She liked to draw lines in the condensation on her glass. She has been a stickler for using coasters, but she enjoyed watching the water bead down the smooth surface to pool at its base. She sipped her Coke and sighed. Alone again.

It was the third night this week. She rarely went to the same bar this often, but this bar was special.

He worked there. Every weeknight, like some regular nine-to-five job, he was running the place. She loved it when he picked up some guest singer’s acoustic guitar and played a few well-known songs for his customers. At least, that’s what he had done the other nights she’d gone.

He was talented, and everyone knew it. No one really mentioned his singing, though, because he was strictly business. He didn’t even speak much to the customers—only what he had to say. She noticed he never made eye contact with anyone, even the musicians he obviously paid to perform. On her first night, the bartender mentioned something about his boss liking his mystery to be maintained.

Seeing him on stage and hearing his voice started it all for her. That night, be it chance or fate, she stepped into this lesser known establishment to find a god with seductive musical power. She always had a thing for musicians. It was blind and lax with reason. It was something she considered dark and dangerous, because it would mean that she would have to let go, lose control, and allow something else to take over.

That’s why she never spoke to him. That’s why she never accidentally bumped into him or caused the smallest of small talk between them. She didn’t want to lose control. She could come and go as often as she wanted. To him, she was just another customer. To her, she was a distant admirer—borderline stalker, but in the best sense of the word—who simply enjoyed the eye candy and the fountain sodas. If she was asked, which she knew she never would be, she could simply compliment the pleasant atmosphere. The bar was rarely filled beyond twenty people at a time, especially during the week. She could use that as an excuse. Something less congested than the hip and not-so-cleverly named clubs that twenty-somethings go in to get away from their jobs and significant others.

Sure, she had her lines all backed up and ready to spit out at a moment’s notice, but she knew that he didn’t notice her barely breathing in the back corner every time he walked into the room. He only noticed the rise and fall of his income. He only paid attention to his bar’s profits. He hired staff to schmooze so that he wouldn’t have to. She couldn’t blame him, though. She would probably do the same.

Well, no, she wouldn’t. Somehow it was nice to think that such a thing could be true, that she was just as professional and mysterious as some man in a bar.

She wasn’t mysterious. Her entire life was written across her face. A stranger could read her and instantly know everything. She was an open book. She was typical.

She lifted the brim of the glass to her lips and tilted the glass toward her. Ice fell against her skin. Empty. Her beverage was gone, leaving her with nothing left. She had no reason to stay—no real reason that could be easily explained away. She already paid for her drink at the register. She could just leave. She could stand up and force one foot in front of the other toward the exit. She felt her muscles prepare themselves. She was ready.

“If you aren’t sick of me yet, I’d like to play one more song.”

Her eyes caught his as he sat upon a three-legged stool on the small, modest stage. Her breath was stuck between her lungs and her lips. He began playing a song she didn’t recognize or remember, but she felt something familiar and distant that seemed long lost. She watched him rhythmically strum the guitar. His voice, raspy and true, came through full-force. She was entranced. She felt herself fall for this idea of a man before her. She liked the idea, she knew, better than what really sat before her, before all of them, in this bar.

She watched him finish and nod to the few clapping hands in the audience. She clapped with them but blindly so. She had to do something.

She had to leave.

She rose from her seat and felt her body move toward the door. She was outside now. The cool evening air snapped her out of fantasy. She was thankful for nature’s calm but effective jolt as she strode through the damp alley toward the shortcut to her apartment. She passed the back of the bar where someone was stuffing trash bags into a dumpster.

“My singing is that bad, huh?”

Her breath caught again. He was there. He was speaking.

She shook her head. “No. It was nice.”

Well, she was never a smooth and clever girl when it came to boys.

He laughed a little. His teeth shone in the moonlight. “Thanks.”

She turned and forced her feet to move. She felt awkward and clumsy. She had to get out of there. Her apartment was only a block away. She enjoyed the brisk walk, especially when her adrenaline was so high. It clouded her ears from the inside out. She could feel her heart beating in her throat. She inhaled the cold air slowly. She was all right.

She walked into her building and leaned against the door as she felt the atmosphere change from moonlight and chirping crickets to fluorescent lighting and pin-drop silence. She felt relief as her breathing returned to normal. She picked up the pieces of her remaining sanity and clamored upstairs to her modest lodging. She would easily sleep this off, she knew. She would get in a hot shower and read, allowing her mind to live in someone else’s life until her eyes wouldn’t stay open.

That was every night. She would be someone else until she was knocked unconscious by exhaustion.

It’s incredibly difficult to be someone else.
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