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Chapter 1


 

Tim


 

“What’s
on your agenda today?” Denise asks me as I look out her kitchen
window to the backyard.

Turning to face my
sister, I see her holding out a cup of coffee toward me. I accept it
gratefully with a smile. “Thought I’d take Sam over to
the Audobon Zoo… spend the day there.”

“He’ll
love it,” she says, leaning her hip against the counter and
sipping at her own coffee. “I thought we’d go out for
dinner tonight. I should be home around six.”

“Sounds like a
plan,” I say with a smile, turning my head back toward the
window to watch Sam running around the backyard with Denise’s
golden retriever, Scout. Even though the window is closed, I can hear
his excited, five-year-old giggle as Scout whines at him to throw the
ball in his hand.

Denise comes up to
stand beside me, gazing out the window. “That boy needs a dog.”

“Easy for you
to say… living here in the ‘burbs of New Orleans,”
I tell her with a wry grin. “They don’t work so well in
an apartment in Brooklyn.”

“Maybe a
little dog,” she muses. “One of those ones you can put in
your backpack or something.”

“Don’t
you even dare suggest that in front of Sam,” I warn, bumping
her shoulder with my own. “I’ll never hear the end of
it.”

Laughing, Denise
pours the rest of her coffee down the drain and sets the cup in the
sink. She leans over and gives me a kiss on my cheek. “I’ve
got your back, little brother.”

My arm wraps around
her waist and I pull her in close, giving her a kiss back on her
temple. “It’s good to be here, Denise. Thanks for having
us.”

“My pleasure,
babe,” she says as she pulls away and grabs her purse from the
kitchen table. “You and Sam are welcome to visit me anytime…
you know that, right?”

“That I do,”
I say as I turn away from the window and head toward her sliding
glass door, which leads onto the back patio. Opening it up, I call
out, “Sam… come on in and get some breakfast.”

As is typical of a
boy in the midst of playing with a rambunctious dog, he promptly
ignores me. I watch for a few moments as he throws the ball and Scout
bounds after it. Sam bends over, slaps his hands on his thighs, and
calls, “Come on, boy. Bring me the ball.”

Smiling to myself, I
put on my sterner parent voice and call out again, “Sam…
inside… now.”

His head swivels my
way, and it never fails to amaze me how my child can look more
beautiful—more angelic—with every passing moment. He
inherited his mocha-colored skin from me but got his mom’s
hazel green eyes, a combination that I bet will have all the girls
chasing him when he gets older.

Sam throws the ball
one more time and then starts trotting toward me. He gives me a grin
as he steps onto the patio, showing the large gap where one of his
baby teeth fell out just a week ago on the top. The one beside it is
loose, and he takes great pleasure in showing me how he can wiggle it
back and forth. As a firefighter for the New York Fire Department,
I’ve seen some nasty shit in my work, but for some reason,
loose teeth wig me out completely.

“Aunt Denise,”
Sam says as he pushes past me and barrels into the kitchen. “Can
we take Scout home with us after our vacation?”

Denise shoots me a
look that says, I told you so, but then leans over to rub the
top of Sam’s head. “Sorry, baby. But I’d be too
lonely without Scout. He has to stay here with me.”

Sam’s mouth
turns downward in extreme disappointment, only to turn right back up
into a grin. His eyes light up brightly with an idea, and he turns to
me. “Dad… we should get a dog like Scout when we go back
home. Can we? Huh, can we get a dog?”

Denise starts
laughing as she heads toward the front door. Calling over her
shoulder, she says, “See you tonight at six. You two have fun
today.”

I reach into the
cabinet and pull out a bowl, which I place on the table. “Sit,”
I tell Sam as I point to the chair.

“So, can we,
Dad?” he asks again as he plops down. I busy myself with
getting out the cereal and milk, using that as my excuse to ignore
him.

Sam doesn’t
seem to catch on that I’m trying to avoid this conversation,
and he continues chattering as I pour him a bowl of Fruit Loops. “A
dog would be so cool. I want one just like Scout, except we couldn’t
name it Scout. Maybe I’d call him Ranger… or Pete…
or maybe even Sweet Foxy Brown.”

I roll my eyes,
because out of the mouths of babes and all that. “No dog,
buddy. You know we don’t have room in my apartment, and
besides… who would take care of it when you were staying with
your mom?”

“I’d
take the dog with me to Mom’s when it was my time to stay with
her,” he says, completely nonplussed.

“Yeah…
if you think I’m dead set against a dog, just wait until you
try to ask your mom for one. I can tell you, without a doubt, that
she’ll say no.”

“She’ll
say yes,” he says confidently, and then shovels a huge scoop of
cereal in his mouth.

While he’s
chewing, I take the opportunity to lean in, kiss him on the head, and
say, “Sorry, little man. It’s just not something we can
do right now. Not with you splitting time between me and Mom’s,
and I only have an apartment.”

Sam’s mouth
chews fervently, trying to get the food swallowed so he can argue
with me. I take the opportunity to escape. “Finish your cereal,
and then get dressed. I’m going to go take a quick shower.”

His brows slanting
angrily inward, Sam swallows his cereal and glares at me. Giving a
sigh, I head back toward the guest bedroom of Denise’s house
where Sam and I are sharing a bed. This is the second year in a row
that we’ve come to New Orleans for our summer vacation, taking
advantage of the free room with my sister and the variety of
attractions available in NOLA. Denise has been in New Orleans for the
last six years, having followed a man down here, who turned out to be
of the asshole variety. He left to go back to New York, but my big
sis loved it down here and decided to make this her new home.

Denise is all the
family I have left, our parents having died in a train derailment a
few years ago when they were actually traveling from our home city of
Brooklyn down to New Orleans to visit Denise. Since then, it’s
just seems the right thing to do to come down and visit so we can
have some quality time together.

Just as I start to
reach into my suitcase for some clean clothes, my cell phone buzzes
with a text. I slip it out of my pocket and tap the Text icon.

How is vacation?
Things are boring here without you.

I smile. Nothing
like a text from my best buddy and co-worker, Flynn Caldwell. We’ve
been through thick and thin together since starting together at the
NYFD, and he’s about the closest thing I have to a brother.
Doesn’t matter that his skin is white and mine’s black.
We’re still super tight.

I’m sure
Rowan is keeping you plenty occupied, I text back.

Yeah…
setting fire between the sheets, he immediately replies.

I snicker, because
that’s true enough. Flynn and Rowan can barely keep their hands
off each other. I start to text back a witty, if not crude, reply
when I hear Sam shrieking from the backyard.

“D-a-a-a-d-d-y!”

Fear and adrenaline
surge through me as I recognize pain and terror in Sam’s voice.
The phone drops from my hand and I bolt out of the bedroom, catching
my shoulder on the doorjamb. Tearing down the hall, I fly into the
kitchen, scramble around the table, and fling the sliding glass door
open.

Sam is running
across the yard toward me, clutching one hand to his chest. Tears are
pouring down his face. Scout trots behind him, looking worried as
only golden retrievers can.

