
Deeply Held - a short story by Andreas Lapouridis 

11:35 p.m. It’s been yet another grueling …………. at work. I stare down into the glass of 

bourbon between my hands, analyzing the dead ……………….face I’ve grown all too 

familiar with as of ……………

“You look like shit” I say to myself before taking a swig and crushing the last small piece of 

ice between my teeth. Mike Oldfield’s “Man on the Rocks” can be heard playing in the 

back along with the usual chatter that occurs at this hour. People from all walks of 

………… come to Jack’s Lounge. No matter their background they all seem to have one 

thing in …………………..; they want to forget about the world for just a ………….… No one 

wants to talk about their problems in today’s …………………, just to forget about them. 

Most people welcome the deafening …………………. as it offers some peace of 

…………….…

John, the bartender, snaps me out of my own little world by pouring me another drink as if 

he had read my …………….… He pours himself a shot as well and raises his glass, 

cheers and downs it in one fell swoop. John’s smug old face has always pissed me off but 

he’s a good man. He discreetly points towards one of the back tables before putting his 

shot glass down.

“I don’t know about you but I’ll throw up if I have to listen to Dave talk about how ‘good the 

old ……. were’ for another hour. The asshole forgot how the government screwed him and 

the rest of us with their fancy new ‘economic growth plan.”

“With the way he’s downing those beers I’d say he …………..…”

“I hope he loves his dead-end-………… he’s stuck with now” John says in dissent as he’s 

walking over to a younger couple sitting at the far end of the counter.

John’s right. After the major reforms that occurred roughly 5 years ago it has become near 

impossible to eke out a ………………. even off entry-level ……………… Even essential 
services have become something only well-off people can …………….… The slogan “Do 
your ……………. and do it well” has become synonymous with the shitstorm we’re 

currently living in thanks to the government. Can’t imagine it ever being easy …………….. 

a country but it doesn’t take a genius to realize that being bailed out by international 

monolithic companies is a stupid idea. I take another sip and hope to God that Dave will 



……………… the subject soon and shut up. John isn’t the only one sick of ……………… 

the same shit every day. The lounge’s little doorbell rings and suddenly the mood changes, 

everyone goes quiet. All that can be heard now is a smooth jazz by some band I always 

forget the name of and the sound of high ……………. making their way across the dark 

mahogany floor towards the bar. The woman takes a seat next to me. John greets Ms 

Evans and asks what she’d like to drink.

“Gin and Tonic” she ……………. with that all too familiar and soft voice. John prepares her 

drink then leaves the two of us ……….…

A few minutes pass before I open my mouth.

“Did the company send you?”

She takes a sip from her gin and tonic, savoring every moment of it before replying.

“…………. it matter?” Her black low cut designer dress reveals just enough to enthrall any 

man brave enough to glance at her, let ………. talk to this cold yet dangerously attractive 

woman.

“Not really, just curious why my boss is sitting next to me in a red-light district bar on a 

Friday.” She lets her dark wavy hair down before turning to me with her green eyes.

“The executives want to know when the prototype will be ready” she says in a near 

monotone voice while raising the gin to her lips.

“My team needs more time.” I reply after taking a sip myself.

“That’s not what I wanted to hear, Marcus.” a hint of annoyance can be found in her voice 

as she dissects my every expression, breath, and muscle twitch as if trying to find a more 

fitting answer. Her usual near perfect mannerism always seems to shake when it’s only the 

two of us. Perhaps it’s because I treat her casually, like an …………… when we aren’t 

within the company. Being the daughter and heir to one of the wealthiest families in the 

world must have its own share of problems. However, they aren’t mine nor do I care to 

ask. It’s none of my …………………….; I’m burdened …………….. as it is.

“We’ve been running into a series of dead ……………. lately. Most of them have been 

diametrically …………………… from our predicted calculations which further complicates 

things.” A heavy sigh slips out. “My staff has been working around the ………….. for the 



past week. You can’t expect us to conduct research efficiently under these 

circumstances. They need a break.”

“I could get you all fired. You know that, right?”

“Go ahead.” I shrug at her empty …………..… We both know that the company’s 

…………… would  take us in the moment they heard about it. Our net worth is in the 

billions. Heck, I bet the …………… would double at the very least if we did join another 

company. However, it isn’t money that I worry about, it’s the safety of my crew and their 

families. Most of them have dual ………………… and would have been deported if it 

wasn’t for their expertise and the fact that they work for me. Now they are able to pay 

protection money to the gangs that control the districts they live in too. Naturally, these 

criminals are all working for the big companies, acting as goons and whatever else you 

can think of. In the end the money goes right back into their pockets.

“I’ll see what I can do.” she finally ……… after contemplating for a while. “Just don’t get 

your hopes up. You’re on thin …………… already, Marcus.”

I nod then finish my drink. Hopefully the crew will get at least a couple of days off now to 

see their families and get some good rest.

“Thanks.”

The music and warm atmosphere of the place fills the ……………. left after our brief 

conversation.

“You look great tonight.”

Miss Evans takes one last sip from her gin and tonic all while looking dead ahead at me 

through the mirror. Afterwards, she puts the glass down and turns towards me.

“I’ll see you at home, Marcus.” The next moment she’s ……… All that’s left are traces of 

her alluring perfume lingering in the air along with Bud’ Powell’s “I can’t get started” playing 

in the background. John pours me another drink.

