolutely YES!”

All the women wanted to congratulate Isabella; the chatter was almost deafening. Champagne corks went flying and the beverage was flowing. The bride to be was the happiest woman on the planet that evening. Congratulations were flowing almost as fast as the beverages. When the celebration was nearing an end, Jill approached Izzy and asked her to step aside.

“Here are the keys to my apartment. If you want, I’ll take Randy out to dinner and then to a movie tonight so you two can be alone this evening for a few hours; if you know what I mean.”

“Thanks a million Jill, but right now, I want to go home and tell my parents. Are you serious about going away on Labor Day weekend and could we use your apartment? Randy won’t mind?”

“Here; take my keys. If you two love birds want to use the apartment while were gone, it’s yours to use. If you don’t, that is your decision too. Oh I almost forgot that I have a message for you from you know who. He wanted you to read it alone and to destroy it as soon as you’re finished.”

Jill handed her the note and walked away. Isabella told Roger she’s going to the restroom and would be right back. She entered the restroom and sat down in a stall, locked the door and unfolded the paper. The note read as follows:

“We had an agreement four years ago. If we ever seen each other on the street, we would ignore each other like total strangers normally would. Because of you, I am a free man with a wife, daughter and several thriving businesses.

When I seen you looking for a job so you could go to school, I could not ignore you. Nor could I ignore the obligations I had to help you both with your careers. I wish you both well in your futures.

When you and Roger set a wedding date; you must have the reception at Sal’s Italian Restaurant. You can be assured that he will make you an offer you can’t refuse. Trust me when I say your reception will be taken care of. It would be better to put your moneys toward the purchase of a house. It is the least I can do for the young lady that I met in the park one night. Your silence secured my families and my future. I’m glad I could play a role in securing yours.”

She tore the note into tiny shreds of paper and flushed them down the toilet. She sat there crying with her emotions boiling over at the events of the day. Linda the assistant manager entered the restroom, heard her crying and asked if she was alright.

Sniffling she replied; “I’m fine Linda; it’s been quite an emotional time for me. Please assure Roger I’m fine and I will be out as soon as I fix my makeup.”

She exited the restroom and her eyes were bloodshot. Roger went to her side to comfort her. She assured him that she is alright and this is one of the happiest days of her life.

Jill walked over and took one look at Isabella; “The offer for tonight is off the table. One look at you and it’s clear you have too much going on emotionally right now for that to happen. You should be able to look back at the first time with joy; not in a flurry of confused emotions.”

Roger asked; “Jill, what the hell are you talking about?”

“I made your girlfriend an offer for you two to use my apartment tonight. I thought you might like to get to know each other better. On second thought, she’s not ready now. I know you are stud muffin, but I think it would be best if you take her home now.”

“Thank you Jill, thank you for everything. Most of all, thank you for your understanding.”

“You’re welcome; now it’s a good idea to get this girl home so she can share her happiness with her family and show them their future son in law.”

On the way to her home, she told Roger about Jill’s offer for the upcoming weekend. After a few moments pause he replied; “I’ll be ready when you’re ready and not a second before. … You don’t have to do anything to prove you love me. I see the love in your soft brown eyes every time I look into them.”

Her response was; “But I thought I should … you know, to prove to you how much I love you.”

“You proved that to me when you allowed me to meet your parents for the very first time. If the spark of love wasn’t there, you would have never allowed me to come over to see your folks. Come on; let’s go make your parents happy. Then we can go see my mom and tell her.”

They stopped and visited her parents. More congratulations and hugs from her parents. Their next stop was Roger’s mom; oh the drama started all over.

“Oh my god; I’m losing my baby boy! First I lost my husband and now I’m losing my baby!”

Roger thought he was going to die when his mother said; “I’m losing my baby to the most beautiful and nicest young woman I could ever hope for my son to marry.”

More hugs, kisses and congratulations were in order that evening. By now, the sun had set and the newly engaged couple needed to start thinking of work tomorrow. Roger brought Isabella home and they had a super good night kiss on the front porch. He drove home thinking it was all too good to be true.

It turned into Saturday, the start of the Labor Day weekend. Roger had mixed thoughts about Isabella having the keys to Jill’s apartment and what may come of that. They met with her parents for breakfast that morning and went to the zoo. By lunch time, they were both thinking the same thought.

“Izzy, would you like to get some lunch or would you like to do something else?”

“I’ve got these keys in my pocket; let’s go see what doors they open.”

They drove over to Jill’s apartment and lowered all the window coverings. There were the extra sheets at the end of the bed, just as Jill said there would be. On the bed there were a couple huge opened bath towels.

They both looked at the bedroom and stood in silence. Isabella spoke first; “Wow, she thought of everything. I thought about this day since I was thirteen, it was always sometime in the future on my wedding night. I never guessed it would be in my boss’s apartment.”

Roger was standing behind Isabella sensing her uncertainty about the moment. He reached around to hold her, she jumped at his touch and her head hit his jaw.

“Oh I’m so sorry; you scarred the crap out of me. My mind was a million miles away.” She turned and hugged him like a child with a teddy bear.

“Remember when I told you I’ll be ready when you’re ready and not a second before? I mean it now more than ever. I’ll bring you home if that’s what you want. We can be together another time.”

In a mousey voice she asked; “You wouldn’t mind if we just talk for a while would you?”

“I’m so in love with you, I would capture the moon for you if I could.”

They moved into the kitchen, Roger searched the refrigerator and poured them each a glass of milk.

“It’s a little too early for adult beverages, besides I don’t think our absent hosts would like us drinking up their booze.”

“No I guess not. Can I tell you something that you can never repeat?”

“Sure darling, what’s on your mind?”

“I need to know what kind of man you really are deep down inside before we go any further. This is so important; it could end our relationship. I met the owner of the restaurant before I started there.”

“I know you did.”

Her eyes looked like saucers and she started to get pissed off; “What do you think you know and how did you find out?”

“One week I’m a rookie patrolman; then I meet and get involved with the most wonderful girl in the world. I can only guess you told your coworkers about me. Out of nowhere, I’m promoted to internal affairs as an investigator trainee. That only happens in fairy tales.

A few weeks later, I open my desk and I find cold case files stating you as the only witness to a multiple homicide. The prime suspect is William Cann, the owner of the Theater Building LLC and several businesses. He was released because you refused or couldn’t ID him.

Then I found files on him; mostly rumor and innuendo. He has an extremely violent past that has rumored dozens and dozens of killings in cold blood while he was a mercenary and bodyguard.”

“Roger, you don’t know him like I do. He has always been a decent and hardworking family man. He donates to several local charities, sponsors and coaches the neighborhood baseball little league. He is not a bad man.”

“Don’t misunderstand me; I’m not saying he’s a bad man. But he’s so connected it’s frightening. He is connected to several big businesses through his adopted daughter. He’s a major contributor to every politician that has anything to do with Kansas City.

He can pick up the phone and talk to the Governor or the Mayor as easy as we call each other. Our jobs came by him making them happen for us. He did this because of you Izzy. Why didn’t you ID him at the police interrogation?”

She looked like a child that got caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

“Roger, this is going to kill our relationship. If that’s what you want, here’s the truth.”

“No that’s not what I want; I love you so much I can’t describe it. Our relationship cannot survive rumors, innuendos and secrets. I’m only asking that you be open with me.”

Isabella softened her look and relaxed before she continued; “It was a few years ago, the night the three bodies were discovered in Victory Park. I had already graduated high school and I felt it was time to run with the grownup crowd. I met this smooth talking guy, I figured we could go to the park and have a little touchy feely.

When we got to the park, two of his friends were waiting. They made it very clear there was going to be a lot more than touchy feely happening. I said no and tried to leave. Two of them grabbed my arms and the guy I had met punched me out cold.

The next thing I remember I was on my back, my jaw hurt and I was half naked. Some huge hand grabbed my arm, dragged me over to a tree and propped me up. I heard a couple of people moaning, I couldn’t focus to see what was going on. That’s when I heard several muffled pops. The moaning stopped and that’s when I heard the voice from hell.

‘I told you that the last thing you will see is my face and the last thing you ever smell will be my bad breath.’

I heard someone being beaten. Then begging followed by muffled screaming, then choking. Then there was dead silence after more muffled pops. I was too scared to crawl much less run away.

A huge man with the coldest steel grey eyes I have ever seen came toward me. Those piercing eyes looked right into my soul. I couldn’t look away because I was frozen with fear. He picked me up with one arm and carried me to a park bench under a light.”

Roger interrupted; “If he was carrying you with only one arm, what was he doing with the other arm?”

“I was in his left arm and his gun was in his right hand. When he set me down, I watched as the gun was moving towards me, I thought I was dead.

He tucked the gun under his left arm; he pulled up my torn bra to cover my breasts and folded my torn blouse closed; all the buttons were torn off. He zipped up my jacket and tied my purse to my arm. My eyes were fixated between looking at those metallic grey eyes and the nasty scar on the side of his face.”

Roger is breathing heavy now; “What happened next?”

He removed the gun from under his arm and unscrewed what looked like a piece of pipe from the barrel. He put everything in his pockets, pulled out a wad of money and stuffed it in my jacket pocket.