I sprint toward him,
dropping to my knees in the grass and opening my arms up. “What’s
wrong? What happened?”

Sucking in a deep
breath, which stutters through his tears, he wails, “I was
chasing after Scout, and I tripped and fell. My hand hurts real bad.”

“It’s
okay, buddy,” I say soothingly, my heart starting to calm now
that I can see he’s basically okay. “Let me take a look.”

Carefully, I pull
his hand away from his chest. His small whimper of pain slices
through me deep. Immediately, I see the top of his right hand is
swelling badly, and I suspect he might have a fracture.

With one hand, I cup
him around the back of his head and pull him in. Giving him a kiss on
his forehead, I tell him, “It’s going to be okay, Sammy.
Looks like you may have broken something inside your hand, and I’m
going to have to take you to the hospital.”

“It hurts,”
Sammy says with a sniffle.

Standing up from the
ground, I commiserate as I take him by the shoulder and lead him back
toward the house. “I know, buddy. But they’ll make it
feel all better at the hospital. I promise.”




 


Chapter 2


 

Holly


 

“Dr. Reynolds…
there’s an open femur fracture coming in on Bay One. Multi-car
accident with other victims coming behind. Dr. Falter asked if you
could triage that, but he’ll handle the surgery since you’re
getting off duty.”

Glancing at my
watch, I take quick note that I was supposed to have finished my
night shift forty minutes ago. Yet here I still am, at nine AM,
slogging through cases at Tulane Medical Center.

“Sure,”
I mumble as I start heading toward the ambulance bay.

“Oh, and Dr.
Reynolds?” the nurse calls again. I turn to face her and try to
put a cheery look on my face.

“Don’t
forget about the suspected metacarpal fracture in Room Two. It’s
a pediatrics case,” she says with a stern look as she hands the
chart over to me.

“Shit,”
I mutter as I take the file. I had completely forgotten, having got
wrapped up in a stabilizing a fractured C5 on a drunk driver who
decided to take on a telephone pole. Glancing through the chart, I
hand it back to her. “Let’s go ahead and send him down to
x-ray and get a two-view lateral and oblique, but first start an IV
and give him two mgs of morphine for pain relief. I’ll be in as
soon as I examine the femur fracture coming in.”

For the next thirty
minutes, I work to examine the man brought in with the broken leg. Of
course, he was high on some type of drugs and combative. All of my
tender ministrations only earned me his fist to the side of my temple
while I was trying to probe the wound. More of my precious time was
wasted as I waited for security to put him in restraints so I could
finish my exam. It was with much joy that I handed him off to Dr.
Falter.

Before I’m
able to turn my attention to the little boy in ER Room Two, I make a
quick stop in the bathroom because I’m pretty sure it has been
going on five hours since I’d last peed. After my bladder sighs
with relief, I wash my hands and give a disgusted look at myself in
the mirror as I dry my hands. My face is pale with blue shadows under
my eyes… testament to the fact I haven’t slept in going
on twenty-seven hours. My blond hair is falling out of the loose
braid that hangs down my back, so I give it a quick swipe of my
fingers to tuck the loose ends behind my ear, and then I quickly exit
the bathroom.

Just as the swinging
door closes behind me, my phone rings. Slipping it from my white lab
coat, I suppress a grimace before answering.

“Mother…
I’m on my way in to see a patient. I don’t have a lot of
time to talk,” I say quietly as I navigate the halls.

“You know I
don’t call you unless it’s important, Holly.” She
sighs dramatically, causing me to pinch the bridge of my nose to
stave off the beginnings of a stress headache.

Because just like
that, my mother can make a crappy day supremely crappier.

“Your father
has been selected as the Franklin R. Murray award winner this year,”
she says proudly.

“That’s
wonderful,” I say flatly, because I stopped caring about my
father’s medical accomplishments years ago. The man went from
being my hero and inspiration to become a doctor to being nothing but
a big, fat disappointment to me.

She ignores my lack
of enthusiasm and continues. “We’d like you to attend the
award dinner. It’s next month on the twenty-sixth.”

I reach ER Room Two,
which is nothing more than a curtained-off section of the emergency
room treatment bay. I can see two large shadows moving behind the
curtain and the raised voice of one very irate male, who isn’t
speaking loudly but is very clearly pissed.

“This is
ridiculous that we’re still waiting to see the doctor. My son
is fucking five years old, and he’s scared,” I hear the
man say.

I hear the soothing
voice of Amy, one of our more seasoned nurses, in there. “She’s
on her way, Mr. Davis. And I promise Sam isn’t in any pain.”

“I know that,”
he retorts. “He’s just scared and tired. We need to get
this taken care of so I can take him home.”

Turning my attention
back to my phone call, I quickly tell my mother, “I’m
sorry, but I won’t be able to make it. Give my congratulations
to Father. I have to go now.”

Before my mother can
even take in an indignant breath, I disconnect the call and slip my
phone back in my pocket.

I push back the
curtain to enter Room Two just as I hear Mr. Davis say, “I want
a doctor in here immediately, or I want to see the hospital
administrator.”

Glancing down to
grab the medical chart clipped to the end of the bed, and in my most
professional yet conciliatory voice, I say, “I’m truly
sorry for your wait, Mr. Davis.”

I paste a warm smile
on my face and look up to meet the gaze of the irate father.

And my world
pitches, rolls, and then tilts precariously on its axis.

Standing before me
is a ghost from the past.

A beautiful ghost
standing just over six feet with skin the color of mocha and eyes so
light brown they might as well be orbs of amber.

“Tim?” I
say hesitantly, almost not believing that he’s standing right
there in front of me. The last time I saw him was ten years ago when
my father broke my heart and I, in turn, broke Tim’s.

He’s still the
same, yet different. He now has a thin mustache and goatee
surrounding those beautiful lips and the strong chin I remember so
well. His eyes carry a wisdom within them that makes me wonder what
he’s been through over the last decade.

Rustling from the
bed catches my attention, and I quickly realize that my young patient
is Tim’s son. A quick breath in and I collect myself. Putting
on a truly warm and genuine smile, I walk to the side of the bed and
pat the little boy laying there on the leg.

“Hey…
you must be Sam?” I ask him gently, and he nods almost shyly.

His eyes are wide
and fearful. They aren’t Tim’s eyes though. Much lighter…
a hazel with flecks of green, and I wonder if Sam’s mother is
white. The rest of his face is Tim’s though… through and
through, and this kid is going to be gorgeous when he grows up.

“How are you
feeling?” I ask him softly. “Any pain?”

“No.”
He’s so quiet I can barely hear him.

“That’s
good,” I say with a smile. “My name is Holly. I’m
the doctor that’s going to take care of you today and I
promise, I’m going to make you feel all better. Okay?”

He nods… this
time with a tiny smile, which I return.

