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  Chapter 1


‘How did you know you wanted to spend your life with grandpa?’ 
I’m sitting in Gummy’s kitchen. She pours me a cup of coffee and thinks about my question. I didn’t really plan on coming over, but I needed to talk to someone and she’s always willing to give me advice, even when I’m not asking for it.
‘It was a different time, Bobby,’ she starts as she places the pot back into the old machine and sits down at the table next to me. ‘I got married when I was nineteen and had your daddy when I was twenty.’
‘But what was it about grandpa that made you want to marry him?’ I feel bad being so insistent, but she’s the only person I feel like I can talk to about this. The trip to Boston made me really think about my current situation and if I'm ready to settle down. I want kids and a wife and a house and all of the stuff that goes along with it, but I feel like I just got started and the idea of being with only one woman for the rest of my life is frankly terrifying.
‘Well, we’d known each other for so many years. We went to school and church together and our parents were friends and we had to marry someone so why not each other.’
‘That sounds awful,’ I say as I sip my coffee and let what she said marinate. I can’t even imagine just marrying someone because we were stuck in the same social circles.
‘It wasn't, not at all. I loved your grandfather more than anything, but ours was not a love match,’ she scoffs. ‘I feel awful even saying that.’
‘The two of you made it work though,’ I say, wanting her to tell me more. 
My grandfather died when I was a kid, so I barely remember him. He’s this stern figure that looms large in my memories, but without any personality other than the way he always looked disappointed with my dad. I could pick up on that even when I was five.
‘We did. We had common goals and we wanted to raise your daddy right, so we put everything we had into making that happen.’ She tears up and I’m not sure if it’s over my dad or grandpa, but I feel bad about stirring up unpleasant memories.
‘I don’t regret any of it, not for one second, and I think that’s the most important part, Bobby. Once you decide on the person you want to spend the rest of your life with, you need to grab them and not let go. That’s what happened with your daddy and momma and even though it tore him to pieces when she died, he wouldn’t have it any other way.’
‘Sorry to bring all of this up,’ I say and she shakes her head, taking a deep breath before continuing.
‘It’s good to remember the people in your life. Don’t push them away just because the memories are painful,’ she takes a sip of coffee and clears her throat. ‘Are you getting serious with that little redhead?’ Gummy asks as she crinkles her nose disapprovingly and I shake my head.
‘No, we’re not, uh…’ I don’t know how to explain the current mess to her so I change the topic, retrieving the folded envelope from my pocket and handing it to her. ‘My other grandfather left this with the lawyer to give to me, but I'm not sure what he means. Do you know anything about what happened between him and Mom?’
‘You know, she never told me, but I always got the impression that your mother's family thought she was too good for your father.’
‘Don’t all fathers think that?’
‘Yes, but he had plans for her to marry some political associate, you know how those families are, but when she met your daddy, she fell head over heels and just gave all that up.’ Gummy takes a breath and pushes her mug away. ‘ She was happy enough here, but she sacrificed quite a bit so they could be together.’
Gummy turns her attention to the letter, covering her mouth as she scans the text and shakes her head. ‘Well, I think your grandfather wanted a different life for her, but she loved your daddy too much, and would've followed him to the end of the earth if he asked.’
‘Dad felt the same way too, right?’
‘Of course! You know, they met at that fancy college your daddy went to and he saw her on the lawn and told his friend that he was gonna marry her,’ Gummy snorts and continues. ‘But that was the kind of man your father was. He knew what he wanted and didn’t stop until he got it.’
That sounds right. Even when he was forced to come back, he did things his own way and that’s probably why he never fit in here: the nail that sticks out gets hammered back in, or something like that.
‘I guess I just… I want to be like that, you know?’ I don’t know what I’m asking and I think I’m just looking for someone to tell me what to do.
‘Don’t you have someone your own age you can talk to about this? I don’t think I’m going to be very much help,’ Gummy says apologetically and I laugh.
‘I don't really know anyone except Mac and he only married Layla because he knocked her up,’ I say and Gummy swats at me disapprovingly. ‘Sorry, that’s what happened.’
I think about what she said as I walk back to my house, kicking at the dirt with my boots as I take the shortcut through the empty field. My phone buzzes in my pocket and I pull it out and see a message from Tricia.
On my way.
I got back from Boston early this morning and managed to grab a few hours of sleep before heading off to work. I’m dragging, but feeling much better now that I’ve gotten the issues with my grandparents’ inheritance resolved. The entire trip was crazy, from seeing the house to what happened with Jen and Nora and I’m still trying to process everything.
Tricia’s the wildcard and I don’t know what to do about her. Everything is so hot and cold and off and on and I hate that I’m still thinking about her way more than I should. From everything that’s happened so far it’s fairly obvious that she doesn’t want anything serious, but I just can’t let her go.
I’m exhausted and head upstairs to grab a nap before Tricia gets here, but just as I’m dozing off, I get a message from Nora.
The water pipes in my apartment burst and my place was totally flooded. Can Donut and I come stay with you for a few days?






