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“Why’d you invite me here? You don’t like restaurant chains.” It’s true, I much prefer local places with flavor and character and my fiancé knew it.

“I felt like the Olive Garden tonight, I used to love it as a kid and I haven’t been there in ages.” Honestly, I couldn’t stand the Olive Garden, the food is so Americanized that they should be ashamed to call it Italian. But my local favorites are expensive and unique and I felt like being economical and blending in tonight.

“I’m fine with whatever makes you happy, I’m just thrilled to be with you.” He smiled. I smiled back. He was so cheesy and his brown suit with mismatched tie wasn’t helping. His silverware clattered on the table and the knife fell to the ground as he unrolled them from the napkin. He placed the napkin on his lap and began to devour a breadstick. His lack of etiquette was usually endearing, but I wasn’t in the mood for it tonight.

I moved the breadsticks to the far side of the table and said, “I need to tell you something.” The color drained from his face. He swallowed and stared at me. I almost burst out laughing, but I managed to hold back as much as a grin. “Don’t worry, hon, I still love you and still want to marry you,” he looked slightly relieved, “there’s just something I need to tell you first,” he was no longer relieved. Just then, the waiter approached. I ordered a glass of wine and eggplant parmesan. My fiancé looked up and tried to order, but couldn’t find the words. “He’ll have a fettuccini alfredo and a coke.” He was easy.

“So what did you want to tell me?”

“Before we get married, there are some things you should know about my past.”

“I thought you told me everything? I told you everything.”

“Mostly everything,” I replied, “but there are a few things I was scared to tell you. When I was twenty, I was broke. I couldn’t find a job or pay for school, so I did what I could for money. It started innocently enough as a bartender at a topless club. Then I started stripping. Before you knew it, I was into full-blow prostitution, booze, drugs, the works. I ODed once, ended up in the hospital. After that, I cleaned up my act, went back to school, got my degree, a good job. I regret what I did, but I didn’t see any alternatives at the time. And now I’m here with you, the most wonderful guy in the world.” I smiled. He didn’t, so I continued, “I do have some really good news.” He raised his brow. “I’m pregnant.”

He looked like he was going to throw up. The food came. The waiter offered grated cheese and pepper and I accepted them for both of us. When he was done, I thanked him with a smile. My fiancé never took his eyes off me, he just stared the entire time. “You must be joking,” he said when the waiter left.

I smiled. “I am.”

“Really?” He looked hopeful.

“Yes.” He was extremely relieved. I let him enjoy it for a moment before I said “but I do have some bad news.” His eyes shot up from his food. “I lost my job today. I don’t know we’ll be able to take that trip to Europe for our honeymoon. I feel really bad because I know that was your dream.”
“It’s okay,” he said. “What’s important is that we’re together, we’ll save up for Europe and go some other time. That whole buildup wasn’t really necessary, though.”

“I know, but I wanted to get you back for that little trick you played on me last Chanukah.” He rolled his eyes and grinned. I smiled.
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