Turning away from
Sam, I shoot a quick glance at Tim. He’s not said a word yet to
me and by the look on his face, I’m not sure he really wants to
talk to me. This I can understand as I’ve often thought over
the years what we would actually say to each other if this moment
ever occurred, and I always came up flat empty as well.

I walk over to a
rolling cart that houses a computer terminal and with a few
keystrokes, I have his x-ray results pulled up. It only takes me a
nanosecond to see the problem.

Looking over my
shoulder at Tim, I motion toward the digital films. “He’s
got a small fracture in his first metatarsal.”

Tim takes a few
steps and comes to stand beside me. I point to the fracture. “Right
there. Good news is that it’s non-displaced and it’s an
easy fix. Just a good splint and plenty of resting it for the next
three weeks.”

Tim nods, lets out a
grateful breath, and then murmurs, “That’s good.”

Turning away from
me, he walks over to Sam’s bedside and places his large hand on
top of the boy’s head. “Doesn’t look too bad,
buddy. Holly is going to put a splint on it and you’re going to
have to be careful for a while, but it should heal up fine.”

“In time for
baseball season?” Sam asks hesitantly.

“Definitely,”
Tim says with a smile, and then leans over to kiss Sam on the
forehead. The move is a simple showing of affection from a parent to
a child, but for some reason… watching Tim… the man he
has become hits a deep chord within me.

Clearing my throat,
I turn to the sink beside the computer terminal and wash my hands
again. “I’m going to do a quick examination. I don’t
expect I’ll find anything else to change my diagnosis, and then
we’ll get you all bandaged up so you can get home.”

Amy pulls the splint
and wrap out of a supply cabinet and lays the materials on a metal
cart beside the bed. I step up to the side that Tim is standing on,
and he quickly moves back to give me room. I shoot him a small smile
and don’t get one in return, his eyes darting away quickly to
rest on Sam.

“Sam…
I’m going to look at your hand. It might hurt a little but
don’t be afraid to tell me when it does. I want to make sure
nothing else is damaged that I can’t see on the x-rays, okay?”

I get a brave nod in
return and spend the next several minutes examining Sam’s hand.
Tim tells me that he fell while playing outside with a dog, so I go
ahead and do a quick range-of-motion exam on his wrist, elbow, and
shoulder. When Sam assures me that nothing else hurts, I take a few
moments and splint his hand up, explaining to Tim how to apply the
wrap around for a secure but not too tight fit.

“All done,”
I tell Sam with a quick squeeze to his shoulder. “You’ll
be as good as new in a few weeks.”

Turning to Amy, I
tell her, “Go ahead and remove the IV and get the discharge
paperwork done.”

“Yes, Dr.
Reynolds,” she says briskly.

I turn back to Sam.
“It was good meeting you, Sam. Take care of yourself.”

Then I turn to Tim,
and I’m met with that same impassive look he has been wearing
since I walked past the curtain into the room. Disappointment fills
me as I realize that Tim truly doesn’t want to talk to me…
at least, not outside of my medical expertise.

I take in a breath,
square my shoulders, and give a polite smile to him. “Well…
it was good seeing you again. Take care.”

He doesn’t say
a word. Doesn’t move a facial muscle in response. Just stares
at me with those amber eyes until I turn away and walk toward the
curtain to, once again, leave Tim behind.




 


Chapter 3


 

Tim


 

I’m still
reeling from seeing Holly.

When she walked
through that curtain and my brain first recognized her, I felt every
cell in my body respond to her beauty.

She looked exactly
the same as she did ten years ago.

Long, blonde hair,
more of a golden tone, that’s thick and wavy. Crystal-green
eyes with mile-long lashes and lips that look perpetually swollen by
hard kissing. She’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve
ever known, a true fact that caused me to be tongue-tied around her.

Which was fine,
because it’s not like this is the best place to re-open old
wounds. Because that is what would happen if Holly and I actually had
a moment to talk.

Instead, I was happy
to see her concentrate on Sam. She was so gentle… so patient
and kind with him, that I could tell he was immediately at ease. She
was efficient in her expertise, and I’m grateful for her care
of him.

And then?

Then she was saying
good-bye and walking past me out of the small, curtained room.

My hand shoots out
and grabs her around the wrist. She jerks in surprise and for a brief
moment, I focus on my fingers clasping loosely onto her. My dark skin
against her pale, and a haunting image of my body covering hers as I
made love to her sizzles through my mind.

“Wait,”
I say as I drag my gaze up to hers.

Holly tilts her head
slightly… in curiosity, and I clear my throat. “Do you
have a moment to talk?” I ask her.

“Sure,”
she says with a smile. “I just got off the night shift. It’s
going to take a few minutes to get Sam discharged.”

Turning back to Sam,
I see him talking to the nurse as she takes his IV out. “Sam…
buddy… I’m going to step just outside this curtain a
moment to talk to Dr. Reynolds. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, Dad,”
he says with a toothless but brave grin. “I’m good. Amy
promised me some stickers.”

I give a wan smile
to the nurse. Moving my hand from Holly’s wrist to her elbow, I
steer her outside of the curtained room.

“We can step
in here,” she says and actually leads me over to a small office
across the bay.

I follow her inside
and she shuts the door, turning back to me with her hands tucked into
her lab coat. Her smile is warm, her eyes open and searching.

“It’s
really good to see you, Tim,” she begins, her voice quavering
slightly.

I scrub my hand over
my head, feeling the prick from the short bristles of hair as I keep
my head shaved almost to the point of baldness. It’s just
easier to take care of. “Yeah… you too,” I say
distractedly.

“I didn’t
think you’d want to talk,” she murmurs, her gaze dropping
to the floor.

A brief moment of
anger surges through me as I remember the last time I talked to
Holly. It was just before our high school graduation. All the
students were congregated outside, waiting to get herded into our
auditorium for the commencement ceremony.


 

Holly had grabbed
my hand and pulled me off to the side, far enough away from the other
students so we couldn’t be heard. It was the first time I had
seen her since my disastrous meeting with her father four days
earlier. Since then, I hadn’t heard from Holly and she wasn’t
responding to my calls or emails.

“Are you
okay?” I’d asked her quickly, searching her face for any
signs that her father had done something extreme.

Her eyes wouldn’t
meet mine and her bottom lip trembled. My fingers came up under her
chin, and I raised her face and made her look at me. “Holly…
baby… are you okay?”

She gave an
almost urgent shake of her head, and tears welled in her eyes. “Tim…
I can’t… um,” she started, and then a tiny sob
came out of her mouth.

This had me
pulling her hard into my arms, and I kissed the top of her head.
“Tell me. Tell me so I can fix this for you,” I urged
her.

Again, she shook
her head and actually brought her arms up to break my hold, stepping
away from me. She took in a deep breath and blinked her tears away.
“I’m sorry, Tim. But I can’t see you anymore.”

Rage exploded
within me. “What the fuck? Because of what your father said?”