  
  Chapter 2


I jerk awake when I hear someone banging on the door and screaming my name. 
‘Baaabbyyy, you there?’
‘Yeah, give me a minute,’ I shout groggily as I roll over and groan. I was having a dream about being on a deserted tropical beach, sipping water out of a coconut and enjoying some peace and quiet.
That’s definitely not happening now.
I run downstairs and see Tricia standing outside, a sweet smile curling her lips as her blue eyes stare at me from under her long lashes. I’m still mad at her for running off after the storm, but I let her in and return her hug when she wraps her arms around me.
She's wearing a loose tank top and no bra and when she leans over to scratch her leg, I get a flash of nipple and try to steel myself. She’s so fucking hot and I hate feeling like a victim of the hole.
‘Thanks so much for letting me stay here,’ she says as she takes a step away and gives me a smile that melts me completely. I had planned on giving her the silent treatment and her own room, but seeing her again is throwing my determination out the window and I give in, leaning down to kiss her as she gives me a coy look.
‘Why aren’t you staying with Layla?’ I ask and she crosses her arms and frowns.
‘It’s too crazy there and I like you better than her anyway,’ she says and I wonder if they had some sort of falling out. I really want to know what happened with her job, but when I see Nora pull into the driveway, I realize that conversation will have to wait.
‘Who’s that?’ Tricia asks as she cranes her neck to peer out of the kitchen window. 
‘Nora’s pipes burst and she asked if she could stay too,’ I say, surprised when Tricia makes a face and narrows her sharp blue eyes. ‘I thought you liked her.’
‘She’s fine, but I wanted to spend some time with you alone,’ Tricia says with a pout as she takes a step towards me and I roll my eyes. Being with her is like having whiplash and I head outside to help Nora with Donut. She looks frazzled and opens her trunk so I can get her suitcase.
‘Thanks so much for this, Bobby,’ she says as she leans closer and gives me a peck on my cheek. ‘The whole building was flooded, so I won’t have any water until they replace the burst pipes.’
‘No problem,’ I say as I grab her suitcase and realize that I should probably give her a warning about my other houseguest. ‘Tricia’s here too. She lost her job and wanted to come stay for a few days. I hope you don’t mind.’
‘It’s fine, she’s sweet,’ Nora says and as we walk back to the house, Tricia’s eyes bore a hole into me through the kitchen window as I step onto the porch and let Nora inside. 
‘Hey girl,’ Nora says as she puts Donut’s carrier on the kitchen table and wraps her arms around Tricia, pulling her into a bear hug. Suddenly, Tricia breaks into tears, sobbing on Nora’s shoulder and I have no idea what the hell’s going on right now. ‘What happened?’
‘I…I got fired,’ Tricia says as she takes a step away from the other woman and buries her face in her hands, sobbing uncontrollably.
‘It’s ok,’ Nora says as she pulls Tricia back into her arms and walks her to the living room, guiding her onto the sofa as Tricia starts chattering incoherently.
‘M…my boss, the new one, wanted me to give his friend a blow job and I told him no and he just t-told me to leave,’ Tricia stammers and Nora’s eyes widen with shock as she looks at me and I shrug.
‘He wanted you to do what?’ She asks as she smooths Tricia’s hair and shoots me a flabbergasted look. ‘Why the hell would your boss want you to give some guy a blow job?’
I decide to leave the two of them alone to discuss the details and go back into the kitchen to hang out with Donut, who’s clearly not happy about being away from home again. When I open the cage to give her a scratch, she bolts out, streaking across the kitchen floor, through the open front door and into the yard.
‘Fuck,’ I swear, worried that Nora’s going to kill me for losing her cat. I look back into the living room and wave at Nora, who’s obviously not in her element with the amount of drama Tricia's laying out, then head outside, loudly whispering Donut’s name in the hope that I can get her back without Nora finding out.
‘Donut! Here kitty kitty kitty,’ I call out, desperately looking for the ginger cat, but seeing nothing as I walk towards the line of trees. I glance back at the house and quietly call her name again. 
The sun is setting soon and I don’t want her out here alone after dark with the racoons and wild dogs that roam around the area. I see a flash of orange out of the corner of my eye and head in that direction, hoping Donut’s had enough fun at my expense and is ready to come back inside.
‘Donut!’ I yell, then lower my voice. ‘Donut!’ I see her near Nora’s car and race over to grab her. She dashes beneath the low vehicle and I get on my hands and knees, in an attempt to lure her out. ‘Come on Donut, don’t do this to me. Your mom’s gonna kill me if something happens to you.’
Donut lets out a meow, takes a few tentative steps towards me, and I grab her by the scruff of her neck, apologizing profusely to the terrified cat as I walk back inside and close the door behind me. I release Donut on her own recognizance and she runs into the living room where Nora and Tricia are in stitches about something and I hope it’s not me.
My stomach growls and I realize that I haven’t eaten anything all day. I look in the freezer and see some frozen burgers and make an executive decision.
‘Burgers sound good?’ I ask and the girls shrug, then return to their conversation, leaving me completely in charge. Twenty minutes later, I’ve got a pretty good flame on the old kettle grill and when they smell the food, they both join me out on the porch. It’s hot, but Tricia comes out and lounges on the porch swing, feeling better after her breakdown.
Nora emerges soon after, handing her new bff a drink, then joining her on the swing as the sun sinks and the humid air starts to cool. I’m actually glad that Nora came over, since I’m not sure if I have the patience to deal with whatever Tricia’s going through right now alone. She doesn’t have that many options and turning her away would be cruel.
‘Cheese?’ I ask and Tricia nods before taking a sip of her drink. She looks like she’s feeling better and I’m really glad. Getting fired might be the best thing that could’ve happened, but I know exactly how it feels to have your ripped to shreds.
I put the plate of burgers on the kitchen table and we make it inside before the mosquitos overwhelm us. The sun is sinking over the horizon and I switch on the kitchen light as we dig into the food. 
A few months ago, when I was still in the monastery, this wasn't a scene that I could’ve imagined happening even if I forced myself to come up with the most insane scenario possible. The three of us sit and chat and it's all so perfect that I need to pinch myself to make sure it's not a dream.
‘How long are you planning on staying?’ I ask Tricia, wanting to get it out into the open. I don’t want to assume anything since she has a tendency to come and go as she pleases.
‘Well, it’s summer break right now anyway, so I thought I could stay for a few weeks, if you don’t have anything else going on,’ Tricia says as she gives me a sultry look. I definitely didn’t plan on that and I’m not sure what to say.
‘Yeah, I mean, you can stay as long as you need,’ I say and Nora gives me a warm smile. I take a deep breath and concentrate on my burger as the thoughts swirl through my head.
‘Thanks Bobby,’ Tricia says and I realize that there’s no reason to rush things as long as we’re all having a good time. 






