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        Bonus Scene

        Eric/Fred

      

      

      

      Summer after Ezra’s Graduation from Randall

      

      “I don’t know why the two of you insist on eating at Sarabeth’s uptown,” I said, as I pulled out my chair to sit down. Sarabeth’s Kitchen was a famous breakfast place on the Upper East Side that my friends Meredith and Ezra were devoted to. Admittedly, the apricot marmalade was the bomb but there were at least two other locations in the city that were closer to everything in our lives.

      “What can I say, I’m a sucker for the OG version,” Mer said.

      I narrowed my brows. “They are legit the same restaurant. Same menu, same decor.” All the branches of Sarabeth’s were country chic with evergreen logo accents.

      Meredith flagrantly shook her head no, like I was being ridiculous, while Ezra addressed the hostess, “Hey do you think we could get some scones and whatever jams you're serving today,” he pointed to Mer. “My girl likes to eat while she reads a menu.”

      Mer smiled a dreamy smile in his direction, she was crazy in love with him. She had been from the start. I told her so but she totally wouldn’t believe me.

      The hostess grinned at Ezra in that way that women look at dudes who exude rockstar, kinda doe-eyed and incapable of making words. He wasn’t famous yet, but he would be. Ezra, Josh and I were working on Ezra's first album and, no lie, it was my favorite album I’d worked on since I started engineering professionally.  Mer was going to have her hands full of groupies wanting to seduce her man, but I wasn’t even vaguely worried. The dude was beyond enamored with Mer. He spent all four years of his college career chasing from Boston to New York on the weekends. The man just loved her to bits. His smile seemed to grow every time she made a smartmouthed, argumentative comment.

      When the hostess finally dispersed, I joked to Ezra, “Lately, your girl likes to eat in the bathroom.”

      “You know,” he said. “I had no idea Meredith was a nibbler until we were already an item.”

      I smirked. Item felt like a salacious way to refer to one’s relationship - and considering the taboo beginnings of Ezra and Mer’s relationship, “item” fit perfectly. There was certainly a joke to be had, but before I could say anything of the sort, Ezra turned to Mer and pretended to whisper, talking  like I wasn’t there, “Why did he make that face?”

      Mer, who had become engrossed in her menu, didn’t look up at me. “What face?”

      “It was like a stinky-cheese-that-smells-oh-so-good face.”

      “What were you two talking about?” Mer questioned.

      “You, eating - all the time,” He replied.

      I leaned back in my chair and crossed my arms over my chest.

      “I don’t eat all the time,” Meredith grumped, jutting her lip out to pout.

      Ezra narrowed his eyes and tilted his head at her - the silent equivalent of saying, Really?

      “I don’t,” She whined.

      “Mer,” He argued. “Yesterday, I caught you trying to keep a snack in your closet in case you get hungry when you're getting dressed.”

      “It’s non-perishable.”

      Ezra chuckled, his chest and shoulders bouncing, “You’re adorable, you know that?”

      Gross. Lovebirds. Okay, not gross. I was probably jealous. My twin bird had escaped me when Mer and I were still in College. Ginger and I only had one mind-bending night together, but I’d never even come close to finding anyone who compared.

      Thinking of Ginger, I sighed. My lament caught Ezra’s attention, and once again he turned to Meredith and talked about me like I wasn’t sitting right in front of him.

      “Okay, what about now?” He pointed at me “Why is he making this face?”

      Mer pursed her lips and reached across the table to squeeze my hand as she said, “That’s the Ginger-face.”

      Ezra looked confused. “The Ginger-face?”

      Mer rolled her eyes at him, “I told you this story. The Valentine’s Day blind date thingy - Eric met a girl. They pretended to be Fred Astair and Ginger Rogers all night, and poof! Bye-bye virginity, hello eternal heartbreak hermit.”

      “Mer,” I whined.

      “What?” She raised her eyebrows and threw up her hand, feigning innocence. “It’s the truth.” It was. I was a weirdo. My friends had forced me to go on a few dates over the years, but I would sit across the table from these perfectly lovely women and feel like an utter fraud. I didn’t want them. I didn’t want to tell them my story or share my musings about life because they wouldn’t compare to Ginger. They couldn’t.

      I waved her off. “Can we just talk about something else? Like for example, why have the two of you forced me into the ludicrous ritual that is brunch?”

      “Wait, stop.” This time Ezra didn’t bother looking to Mer. “Who doesn’t like brunch?”

      “Heartbreak hermits,” Mer teased.