That bigoted
bastard forcibly threw me out of his house four days ago when Holly
decided it was time for me to meet her parents. She was nervous, and
apparently rightfully so, but was convinced the only way to go about
doing it was to pull the Band-Aid off quickly so to speak. So she
told her parents she wanted to invite her boyfriend over for dinner…
and they happily agreed.

When Holly
brought me inside the living room to meet the esteemed Dr. Philip
Reynolds and his socialite wife, Marielle, I knew the moment her
father’s eyes landed on me that the evening had just taken a
terrible turn. He exploded with offended rage, snarling that his
daughter was not going to date “someone like me”. A quick
glance at Holly had told me that she was utterly and completely
stunned by her father’s outburst, seemingly shocked into
absolute stillness. Only when her father latched on to my arm and
started hauling me toward the front door did Holly jump into action,
screaming at her father to let me go.

I was only
eighteen years old, but I was already pretty much filled out. A
six-foot linebacker for our high school football team, I outweighed
Dr. Reynolds by a good forty pounds, but I didn’t make a move
to fight against him. I couldn’t do that out of respect for
Holly.

The rest was sort
of a blur. Holly grabbed ahold of her dad. He shoved back against
her, and she went falling to the floor. Then I was pushed out onto
the front porch, and the door was slammed in my face.

Four days later,
Holly told me she couldn’t see me anymore, and I became one of
the sad statistics where my first love broke my heart and pretty much
ruined me for any other woman.

 

Blinking away those
bitter memories, I look at Holly now standing in front of me. I’d
lost all track of her after graduation and, despite everything, I am
immensely pleased to see she fulfilled her dream of being a doctor.

“I’m not
exactly sure what to say,” I tell her truthfully. “It’s
a little surreal running into you here… in New Orleans of all
places.”

“I’ve
been here for nine years,” she says. “Transferred my
sophomore year from Columbia to Tulane. Did both my undergrad and
medical school here.”

I blink at her in
surprise because Holly had her life all mapped out when we were in
high school. She was going to go to Columbia and then follow in her
father’s footsteps to be a cardiovascular surgeon. She was
going to join his practice where they’d work side by side to
save people together.

“Your plans
changed a little,” I comment.

“Just a
little,” she says with a wry smile. “But what about you?
What are you doing here?”

“Just visiting
my sister for my vacation. I work for the New York City Fire
Department in Brooklyn.”

“Denise,”
Holly says with delight at the mention of my sister. “How is
she? She was always so nice to me.”

“She’s
good. Fantastic actually,” I say, and it starts to feel like
old times again in the way we are lapsing into easy talk.

“And Sam,”
Holly gushes. “God, he’s adorable. What’s your wife
do?”

“We’re
divorced,” I tell her, not feeling an ounce of awkwardness that
Holly is asking about my ex. It didn’t seem solicitous, just
curious in a friendly way. “Just about a year after Sam was
born. But we’ve maintained a good friendship. She’s a
teacher.”

Holly doesn’t
say anything for a moment, cutting her gaze down to the floor and
back. When she looks back up at me, her eyes are apologetic. “I’m
really sorry, Tim. For everything. Just… I feel terrible and
my father was just horrid… is horrid… and if I could go
back—”

I cut her off.
“Holly… it’s okay. It wasn’t your fault.”

“Wasn’t
it?” she says bitterly. “I didn’t fight for us. I
didn’t stand up for you. At least… not until it was too
late.”

The melancholy tone
of her voice causes the hair to stand up on my arms. “What do
you mean, ‘not until it was too late’?” I ask her,
my hand automatically coming out to grasp onto hers.

She squeezes my
fingers. “My father and I—”

The door to the
office opens abruptly and Holly drops my hand, leaning sideways to
look past me. Amy has Sam by the hand, his other arm in a sling.
“Sorry to interrupt, but I have Sam all ready to go.”

I smile at Amy, who
hands me the discharge paperwork and turns to leave. I squat down in
front of Sam. “How you feeling, buddy?”

“Fine,”
he says with a coy smile, his eyes cutting back and forth between
Holly and me.

“Good,”
I say as I stand up. “Let’s get you home.”

Sam turns toward the
door, but I hold him back with a hand on his shoulder. My head turns
back to Holly. “When is your next night off?”

Her eyebrows rise in
surprise. “Um… I have the next two days off, and then I
pull a double.”

“Dinner
tomorrow night?” I ask her. “We can catch up and you can
tell me about your father.”

“Okay,”
she says with a smile, her eyes round and warm as they rest upon me.

“Okay,”
I tell her and return the smile.




 


Chapter 4


 

Holly


 

My doorbell chimes,
and my nerves fire up hard. Giving a last fluff of my hair in the
mirror, I look at myself sternly and mutter, “Tim is just a
friend. This is going to be a nice, friendly dinner where we catch up
and nothing more.”

My reflection sneers
back at me. “Yeah, right. You’re just as attracted to him
as you were in high school. You’re still in love with him for
that matter. Just give in, baby. Your fate is sealed.”

I stick my tongue
out at myself and turn off the bathroom light. The doorbell chimes
again so I hurry my pace to my front door, take a deep breath, and
open it.

And holy hell…
men shouldn’t be allowed to be that gorgeous. Tim shouldn’t
be allowed to be that gorgeous, because it makes me squirm and itch.
He’s six feet of solid muscle, something I didn’t
appreciate the other day in the hospital. He’s wearing a dark
gray t-shirt that’s molded to his chest and abdomen with
well-fit, dark jeans. His arms and shoulders are ripped, and he
clearly has continued his stringent workouts that he followed in high
school. His right arm is covered in a sleeve of tattoos, the detail
of which I can’t see easily because of his dark skin.

It’s not lost
on me, or Tim, that I’m perusing his body and when my eyes
finally drag up to meet his, those amber irises are looking at me
intently with just a slight quirk to his lips in amusement. Then Tim
gives it back to me, slowly raking his gaze down my body. I’m
pleased with my choice to go with a peach-colored blouse that hangs
off one shoulder and a white denim skirt that showcases my legs. I
left my hair long and loose, because I could never forget the way Tim
constantly used to run his fingers through it.

“You look
beautiful,” Tim says, his voice husky.

“You do too,”
I whisper, and with that mutual acknowledgment that our attraction
for each other still exists, an electric current seems to sizzle
between us.

“Our dinner
reservations are in fifteen minutes,” he murmurs while his eyes
do another pass down my body. “You ready?”

I swallow hard and,
before I can talk myself out of it, I say, “Or… we could
just stay here… I’m sure I can whip something up or we
can order a pizza.”

Tim reaches both
arms up and grasps the edges of the door casing. He leans his upper
body in closer to me and murmurs, “If I step foot in this
house—right now—you know dinner is the last thing either
of us are going to be thinking about.”

“And we need
to talk,” I finish his thought.

“We need to
talk,” he agrees. When he holds his hand out to me, I place
mine in his, immediately reconnecting to his warmth and security.