He spoke again with that voice; ‘Get your life together young lady. Not many people get a second chance at life.’

He turned and walked away. William prevented me from being gang raped. There is no way on god’s green earth I would ever identify him to anyone. There’s the legal law and there’s what’s morally right.”

Roger noticed Izzy started shaking and her body language changed abruptly. He got up and went around the table to comfort her. With his arms around her for security he softly said; “Thank you for telling me and getting this important chapter of your life out in the open. There is no need for us to ever discuss this again. As far as I’m concerned, you made the right moral decision. I’m more proud and in love with you than I ever dreamed I could be.”

“That has been a burden on my soul ever since we met. I am so glad to get that off my mind. … Please hold on to me for a few moments so I can compose myself. I didn’t know how you would react.”

Roger held Izzy close and comforted the love of his life the best he could until she stopped shaking and started breathing normally.

“Isabella my love, you’ve got a lot off your mind today. Would you like to go home now? Maybe we can borrow Jill’s apartment sometime in the future; when you’re ready.”

She moved one step back, grabbed his hand and walked toward the bedroom. “I would like to lie next to you for a while if we could.”

Later that afternoon, he brought her home; they hugged and kissed on her front porch. The parents were watching intently. She went into the house and her father gave her this suspicious look.

“What’s up dad? Did you want something?”

In a stern voice; “Go talk to your mother; I’m going for a walk.”

Dad left and she went into the kitchen to see her mother.

“Hi mom, dad said I should talk to you; so here I am.”

“Isabella, you’re a grown woman now. I’m worried about you and Roger doing things before you’re ready to be doing that kind of thing.”

“Mom, I’m over twenty-one years old and I’m a legal adult in every state in the country. I can make my own decisions about my life.”

“Your father and I thought you and Roger were having sex. We are worried that you may become pregnant and Roger might go away leaving you with a baby.”

“Mom, sit down please. Put dad’s mind at ease; I’ve been on the pill for several months now just in case. How can I put this without being vulgar? The pill has been a waste of money.”

Mom looked shocked and relieved; “After a year you two never did … it?”

“No mom, we never did ‘it’. We very recently learned each other’s touch, but that’s all. … There are no grandchildren in our immediate future. Tell dad whatever you want to tell him, I don’t mind.”

“I knew I liked that boy the first time I seen him.”

With a smile in her voice; “No you didn’t mama; when you seen him coming up the stairs you said; here comes that dam white boy you won’t stop talking about. Mexican boys around here are not good enough for you!”

“So I was wrong; mothers can be wrong too. Are you and Roger doing anything special this weekend? Dad’s going to barbeque Monday afternoon; of course Roger is invited.”

“My former boss Jill gave us an opportunity for the long weekend; we’re taking advantage of that. And we will make it to dad’s barbeque.”

This Sunday was his mom’s apartment for dinner, so it was take her parents out for breakfast. After the morning meal was complete, the couple dropped off her parents at their home. They went to the mall to window shop. While walking around, she told him about the conversation she had with her mother involving them having sex. He stayed relatively quiet on the subject and walked around until they came to the bridal shop.

Isabella asked with a smile on her face; “Did you plan this little trip?”

“Well, I was hoping we could set a wedding date. I know your dad’s been out of work for a while; I’ve been saving all my money for the down payment on a house. We can use that money to pay for the wedding.”

“Roger you’re a prince; but you forget I work too and I have very good friends that will take care of things. Now then, I’m feeling quite affectionate this morning and I still have Jill’s keys. Are you interested?”

The couple almost ran out of the mall and into the car. When they arrived at the apartment, the excitement slowed down to a methodical pace. They were savoring every moment of unfastening each button, hook and zipper. It took a couple of minutes for all their clothing to arrive on the floor.

Once in the bedroom Isabella softly said; “Don’t be angry at me. I thought I would be ready, but I’m not. It’s such a big step for me and there’s no going back.”

“I couldn’t be angry at you if I tried. When you feel you’re ready and you know the time is right, then and only then.”

Roger rolled over, propped his head up so he was facing her. “You’re still the most beautiful woman on the planet and I have you naked next to me in bed. I’m not sure if I need a cold shower or what I should do next.”

“Roger, roll over and let’s see what ideas we can come up with.”

That afternoon they were at his mother’s condo for Sunday dinner. The gathering went fine and he drove Izzy home that evening. When he returned, his mother cornered him.

“Roger, come into the kitchen please.”

It was always serious when mom calls him in the kitchen. Little did he know the conversation was going to be a replay of Isabella’s conversation with her mother about sex and pregnancy.

“Mom, Izzy has been on the pill for several months now. It’s been a waste of money because we haven’t consummated our relationship yet. Don’t worry, you’ll have grandchildren someday.”

This serious look came over her face before she said; “You two have been going out for over a year and you haven’t … oh. … Is she stringing you on or is this serious?”

“It’s very serious. I told her when she’s ready; I’m ready and not one second before.”

“I didn’t want you to be paying for a child out of wedlock; that’s all. A marriage based on that almost never works for very long. Your father was a perfect example of that.”

“Mom, this conversation is going down a dark road I would rather avoid. Izzy and I know each other about as well as we could without having intercourse. We are both over twenty-one mom; I don’t mean to be rude, but this is the end of this conversation.”

“Good night son and thank you. I feel better now that you know what you’re doing and where you’re going.”

He went to bed thinking of the woman he loves. He fanaticized about what consummating their relationship would be like. Would he change when he loses his virginity? Would she change when she loses her’s? His mind was going at light speed. Dressed only in his underwear and tee shirt, he went for his cell phone. As he was picking it up, it started ringing.

“Izzy, are you alright?”

“Dam you answered the phone fast, I didn’t even hear it ring!”

“I was going to call you because I can’t get you out of my mind. Isabella Salazar, I love you and I can hardly wait to see you.”

“Roger, I wanted to tell you how much I love you and how sorry I am for not being ready today. I had a long conversation with myself while lying here in bed. Would you like to know what I have decided?”

“Yes I would, but not right now. If you were to tell me, I would ask you to get a taxi and meet me at Jill and Randy’s apartment.”

“Roger, meet me at Jill and Randy’s apartment.”

His mom was standing in the doorway. Bathrobe on, arms folded with a sour expression on her face.

“Are you going out to meet that girl tonight?”

“That girl as you put it is going to be your daughter-in-law and I most likely won’t see you until tomorrow evening.”

“Son, do you understand what you’re doing and the impact it’s going to have on both of your lives?”

“Mom, she called because she needs me. What we may or may not do tonight is our decision alone. … I want to spend the rest of my life with her. … I have to follow my heart, where ever it takes me.”

“Since I can’t talk you out of this, the only advice I can give you is; Make it as special for her as it will be for you. Now don’t forget your phone and drive carefully.”

“Thanks mom, think of it this way; I’m going to see your daughter in law.”

Meanwhile at the Salazar residence, Isabella was dressing as quietly as she could. She made it to the front door. While reaching for the doorknob she heard her mother’s voice coming from behind.

“You really need to talk softer on the phone when you’re excited. You woke up your father and me. Your dad wants me to make sure you have enough money for the cab fare both ways; in case things don’t work out like you planned. … Will you be home for breakfast?”

“Yes to the money question mama and I hope I won’t be home for breakfast.”

“This is a big step your taking; but you’re old enough to understand that. Now go to your Roger before I say something foolish.”

The two women hugged, Isabella whispered; “Mama, I really need to be with him.”

“Go now to your man. We will see you and Roger tomorrow at Papa’s barbeque.”
	
She opened the door, turned, smiled; “I love you and dad, thank you for understanding.” With that said, she entered the waiting taxi.

Isabella arrived at the apartment a few minutes before Roger. While in the apartment waiting, she prepared the bed by pulling down the covers, strategically placing large bath towels on the bed.

When Roger arrived, they greeted each other with overflowing passion. They almost started damaging each other’s clothes while removing them. They went into the bedroom where the only illumination was the reflection of the nightlight in the bathroom.

While lying in bed early the following morning, Roger said; “I think I know where that saying comes from.”

“What saying is that my love?”

“If at first you don’t succeed, try it again.”

“Oh Roger you succeeded very well almost every time. So the first time wasn’t so good. You’ve more than made up for it since. Practice makes perfect, let’s practice some more!”

“Izzy, regardless of what you think of me, I’m only a mortal man. I’m exhausted from being with you is all. Some parts of me are yelling ‘be a man!’ while my back and arms are yelling ‘rest you fool!’ I’m sorry my love, I need to regain my strength.”

In a slightly sarcastic voice; “Is my big Roger tired of taking care of his woman? Did little Isabella wear out her man? … Oh, what’s this? It seems part of Roger is ready for action! … I think it’s time for me to take care of my Roger.”

Later that morning, they went out for breakfast. Izzy was sitting next to Roger, feeding him pancakes and bacon. “You need the pancakes for quick energy and bacon for endurance.”

He responded; “So that’s why you’re pounding down the waffles and sausage. … Does the love of my life have plans for me after breakfast?”

With a totally mischievous girls voice; “Oh yes I do hehehehe.”