      Frustrated, I blew my lips so they vibrated air, before saying, “Bruch is logically dumb. I woke up hungry, but didn’t eat because I knew we were doing this - so now I’m starving and going to overeat because… well, brunch.”

      Ezra gave me a deadpan look, saying, “Or like me you could have just eaten something.” Then after a slight pause for effect and a mischievous grin he added,  “Or like Mer you could have eaten lots of somethings.”

      She laughed at him and I thought we had sidestepped the subject of Ginger but nope.

      “Eric, I know you felt like every moment with Ginger was special, but you won't even try to let go of a girl you knew for one night...”

      I knew that she wasn’t benign mean, but I hated how my friends belittled my feelings, so I still acted sort of snide. “Yeah well, well I’m a sucker for the OG version.”

      Ezra, who was taking a sip of his water, laughed, spraying droplets all over the table.

      “Ha ha,” Mer said, leaning into Ezra’s side and resting her head on his shoulder. “I just want to see you happy.”

      I shrugged, “I just want to stuff my face with scones and try not to worry about why I’ve been lured to brunch.” Suddenly, I had a hunch that Mer was setting me up again. A pit formed in my stomach. Looking around the room, I started to stand. “If this is another fucking blind date, you are going to be partying with John Lennon, Mer.”

      “Dude,” Ezra’s nostrils flared and he spoke through a tightened jaw. “Don’t threaten my family - not even as a joke.”

      He was serious. But I didn’t take it to heart because my mind got stuck on the word, “Family.” Family, family, family.

      Lowering myself back into my chair, I smiled at Mer. “You’re pregnant.”

      She bit her lip.

      “You are.” I laughed because I was just that happy.

      Ezra, who was all swoony eyed grins at her, said, “That’s right, justifiably eating for two.”

      Mer swatted at him and then she reached down to cradle her belly as she spoke, “We get to eat all the yummies, don’t we babe. And these boys can go sit at another table.” As if on cue, the Waitress arrived with Mer’s appetizer of pastries and jam. Mer grabbed the plate and stuck her tongue out at us. “Mine.”

      We laughed. I liked this for them. They were gonna make great parents and having a kid around the studios would be a blast.  I raised my water glass.

      “Congratulations, you three. May the force be with you.”

      Meredith paused her chewing and stared at me. She swallowed before she spoke, “Did you just jedi my unborn child.”

      “I did.” I nodded, then teased, “Geekdom is what I have to offer this forthcoming tiny mind, best to start early. If I have my druthers she’ll be flopping the placements of her subjects and verbs from her very first sentence.”

      Ezra shook his head at me, humored by my need to poke the Mer-bear.

      “So the goal is to make my offspring Yoda?”

      I nodded.

      I expected her to get snarky.  She liked to make fun of my love of all things scifi, but she just smirked at me like she’d already won. Before returning to the enjoyment of her scones, she turned to Ezra and said, “Perfect, now I don’t even feel bad.”

      I scanned both their faces. “Feel bad about what?”

      Mer spoke around the scone, “Making you step in as judge on The Album.”

      The Album was a reality television show that Bruno and Mer came up with during Ezra’s freshman year. The show was the solution to Mer’s issue of where she belonged in the world. It gave her a platform to show how hard it was to break into our business, and it connected her to a billion strangers who had undiscovered genius.

      Basically, the show was like any other contestant based talent competition, only in this case the players were competing to earn the right to have their work supported by LSA records. They could have any music industry related talent - singer, songwriter, producer, graphic designer. It didn’t matter as long as they could prove to the panel of judges and America that they were meant to be part of making “The Album.”  It was in its third season and it was wildly successful.

      All my friends had worked on the show, but I’d refused to be a part of it. The public eye wasn’t for me, and I wasn’t going to change my mind about that today or any other day.

      “I don’t think so.” I was trying to be kind.

      Usually Meredith was all about personal choice and independent agency, but in that moment, not so much.

      “I’m too tired to argue with you as if there is another possibility. Facts: I am one of your best friends in the world. I’m pregnant and the person I trust with my life’s work is you. Don’t be a dick, Eric. Do this for me. I need you.”

      Well Shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Olivia/Ginger

      

      

      

      I read and reread my application. I’d thumbed through my portfolio a thousand times.  I didn’t know what I was doing. There was no way I was going to get chosen as a contestant on The Album.  Millions of people probably applied. But some piece of me wasn’t ready to write of my dreams. I didn’t want to be a clerk in the art store forever. So, I pulled down the lever on the blue mailbox, crossed my fingers and threw my application inside.

      One thing was for certain - You can’t win, if you don’t play, right?
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