  
  Chapter 3


‘So what’s it like?’ Nora asks. ‘You know, being up on stage like that. I’m pretty sure I would be so nervous that I’d probably faint or something.’ 
‘Well, usually it’s only maybe a dozen or so people watching when you’re on stage,’ Tricia says. ‘It’s actually better when there are more ‘cause then you don’t really focus on any one person.’
‘That makes sense,’ Nora says as she takes a sip of her drink. ‘So, how does it work?’
‘What?’ Tricia asks. ‘You mean like, like stripping? I don’t know, you just get up on the stage and take your clothes off, then you go down and mingle in the crowd and if some guy likes the way you look, he’ll pay you to give him a lap dance.’
Something about the way she said that makes me feel uncomfortable, but I try not to let on. This is her life and she’s made it clear I’ve got no hold on her- she’s free to do whatever she wants.
‘Show us,’ Nora says, her eyes wide as she thinks about it. ‘I’ve never been to a strip club before, so I have no idea what it’s like.’
‘What do you mean, like here?’ Tricia asks and Nora nods as she crosses her legs and leans back into the sofa next to me. I rest my arm on the back, getting excited about the possibilities until Tricia shakes her head.
‘Come on, do it. I’ve never been to a strip club either,’ I say, egging them on and dying to see how far they’ll take this whole thing.
‘Well, you’ve both seen my titties before, so it’s not that big of a deal, you know?’ 
‘Yeah, but it’s about the art, right?’ Nora says and Tricia bursts into laughter.
‘No, it’s about showing random guys my boobs for money. There’s no art to it,’ Tricia pauses and shakes her head nervously. ‘Besides, there’s no pole. I can’t really do it without a pole.’
‘If you can’t do it, that’s fine,’ Nora says as she stares at me and winks and I realize what she’s trying to do and scoff.
‘I mean, I could, but it’s weird,’ Tricia laughs and buries her face in her hands.
‘Come on, Tricia. Please…,’ Nora begs sweetly and I can tell that Tricia’s resolve is breaking down.
‘Ok, ok, but you should know, I’m considering retiring, so this could be my last performance,’ Tricia exhales sharply, then fans her face dramatically as she moves to the corner of the room and turns around. Nora gives me a wink and a smile and I can’t believe her plan worked. ‘So usually I’m wearing some little skirt and like a sparkly bra or something and I’ll walk out onto the stage and give everyone a big ole smile.’
She takes a few steps towards us and looks me in the eyes then licks her lips suggestively and dips down, bending over and slowly sliding upright as she turns her ass to us and bursts into laughter.
‘Sorry,’ she says as she takes a deep breath and tries to get back into it. ‘The whole thing is just so weird now that I really think about it.’
‘Don’t think about it, then,’ Nora says with a nervous laugh and I’m surprised how much she’s getting into the show. ‘It’s pretty hot.’
Tricia rocks her hips slowly, then slides her finger up her bare torso, hooking her finger under the seam of her shirt and tugging it up slightly so I can see the bottom curve of her breast. I feel myself getting stiff as I watch her and Nora notices, moving closer and resting her hand on my thigh.
‘I'm getting really turned on,’ Tricia says, a deep flush coloring her cheeks as she dips down again, spreading her thighs and arching her back as she stares at Nora. ‘Normally, I’ll just get out there and not really think about it, but this is totally different.’
I’m inclined to agree with her analysis of the situation and as she pops back up and walks away, I’m worried the whole thing is over. When she slides her shirt over her head and tosses it towards the corner of the room, I realize that we’re just getting started.
Nora whistles as she squeezes my thigh and I shift my hips as Tricia turns back around, her hands cupping her breasts as she moves back in our direction. Her blue eyes are sparkling and she gives me a sultry smile before slowly strutting towards Nora and straddling her thighs. Tricia removes her hands and pulls Nora’s face between her bare breasts before bursting into laughter.
‘So, what do you think?’ Tricia asks as she leans back and Nora slides her finger over Tricia’s pink nipple, pinching it lightly, then twisting the little hoop that pierces the puckered skin.
‘I definitely couldn’t do it,’ she says as she wraps her hands around Tricia’s waist and pulls her closer. She sticks out her tongue and slides it across the hoop and I feel all of the blood in my body racing to my dick. It’s so sexy and she stares into Tricia’s eyes as the other woman inhales sharply and the tension in the room is thick and seductive.
‘Mmmm,’ Tricia moans as she shifts her hips, grinding against Nora as she brushes her fingers through the other woman’s blonde hair. ‘You know, guys aren’t allowed to touch, but we’re usually a little more lenient with the girls.’
‘Really,’ Nora purrs. ‘Like how?’
‘Like this,’ Tricia grabs Nora’s hands and forms them over her breasts, then leans down to kiss her, sliding her tongue across Nora’s lower lip as her hips continue to slowly rock and I never want this to end.
‘What else?’ Nora asks innocently as Tricia loops her finger into Nora’s dress and pulls the strap down and Nora inhales sharply as Tricia’s fingernail traces the curve of her collarbone, then slides down until it breaches the fabric. Nora’s eyes widen as Tricia kisses her again, then leans over and takes her nipple between her lips and sucks.
‘Maybe I should go sometime,’ Nora says as her voice catches and I have to adjust my pants to make room for my dick as I watch the two of them. It’s like what happened the night of the hurricane, only better because I get the feeling that it won’t end as abruptly this time.






  
  Chapter 4


Tricia crawls off Nora’s lap and positions herself on the floor in front of her, spreading her thighs apart before sliding her hand beneath the thin fabric of her dress. 
‘You do this too?’ Nora asks as she reaches out and slides her fingers over Tricia’s lips, gasping as Tricia’s fingers make contact with her pussy.
‘You’re getting the Super Deluxe VIP Package,’ Tricia giggles as she strokes Nora and her eyes widen with pleasure. I’m so hard right now that I’m worried I’m going to come in my pants. Fortunately, Tricia notices and decides to give me some much needed attention.
‘Bobby’s turn,’ she says as she straddles me and leans down for a kiss. ‘He’s been very patient.’
I cup her ass with my hands and lean over to pull on the little hoop in her nipple with my lips as she rubs herself against me and Nora watches with interest.
‘I’ve never watched people fuck before,’ she says with a grin.
‘I’m more than willing to make your dream come true,’ I say as Tricia reaches down to undo my belt and slides her warm hand inside my jeans, wrapping her fingers firmly around my cock as she gives me a few strokes.
‘Let’s go upstairs,’ Tricia says as she grabs my hand and pulls me upright. It’s difficult to get up the stairs in my current state, but when Nora pushes me onto my bed, I realize that it’s all going to be worth it.
‘Give me your belt,’ Nora says with a wicked grin and I warily maneuver it out of my jeans and hand it over. She leans over and gives me a kiss, then wraps the leather strap around my wrists and secures it to the bed frame. ‘Are you comfortable?’ She asks and I nod, ‘Good. Let’s have some fun.’
Her words send chills through my body and as she pulls off my jeans my cock pops out and Tricia bursts into laughter. ‘It’s so cute, isn’t it?’
‘Hey, come on,’ I say, feeling mildly insulted until she finishes yanking off my jeans and leans over to kiss the slick tip.
‘I didn’t mean it like that,’ she murmurs with an eye roll. ‘You have a very nice dick, Bobby. What do you think?’ She asks Nora and the other woman crawls next to me on the other side and leans down to do the same thing.
‘It’s so big and feels amazing when he’s fucking me with it,’ she says with her best porn actress voice, sliding her tongue across her lower lip as Tricia bursts into laughter again. ‘But I do think we should make him wait. Things have been too easy for Bobby lately, don’t you think?’
‘I agree,’ Tricia says as she gives me a pout and leans across my body to press her lips against Nora’s. 
‘Mmm. Maybe we should just get each other off and make him watch, what do you think?’ Nora says and I can’t believe that they’re doing this to me. I’m leaking copious amounts of precum and my balls feel like they’re about to explode.
‘That’s cruel,’ Tricia says with a wicked giggle as she helps tug Nora’s dress over her head and pushes the blonde against the soft mattress. ‘I love it.’ 
Tricia lingers on Nora’s lips, kissing her more forcefully with each passing second as she shoves her thigh against the other woman’s pussy and teases her. Nora’s moans fill the room as Tricia moves to her breasts, sucking her small nipples as Nora writhes beneath her.
‘Did you make her feel this good, Bobby?’ Tricia asks, her voice low as she lays a trail of kisses down Nora’s torso, stopping where her cotton panties start and sliding her finger across the thin fabric. ‘Her panties are soaked. I wish you could feel this.’
Tricia’s gaze is resting directly on me as she says that and I convulse slightly as Tricia pulls the material away from Nora’s body, then leans over to slide her tongue through the other woman’s smooth lips. She pushes her tongue into her slit and Nora’s body jerks as Tricia hits her clit. 
Nora weaves her fingers in the other woman’s red hair, forcing her closer as Nora’s moans rip through the heavy silence that hangs in the room. Tricia glances at me, smiling before shoving her fingers inside of the other woman and pushing her towards the edge.
I can’t look away and wish I could at least touch myself, but there’s nothing I can do as I watch Tricia coax an orgasm out of Nora, her body seizing as it rips through her.
‘Good girl,’ Tricia purrs as she guides Nora onto me. She’s so tight and wet and I want to touch her, to feel her soft breasts, to pinch and suck her nipples but the two of them have something else in mind entirely. Tricia positions herself behind Nora and wraps her hands around her waist, guiding her as their bodies move together. 
Tricia kisses Nora’s neck and rubs her fingers against her clit as Nora rides me, clenching around me as her body shakes and I can’t hold off any longer. I explode inside of her, filling her with my cum as I go limp, my head spinning from the release.
‘Did he come?’ Tricia asks and Nora stares at me with mock disappointment and shakes her head.
‘Yeah, too bad you won’t get a turn,’ Nora says and Tricia throws the other woman off of me, then leans over and slides her tongue over my soft, wet cock.
‘Tastes good though. Nora’s so sweet that even her pussy juice tastes like strawberries,’ Tricia says with a wink and Nora slides up on the bed next to me and rolls her eyes.
‘Where did you find this one, Bobby?’ Nora asks as she slides her finger down my jaw and kisses me, pushing her tongue into my mouth as Tricia works on bringing my cock back to life. My arms are falling asleep, but I don’t care, I’m perfectly content being their human dildo. 
Everything is absolutely perfect and as she slides on top of me and gives me another earth shattering orgasm, a sudden flash of clarity hits me and I realize that I’ll never be happier than I am right now.
It’s late and I have to be at the shed in a few hours, but it’s so nice laying here with the two of them in my arms. The windows are open and the fan blows across our naked bodies as Tricia turns over and rests on her elbow, staring at me in the dim light.
‘I’m sorry about what happened after the hurricane,’ she whispers into my ear. ‘I don’t know why I do shit like that. It’s like I can’t let myself be happy.’
‘Are you happy?’ I ask as I slide my finger down her soft cheek, the smooth skin like porcelain beneath my touch.
‘I don’t know,’ she says with a laugh. ‘I think so, but every time I really start to fall for a guy, he turns into a prick- trying to control me, telling me what to do and something inside of me just explodes.’
‘At least it’s not just me,’ I say as I rest my arm behind my head and listen to the cicadas outside, the sound escalating into a crescendo, then falling off to silence.
‘It’s definitely not you, Bobby,’ Tricia purrs as she rests on her elbow and looks at me. Nora leans her head against the pillow and stares at us, chewing on her lip as Tricia continues. ‘Every time I open the door and let some guy in, he always breaks my heart. I decided that it’s better to get rid of them before they can get rid of me.’
Her eyes are wet and Nora reaches across me and grabs her hand, squeezing it reassuringly. I wrap my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close as we fall asleep together in the warm summer evening.