They finished breakfast and returned to the apartment. Later that morning, the sunlight was filtering in around the window blinds. The couple lay flat on their backs looking at the ceiling.
She rolled over, staring at Roger; “Are you alright sweetheart? We can go again if you want.”

“Isabella my princess, we’ve had sessions. We slept for a few hours and had more sessions; we went to breakfast, came back and had even more sessions. My love, I’ve had too much of a good thing. I’m so sorry, I need some sleep and I need it now.”

She pulled up the bed coverings from the floor and curled up next to her man. He rolled over so he was face to face with her.

He spoke to her with his eyes heavy with sleep and tears forming; “Isabella, you are the love of my life. I can’t find the words to thank you enough for sharing yourself with me. I want to be your husband and provider for you.”

“Roger, look at what you’ve done; you have me crying too!”

“I didn’t mean to, but they look like tears of joy to me. I will love you until the end of time my beautiful princess.”

Wiping the tears from her eyes; “I will love you always and forever. Now let’s get some sleep.”

He rolled onto his back and moments later he was snoring.

Isabella was still lying on her side looking at her prince. “I have absolutely no regrets and I’ll never look back.” She wiped the tears from her eyes again and went to sleep.

Roger awoke in the very late morning. He woke up Isabella with gentle kisses to her cheek and forehead. She slowly opened one eye, smiled and said; “Coffee.”

He went to the kitchen, searched for everything he needed and made coffee. She smelled the elixir of life and came into the kitchen.

“Now there’s a sight I never thought I would wake up to, a naked man making me coffee.”

“Oh hell, I never thought there would be a naked princess watching me make coffee. Somebody pinch me, this cannot be real. I dreamt I had relations with this princess, not once but several times.”

They both exchanged words of affection while drinking their coffee. Roger went to the bathroom and started the shower. Before the water was hot, Isabella came up behind him and was wrapping her arms around his waist. They jabbed back and forth about who is going to shower first.

Isabella came up with the solution; “I’ve never showered in a strange apartment before. Maybe I should have some personal protection while I shower. … By the looks of things, you’re very excited about the idea.

After the shower, Roger started looking for extra tooth brushes in the bathroom cabinet. Inside was a note, Izzy and Roger, there are new tooth brushes down below in the vanity along with travel size deodorants.

He grabbed two tooth brushes and started brushing his teeth. He walked back to the bedroom to give Izzy one. He made it to the bedroom doorway and what he seen stopped him right there.

It was a little after high noon with the window blinds closed. Isabella was standing in front of the window facing to the right. The sun coming through the window made her look like she had a glow about her. Her head was bent downward so her long hair was covering her face. Right leg was slightly elevated and her arms were pulled backward while she was adjusting the top thong lines.

Isabella turned her head to the right so he could see her eye’s through her long hair; “What are you staring at? … You’ve seen me this way plenty of times this weekend.”

“I … ah … duh … wow … oh … I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as you are right now in my life. You really do have this glow about you.”

“My dad’s barbecue is still a couple of hours away if you would like to … you know, one last time before I need to wash the towels and sheets.”

“Jill left us a note in the bathroom letting us know where the new toothbrushes were. I came in to tell you what I found, but your magnificent beauty combined with the glow stopped me cold in my tracks.”

She smiled and replied; “I better get my bra on before you eat your toothbrush. Besides, you have toothpaste dribbling down your chest. … Now go, finish brushing your teeth. Hand me the other toothbrush before you make a bigger mess. Roger, take your underwear with you please. I don’t need you giving me more ideas than I already have.”

Reluctantly he retreated to the bathroom, finished brushing his teeth and cleaned up the toothpaste that had dribbled all over himself. Roger and Izzy dressed and started replacing the bed linens. Izzy called Jill and asked her where the laundry machine was.

Her response was; “Holy cow! My young friend is a woman now. Congratulations on your transition to womanhood. Leave the laundry in a pile on the bedroom floor. I’ll take care of it when we get home.”

“Jill, I can’t say thank you enough for giving us this opportunity. Thank you very much.”

“Not a problem, I’m glad I could help you, even if it was in such a small way. May I be so bold to ask; how was everything?”

“Without being graphic; there were many discoveries of a physical and emotional in nature. Speaking woman to woman, no regrets and I’ll never look back; never.”

The two chatted for a couple more minutes and agreed to talk tomorrow at the restaurant. Roger wanted to stop by the condo for fresh underwear and clothes. When he arrived, he announced to his mother that he was changing clothes and going to Isabella’s dad’s barbecue.

While he was changing, mom asked Izzy into the kitchen; “Would you like some lemonade dear?”

“No thank you Mrs. Duke.”

The tension in the room was so thick; you could cut it with a knife.

“So I would guess my son thinks he’s a man now that he has a conquest under his belt, after a fashion.”

“Since your being frank with me, let me be completely honest with you. Roger approached me, I did not approach him. I told him that I don’t date cops; he’s not Mexican or even Hispanic. He asked me for permission to meet my parents. He wanted to ask them if it was alright if he could ask me out on a date.

I reluctantly agreed because his tenacity surprised the hell out of me. A good looking white boy with everything going for him wants to date an average Mexican-American girl; no way is this real. You know we’ve been seeing each other for over a year now. This is another step in our relationship.”

She grabbed her purse and started walking toward the door. “I’m sorry if you don’t approve of me. Please tell Roger I will wait for him in the car.”

“Isabella, please wait! … I am so sorry for coming off to you the way I did. We both love the same man for different reasons. Let me make things right; I love him as my only son. You love him as a wife and companion. I would really like it if I could call you Izzy and you would call me Mom.”

“Oh please call me Izzy, mom; Isabella is too formal for relatives.”

The two women hugged and Roger left his room and spoke; “It looks as if the ice has finally thawed; thank you ladies.”

There was some warm conversation between the two women. Mom pulled out the old photo album from when Roger was a child. For the next hour, the two women talked about what they had in common; Roger.

They eventually made it back to the Salazar household. This time it was Roger’s turn for the cold shoulder. Carlos Jr. looked at him, smiled and gave him the thumbs up sign. Izzy’s mom was a little more subtle.

“Roger, we never got a call last night, so I guess that you and Isabella were okay.”

He started analyzing her statement while trying to figure how to best answer it.

“Yes ma’am; Isabella and I were very safe from harm last night and this morning. We stayed at a friend’s apartment while they are out of town.”

“So my daughter was safe from harm last night and this morning. Did she show your absent hosts courtesy by replacing the bed linens?”

Roger turned red in an instant. Isabella opened her bedroom door and yelled out; “Yes I did mother; along with the towels we used. I even put the shower towels in the wash also.”

“Roger, sometimes that girl; what am I saying? That woman can be so vulgar, I can’t stand it. Ah, she’s a woman in love; I’ll overlook her giving me too much information. I would ask her this question, but I want a real answer.

“Mother Salazar, ask me anything you want and I will answer from the bottom of my heart.”

“Did anything change between you two since she left last here night? Don’t you sugar coat your answer to me. I want the truth from you Mister Duke!”

“Yes ma’am, things changed forever for the both of us. We will never look back and we have no regrets. I think the best way I can explain it is; we unlocked emotions in each other that made us one. Mother Salazar, I would walk through the gates of hell if Isabella wanted me to without reservation.”

She gave a relaxed smile, leaned over and quietly with a voice filled with comfort; “Since my little girl was about thirteen, there has been an endless line of young men trying to bed her. You are the first honest suitor to come along that showed any respect to Carlos and me.

Every other suitor looked at us as obstacles in the way of their goal. I have only one question, now that you and my little girl have been together, when are you two going to get married?”

“I’m embarrassed to say that we’ve been engaged for such a short time, we haven’t set a date. If it were up to me, we would be at the county building tomorrow morning getting married. Izzy and I must talk about what type of wedding she wants and when. We’ve had a few other things on our minds lately.”

Mom smiled; “You two are so good together. Now let me see what my husband is up to. Please come and meet some of our relatives, friends and neighbors.”

Mom and Roger walked into the backyard and she started introducing him to the guests in English. Isabella came and took over for her mother. While they were walking around the yard, they came across one man about Rogers’s age.

Isabella tensed up, wrapped her arm around Roger’s and said; “Roger this is Roberto Cruz. We need to meet the other guests.”

Roger said; “Hello Roberto”; while she was dragging him in another direction.

Roberto announced loudly in Spanish; “So she found herself a rich college educated white boy that is willing to marry outside his race. A real Mexican man like me isn’t good enough for her.
If I had rich parents like his, I could go to college and get a job like his; then I would be in bed with her and not him. … You know what they say about Latinas like her don’t you? … Marry light and pray your babies come out white! Hahahaha.”

Roger turned to Isabella, held his finger up to his lips signaling her to be silent. The entire group in the backyard was dead silent. Someone had turned the Salsa music off while Roberto was ranting. Everyone was waiting to see what was going to happen next.

Roger turned to Roberto and speaking in Spanish; “Bob, allow me to correct you on a few things you said that are dead wrong. I paid my way through college by working construction. My parents divorced several years ago and my mother is not rich. She’s a clerk with the post office; not exactly a get rich job.”