 

***


 

Tim takes me to a
creole restaurant I suggested that’s not too far from my house.
We decide to just order several appetizers and over charbroiled
oysters, fried green tomatoes, and crab cakes, I ask Tim to update me
on his life since we graduated high school.

I was surprised over
his career path. The Tim Davis I knew and loved had his heart set on
college so he could pursue a law degree. I was stunned that he
dropped out after his sophomore year at Syracuse and chose to become
a firefighter instead. It becomes quickly apparent to me that this is
what he was supposed to do with his life, because the joy and passion
when he talks about his job is deeply touching to me.

“So, what
happened to Columbia?” he asks as he cuts a fried green tomato
in half, putting a piece on my plate and take the other for himself.
“You said you transferred to Tulane the other day.”

I nod, using a knife
and fork to cut my slice into equal bites. This gives me the excuse
to look at my food instead of at him. “Yeah… um, my
father and I sort of had a falling out over what he did.”

I take a peek at
Tim. He’s gone still, his eyes dark with interest. He sets his
silverware down and rests his elbows on the table, steepling his
hands before his face. “What happened?”

Setting my own
silverware down, I clear my throat. “I could never reconcile
what he did to you. The terrible things he said to you. I tried to
argue with him and for the first time in my life, my father hit me.
It was more like an open-handed slap across my face, but he called me
a dirty whore for being with a black man.”

“Jesus fucking
Christ,” Tim growls.

I hold up a hand to
stop him. “He tried to make me feel dirty for loving you, but I
just couldn’t. There was nothing wrong with it. It was so
right. I was so sure of my feelings for you.”

“Yet you broke
up with me,” he says quietly, and I don’t miss the tiny
bit of bitterness in his voice.

I nod, lowering my
eyes in shame. “He made me. Threatened to kick me out of the
house after graduation with nothing but the clothes on my back.”

“Fuck me,”
Tim mutters, but I don’t dare look back up at him.

“I was scared,
Tim. I had my whole life mapped out… college, medical school,
a career helping people. And here I was, on the verge of being
homeless and penniless.”

“Holly,”
Tim whispers, but I still won’t look at him.

“I don’t
know if he meant good on his threat, but I was too afraid to stand up
to him. I was too weak. I chose to let you go instead.”

Tim is utterly
silent. Although those were some really hard words to get out, I feel
a weight lifting from my shoulders now that he knows the whole truth.
I finally dare a glance at him, and I’m stunned to see sympathy
swimming in his beautiful eyes.

“Oh, baby,”
he murmurs, reaching a hand across the table to take mine.

“I’m so
sorry,” I tell him, my voice quavering with emotion. “I’m
so sorry that I couldn’t be stronger.”

Tim’s fingers
squeeze hard against mine. “No,” he says harshly. “It’s
not your fault. You were fucking eighteen years old and scared out of
your mind. You did what you had to do, and if that meant cutting me
loose, then you had to do that to keep yourself secure.”

“I don’t
deserve that from you,” I choke out.

“Don’t,
Holly,” he tells me firmly. “You need to let it go. You
did nothing wrong. You hear me? You. Did. Nothing. Wrong.”

I nod, not really
accepting what he’s saying, but no longer having the strength
to argue against his forgiveness.

“How did you
end up in New Orleans?” Tim asks as he gives me a final squeeze
and releases my hand. He then nods to my plate and adds on, “Eat.”

I take the small
reprieve he gives me in the heavy conversation and pick at a crab
cake. “My relationship with my father was broken. I took his
roof that summer and then his tuition money, but the day he kicked
you out of our house… I broke emotional ties with him. I spent
my freshman year at Columbia applying for scholarships to other
universities so I could get out from his hold completely. I got
several offers, but Tulane was the furthest away from New York. I
left after my freshman year and never looked back.”

“You cut ties
with your father?” Tim asks incredulously.

“He was my
hero, Tim,” I defend my actions. “And then he completely
violated my trust in him. And I’m sorry… but I just
can’t accept his views. They aren’t me. He made me feel
bad for having feelings for you, and I just couldn’t forgive
it.”

“I don’t
know what to say,” he murmurs, taking a sip of the wine we had
ordered.

“I still talk
to my parents, but it’s stilted… impersonal. I think
I’ve been back home maybe three times in the past nine years.
My mother still pretends like we’re a family, but we’re
not. Haven’t been for ten years.”

“I’m
sorry,” Tim says.

I give him a wry
smile. “Nothing for you to be sorry about.”

“There is,”
he says quietly. “I’m sorry for thinking the worst about
you for so long. I just assumed that you prescribed to your father’s
way of thinking. That maybe I was just a novelty to you… rich,
white chick dating the ruggedly handsome, black football player.”

I snicker over the
imagery, but then I turn serious. I hope he understands when I say,
“I loved you, Tim. You were my first love. It was true. My
father never changed that. He just made it impossible for me to see
it through.”

The muscles in Tim’s
throat work as he swallows hard. His eyes are deep pools of sadness
and lost time. “What am I going to do with you?” he
murmurs.

I cut my gaze over
to our waiter, who is hovering nearby. With a motion of my wrist, I
silently ask for our check. Picking up my napkin from my lap, I dab
at my mouth and then lay it across my plate. “How about taking
me home? I’m sure you can figure out something after that.”

Tim’s eyes
flash hot… sparking with intensity as he stares at me across
the table. His lips curve up in a wicked grin. “I think I can
come up with something.”




 


Chapter 5


 

Tim


 

The short drive back
to Holly’s house is noticeably quiet. I expect it’s
because both of our minds are preoccupied with what’s to come.

I can’t deny
it… from the moment I laid eyes on Holly in the emergency room
the other day, I was reminded of how deeply attracted I am to this
woman on a physical level. Despite the pain she had caused me, my
cock was still very much interested in her.

After our
conversation tonight… and the things I’ve learned?

My mind is on
absolute overdrive trying to make sense of it all. Because now, I
have been cleared to act on that attraction, and clearly, Holly wants
the same thing. Before too long, I’m going to be sunk into that
beauty.

But this is now more
than just physical attraction, something Holly and I never ran short
of when we were together in high school. Now old feelings have been
revived, and every bit of pain and anger is gone. All I feel now is
warmth and care toward her as well as tremendous sympathy for what
she went through. I admire her bravery in standing up to her old man
and for holding true to her values. This all presses down upon me,
and I have to wonder what that bitch fate has in mind for us going
forward.

For the immediate
future, the one thing I do know is that I’m going to fuck Holly
like she’s never had it before. I was a boy then… but
I’m a man now. I’ve learned a thing or two since we lost
our virginity to each other in the back seat of my mom’s old
Buick Skylark.

I park the car in
Holly’s driveway and follow her silently up to her front porch.
Her house is modest for a doctor, but Holly never struck me as one
that wanted wasted extravagance. Even though she grew up in wealth,
she was never the type of girl that was stuck on trends or
possessions, which is something that made me more comfortable with
her, because I absolutely didn’t come from wealth.