  
  Chapter 5


My eyes spring open at four am and I manage to quietly extricate myself from Nora and Tricia, who are both fast asleep. I sneak out of my room and down the hall and turn on the faucet for a quick shower. As the water heats up, I grab some clean clothes from the hall closet, then strip and force my body into the scalding hot spray. 
I lather up and let the water wash over me, trying to force myself awake as every part of me screams to just get back into bed and let Mac deal with it. Just as I’m about to turn off the water, I feel a hand on my lower back and turn around to see Tricia joining me in the small shower. 
She closes the door behind her and gives me a smile as she pushes me aside to get under the hot water. I watch as it slides down her body and wonder if I’m delirious and just imagining her being here.
‘Why aren’t you sleeping?’ I ask.
‘I wanted some time with you alone,’ she says as she stands on her toes to kiss me and I feel her fingers grip my dick insistently. ‘Nora’s nice, but this is nice too.’
Her eyes sparkle as she pushes me against the wall and kisses me passionately.
‘I don’t have much time,’ I mumble as she slides my rock hard cock between her thighs and squeezes. My head is spinning from the lack of sleep and the feeling of her slick thighs and I twist her nipple roughly as she gasps. 
I push her against the wall, leaning down to kiss her sweet lips as my fingers trail down her waist before cupping her ass in my hands and lifting her slightly. She’s already so fucking wet and as I push inside of her, I feel the ridges of her tight hole and close my eyes as I kiss her lips, the motion feeling so natural as I thrust furiously and come quickly, taking a few seconds to wash off the mess I made with the shower hose. My body is tingling from the unexpected release and she giggles as she steps out of the shower and tosses me a towel.
‘Still wouldn’t mind waking up like this every morning?’ She teases as she grabs another towel and ties it around her, then leans against the tiled wall and stares at me.
‘I’d never get tired of it,’ I say with a grin, cursing as I look at my phone and realize what time it is. ‘I really need to go.’
I lean down to kiss her lips and she grabs my shirt, holding me in place. ‘Just another minute, please?’
‘What’s going on?’ I ask. She looks upset and I can meet Mac at the pier, so I take a step towards her and trace the outline of her cheek with my finger. 
‘I want to try to make this work,’ she says as her blue eyes meet mine and my skin pimples pleasantly. ‘But I need you to promise that you won’t turn into a piece of shit.’
‘Uh,’ I stutter, excited, but unsure if I should be having a conversation like this when I’m not fully awake. ‘I think I’ve been pretty ok so far, right?’
‘You’ve been so amazing, but they always are in the beginning and I really want to be with you for more than just a few fucks, Bobby,’ she says and I lean down to give her another kiss. It feels so good and I consider calling Mac and telling him I’m sick and just staying here with her like this all day.
‘I want this to be more than a few fucks, too, Tricia. I think I love you.’ My eyes fly open when I realize what I just said in my half asleep state and I wish I could take it back. That’s not what a girl like Tricia wants to hear and I have a feeling that type of declaration is the most efficient way to push her out of my life.
‘What?’ She asks, her eyes sparkling as she throws her arms around my neck and I don’t know if I should go with it or backtrack.
‘I, uh, yeah,’ I shake my head and try to shift the subject. ‘What about Nora and Jen? Are you ok with me seeing them too?’
‘It sounds so weird and I never thought I’d say it, but I think I’m ok. There’s no competition, it’s almost like we’re sisters,’ she says with a cute little smile. ‘That’s gross though, so maybe more like best friends. Nora’s part of the reason why I decided to give this a try. She seems smart and if she thinks you’re not an asshole, then maybe you’re alright.’
‘Thanks for the vote of confidence,’ I mumble as I pick up my phone and look at the screen. ‘Anyway, I really have to go. We’re laying out a new bed and Mac’s gonna kill me if I’m a no show today.’
She stands on her toes and grabs my shirt and gives me another heart stopping kiss and I leave, rushing down to my car and shooting Mac a message that I’ll meet him at the pier.