Switching to English; “The crack about willing to marry outside my race was moronic. I never knew Mexican was a race. Her parents are naturalized citizens and she was born here; that makes her Mexican-American. … I look at Isabella for exactly what she is; the love of my life and the beautiful woman she is.

Bob, you are right on a few things. I am not a real Mexican thug like you. I don’t walk around acting macho trying to impress people to make them think I’m a tough guy. I didn’t drop out of grade school and can’t find a job. Isabella deserves way more than you will ever be able to give her.”

Roberto was fuming and almost frothing at the mouth with anger.

Isabella joined in finishing with; “Getting a job like Roger’s and getting me in bed; in your wildest dreams asshole.”

Silence fell over the entire group. Roger turned and in Spanish; “Roberto, you have made this an interesting afternoon. Not being an unemployed thug like yourself without the possibility of a future, I have my future wife and in laws feelings to consider. I would wish you good luck and goodbye, but wishing you good luck is hopeless and goodbye would be a lie.”

Roger and Isabella turned and began walking away. Roberto started screaming and frothing at the mouth. He called them everything except human beings. His vulgar tirade tapered down as the couple was leaving the backyard.

Roger turned to Isabella; “I need to say goodbye to your parents. You can stay if you wish, but I need to leave right now before I punch Roberto’s lights out and upset everyone here including your parents.”

Isabella was upset, but she never let go of his arm. The pair took a couple of steps and Roger spoke; “Mr. and Mrs. Salazar, thank you for inviting me to your party. Something very serious with one of your guests has come up that requires me to leave immediately. Goodbye for now, I hope to see you both next Sunday for dinner.”

Mom asked Isabella; “Since Roger is leaving, are you going to stay or are you leaving also?”

“No mama, where Roger goes I go. Roberto made it very clear we are not welcome around here. I’m leaving right now with my future husband.”

While on their way out, Isabella said to Roger; “I need to do something right this minute.”

She walked to her room, went to the closet, scooped out about half of her clothes and gave them to Roger.

“Put these in the car and come back for the rest.”

He did not question her; he did as he was told. While returning, he heard her telling her brother to put everything on the closet floor into the laundry basket. Take everything from the shelf and from the top of the dressers and put that stuff in the other baskets.”

Izzy unloaded the dresser into two suitcases. The entire packing and loading had barely taken ten minutes. Carlos Jr. helped load the laundry baskets into the car. Roger went to give him some money for helping; he refused and wished them good luck.

Isabella was breathing heavily; “Drive and get me away from here. Remember when I told you I had no regrets and I would never look back, I mean it more than ever right now. Let’s go find a bar, I need a drink.”

He asked; “Is that everything?”

She snapped back; “What do you mean is that everything? I’m not some prissy white bitch with a closet full of clothes that get worn maybe once. I’m just a poor Latina from a working class Mexican family.”

Roger pulled the car over and thought for a few moments; “Isabella Salazar, I am trying very hard to control my temper. I never thought I would hear something that racist coming out of that beautiful mouth I love to kiss so much.

Please never again say you’re ‘just’ a Latina from a working class Mexican family; because you’re not ‘just’ anything, you are so much more. You’re going to be my wife and I’m going to be your husband. Besides, that’s being very disrespectful to your parents.”

After an apology, hugs and kisses; “I need that drink more than ever and I’m hungry. We haven’t eaten anything since breakfast; my stomach is getting really loud and upset.”

Roger had the good sense to find a restaurant that served adult beverages. They ate and drank during their conversations about life, family and their future.

“I never in my wildest dreams thought about you in those terms. How could my parents invite that asshole to a barbecue where he could say those awful things to us? All those people must think I’m a tramp!”

He realized that she had a little too much of everything today; including adult beverages. She went to the bathroom and Roger took that advantage to call his mother and quickly explain the situation.

When she came back to the table; “I need to get a room somewhere so I have some place to stay.”

“I called my mom, you’re welcome there. We can sort this all out in the morning.”

Roger paid the bill, they left for the condo. The stress of the last few days was adding up on her. The sudden moving out of the only home she ever knew without notice and the adult beverages were having quite an impact on her. By five that evening, they were at his mother’s condo.

“I’m so sorry Mrs. Duke; everything happened so fast, I didn’t know what else to do. … May I lie down for a while; I don’t feel very good.”

“Come with me, you can use Roger’s room. If you get sick, we have plenty of clean sheets.”

Izzy lay down; Roger brought up her stuff from the car and put everything in his room and closed the door.

He sat down at the kitchen table with his mother. She spoke first; “I’m not going to tell you I told you so because I never did. You understand she can never go home to live again don’t you?”

“Mom, this happened so fast; I’m still trying to wrap my head around this. Dam mom, the woman I love is in crisis and I’m not sure what I should do next.”

“Roger Duke, don’t give me that crap. I’m you mother and I know you better than anybody. You know exactly what to do with that woman in your bed. … When she wakes up, you comfort her. You tell her you’re both are going to the county building tomorrow morning and applying for a marriage license.

The day after that, you’re going back in morning and getting married. … Don’t give me that questioning look Roger. Just do it and make everything right for that girl.”

Isabella woke up a couple of hours later and apologized for making a fool of herself. Roger comforted her and told her of the wedding plans. She agreed and started crying all over again. Then the inevitable phone call to her parents.

Roger was holding her hand while she called; “Hello Mama, I moved in with Roger. … Yes I moved out of your home. … We had to leave before there was a physical confrontation between Roger and stupid. … I don’t care if he apologized to everyone. … I have a job interview tomorrow morning at eight o’clock with the States Attorney. After that is over, I’ll come back to ‘your’ home to drop off the laundry baskets and suitcases I borrowed. There is nothing to talk over. … If you and papa are so concerned, I’ll come over right now and drop off your stuff. … Is Roberto still there? … Good, I’ll be there in thirty minutes.”

She was so angry; she was shaking like a leaf.

“Mrs. Duke, Roger; I’m so mad right now I could chew nails!”

“Call me mom dear.”

“I’m sorry mom for putting you through all this.”

“That’s what mother’s in law are for dear; when daughters are in trouble and need help.”

She hugged his mom; “Thanks mom, I’ll try not to burden you too much.”

“Wait here for a moment; I need to get something from my room.”

Mom returned with something in her hand.

“Roger, I have a couple of things that I haven’t needed in years. I noticed Isabella’s left hand is missing something and I think I have something that may help. Izzy, you can wear the first one right away if you want.”

His mother opened her hand displaying her engagement and wedding rings.

She handed them to Roger; “How can my future daughter in law be engaged without an engagement ring. If you like them, they’re yours to keep. If not, you can borrow them until you get your own. What are you waiting for son; put the ring on her finger!”

He lowered himself to one knee and slid the ring on her finger. Suddenly, all three had tears of joy running down their faces. More thanks, hugs and kisses were in order.

When they calmed down and composed themselves, Roger and Isabella left for her parents’ house. They drove to her former home and she would not go in; she rang the doorbell instead. Her father answered the door; “Why did you ring the doorbell? Let yourself in like you always have done.”

“I’ve moved out papa.”

Her father looked at her; “Yes you are an adult woman and have made your adult decisions. If that is what you want, so be it. Please come to the backyard and talk with us for a couple of minutes.”

Roger responded; “We would like very much to see you and Mother Salazar also. We have very important news for the both of you.”

They walked into the backyard and Roger asked; “Mr. Salazar, let’s talk; what’s going on?”

“Roberto is a neighbor that thought he was in love with Isabella for many years. I wrongly thought if he were to meet you, it would straighten him out and he would give up that nonsense.

I was wrong and I am sorry to the both of you. I was shocked by what I heard, but it was not my place to confront him. His comments were directed at the both of you. Roger, you proved yourself to be an extraordinary man. You my daughter, proved yourself to be an extraordinary woman for standing by your man. Mother was surprised that you would move out so suddenly.”

Mom spoke; “Papa held me back and asked me to be quiet to see what you two would do. Afterwards he asked me what I would have done if I were in your shoes. I would have stayed with my man regardless of what my parents wanted; because I’m going to be spending the rest of my life with my man, not them.”

“Carlos Sr. resumed; “I wanted the rest of the family to meet the man that is going to marry my daughter. You really are a man of honor Detective Investigator Roger Duke. Now what news do you have for my wife and me?”

“Mr. Salazar, Mrs. Salazar; Isabella and I are going downtown tomorrow to apply for a marriage license. We are being married Wednesday morning. Izzy, show your parents the ring please.”

Izzy showed her parents the ring and told them it was Roger’s moms. She gave it to her to borrow or keep. Izzy’s mom arose and asked Izzy to follow her. She told the men to have a beer and talk for a while; they would be right back.

Roger and Carlos Sr. we’re drinking beer while talking about how tough times are. “Work has been so slow; I am so embarrassed that I do not have much money for Isabella’s wedding. I would sell my car to pay for the wedding, only it is not worth very much.”

“We will pay for the wedding ourselves. It is more important that you keep your house than pay for your daughter’s wedding. I was thinking you and your wife can baby sit for us instead of paying for the wedding; hahahaha”

The back door opened, Isabella and her mom came out on to the back porch.