When Holly bends her
head to stick her key in the lock, I walk up close behind her,
immediately immersed in her scent. My chest brushes against her
shoulder blades, and I lean forward to nuzzle into her neck. She
sighs… softly, and leans back into me, the lock momentarily
forgotten.

My arms wrap around
her waist, and I pull her back in tighter to me. My voice is soft but
gruff. “It’s been so long, Holly.”

“Seems like a
lifetime ago,” she murmurs. “But sometimes, it feels like
only yesterday.”

My hand snakes up,
takes her by the chin, and turns her head to the side. I lean around
her, still keeping my other arm around her waist.

I kiss her…
not too soft, but not too hard. It’s more like a reclaiming of
that mouth I have admittedly fantasized about over the years since
we’ve been apart. Holly may have broken my heart, but that
didn’t mean all of my memories of her were harsh. Quite the
contrary, the crushing of my heart is indicative of how deep my
feelings for her went, which provided a lasting impression on me and
had me comparing her to all the other women in my life.

Yes, we were young
when we were together, and yes… it was first love. But just as
Holly said, it was a true love. It was pure, sweet, and innocent. It
was innocent because we had no clue of the troubles that would face
us because our skin color was different. It just didn’t matter
to Holly and me, so it was beyond the comprehension of our young
hearts that it would stand in our way.

Holly kisses me
back… deeply and without reservation. Her hand slides up and
around the back of my neck, her fingertips digging in. My arm
tightens around her stomach as I press my hips into her back. The
tiny moan she lets out tells me she feels and appreciates how hard I
am for her already.

Pulling my mouth
away, I give her a tiny push toward the door. “Get that door
unlocked.”

My hands come to her
hips, just so I can keep touching her, and she deftly slides the key
in to give us entrance. As soon as the door is closed, she turns to
me with open arms and we are kissing again. This time deeper…
hotter. She groans, and then I groan, the feel of her in my mouth so
fucking good.

Then she’s in
my arms and I’m walking her back toward her bedroom as she
gives me loose directions while we continue to kiss. I set her down
on her feet, and she’s pulling at my t-shirt while I work the
button and zipper on her little white skirt. Our hands fumble…
frantic to get at the skin below. We get sidetracked by our shoes and
for me to get a condom out of my wallet, but in the end, it takes
just mere seconds for us to get naked.

She steps back from
me, her eyes slowly roaming down my body. When she gets to my cock,
which is hard as a rock and tilted upward, I can literally feel the
heat of her gaze. Lust courses through me, and I can’t help my
hand reaching out to grasp my own thickness. I stroke myself up and
down, watching Holly’s eyes practically dilate. Lust boils
thick within me.

“Get on the
bed, baby,” I command her while I pump my cock with my hand.

She scrambles…
scoots to the center and lies down on her back. Her skin is pale,
creamy, and from the looks of it, soft as satin. I can’t wait
to run my lips and hands all over it. I’ve always loved the way
my dark skin looked next to her porcelain softness. The contrast
actually heightens the eroticism of our fucking.

Crawling onto the
bed, I push her legs apart and don’t waste any time. I can’t
wait… it’s been too long and I want this woman too badly
right now. I’ll take the time for re-exploring her body later
tonight. Kneeling between her legs, I hand her the condom and thickly
command her, “Put it on me.”

Licking her lips,
she quickly opens the condom and reaches out one hand to grasp onto
my cock. Slender, pale fingers curve around my shaft, which jerks in
response to her touch.

“Fuck, I love
your touch,” I groan. “Always loved it.”

She gives me a soft
smile as she rolls the condom on, giving me a hard squeeze when she’s
done. I bat her hand away and fall down on top of her, making sure to
catch myself on one forearm so I don’t crush her with my
weight. My mouth immediately finds hers, and it’s all about the
tongue and the teeth as we desperately kiss one another.

One hand slips
between her legs, first to cup her gently, and then to slide a single
finger inside of her. She bucks against me and moans. She’s so
fucking wet already, but she’s not quite ready. I add another
finger and slowly pump them in and out, stretching her and flicking
my thumb against her clit. Holly’s hips gyrate wantonly, and
her fingers dig into my back. It’s one of the things I always
loved about her… how she gave into me with utter abandon,
never once ashamed to show me how much she loved my touch.

“Tim,”
she murmurs, her voice raspy. “I want you inside of me.”

“You ready for
me?” I ask. “Because I’m not going to be able to
take it slow or gentle with you. I want you too much to hold back.”

She shakes her head
and pumps her hips against my hand. “God, I’m ready. And
I can take anything you dish out.”

I kiss her again,
brutally hard, and pull my hand from between her legs. Grasping onto
my cock, I swipe it over her slick folds, find my purchase, and give
a tiny push. She’s so fucking tight and I’m a big man, so
I don’t want to hurt her. I work with short pumps of my hips,
inching my way in a little deeper each time, feeling her flesh relax
and mold around me like a glove. More wetness floods around me and
her hands drop to my ass to urge me on.

“Please,”
she moans as her fingernails score the skin on my ass.

I drop my head to
her shoulder, take a breath, and slam my hips forward until I’m
sunk into the hilt. Holly cries out a “yes,” and I can’t
stop what sounds like an animal-like snarl that comes out of my own
mouth.

“Fuck, fuck,
fuck,” I mutter into her shoulder. I hold myself absolutely
still, afraid I might blow with just a few thrusts.

“God, I missed
this,” she whispers softly. “Missed you inside of me.
Missed your goodness… your heart… all of it inside of
me.”

Her words touch me
deeply and bring a bit of control back over me. I tentatively pull
out of her a bit and sink right back in slowly. Oh, yeah… pure
fucking heaven right there.

Lifting my head, I
look down at her. Her eyes are half-mast but glittering with
sensuality. “You okay?” I ask her.

She smiles at me.
“Better than ever.”

“I can’t
believe I’m here… inside of you right now. Never thought
this would ever happen again.”

“I know,”
she says softly, one hand coming to caress my face. “I’ve
missed you.”

“I’ve
missed you too, Holly,” I tell her sincerely. While I haven’t
spent every day of the last ten years pining over her, I have thought
about her more than I probably should.

I keep moving in and
out of her languidly as we stare at one another. She arches her neck
and tilts her head back, getting caught up in the pleasure. It makes
me go a little harder… a little faster. I watch her face the
entire time, her eyes finally giving in and closing. Her lips parted
with tiny pants of air gusting out. A brief glance down and I see her
breasts bouncing and swaying from my thrusts into her body.

Reaching a hand down
between her legs, I place the pad of my finger against her clit and
start rubbing in circles… softly at first, but then rougher. I
time the power of my thrusts, first going a little deeper to make
sure she can handle it, and then adding speed and power on top.
Holly’s legs raise, grip my ribs with her knees, and I get
rewarded with a tiny grunt every time I hit her deep.

“I’m so
close, Tim,” she practically cries.