  
  Chapter 6


‘I’ve got a question for you, man.’ It’s early afternoon and I’m standing with Mac in the shed. The other guys already left and I’m helping him finish loading a shipment of clams that’s getting picked up this afternoon. Even though we’re in the refrigerated unit, Mac’s got a cigarette hanging precariously out of his mouth and when he breathes, a cloud of smoke goes right up my nostrils. 
‘Shoot,’ I say with a cough.
‘Shit, sorry,’ he stubs out the cigarette absentmindedly then opens the door and tosses the butt onto the ground outside. ‘So, Tricia’s staying over at your house, right?’
‘Yeah,’ I mumble, suddenly worried about where this is going so I decide to run interference. ‘What happened with her and Layla?’
‘Fucked if I know, man. All of a sudden Layla’s calling her a bitch and Tricia just cut her off,’ he stands up straight and takes off his hat to run his hand through his sandy hair and replaces it. ‘You’re better off staying out of their mess. It’s like they’re living in a reality show or something.’
‘No shit,’ I laugh and hope that’s it.
‘She got fired, right? So is she planning on staying with you or what?’ 
‘I don’t really know,’ I say as I toss a twenty pound sack of Little Necks onto the pile and start securing the next one. ‘I told her she can stay as long as she needs.’
Mac looks at me and I can tell there’s something else he wants to ask.
‘I don’t want to pry and tell me to fuck off if it's none of my business, but I heard a rumor you’re seeing that cute little librarian, too. What’s her name?’
Fuck.
‘Nora,’ I say and swallow. I’m finished with my pile and grab one of Mac’s bags to help him out. ‘We’re friends.’
‘Hmph,’ Mac snorts and I stay silent. ‘I mean, one’s more than enough for me, but if you can handle two, then you got my respect.’
‘Well, I mean,’ I start, trying to figure out what to say. If Mac’s asking me about this directly, then it must be something that people are talking about and I really need to shut it down. Tricia doesn’t give a shit and, other than Gummy, neither do I, but it could affect Nora and Jen directly if rumors start flying. ‘I’m single and if they don’t mind, then why should I, right? Nothing serious is happening, we’re just good friends.’
I hope that’s enough to clear up any confusion. I’m not lying to him, but I also don’t want the whole town thinking there’s something weird going on. They can’t tolerate weirdness and feel the collective need to eradicate any sign of it as soon as it emerges into their presence.
‘I agree, but just letting you know that, uh, some people are talking and I’ve been setting them straight, but I don’t want you to be surprised if someone says something,’ Mac says and I appreciate that he’s looking out for me.
‘Thanks.’ We’ve dwelled on this subject too long and I have a favor to ask. ‘I was wondering if maybe I could borrow the boat tomorrow to go out to Kenny Island,’ I ask hesitantly. Mac and I are friends and all, but borrowing a boat is a big deal.
‘No problem man. You’ve been a rock, it’s the least I can do,’ he says as he holds out his hand and gives me a shake, then adjusts his hat. ‘You know how to work the hitch, right?’
‘Yeah, thanks. I really appreciate it,’ I say, genuinely grateful. We walk outside into the heat and my body feels like it’s melting onto the gravel road after being in the arctic freeze of the refrigerated trailer. 
‘You know, you’re smart to wait before settling down. I wish I’d had some more time,’ Mac says as he leans against his truck and squints his eyes against the bright midday sun.
‘It’s not like I decided to wait, I mean I was cloistered for most of my twenties,’ I say with a chuckle and I’m pretty sure Mac has no idea what cloistered means but he gets the gist and laughs.
‘True, I mean I love Layla to death, but if I hadn’t knocked her up, I don’t think we’d be together,’ he says. ‘You’re being careful, right?’ 
It’s a good question and something I haven’t really thought about. Having a kid is definitely at the bottom of my list of priorities, but at some point it would be nice. I guess it’s a conversation I should have with the girls at some point, but I definitely don’t feel like talking about it with Mac.
‘But you love your kids, right?’ I ask, hoping to change the subject.
‘Hell yeah,’ he says, rolling up his shirt sleeve and showing me a tattoo of two roses with their names in cursive scrawled over it. ‘More than anything. I can’t explain it, but it’s like nothing you’ve ever experienced before when that baby comes sliding out of it’s mama and you realize that you made this thing and it’s part of you.’
‘I guess the urge to procreate hasn’t really hit me yet,’ I say as I slide the toe of my boot in the gravel and think about it. Even when I was in the monastery I never felt sad about not passing a part of me on, it just didn’t seem to matter, but I listen to what Mac says and nod. ‘I mean, if it happened, I think I’d be happy.’
‘I was the same way as you, man, but it’s nature, right. You want to pass on part of yourself,’ he lights up another cigarette and holds out his hand. ‘Anyway, no reason to think about that shit now.’
He hands over his keys and I give him mine, wincing as he peels out of the driveway in the Oldsmobile and I climb into his ancient truck and head home.