Mom said; “What do you think papa, do you remember this dress?”

“That’s the dress you wore when we were married! Roger, doesn’t Isabella look beautiful in that dress?”

“When I thought she could not be more beautiful, Izzy shocks me by her beauty and grace in that dress.”

“Roger, you won’t mind if I wear mama’s dress to the wedding will you?”

“I think it would be wonderful if you wear that dress to our wedding.”

They chatted for a while before Isabella changed back into the clothes she arrived in. She was going to have the outfit dry cleaned tomorrow. They also agreed to find out what time they will get married and let all the parents know. They chatted for a while and said their goodbyes. They returned to the condo smiling and showed his mother the wedding dress.

“Mom, Izzy and I are definitely getting married Wednesday. I’ll take some vacation time and find an apartment. We will move out as soon as I can find us something furnished.”

“You’re both welcome to stay her for as long as you need to. There are only two rules; remember this is my home. The second rule is limit your sexual activity to your room. I don’t need to see or hear certain things if you get my meaning.”

“I’m a guest in your home mom and please call me Izzy.”

The couple was in bed early that night and awoke early. They took turns in the shower and went to the Parkway restaurant for breakfast; naturally Jill had comments.

“I gave you my apartment for a long weekend so you two could consummate your relationship. I come back from a holiday to find out you quit your job here; thanks a lot.”

“Jill, we cannot thank you enough for what Randy and you did for us. Now for the big news; we are going for our marriage license after my job interview this morning. We are going to get married tomorrow.”

She told Jill about what happened at the barbeque, her moving out of her home and moving in with Roger.

Jill replied; “I’m sorry to hear that. Before you look for an apartment, give me a couple of days. Maybe I’ll get back to you with something. Roger, stop by and see me Thursday morning. We can talk more then, right now, I have a restaurant to run.”

The couple finished breakfast and went downtown. Izzy went for her job interview that involved filling out paperwork and proving her identity. The interview itself lasted about five minutes. She returned to Roger who was in the office lobby talking to the States Attorney Investigators.

“Honey, I start Monday morning at a real nice salary. Now before you get cold feet, let’s go across the street and apply for our marriage license.”

“Isabella, how could you say ‘before I get cold feet’? I would find a street preacher to marry us if it would be legal. Darn you; I should smack your perfectly shaped butt.”

“That sounds good, but not in the State building. You need to wait until we get home.”

They walked across 12th street to Jackson County Building and asked where to apply for a wedding license. The person at the information desk said; “Recorder of Deeds office, room 104 down the hall.”

They entered room 104 and asked the clerk for the marriage license application. She handed them the application and asked Isabella for her full name.

“My full name is Isabella Maria Salazar. His name is Roger Duke. Soon my name will be Isabella Maria Duke; but not soon enough.”

The woman smiled, picked up the phone and said; “Miss Isabella Salazar is here. … Yes ma’am. … She is with a Mister Roger Duke. … Yes ma’am, they are filling out the application now. … Yes ma’am I will.”

The couple had finished filling out the paperwork when a very distinguished looking woman entered the room; “Hello, I’m Marilyn Burke; county commissioner. A friend called me this morning and asked if I would make sure your marriage application goes smoothly.”

Ms. Burke turned to the deeds clerk and asked if the application was in order. The clerk responded; “Yes ma’am; I only need the application fee of fifty dollars.”

Roger reached for his wallet. Before he could get it out, Ms. Burke raised her hand signaling him to stop.

“I insist that you allow me to pay for this. Here is the fifty dollars Jessica; now have Dean get this couple their marriage license. Tell him I am waiting with this charming couple.”

Roger and Isabella were surprised by the chain of events; but Roger was wondering who this benefactor was.

“Commissioner Burke, your honor;” she stopped him before he could ask his question.

“Oh Roger, call me Marilyn. I know what you’re going to ask; who was the friend that called. Let’s just say he doesn’t want his name thrown around, so I respect his privacy.”

The three small talked for a few moments when a somewhat overweight man came out of an office in a hurry. He handed the document to Izzy and congratulated them both.

Marilyn said; “I know your marriage is going to be a civil union; don’t ask how I know, a friend told me. Normally marriages are held on Friday in the Court House, but since you two are in a hurry; arrangements have been made for Wednesday. You have an appointment at City Hall, 9 AM, 29th floor; bring your relatives.”

“That’s the Mayor’s office.”

“Your right Miss Salazar; our mutual friend is also a very good friend of the Mayor.”

They wrapped up their trip downtown and went to Police Headquarters where Roger works. He introduced Isabella to all his co-workers and the police commissioner. He was walking three feet off the ground.

When the meet and greet was over they went to a local coffee shop where they sat across from each other. They starred into each other’s eyes while exchanging words of love.

Izzy called her dad; “Dad, the wedding is set for tomorrow morning. Bring mom and meet us outside city hall at 8:45 tomorrow morning.”

Roger called his mom and told her so she could arrange to get tomorrow off. Once those two phone calls were over, the couple could get back to the more serious things like gazing into each other’s eyes and whispering words of love to each other.

Isabella was reaching over the little table holding his right hand. She was looking off to the side and slightly downward when she said in a mischievous voice; “We don’t have anything to do this afternoon and your mom’s at work.”

Under the table, she had removed her right shoe; raised her foot and began stimulating Roger.

“Do you have any ideas on how we could spend the rest of the day in your mom’s condo?”

“Oh something is coming up right now; we need to leave right away.”

The pair almost knocked over the table on their way out to the car.

Later that afternoon, the couple had replaced the bed linen, brushed their teeth and showered. After the shower, they were laughing that they needed to brush their teeth again before his mother comes home from work.

The three went out to dinner and Isabella told her future mother-in-law about the events of the day. She also thanked her and said she is keeping the engagement and wedding rings.

“I feel so lucky, I can’t find the words. Mom, I’m wearing your engagement ring. I will be wearing my mother’s wedding dress tomorrow and Roger will be putting your wedding ring on my finger. Thank you seems so shallow for everything you have done for me; thank you so very much.”

Both women started tearing up and hugged each other.

Roger, whose timing stinks said; “If I knew this would have happened, we would have eloped.”

Both women snapped back into reality and in unison said; “No!”

“You would deny me the joy of seeing you joined in marriage to Isabella; this beautiful young woman that I love to death? Roger, shame on you. Izzy cut him off; don’t give him any tonight. Go on the pill tonight, an aspirin will do nicely.”

“Mom, I’m on the pill already. How is an aspirin supposed to stop him from having sex? Whoops! I’m sorry, that didn’t come out right.”

Roger is turning several shades of red right now and looking around the room for an escape route.

“Oh dear, you’re so young and innocent; you put the aspirin between your knees and don’t let it drop!”

Roger was in the middle of a swallow of beer and it was a good thing he had the napkin in his hand. Beer started coming out from where it wasn’t supposed to. Izzy almost rolled on to the floor laughing. She had tears from laughing so hard.

“Mom stop; my side hurts from laughing so much.”

They finished the evening out and went home.

Izzy asked; “Mom, is it alright if I do some laundry? I need to wash our bed linen.”

“I put clean linen on yesterday while you two were out at your parents’ home.”

“I know and they smelled real nice last night and this morning; but we needed to change them this afternoon.”

“Oh, I understand. It’s been so long since I had … never mind dear.”

A flash of sadness passed over mom’s face while she paused for a moment. She shook off the sorrow and continued; “Please feel free to wash those sheets as often as you need to. … Since he’s out emptying the garbage, let me tell you something.

Roger’s dad and I had to change the sheets quite often when we were young. Then we discovered those big beach towels. What’s nice about them is there portable. They worked at my parent’s place, his parent’s place, and our friends’ places. They can get pretty comfortable when you use fabric softener. We had several of them and would take them to the Laundromat a couple of times a week.”

“Hahahaha, thanks for sharing that with me. I thought you would have been a prude when you were a young woman. I had no idea you had sex before you were married.”

“I was a stupid girl when I was young. I couldn’t get on the pill without my parents consent. There was no way in hell they would allow their daughter to have sex before marriage. Roger’s father said real men don’t use condoms. So I went on the rhythm method of birth control. I was four months pregnant when we were married.”

Izzy had no idea how to respond to his mother’s revelation about sex and being pregnant when she was married. Saved by the door, her future husband came in.

“This is such a pleasure, two of my favorite women in the world talking.”

“I was telling Izzy about how your father used to cover the beds with towels so he wouldn’t have to sleep on a wet spot or change the sheets.”

“Thanks mom, that’s way too much information for me that I didn’t want to know. If you will excuse me, I’m going to change into my sweats, watch some TV and relax for a while.”

He left for his room and Isabella took advantage of the moment; “Mom, can I ask you something that is really personal that I noticed?”

“Sure, what is it?”

She looked around to be sure they couldn’t be overheard, leaned over and softly spoke; “This is so embarrassing; I don’t have any experience with men. Roger and I have only been intimate for two days now. … Is it normal for him to … finish, kiss and thank me, roll over and fall asleep?”

“Wow dear; that’s more than I ever got from his father. Yes dear, falling asleep is normal.”