I fuck her harder,
sweat now beading at my temples and rolling down the side of my face.
I can feel my balls start to tighten, and I grit my teeth to try to
hold it back because I don’t want to give up this feeling right
now.

But then Holly gives
a strangled cry, and I feel her pussy clamp down hard on my dick as
she starts to orgasm. Her back arches and I slam into her again, then
again, and again once more, while she moans out her release.

And fuck…
right there, I start to come. I come hard and long, and with another
deep thrust, I come some more. My entire body shakes with the
release, and I groan against the soft skin of her neck.

Christ, that was
better than it ever has been before. Better than anything Holly and I
ever did in our youth, and fucking better than any other woman I’ve
ever been with.

I don’t know
the why of it, and I don’t really care. There is just something
between Holly and me that can’t be explained but for whatever
reason, it connects us on a different level. A higher plane. A cosmic
emotional universe where only we exist.

And this, I like
very much.




 


Chapter 6


 

Holly


 

I walk out of the
O.R. suite, discard my mask and cap, and give my hands a good
scrubbing. While I just spent the last forty-five minutes putting all
of my focus into pinning a distal radius fracture, I take a moment
now to let my mind leave the stress of my job and focus on something
a little more pleasing.

Tim.

The other night was…
well, I’m not sure what it was.

It was a coming home
of sorts. It felt natural and familiar to be with him, yet it was new
and exciting at the same time. We’re both still the same, but
we’re different too. We have age and maturity coating our
souls, which led to some amazing pillow talk after he practically put
me in a coma with a blistering orgasm. We caught up on each other’s
lives, holding nothing back. He told me about his ex-wife, Bonnie,
and I told him about my past relationships. It was a candid
discussion without any fear of reprisal.

Then Tim pushed me
on my back, spread my legs wide, and proceeded to go down on me. This
was something very new in our relationship, because back when we were
eighteen years old and having lost our virginity to each other,
neither one of us knew much about sex. I mean, a wild time together
for us was trying it doggy style in the bathroom of a party one
weekend.

All I know is that
he made me come twice before he fucked me again, and it was just so
damned good. I don’t ever remember it being this good.

Ever.

With anyone.

I expect it’s
because we have history and feelings that ran very deep at one point,
and may be starting to run deep again.

My phone buzzes in
my lab coat hanging on hook on the wall. I dry my hands and grab it.

Smiling, I read the
text from Tim. I took a chance to see if you had time for a visit.
I’m in the lobby.

I type back quickly.
Just finished a surgery. Be there in a minute.

When I get to the
lobby, Tim is surfing on his iPhone while he sits cocked back in a
relaxed position. So beautiful… sitting there in a pair of
khaki shorts, running shoes, and a red t-shirt. It’s late and I
know this is a quick visit, but damn… he looks good enough to
eat.

“Hey,” I
say as I walk up to him.

His face tilts up
with a beautiful smile of welcome on his face. “Hey. Sam’s
in bed so thought I’d drop by. Hope I’m not bothering
you.”

“No way,”
I tell him, reaching down to take his hand. “Come on… we
can go hang in one of the on-call doctors’ offices for a bit.
It’s pretty slow right now.”

He walks beside me…
down a few hallways, and back into the administrative section of the
emergency room, which houses three empty offices that the on-call
doctors can use to work on their paperwork. I take the first one on
the right, which I can tell is unoccupied since no light is shining
underneath the door.

I flip on the light
as Tim follows me in, then I shut and lock the door.

The snicking of the
lock catches Tim’s attention and his eyebrows rise in surprise
when I step into him close, raise a tiny bit on my toes, and give a
tiny nip on his chin. “I really don’t have a lot of time,
so let’s make the most of it.”

My hands work
quickly at the button and zipper of his shorts and before he can even
say a word, I have them pushed past his hips and his cock in my hand.

It swells quickly as
I stroke him, and Tim curses. “Fuck, baby.”

“Yes, we
will,” I tell him confidently. “But first… need to
do this.”

Dropping to my
knees, I pump him a few more times, loving how unbelievably hard he
has become. Opening my mouth, I give him a tiny lick on the tip, and
he jerks in my hands. I sneak a peek up at him. He’s looking
down at me with such a feral look in his eyes, I almost doubt myself
for a second.

That moment passes
and I take him into my mouth deeply. And oh, man… he’s
big. I mean, really big, and my jaw immediately protests, but I love
the feel and taste of him against my tongue too much to give him up.
This was also something we never attempted in the past, but it’s
such an intimate act that I want to share it with him now.

Tim’s hands
fist in my hair hard and his hips rock back and forth as I suck and
lick at him. I look up at him again, and he’s staring down at
me so intently that wetness floods in between my legs.

“Holly,”
Tim mutters and holds tighter to my head. I notice his hips have
stilled, but I naturally compensate with more bobbing action of my
head.

“Holly…
honey,” Tim groans. “Stop. You have to stop or I’m
going to blow fast.”

I give a shake of my
head and suck him in deeper, but in an instant, he’s gone from
my mouth, having wrenched himself away from me. I look up at him in
surprise, barely taking in the fact that his chest is heaving with
exertion and his cock is standing up tall and wet from my saliva
before he’s grabbing me under my armpits and pulling me off the
floor.

Spinning me around
roughly, he pushes me down chest first onto the desk. I can hear his
breathing, which is harsh and grating, and his hands pull frantically
at my scrub bottoms.

“Fuck, Holly…
watching you take me in your mouth like that. Couldn’t handle
it. So fucking turned on right now,” he pants as he tears my
scrubs and underwear down my legs. His hand immediately comes up and
he shoves two fingers in me. This feels oh so good because I am
beyond turned on myself after feeling him in my mouth.

Tim steps up behind
me, and then his fingers are replaced by him rubbing the end of his
cock in between my wet folds while one hand pushes in between my
shoulder blades so I lower even further down to the desk.

“Tell me now
if I can’t fuck you bare,” he commands with a growl.

“You can,”
I moan, implicitly trusting him.

Tim slams home…
one vicious thrust of his hips, and his cock punches into me so hard,
the desk scoots forward by several inches.

“Gonna be
fast, baby,” Tim mutters, and then his hands are at my hips and
he’s ramming in and out of me. His pelvis and legs slap against
my own skin, the desk scrapes across the floor, and neither one of us
can stop the moans and grunts being elicited from this wild and crazy
fucking we are doing in the emergency room.

“Oh, God,
Holly,” Tim groans. “You should see what I see from back
here, baby. My cock tunneling into you. So fucking hot.”

I moan hard over his
words and feel the first twinges of an orgasm starting to build. He
fucks me even harder and when his hand reaches around, finds my clit,
and pinches it, I erupt in a violent implosion of ecstasy, absolutely
amazed at how well Tim can play my body.

“I’m
going to come,” Tim moans. He mutters a long, drawn-out string
of curses as he starts to do so, grinding himself against me to milk
every bit of the pleasure.