  
  Chapter 7


Tricia and Nora are waiting for me in the kitchen and when they get a look at what I’m wearing, they burst into a raucous fit of laughter. 
‘What?’ I ask as I grab my baseball cap from the counter and start throwing stuff in the cooler. Tricia looks at me again and doubles over and Nora is managing to remain only slightly more composed.
‘That’s a, uh, really nice shirt,’ Nora says and I look down at the bright yellow Hawaiian button down I found buried in the back of my dad’s closet. I absolutely don’t remember him ever wearing anything like this, but I thought it might be a good choice for a day at the beach so I decided to go with it instead of my usual worn out t-shirt.
‘Did you grab the beer?’ I ask Tricia and she nods as she wipes her eyes and Nora checks to make sure Donut has enough food. The cat now thinks that she owns the house and I’m surprisingly ok with it.
‘Yeah, it’s in the blue cooler,’ Tricia says as she comes closer and slides her finger down my chest. ‘You’re giving off some major dad vibes, you know? It's kinda hot.’ 
I shrug and lean down to kiss her, wrapping my hands around her waist and pulling her close. She’s got on a cute little floral bikini and cutoff shorts that barely cover her ass and there’s nothing I want to do more than pull the string on her back and see those luscious tits.
‘I know exactly what you’re thinkin,’ she says as she rubs her thigh against me and I actually consider bending her over the counter and going at it right here, but when I realize how late it is, I decide that fucking her can wait.
‘You’re probably right, but we’ve got to go,’ I say as Nora rounds the corner. She’s wearing a prim little white sundress that stops well above the tops of her knees, and I can’t see her bathing suit, but I don’t have time to think too much about it and shoo them outside and into the truck. I carefully navigate out of my driveway, trying to avoid the larger potholes so I get us there in one piece.
It’s weird to be heading to the pier on my day off, but Tricia cranks up the music and puts on her sunglasses and a hefty layer of sunblock as she talks about some girl she used to dance with and I only half listen. Jen is supposed to be meeting us there, but I’m worried that she’s not going to show. 
She only texted me once since we got back and I get the feeling that the reality of our situation is setting in. She’s got a lot to lose and she’ll do anything to protect Kevin. It doesn’t matter how much we care about each other if the people around us make it impossible to live a normal life.
Twenty minutes later, we’re pulling into the public pier at the southern end of the peninsula and I see Jen leaning against her car. It’s a perfect day and I can’t imagine a better way to spend a Sunday afternoon.
‘Hey!’ Jen calls out, waving as we ease the old truck into the parking lot. She’s wearing sunglasses, a huge straw hat and a flowy dress that doesn’t do a very good job of covering up her voluptuous body in the bright sunlight.
Tricia and Nora jump out to greet her and I’m left dealing with unloading the coolers and backing the truck down the concrete ramp. We’re taking the smaller boat since I don’t have a licence yet and I don’t want to have a citation on my record if I get caught operating it. Mac assured me that we shouldn’t have any issues with a boat this size.
The girls are otherwise occupied as I get out and crank the winch that lowers the boat into the water. ‘Could one of you come here and hold the boat in place?’ I hate to break up their little reunion, and Tricia volunteers to help, her tits bobbing up and down in her tiny bikini top as she jogs over.
‘Thanks,’ I say, happy that everything appears to be going smoothly so far. I go park the truck and hear Tricia scream as the tide starts pulling the boat away from the dock. ‘Fuck,’ I mumble as I run over and grab it by the hull, pulling it back and motioning for the girls to get in.
I leave Nora in charge this time as I retrieve the coolers and throw them into the middle of the boat. ‘Let’s go,’ I order and Nora hops in next to Tricia and Jen as I push the boat out and jump into the back and rip the motor.
I’m surprised that it only takes one try and as I lower the prop into the water, we shoot off towards the horizon and the large, sandy barrier island that sits a mile offshore. As we glide through the gentle waves, I look to the south and point at a group of dolphins doing acrobatics in the distance. 
The girls scoot to the edge to get a better look and I’m worried they’re going to tip the small boat. Nora pulls out her phone to take a video of the show the dolphins are putting on, then turns her attention to us. Tricia throws her arm around Jen’s shoulder as she gets a shot of the three of us, then takes a selfie of her with the other girls.
Twenty minutes later I pull up close to the sandy beach and turn off the motor, then jump into the warm water and drag the small boat towards the shore. Once the girls are out, I drop the anchor and get to work hauling the bags and coolers onto the beach.
‘We’re only going to be here a few hours. Why did you bring so much shit?’ I shout as I go back to the boat for the fourth time.
‘That’s what they said on Gilligan’s Island and look what happened,’ Jen says with a laugh and I concede her point. 
‘Ok, ok, but we could swim back if worse came to worse and we've also got phones,’ I say, suddenly realizing that mine is in my pocket and cursing as I pull it out and turn it off, then toss it on top of one of the coolers to dry out.
‘Nice shirt by the way,’ Jen says as she leans closer to give me a languid kiss and even though she’s smiling, I feel like something is off.
Nora arranges the blanket on the white sand and Tricia tugs off her shorts, then runs into the water. It’s low tide and it takes her a few minutes of slogging through the shallow water to get deep enough to dive into the low waves.
‘Come in, it’s great,’ she calls out when she resurfaces and Nora pulls her dress over her head. When I realize that she’s topless, I feel like my eyes are going to pop out of my head.
‘What? It’s just the four of us, right?’ Nora says with a laugh and a wink as she smears sunblock onto her firm breasts and I try to keep my eyes off of her as she strolls casually into the water, joining Tricia in the gentle surf.
‘How’s everything?’ I ask Jen as she sits on the blanket next to me then opens a bottle of water and takes a sip. 
‘Good, just working, you know,’ she says with a half smile and my earlier conversation with Mac runs through my mind. ‘Mom’s been really nagging me about getting Kevin into daycare, but it just feels weird, you know, like I'm letting him go.’
Her voice trails off and I realize that she has an entire life that I’m mostly unaware of. I feel sad that she won’t let me in, but understand why. The last thing she needs is to bring someone she’s not sure she can count on into her son’s life. We watch Tricia and Nora dive in and out of the water and a few minutes later, they join us on the big blanket, splashing water everywhere.
‘I’m starving,’ I say as I grab one of the sandwiches from the cooler. ‘Anyone else want one?’
‘I’ll take a PB&J and a beer,’ Tricia says as she lays back on the blanket and groans. ‘This is so goddamn nice.’
‘I agree,’ says Nora as she takes a ham sandwich and a coke, then smiles at Jen. ‘We've got ham, peanut butter & jelly and cheese.’
Jen carefully considers the options, ultimately choosing a cheese sandwich and we sit in silence for a while, staring at the horizon as pelicans swoop down to pluck fish from the water. The clouds are high and thin and provide some cover from the sun, but it’s still boiling hot and I’m sweating like a pig.