“I thought we would savor the moment somehow. Embrace each other; tell each other how good it was and how much we love each other. Then do it all over again in five minutes.”

Mom smiled and asked; “How long have you been reading those romance novels?”

“I’ve been reading them since I was twelve or thirteen. You’re telling me there are novels and then there is reality aren’t you?”

Mom had to conceal her amusement by wiping her hand across her face; “The fact that you’re getting a ‘kiss’ and a ‘thank you’ is more than most of us women get. You are a very lucky woman and I’m not saying that because he’s my son; it’s an observation.”

“If you will excuse me mom, I’m going to see if he needs some help with anything.”

“Oh I’m sure he would welcome your help right about now. The bath towels are in the hall closet. I’ll be downstairs doing laundry for a while.”

Later that evening, the three of them were sitting on the sofa and the TV was on. Roger was sound asleep. He started snoring, his mom said; “I told you it knocks them out in the evenings. It does not have that effect in the mornings though.”

“Thanks mom, I think he should get some sleep now. It has been quite a ride for us over the last few days.”

Izzy woke him up and brought him to bed. He was under the covers when he said; “Isabella, that was wonderful, thank you.”

“You’re welcome dear, but that was a couple of hours ago.”

With a voice that was almost in slumber land; “I know, the wonderful memory of you lingers; I love you.”

Seconds later he was snoring. Izzy walked into the kitchen and poured a glass of milk. Sat at the table and starred at the ceiling with a smile on her face. Roger’s mom came in; “What are you thinking right now?”

“I can’t believe how lucky I am. That man worships the ground I walk on as I do him. He’s kind and gentle but firm when he needs to be. I know I have a serious case of being in love and I never want it to end.”

“Oh you’re in love alright. I suggested to him once that you may be stringing him along. Roger told me that he would walk through the gates of hell if you desired him to do so without any reservation whatsoever. He meant it with all his heart.”

“Mom, there is no limit to what I would do for him. Yes we shared our bodies for the first time with each other. We have shared our souls and our darkest secrets with each other. Now we want to share our lives with each other. Thank you for giving birth to my Prince Charming.”

“You’re very welcome dear. I don’t have any doubts that you two were meant for each other. Good night and turn off the light when you’re done.”

“Good night mom and thank you again.”

The next morning everyone at the Duke household awoke within a few minutes of each other. Wake up coffee was the first order of business. Roger went to the local restaurant and ordered three breakfasts to go.

When he arrived back home, his mom was helping Izzy with her hair and makeup. After breakfast, Izzy reminded Roger to get her wedding dress from the cleaners. Off to the cleaners and within minutes he returned with the wedding dress. It was a slender three color dress. It has a beige top, light purple middle and dark purple skirt. By 8:30 AM they were ready for the trip to city hall.

The relatives met outside City Hall and introductions were made between Roger’s mom and the Salazar’s. They went to the 29th floor where they were introduced to the Mayor’s administrative assistant. She explained that the Mayor is still out of town on vacation, so the City Chaplin will marry them in the mayor’s office.

The Police Commissioner entered with three bouquets of long stem roses. One went to each of the ladies in the wedding party. “I’m sorry I’m late; I was waiting for the florist to finish.

Everyone gathered around the Mayor’s desk and the City Photographer started taking pictures.

The Chaplin asked; “Does anyone have anything to say before I join this couple in matrimony?”

Roger turned to Isabella, in the most romantic and sincere voice; “Isabella Maria Salazar, you are the love of my life. Everything I am you can see standing before you with those beautiful light brown eyes. … Before you allowed me to enter your life, I was lost in the world of loneliness. Thank you for being everything you are and thank you for making me what I will be.”

The Chaplin asked; “Isabella, is there anything you would like to say?”

She sniffled and said; “I love you so much I would walk through no limit of fire and ice for you. … Chaplin, we had better do this before my makeup is ruined.”

A couple of minutes later, everyone heard the words; “I pronounce you Man and Wife.”

There was applause and cheering from the guests. The commissioner insisted that he be the first guest to kiss the bride. A kiss on the cheek; then congratulated Roger and told him to enjoy his honeymoon time off.

Everyone was escorted to the building cafeteria where they had a banner that read; Congratulations to Isabella and Roger!”

They had wedding cake and coffee for the guests.

After the get together downstairs, the Mayor’s assistant said to the newlyweds; “I need to go back to work now, I wanted you to know that everything has been paid for; including the gratuity. The photographer will deliver your wedding album to Roger at Police Headquarters within a few days. Goodbye and good luck to you both.”

Everyone left city hall and gathered out front. Roger told them Izzy made dinner reservations for everyone at Sal’s Italian Restaurant for five o’clock tonight. He and Isabella were going to bring his mom home, change clothes, pack an overnight bag and find a hotel for the night.

A little before five that evening, everyone showed up for dinner. The celebration was grand with the Salazar’s and Roger’s mom getting to know each other. They started out telling humorous stories about their children. The newlyweds recalled how they met and how Roger took the long way around to ask her on a date by asking her parents for permission.

“The first time I ever seen those light brown eyes looking at me with fear, I knew I wanted to know this woman. When she talked to me, we had a conversation about the fog and waiting for the bus.”

Izzy injected; “He asked to see me again. I told him I don’t date cops and I don’t date outside my species. I did everything I could to discourage him without being too rude.”

Mother Consuelo said; “Not being too rude? You don’t date outside your species, that wasn’t too rude?”

“I realized that was very rude so I told him the name of the restaurant where I worked. I told him to sit at the counter for free coffee.”

Her mom continued; “Well that was nice of you.”

“No mama, I told him to sit at the counter because I don’t serve counter customers.”

Roger spoke next: “I knew that if I ever wanted a chance to have a romance with this beautiful woman, I had better do everything right the first time because she would never give me a second chance. … I have to be honest about the feelings I sensed from Izzy; they were never mean spirited or meant to hurt.

Even when she told me she didn’t date cops or date outside her species, the tone of her voice changed while she was saying it. It was almost like she couldn’t stop what she started. I’m sure I seen a spark of interest in her beautiful eyes. She touched my heart that damp fogy night.”

Dad asked; “When did you know she captured your heart for good?”

“Remember that afternoon when I came to ask for permission to ask her out on a date, she had my heart in her hands. … By the time we had finished that date the next Saturday, she had my heart and my soul in her hands.”

Dad followed up with; “Roger, I think you were well on your way to having my daughters’ heart at the bus stop.”

The group sat around for a while and Roger asked for the check. Sal the owner came over to the table.

“The check and the gratuity have been taken care of. There is an already paid for taxi out front waiting to take the lovely Mrs. Duke home so you two can go directly to your hotel.”

Roger asked; “I want to thank whoever was so kind to pick up the check for tonight.”

“Let’s just say an acquaintance from the past wanted to give you two a little wedding gift. He’s the shy type; he doesn’t want his name thrown around. We’ll leave it at that.”

The group left the restaurant full and satisfied. The Salazar’s went home, Roger’s mom went home and the newlyweds went to the hotel.

The following morning they went down to the hotel restaurant, had breakfast and returned to their room. Later that morning, after another round of personal hygiene they packed up and returned to the condo.

Isabella stood in the hallway next to the towel and linen cupboard with the door open and with that look in her eyes.

With a naughty voice; “Moms at work, the clothes are put away; the only thing I can see that is left for you to do is welcome your new wife home Mr. Duke.”

Roger growled and started rapidly removing his shoes first.

Izzy switched to a coy voice; “Oooh … little me can’t carry the towel and get undressed at the same time … poor little me.”

A moment later, Isabella’s voice could be heard; “Hooks are still in back; unhook it first! … Oh that tickles … don’t rip my thong …. Hahahaha … you beast! Hahahaha”

Later that morning; “Honey, I can’t find the toothbrushes we took from Jill’s place. Where does your mom hide the wash cloths?

“I left the tooth brushes in the overnight bag. I’ll get them and a couple of wash cloths; I need to wash myself up.”

“Don’t forget to wash your face and brush your teeth too; Mister Duke.”

“I love you Isabella Duke.”

“I love you too Roger, but we have things to do that don’t involve the bedroom, the hallway or the sofa. We need to find a place to live. I’ll call Jill to see if she came up with anything in the way of housing for us. You Mr. Stud man need to get dressed.”

Izzy called Jill and was told to get to the restaurant as soon as possible. Izzy and Roger dressed and went to the restaurant to see what news Jill had for them. Jill introduced the couple to Brian Abernathy of PTB Reality.

They sat in a booth and went through the couples housing likes and dislikes. They discussed the type of area where they would like to live. He assured them that he would only show them houses that they could easily afford on their salaries.

“You two look like a very nice couple and congratulations on your wedding. To save us a lot of time, I selected the best area of the city to live in. The area selected has the lowest crime rate, best schools and the highest average household income in the city. It so happens that this area is called home by the mayor, several civic and business leaders.”

Isabella asked; “What if my husband and I don’t want to live in that area?”

“Mrs. Duke, your quality of life and family safety were my paramount parameters in choosing the area for your home. I was hired to find you the best place to live and raise your family; that is what I did young lady.”