“This one is on ….…”

A chuckle bubbles up and I smile for the first time this evening. What a grueling day it has 

…………..…
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11:35 p.m. It’s been yet another grueling day at work. I stare down into the glass of 

bourbon between my hands, analyzing the dead tired face I’ve grown all too familiar with 

as of late.

“You look like shit” I say to myself before taking a swig and crushing the last small piece of 

ice between my teeth. Mike Oldfield’s “Man on the Rocks” can be heard playing in the 

back along with the usual chatter that occurs at this hour. People from all walks of life 

come to Jack’s Lounge. No matter their background they all seem to have one thing in 

common; they want to forget about the world for just a moment. No one wants to talk 

about their problems in today’s world/society, just to forget about them. Most people 

welcome the deafening silence as it offers some peace of mind.

John, the bartender, snaps me out of my own little world by pouring me another drink as if 

he had read my mind/thoughts. He pours himself a shot as well and raises his glass, 

cheers and downs it in one fell swoop. John’s smug old face has always pissed me off but 

he’s a good man. He discreetly points towards one of the back tables before putting his 

shot glass down.

“I don’t know about you… but I’ll throw up if I have to listen to Dave talk about how ‘good 

the old days were’ for another hour. Asshole forgot how the government screwed him and 

the rest of us with their fancy new ‘economic growth plan.”

“With the way he’s downing those beers I’d say he hasn’t.”

“I hope he loves his dead-end-job he’s stuck with now” John replies/says in dissent as 

he’s walking over to a younger couple sitting at the far end of the counter.

John’s right. After the major reforms that occurred roughly 5 years ago it has become near 

impossible to eke out a living even off entry-level jobs. Even essential services have 

become something only well-off people can afford. The slogan “Do your duty/jobs and do 

it well” has become synonymous with the shitstorm we’re currently living in thanks to the 

government. Can’t imagine it ever being easy running a country but it doesn’t take a 

genius to realize that being bailed out by international monolithic companies is a stupid 

idea. I take another sip and hope to God that Dave will drop/change the subject soon and 



shut up. John isn’t the only one sick of hearing the same shit every day. The lounge’s little 

doorbell rings and suddenly the mood changes, everyone goes quiet. All that can be heard 

now is a smooth jazz by some band I always forget the name of and the sound of high 

heels making their way across the dark mahogany floor towards the bar. The woman 

takes a seat next to me. John greets miss Evans and asks what she’d like to drink.

“Gin and Tonic” she replies/says with that all too familiar and soft voice. John prepares 

her drink then leaves the two of us alone.

A few minutes pass before I open my mouth.

“Did the company send you?”

She takes a sip from her gin and tonic, savoring every moment of it before replying.

“Does it matter?” Her black low cut designer dress reveals just enough to enthrall any man 

brave enough to glance at her, let alone talk to this cold yet dangerously attractive woman.

“Not really, just curious why my boss is sitting next to me in a red-light district bar on a 

Friday.” She lets her dark wavy hair down before turning to me with her green eyes.

“The executives want to know when the prototype will be ready” she says in a near 

monotone voice while raising the gin to her lips.

“My team needs more time.” I reply after taking a sip myself.

“That’s not what I wanted to hear, Marcus.” A hint of annoyance can be found in her voice 

as she dissects my every expression, breath, and muscle twitch as if trying to find a more 

fitting answer. Her usual near perfect mannerism always seems to shake when it’s only the 

two of us. Perhaps it’s because I treat her casually, like an equal when we aren’t within the 

company. Being the daughter and heir to one of the wealthiest families in the world must 

have its own share of problems. However, they aren’t mine nor do I care to ask. It’s none 

of my business; I’m burdened enough as it is.

“We’ve been running into a series of dead ends lately. Most of them have been 

diametrically opposed from our predicted calculations which further complicates things.” A 

heavy sigh slips out. “My staff has been working nearly 15 hours every day the past week. 

You can’t expect us to conduct research efficiently under these circumstances. They need 

a break.”



“I could get you all fired. You know that, right?”

“Go ahead.” I shrug at her empty threat. We both know that the company’s competitors 

would  take us in the moment they heard about it. Our net worth is in the billions. Heck, I 

bet the salary would double at the very least if we did join another company. However, it 

isn’t money that I worry about, it’s the safety of my crew and their families. Most of them 

have dual nationalities and would have been deported if it wasn’t for their expertise and 

the fact that they work for me. Now they are able to pay protection money to the gangs 

that control the districts they live in too. Naturally, these criminals are all working for the big 

companies, acting as goons and whatever else you can think of. In the end the money 

goes right back into their pockets.

“I’ll see what I can do.” she finally says after contemplating for a while. “Just don’t get your 

hopes up. You’re on thin ice already, Marcus.”

I nod then finish my drink. Hopefully the crew will get at least a couple of days off now to 

see their families and get some good rest.

“Thanks.”

The music and warm atmosphere of the place fills the void left after our brief conversation.

“You look great tonight.”

Miss Evans takes one last sip from her gin and tonic all while looking dead ahead at me 

through the mirror. Afterwards, she puts the glass down and turns towards me.

“I’ll see you at home, Marcus.” The next moment she’s gone. All that’s left are traces of her 

alluring perfume lingering in the air along with Bud’ Powell’s “I can’t get started” playing in 

the background. John pours me another drink.

“This one is on me.”

A chuckle bubbles up and I smile for the first time this evening. What a grueling day it has 

been.