‘How are your tits?’ Tricia asks Jen out of the blue and we burst into laughter at how ridiculous that question sounds out of context.
‘Much better, thanks for asking,’ Jen says with a grin and I’m really glad that she decided to come. ‘I ended up going to the doctor anyway and he told me the same thing you did- warm compress and drain them completely. Since then, I’ve been totally fine.’
‘How old is your baby?’ Tricia asks and Jen looks a little sad and I wonder if that’s what it’s like having a kid; constantly being worried that something is going to happen to them.
‘Eighteen months next week,’ Jen says and Nora reaches over and squeezes her shoulder. ‘From what I remember, he’s the cutest little thing I’ve ever seen.’
‘He is and I need to start coming to reading hour again now that Mom’s working at the bakery more,’ Jen says with a laugh and I’m reminded of the reason she and Nora had their falling out. It’s good to see them getting along and Tricia finishes her sandwich and beer and drags me upright.
‘Come on, let’s get into the water,’ she says as she walks towards the surf. ‘And take off that ugly ass shirt.’
She runs ahead of me, diving under once she’s deep enough and I take my time, enjoying the feeling of the warm water as it rushes past my knees and crawls slowly up my body before I dive in, swimming out a few meters and joining Tricia in the deeper water.
I turn over, floating on my back as I stare at the blue sky above, the clouds creeping slowly by as the sounds of the surf soothe me and I wonder how the hell I went from where I was a year ago to this.
‘It’s crazy, right?’ Tricia says like she can read my mind and I force my legs down, treading water as she motions towards the shore. Nora and Jen are talking and when Jen leans towards the other woman and gives her a kiss, I feel my heart start to race. 
‘They hated each other a week ago and now they’re best friends,’ I say with a laugh. ‘Y’all are crazy.’
Tricia splashes me with water, then swims closer as she reaches down, acting like she wants to fool around, then roughly squeezes my cock.
‘Ouch! What the hell?’ I shout and she swims away, laughing as I rush to catch her. She’s not a great swimmer and I manage to grab her a few seconds later, pulling her towards me and kissing her.
‘They’re the crazy ones, not me,’ she teases and I roll my eyes as we swim towards shallower water and I enjoy the sensation of weightlessness in the salty water. 
‘You’re plenty crazy, but I like it,’ I say and she splashes me and we head back to shore. Nora’s laying out on the blanket and I try not to just stare at her tits, but Jen catches me and laughs.
‘It’s ok to stare, Bobby. They’re pretty amazing.’ Jen’s right and I give up as Tricia lays down next to her, slathering herself in sunblock before rubbing some into Nora’s bare skin, paying extra attention to her pale pink nipples as Nora lets out a moan.
‘I’m too paranoid about getting burned,’ Tricia says. ‘It happened to me once when I fell asleep next to the pool and burned nipples hurt like all hell.’
‘You just need to use plenty of sunscreen,’ Nora says with a yawn as she stretches her arms over her head and arches her back against the sand. Her long, thin body is slick and perfect and she rolls onto her stomach as she and Tricia start talking about one of Tricia’s trashy friends.
‘Want to go for a walk?’ I ask Jen as I motion towards the wooded area in the center of the island. ‘I’d love to see if the old Coast Guard building is still standing.’
‘Sure, I hate just sitting out in the sun anyway,’ she says as she gets up and brushes the sand off her body. Tricia and Nora are in full sunbathing mode and as we walk away, Jen exhales. ‘Thanks for this. I really needed it. My mom has been insane lately and I’ll take any excuse to get away from her.’
‘What’s going on?’ I ask.
‘Kevin. She doesn’t want his fathers parent’s involved in raising him, but I told her that they should have a say too. It wouldn’t be fair to only know us.’ 
‘He’s still young, but he’d be missing out if they’re not in his life,’ I say, thinking about my own issues and wondering how different things could’ve been. ‘I lost so much by not being in contact with my grandparents in Boston.’
‘That’s what made me bring it up. Seeing you in their house made me reconsider pushing them away,’ she looks down at the ground as she navigates the thick underbrush. ‘They’re good people and losing my ex hurt them so badly. Having Kevin around could help ease that.’
‘Ultimately it’s your decision, don’t let her tell you how to raise him. You’re his mother, you know what’s best for him.’ I say as I grab her hand and help her through the scrubby brush in the center of the island. The trees in the middle are lush and the temperature here is at least ten degrees cooler than on the beach.
‘I know, but she’s helped me so much and I hate to act ungrateful,’ Jen says as we step over a downed tree and I see the ruins of the old concrete building. ‘She wasn’t exactly the best mom, I mean, she was married twice and had a parade of guys coming through my house when I was a kid. She tried, but it would’ve been nice to have some stability. That’s what I want to give Kevin, well, as much as possible.’
‘I think we push our parents away when we’re younger, reject everything they tell us and try to rebel, but ultimately, we end up mirroring their behavior,’ I say and she nods. 
‘You’re right. As awful as my ex was, especially at the end, it wasn’t his parents’ fault and they deserve to get to know their grandson. Wow,’ she says as we walk towards the front door, a large bronze bell still guarding the entrance. ‘This place was decommissioned what, twenty years ago? It’s still in pretty good shape.’
‘The last time I came here was with Clay Watkins, remember him?’ I say, the memory rushing back. I was fifteen and we took a day off from our summer jobs as recreational employees at the nearby campground and stole a boat to come to the island.
‘God, he was such a jerk,’ she says with an eye roll and I remember her thinking something totally different then.
‘You had a huge crush on him, Jen, don’t lie,’ I say as I push open the rusted door and walk inside. The space has been overrun by vines, and most of the furniture is long gone. A hole in the ceiling allows a beam of light to penetrate the interior and the moldy smell is intense but bearable.
‘Ok, fine, yes, but it was more like an infatuation,’ she says defensively.
‘Girls are obsessed with the biggest assholes,’ I say as I walk towards the classroom in the back. ‘There used to be some furniture in here, but I’m sure it’s long gone.’
I force open one of the doors that line the long hallway and hear scurrying as one of the resident squatters slithers away. Jen grabs my shoulder and I laugh at how jumpy she is. We used to seek out abandoned structures on the weekends for fun and she never had any issues.
‘Sorry, it’s been a while,’ she mumbles as we walk into the room and I’m surprised to see a few of the desks and chairs still there. ‘We should move in here, you know, just tell everyone else to go fuck themselves.’
I laugh as she perches on one of the old wooden desks and try to imagine what that would be like. 
‘I’m pretty sure you’d want to kill me after the first few days,’ I say. ‘It would be peaceful though. ’What about Nora and Tricia? Would they live here too?’
She thinks about it, then takes a step towards me and presses her lips against mine, lingering for a few seconds as my heart starts to race. ‘I’d have to think about it,’ she says as she walks away and something about her tone feels ominous.