Izzy now semi furious asked; “Who hired you? Was it William Cann?”

“He hired me for this one job; then I go back to my other real estate office. … Folks, he doesn’t mean you any harm. There is nothing illegal or immoral with him doing this. Take it for what it’s worth; a helping hand.”

Roger spoke; “Alright, where do we go from here? We have very little money for a down payment. We are not rolling in money if you get my meaning.”

“Let’s talk money after you find your dream house.”

They left their car parked at the restaurant, spent the rest of the morning and afternoon looking at houses. Late that afternoon, the couple found the perfect house; two story brick house. Upstairs was the master bedroom with its own full bath and a closet to get lost in. There were two other bedrooms, two storage closets in the hall and another full bath.

The main floor has a full modern kitchen, living room, dining room, library/den and a media room. Three quarters of the basement was fully finished with one quarter sectioned off for the laundry and utilities.

Isabella grabbed Rogers arm and squeezed; “I want this to be our home for us and our children. Mr. Abernathy, what do we do now? We want this house.”

“I will contact the seller right now and make them an offer of twenty percent less than the asking price. They will refuse the offer. We will go back and forth until we agree on a price.”

Mr. Abernathy called the seller; it turned out to be a bank. He made them an offer of seventy five percent of the asking price. They agreed if his client could come down and deposit the earnest money today and sign the intent to purchase contract. He agreed and told the couple what was going on.

They went to the bank and Mr. Abernathy had a five thousand dollar check already sighed; he only needed to fill out the payable to; which he did.

The couple asked; “Mr. Abernathy, what do we do next?”

“I will handle the closing for you. There is a ton of paperwork that needs to be processed. Title search, land survey and things you are not concerned with. We will close here, in this bank two weeks from tomorrow at 9AM. Bring your signing hands because you will be signing several documents.”

The newlyweds said goodbye to Mr. Abernathy. They were starving because they had nothing to eat since breakfast. They called his mother to tell her not to cook dinner tonight because they were bringing home carry out.

During dinner, the conversation was about looking for and buying a house. It was a happy and jovial time at the Duke household that night.

Friday morning, Mom cooked breakfast for everyone. Part of the morning conversation was what the newlyweds were going to do together today after the obvious newlywed activities.

Izzy started to snicker and gained control over herself; “We have a great price on a great house in the very best part of town. We are going to see the finance people today. The real estate agent neglected to tell us about the financing, so we are going to find out about that today.”

Mom had a look of concern on her face; “Be real careful about this. I wouldn’t want you two burned on a house deal. Oh well, I have to go to work. You know where the towels are and the fresh sheets if you need them. What am I thinking ‘if’ you’ll need them? See you two tonight.”

Mom left for work and they stood by the window waiting to see her car leave. As soon as they seen the car make its way down the street, the newlyweds started undressing each other.
Later that morning; “Thank you my love that was wonderful.”

“Are you going to kiss me, rollover now and go to sleep?”

“No dear, you’re going to roll on top, give me a ‘Roger that was wonderful’ kiss. Then we’re going to clean up and track down this mortgage business.”

Izzy rolled over and gave Roger a kiss that could wake the dead. “Don’t forget to brush your teeth and wash your face my love.”

The couple completed their hygiene duties and dressed. Isabella called Mr. Abernathy and asked about the financing of a four hundred and thirty-five thousand dollar house on their combined salaries.

“Mrs. Duke, I am not handling the finances on this transaction. I have been assured that you will have absolutely no financial problems in affording this house. If you really need to pursue this matter, please contact my employer.”

“We need to contact Mr. William Cann.”

“Yes he is my employer. His office is in his apartment in the Parkway Theater Building. I’m sorry I cannot be of more help to you. Finding you a home was all I was hired to do. Good day Mrs. Duke.”

“Roger, we are going to the Theater Building right now.”

The couple went to the Theater Building and rang the doorbell to Bill’s apartment; no answer. They went around to the other side of the building where Christine and Linda the restaurant manager share an apartment. Linda answered the door in her pajamas and invited them upstairs.

The young couple asked Christine (William’s Mother-In-Law and Personal Assistant) about the PTB Mortgage Company and their impending mortgage. Christine asked them to come over to William’s office in his apartment where they could talk with the facts and figures in hand.
Once inside, she told them that this is all perfectly legal.

“Two weeks from today at the closing, you will sign the paperwork transferring the ownership of the home from the bank to you two. The payment for the property will be made by PTB Mortgage Company; all perfectly legal.

Since the PTB mortgage company does not report to any credit bureau, the mortgage will not appear on any credit report. The mortgage will be a contract between you two and PTB Mortgage. The only people that will know about this will be PTB Mortgage and you.”

The couple asked questions about taxes, interest rate, closing costs and so on.

“Property taxes are your problem; interest rate is very good and the closing costs are added to the loan. You have almost no out of pocket expenses.”

Roger asked Christine why William is doing this.

Christine replied; “Everything said here stays here. …William always repays his debts. … I was dying from cancer; he arranged special permission from the FDA for highly experimental cancer treatments. When I asked him why he did it, he replied; ‘You gave birth to my princess, I owe you mom. I always repay my debts.’ I don’t know why he’s helping you and I don’t want to know.”

The young couple started talking between themselves for a moment when Christine interjected; “Let me give you both a life lesson. Isabella, you never questioned your scholarship did you?”

“Heck no; I heard anyone that worked for any of the Parkway Theater Building businesses, could get a full scholarship. So I asked for a job and never looked back.”

“Roger, you were a rookie patrolman. You met Isabella, less than two weeks later you’re a detective inspector trainee with internal affairs. I’m sure it wasn’t because of your warmth, charm and personality.

Back to you Isabella, you’re starting that new job with the State’s Attorney’s Office Monday. Your marriage license, the Mayor’s office wedding, the reception, dinner at Sal’s; all arranged.
Don’t worry about William; he lives by a code of honor I don’t really understand, but I’m grateful to be alive. 

He purchased a house at auction. He rented the house out to a couple of lesbian cab drivers. Later William sold the house to Phyllis for the rent she had paid a couple of years later. He made nothing on the deal and he lost nothing.

When her partner was robbed and murdered, Phyllis sold the house back to Bill for the same price she paid him for it and moved back to St. Louis to be with her aging family. Bill’s adopted daughter bought the house through PTB Mortgage. William knows exactly what he is doing; go home and start thinking about furniture that needs to be bought.”

Isabella asked; “Where is William? We would like to thank him in person.”

“He’s in Choam for the King’s birthday party along with his wife Marcy. He also brought along his adopted daughter Nancy and her three kids. She took a four year old, a two year old and an infant half way around the world. That kid has guts, I’ll say that.”

Roger smiled; “That’s gutsy to go anywhere with three little ones locally; but to Choam for a birthday party, wow.”

Christine responded; “You think that’s gutsy, let me tell you; Nancy’s third pregnancy went very hard for her. The birthing process also went very bad for her. I heard this from her husband, so I know it’s true.

After baby Charity came out and was confirmed healthy; Nancy yelled at the OBGYN to tie her tubes. The doctor refused because she was too young to stop making babies. She yelled; give me a mirror and I’ll tie my own tubes! I am never going through this again.”

Wide eyed Isabella asked; “So what happened?”

“They called in a different OBGYN; he tied and cauterized her tubes”

They all chuckled and Izzy asked; “What are the children’s names?”

“The oldest is Faith, then Hope came along and a couple of weeks ago Charity arrived.

To answer your earlier request; they will all be home Sunday or Monday. I get confused because of the time change. I will let William know you two would like to see him. If he agrees, it will be after you close on your new home. Please don’t come by to see him. Isabella, you have worked for him for well over four years now.  How many times has he spoken to you on all these years?”

“The day I came looking for a job, he seen me and all he said was; ‘Follow me’. The most he ever said to me after that day was; ‘Hello’. At the Christmas party’s he would say; ‘Merry Christmas’ when he handed out the Christmas Bonus every year. Other than that, he never spoke to me.”

“I know he told Jill and the other managers that you are not to serve customers in whatever side of the restaurant he is in. You were to be kept away from him, period. You have a very unusual bond with him. If he agrees, you two can discuss it with him after the closing on your home.

Now go downstairs and have an early lunch on me. I’ll have Jill sit you in his booth so Isabella can try to give you a little history about William, Nancy, Jill and Marcy.”

They all went downstairs. Christine told Jill to sit them in Bill’s booth and charge their lunch to administration. She went back to her apartment to watch her soaps. Isabella gave Roger the who’s who in this real life soap opera.

“Jill is Nancy’s biological mother. Nancy’s biological father was killed in prison a couple of years ago. William does not particularly care for Jill, but she runs the restaurant very well. It’s rumored she gets paid fifty percent of the restaurant profits. His dislike for her is probably why he fired her twice so far; well her daughter Nancy fired her once and he fired her once.”

Roger replied; “Nancy the daughter fired her own mother?”

“Yes she did; Nancy has her own business. She’s in partnership with this really aggressive bitch Vanessa. They went to college together and are business partners. Anyway, Nancy is also the CFO for William’s businesses. She is a very straight up business woman.