  
  Chapter 8


It’s late in the afternoon when we get back to the pier and we’re all exhausted. Our little getaway was fun, but all I want to do right now is drink a gallon of water and go to sleep. I lug the coolers out of the boat and Tricia does  a better job of holding onto it this time as I place our shit onto the ground next to the pier, then jog over to Mac’s truck. 
It’s boiling hot inside and I roll down the windows as I start it up, the engine angrily roaring to life after sitting in the sun all day. I back up towards the pier and after a couple of tries, manage to crank the boat back into the grooves on the trailer, then lock it in place. Once the coolers are secured in the bed, everyone says their goodbyes and Tricia and Nora pile into the truck.
I turn my attention to Jen, who’s been acting weird since our walk earlier. The parking lot is mostly empty and we stroll to her car in silence. I open her door and she turns to look at me, parting her lips as she starts to say something, then stops.
‘What’s wrong, Jen?’
‘I don’t think I can do this, Bobby,’ she says as she glances towards the truck and I feel my stomach drop.
‘What do you mean?’ I know exactly what she means, but want her to tell me.
‘Bobby, I’m a part of the community. As much as I enjoy what we have, I don’t think I can do it in the long term. I have a son to consider and you know how closed minded the people here are,’ Jen is upset and rambling and I wrap my arms around her body, pulling her close. ‘If it was just the two of us, it would be different, but I can’t see a future with you if Nora and Tricia are going to be involved too.’
‘I understand, Jen, and you know how long I’ve wanted you, but I can’t just push them aside because you’re worried about what other people are going to think,’ I say and she pulls away, then takes a step back to look at me. ‘It’s not fair to any of us.’
‘That’s your choice and I’m not going to force you to change your mind, but I can’t be a part of it,’ she says, her eyes wet as she blinks back tears, and I watch as she stiffly gets into the driver’s seat and pulls out of the lot. I return to the truck, clearly upset and Nora grabs my hand.
‘Is she alright?’ Nora asks as she watches Jen go. My heart is breaking. I remember how close we were and how I lost her once and thinking about losing her again is tearing me up inside.
‘Someone must’ve said something to her,’ I say, remembering my conversation with Mac. I’m so angry right now, but try not to let it show. ‘You ready to go?’ I lean down to kiss her, relishing the feeling of her soft lips against mine as she nods and smiles.
‘Would you two stop it, already?’ Tricia says with a laugh as she wraps her arm around Nora’s shoulder and I start the truck and head back to the shed to drop off the boat. 
Jen’s rejection hurts, but I understand. This isn’t something that everyone can handle and I’ll give her some space to figure it out. If she changes her mind, we’re all here for her, but if not, I don’t want to pressure her into anything she’s uncomfortable being a part of. 
‘Let’s watch a movie,’ Tricia says as she flops onto the sofa and grabs the remote. My only big purchase so far has been a huge TV and she turns it on and starts scrolling through movies as Nora joins her and they bicker over what to watch.
I walk into the kitchen to get some popcorn and restart my phone, glancing at the screen as it comes back to life. There’s a voice message from a number that I don’t recognize and I play it, wondering who could be calling on a Sunday night.
This is Helen Montgomery from Riverland Memorial Hospital. Charlene Hatton has been admitted for urgent treatment and you’re listed as her emergency contact. We need to speak with you about next steps for her care. Please return this call as soon as possible.
It takes me a minute to register what I’m hearing and the blood drains out of my face as Nora glances at me from the living room and realizes that something is wrong.
‘What happened, Bobby?’ She asks as she joins me in the kitchen. Tricia pauses the movie and gets up, coming closer when she realizes something’s wrong.
‘It’s my grandmother, they… this woman says she’s in the hospital,’ I murmur blankly. I don’t know what to do. I just saw Gummy yesterday and she was fine. ‘Maybe they called the wrong person.’
Nora takes the phone and listens to the message, then calls the number. ‘Hi, can I speak with Helen Montgomery?’ She stares at me as she waits, then turns away when she’s connected.
‘I’m calling for Bobby, uh, Robert Hatton. He got a message earlier…. Yes. Yes. Ok, we’ll be there soon.’ Nora hangs up and turns to me, her eyes wide as she rests her hand on my shoulder.
‘It’s her. She’s had a heart attack. We need to go to the hospital now.’
I’m in a daze as we walk out to the truck and get in, Tricia grabbing the keys from me as Nora helps me in through the passenger door. 
If something happens to Gummy, I’ll have no one left. I’ll be alone. The thought hits me and I shake my head, trying to pull myself back into the present as we speed down the road.
‘Did she say anything to you about her condition? Is she…is she..’ I ask, unable to finish the question as Nora grabs my hand and squeezes.
‘Nothing specific, only that she was stable. She said they needed to speak with you and that it would be better to do that in person,’ Nora replies and I realize how bad it must be. When my mom started going downhill, the doctor wouldn’t say anything over the phone. We had to go to his office for him to tell us in person. The memories of her last days come rushing back and I don’t know if I can deal with it again.
My mother was diagnosed with an extremely aggressive form of cancer. She appeared to be in remission, but the cancer had already spread into her lymph nodes and came back with a vengeance.  I remember the trips to the hospital, the way she looked and how empty she became at the end, a hollow shell of the beautiful and vibrant person she was before. Two weeks later, she was dead and my world collapsed around me.
The hospital is a thirty minute drive away and I feel every second of it, cursing the stoplights, the traffic and the speed restrictions in the small towns that slow our progress. Nora and Tricia are trying to make me feel better, but their words are meaningless and I concentrate on the road ahead.
Tricia drops Nora and me at the front entrance and we rush inside, my heart pounding as I locate the empty reception desk and frantically search for anyone who can help me. This is a small community hospital and I plan on airlifting her to a place that can properly care for her as soon as she’s stable. I’ll spend everything I have to keep her alive.
‘I’m looking for my grandmother… Charlene Hatton,’ I shout, finally locating a nurse who slowly types the name into the computer. Time has slowed to a crawl and she doesn’t seem to understand how imperative it is that I find her. ‘Can you hurry up, this is important.’
‘She’s in the Intensive Care Unit, third floor, relatives only,’ she yells after me as I race down the hallway and into a waiting elevator. The sterile smell of the hospital accosts my senses and I burst out as soon as the door slides open.
‘Hi, I’m Charlene Hatton’s grandson. What happened? I need to see her.’ I say to the woman at the nurses’ station. She gives me a warm smile then comes out to the hallway and leads me to a quiet corner.
‘I’m glad you’re here…’ the woman says as she waits for my name. I wish she’d ditch the formalities and just get on with it. 
‘Robert, uh, Bobby.’
‘Bobby, your grandmother called emergency services earlier today with chest pains and went into full cardiac arrest in the ambulance on the way here.’ The way she says that feels so cold, like she’s reading a menu and I suddenly can’t breathe. I stare at the floor, at the walls, anywhere but the woman in front of me and somehow hope that this is just a nightmare and I’m in bed and everything will go back to normal when I wake up. 
‘She’s stable, but unconscious,’ she pauses, suddenly turning into a human and giving me the truth. ‘Bobby, I’m not going to lie to you. It doesn’t look good.’
The hallway starts spinning and I don’t know what to do. I wish someone was here with me, an adult who could talk to the nurse, to ask the questions that I know I should be asking right now, but I’m the only one left. 
I’m the adult.
My life was on pause for ten years. Decisions were made for me and my responsibilities were clear and I realize that nothing’s changed, that I’m still in that place mentally and I’m completely unprepared to be in this position.
The nurse looks at me expectantly and I force myself out of the spiral, force myself to come to terms with the fact that I’m the only option Gummy has. ‘What can I do?’
‘Stay with her, talk to her,’ the nurse says as she rests her hands on my shoulder and lowers her voice. ‘Let her know she’s not alone.’
I nod, fighting back the tears as I imagine my life without my grandmother in it. She’s the one who was there for me after Mom died and Dad checked out completely, the one who continued to write when I was away and the one who picked me up and helped me get back on my feet. I don’t think I ever imagined that she could be gone one day- she’s been the one constant and I don’t know how I’ll be able to move forward without her.
‘Are you ready?’ The nurse asks and I nod, following her down the sterile hall with the white linoleum floor and tiled walls and beeping noises surrounding me. 
When I walk into the private room and see my grandmother on the bed, I worry that I’m going to break down completely. Her expression is peaceful, almost as if she’s sleeping, and I pull the chair in the corner of the room towards her bedside, taking her cold hand in mine and wishing that there was something, anything I could do to bring her back.
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The Roadie
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D1L1SLR6

I spent twenty years dealing with the most demanding acts in the music business, but nothing prepared me for the LaLa Girls.

When my agent contacted me about a job, I wanted to blow him off. My life as a road manager for some of the world's hottest bands was behind me and I was happily holed up in my cabin in Montana. That all changed when my wife left me, taking everything with her and leaving me broke.

Now I'm on a tour bus with three of the wildest women I've ever met and I'm starting to wonder if they want more from me than my skills as a roadie.

Serena, the gorgeous blonde, is smart and moody and desperately wants to move on from her life as a celebrity. Zoe, a siren at heart, is the wild child and takes what she wants, even if she's not sure what that is. Kat is sweet but damaged and desperately needs someone to protect her.

They're going to turn my life upside down, but maybe that's exactly what I need.
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Family Business
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CVZ7JJ6Q

Never again.

That's what I told myself when my wife left me. All I wanted was a motorcycle and the open roads of Tuscany. That changed when I met Gianna. She was gorgeous, sexy and completely into me. Once she decided to thank me for a random act of kindness with the most incredible night of my life, it was all over.

Then I met Bella...

Now I'm questioning if I want to return to my old life or stay here and see what happens with these two incredible women.
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