Nancy is Marcy’s best friend. Marcy is Christine’s daughter and Bill is married to Marcy. See how simple that was?”

“Izzy honey, that is as clear as mud. My head hurts after all that. I’m glad we have a normal family.”

“Oh Roger, I forgot, you have never seen any of them have you?”

“No I have only seen Jill and Christine; why?”

“Nancy is five feet tall with shoes on. Marcy has the body of an eighteen year old and she has to be at least forty years old. You have to promise when you see her you won’t’ be startled. She was in a fire a long time ago. The left side of her face is scared real badly and half of her ear was burned off.”

“Now that you warned me, I won’t let it surprise me. So what does William look like?”

Izzy sat for a moment and said; “First impression, you want to run as fast as your feet can carry you.”

Second impression; this is a really big dude that has been involved in some serious crap! He’s around 6-2 or 6-3, two hundred and fifty pounds or so, a nasty scar on the side of his face. He has a metal plate in his head. That’s why his head looks like he has a zipper; it’s from all the stiches. One look at him and its real obvious he doesn’t scare.”

“I read the reports about him having a metal plate in his head. I also read about the tattoo on his arm and the real nasty scar across his stomach. On one hand I’m looking forward to meeting him.”

Isabella took over; “On the other hand, you don’t know what to say to him. I know love; I’m in the same boat as you. We both have the feelings of thankfulness and fear, what a combination.”

The couple ate lunch and talked about their good fortune. The entire staff had walked by and congratulated the couple on their marriage. Mrs. Lopez was the last to stop by.

“You look like a smart young man to me; why did you marry this light skinned high maintenance Latina? You look like you could have married any pretty white girl you wanted.”

“Mrs. Lopez, I am blessed to marry the woman I love and want to spend the rest of my life with. In time and if Isabella wants, she will give birth to our children. No disrespect to you Mrs. Lopez but I love her and I am so blessed that she loves me.”

“When I first seen you two, I thought you were some gigolo trying to get into her pants like so many others. The things she told me I knew it was true love when she told me the type of man you are. Izzy has been a friend to me since she started working here. Isabella is an honest and giving woman Roger.”

“Isabella has always been completely honest with me and giving; oh ma’am, what she has given me I cannot say in polite company.”

Izzy abruptly called out; “Roger! … Carmen doesn’t need to hear that.”

They chuckled and smiled for a moment. They finished their lunch and went home.

The next two weeks seemed to fly by. Roger went back to work and Isabella started her new job. The only problem was Isabella’s name change. Because she now works in the legal arena, she needed to change her married legal name to Isabella Maria Salazar-Duke.

Closing on the house day finally arrived. Isabella and Roger headed to the bank for the closing. While they were waiting in the closing office, the closer and the bank representative entered. Then a short blonde woman with the bluest of blue eyes came in.

“Sorry I’m late; getting three little ones ready for the nanny was a bit much this morning. I am Nancy Swenson-Hess. I am representing PTB Mortgage. Hi Isabella, you must be Roger.”

After the customary greetings, Nancy said; “I hope that you all took the opportunity to get the paperwork done in my absence this morning. Bottom line it for me; what is the net dollar amount?”

The closer responded; “$442,027.42”
Nancy responded with; “Closer, write the dollar in the contract where it says; Amount Borrowed. Izzy and Roger, sign both the contracts. One copy is yours and one is mine. I’m going to get the certified check made right now.”

She was back in the room within two minutes.

“I had my dad’s banker transfer the funds and make out the check. I have too much to do today to screw around here all morning. I need to be at the OBGYN by ten. Are we done here? … Good, take your keys and go to your new home; goodbye and good luck.”

Nancy started to leave when Isabella said; “Nancy please stop for a minute. I really need to talk to you for a moment.”

Everyone said their goodbyes to the closer and bank representative. Then they gathered in the parking lot.

“My dad has no desire to see either of you. He did ask me to give you a message; Ozark Furniture Emporium on the corner of Peterson and Ardmore. Ask for Mr. Rafi Kassab; he will get you the best price for all the furniture you’re going to need for your new home.”

Isabella asked; “Is this it Nancy? Is this all there is?”

Nancy’s response was not what she expected.

“I know my dad better than his wife does. She knows him intimately, I know him mentally. He does what he does because he wants to. Christine told me you two have been very taken care of. I think all three of us know very well why, we will never discuss that.

The one thing I want to make clear, he does not want or need to make contact with you again. Don’t so much as send him a Christmas card. He tried to keep his word that he made to you that night; but he didn’t expect to see you showing up looking for a job. Now you know the truth.

His silence toward you was him trying his best to keep his word to you. My dad lives by his code of conduct. His code emphasizes loyalty, honor, obedience, duty and self-sacrifice. Please take him for what he is; a man that honors his word. Go to your new home and enjoy your life. I need to get to my OBGYN to get the staples removed.”

Roger and Isabella thanked Nancy.

Nancy went to her car and drove away while Roger and Izzy looked on. The couple decided to go see their new home and meet their new neighbors.

A couple of months went by with the New Duke family. One evening after dinner, Izzy was balancing the checking account when she noticed something strange.

“Honey, I noticed we haven’t made a mortgage payment yet. Did we ever get a payment book from the mortgage company?”

From the living room Roger yelled; “No dear, I thought you were taking care of the bills.”

She started talking to herself; “Give it to him in the morning and I can get any errand done I want. Give it to him at night, he rolls over and goes to sleep. Ask him to do the checkbook and all I get is; oh honey, you have a better head for math than I do. If I wasn’t so dam in love with you, I would give you a piece of my mind.”

From the living room; “I can’t here you dear; did you need something?”

“What I said was; I’m going to take a shower. Would you wash my back please?”

No sooner that she finished speaking; Roger was in the doorway. “I’ll help you wash your back if you wash mine?”

“I knew that would get you in here fast. I was going through the checking account and we haven’t made a mortgage payment yet. Stop by William’s tomorrow and find out what’s going on.”

“Mrs. Duke, we haven’t experienced the magic of the downstairs shower yet; hehehehe.”

The following day, Roger stopped by William’s apartment and rang the doorbell; Christine answered.

“Hello Roger, what can I do for you?”

“Hi Chris, Isabella and I haven’t received a payment book for paying our mortgage. I came by to make our payment and pick up the payment book.”

Come on upstairs to Bill’s office. He’s not in this morning; he’s at the police firing range with a few detective friends of his.”

While in the office, he seen several pictures drawn by a child and signed; thank you Uncle Bill and signed by Michael. He saw the two Samurai Warrior outfits and photos of William with two Arabic leaders. There where the photos of William, Marcy and Nancy posing with the King and Queen of Choam.

Roger thought to himself; “Dam he’s a big scary looking dude.”

Christine snapped him back into reality; “Earth to Roger. Is this your mortgage contract?”

He looked at the document and said; “Yes, that is our mortgage contract.”

Christine turned on the shredder and feed the document into it. Roger’s eyes almost popped out his head.

Chris spoke in a matter of fact fashion; “We sure are careless with our paperwork. We can’t enforce a contract that doesn’t exist now can we? … Now if you’re copy were to get destroyed in the shredder you should have at home, there would be no mortgage now would there?”

“Ah, no there wouldn’t.”

Christine put her arm around Roger’s waist and led him to the door.

“Kid, if I were you, I would go home and make dam sure that contract ceases to exist within seconds after you get through your front door. Then I would take my wife out to dinner to show her how much I love her.

Lastly, I would show her the love she deserves for having the moral courage to do what’s right. Now don’t say another word to me. Go home; be thankful you have a beautiful wife and home.”

He went down the stairs and out the door; he turned and started to speak, but nothing came out. He gave Chris a warm smile, turned and went home. Isabella was making homemade chicken pot pies for tonight’s dinner.

She asked; “Was William there when you arrived at the apartment?”

“No dear, it’s Saturday and he was at the shooting range; I saw Christine while I was there. Do you have our copy of the mortgage contract handy?”

“It’s on top of the desk dear.”

“I need you to show me please; because I need to show you something.”

While walking to the office/den; “Roger, sometimes you are completely helpless without me.”

Once inside Isabella said with a little anger in her voice; “Here’s the mortgage contract.”

Roger took the contract said; “This is what Christine did with their copy of the contract.”

Roger turned the shredder and feed the document into it.

“Chris told me; they could never enforce a contract that does not exist. Go home and except things for what they are.”

The raw emotion of no mortgage, they own their home free and clear took over the both of them. Crying then jubilation followed.

A year and nine months after their first wedding anniversary; their first son William was born.
Over the next few years of their marriage, Isabella gave birth to two more children. They both declined job promotions during their early child raising years. They both decided their relationships between themselves and their children were more important than job promotions.

Isabella’s mother became the children’s Nanny and daycare provider. The Salazar grandparents spoiled the children and loved every second if it.

Isabella and Roger never again had any direct contact with William or any of his interests. Once a year, on the anniversary of that night in the park, Isabella is delivered a dozen long stem roses with a note that has one sentence on it.

“Courage is a virtue that you have no shortage of, thank you.”
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Two young people separated by their cultures, friends and their pasts;
find each other and some amazing new friends on their journey to
being together forever.
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