Both of us are
breathing hard. Tim leans over me, placing a soft kiss against the
back of my head before he steps back and pulls out of my body. I feel
wetness sliding down my legs, but then Tim reaches across the desk,
grabs several tissues from a box, and cleans me up. He pulls my
underwear and scrubs up before tucking himself back in, and then,
best of all, he pulls me into his arms.

Resting my head
against his chest, I listen to the steady thump of his heart,
relishing his strength and security. I feel peaceful and fulfilled on
so many levels that it’s hard to describe.

Pulling back
slightly, Tim gives me a soft kiss on my lips. Smiling, he says,
“Damn Holly… I truly only came by to see if you had time
for a cup of coffee.”

I giggle and nuzzle
back into this chest. “This was way better than a cup of
coffee.”

“Fuck yeah it
was,” he says as he squeezes me.

“It sucks
being on duty today and tomorrow,” I mutter as one of his hands
comes up to stroke my hair.

“I know,”
he agrees softly. “I’m going to take Sam to the zoo
tomorrow, but I was thinking… are you up for spending the day
after with us? Maybe show us around New Orleans and then come over
for dinner at my sister’s house?”

My arms
involuntarily squeeze around his waist in answer. “I’d
love to.”

“Good,”
he says. “I want you to get to know Sam.”

Pulling back, I look
at Tim in curiosity. “You do?”

“Of course I
do,” he says like I just asked the most stupid thing in the
world. “Holly… I’m not sure what you think is
going on between us, but this isn’t just a vacation fuck. I
might be going back to New York, but this isn’t finished
between us. You know that, right?”

Warmth, tenderness,
and relief courses through me. I smile at him brightly and place my
palm on his chest. “It’s definitely not finished between
us.”




 


Chapter 7


 

Tim


 

We settled on taking
Sam to Carousel Gardens Amusement Park, figuring it would be the best
way to keep a five-year-old entertained. He started petering out
right after lunch, but he caught his second wind early afternoon.

The day could not
have gone any better. I had a quick talk with Sam last night about
Holly, merely telling him that she was an old and dear friend of
mine, and that she wanted to spend the day with us. He reacted as any
child probably would… with complete indifference. Instead, he
was more excited about the amusement park and wanted assurances that
he would be able to go on the rides even with his hand in a splint.

What was
interesting, though, was how quickly Sam warmed up to Holly once we
got to the park. His indifference turned to genuine interest, and
that was only to be expected because Holly showed immense interest
toward him and his world. I guess because her specialty is in
pediatric orthopedics that she has a natural talent connecting to
kids, but even I was pretty awe-inspired as I watched her aptly able
to handle long bouts of five-year-old dialogue.

“So what
position do you play in baseball?” Holly asked Sam as we walked
through the park.

And, as only a
five-year-old can do when he wants to talk about something that is
important to him, he really talks about what is important to him. “I
play second base. And I’m really good. I’m ‘posed
to be in the Tee Ball league, but I’m good enough to be in
Coach Pitch, and I did a camp this summer and I tried outfield but
didn’t like it, plus I’m gooder at second base.”

“Better,”
I interjected quickly.

“Better,”
Sam agreed. He then continued to tell Holly about every other kid on
his team and what he felt their future would be like in baseball.

By midmorning, Sam
wanted Holly to go on the rides with him and I was relegated to
holding onto the stuffed animals we had won while they got to have
all the fun. And I grinned the entire time, grateful that Sam at
least liked Holly and vice versa.

This was important
to me because as I told her the other night, this is in no way
finished between us. I have no fucking clue what the future holds for
us, but I know it holds something. I know this because within just a
few days, many of my old feelings for Holly have returned. Not only
is there the extreme physical attraction, but it’s like ten
years have melted away and I am remembering all the things about her
that caused my eighteen-year-old self to fall in love with the
blonde-haired, green-eyed girl who wanted to be a doctor and save the
world.

Her humor, her
grace, her compassion.

The way she rolls
her eyes at me when I’m goofing around.

Her little habit of
nibbling on her lip when she’s thinking about the best way to
say something.

The way she makes
eye contact with everyone she walks by, giving a smile or a nod of
her head in greeting.

Or how she hums
along to the music in the car but refuses to actually sing out loud.

All of those things
I had forgotten, and yet, they are still so innately Holly and I
realized I’ve actually missed those little quirks.

Then there are the
things I’m learning about her anew. The ways in which she’s
changed as a woman. She has a naughty streak, which so wasn’t
her in high school. We were only sexually active for a few months
before her father broke us apart, but she was tentative and always
looked to my lead. The other night, she practically molested me in
that little office, a new trait I’m finding I like very much.

Of course, I can’t
overlook the fact that she began to really change probably the day
after we broke up. That was the beginning of the end for her and her
father, and she made tremendous sacrifices and weighty decisions to
make sure that her life would not be controlled by a bigoted man.
This is a character trait I would move heaven and earth to teach my
own son, so he never has to suffer under that type of fear or
pressure. I can tell Holly is the type of woman that will move heaven
and earth to teach her own kids that one day.

“Dad…
can I get my picture done?” Sam asks as we stroll through the
amusement park. We’ve already been on all the rides that Sam
felt brave enough to attempt, as well as played every game
imaginable.

I look over to a
street artist drawing caricatures. I’ve always felt those were
stupid and a waste of time, yet today, I have no timetable where Sam
and Holly are concerned.

“Sure,”
I say, reaching into my pocket to pull out my wallet. After I pay the
artist and Sam gets situated in the chair, I step over to Holly and
wrap my arm around her shoulder, pulling her in close. Leaning over,
I kiss her on the top of the head, which is the first outward display
of affection I’ve shown her all day. I had been hesitant,
because of Sam, but he’s not paying any attention to us yet.

But he will,
eventually, so I keep my arm around her and figure he needs to see it
at some point.

“Have a good
time today?” I ask her as we watch the artist start to draw.

“The best,”
she murmurs as she slips an arm around my waist. “How ‘bout
you?”

“The best,”
I agree with her, and then add on, “Sam really likes you.”

“You have an
amazing son, Mr. Davis,” she says smartly. “He is
completely you, one-hundred percent.”

“He got a
little bit of his mom,” I say with a grin. “Luckily, he
didn’t get the part that harped on me all the time for not
picking up my dirty socks from the bedroom floor.”

Holly bumps her hip
against me in admonishment. “I’d harp on you for that
too.”

“I knew it…
you’re a shrew,” I tease her, and yup… there it
is… an eye roll.

We watch Sam for a
moment, his eyes finally darting over to us as we stand there with
our arms around each other. He doesn’t even lift an eyebrow,
just flashes his big, gapped grin and turns back to the artist.

“So, you want
kids?” I ask her.

“Yeah,”
she says with a dreamy hint in her voice. “Someday. Maybe two…
three? I don’t know, but definitely.”

“You’d
make a wonderful mother,” I murmur as I lean over and touch my
cheek to her temple.

“It’s
funny, because growing up, whenever my father did something that I
just adored, I would say to myself, ‘I’m going to be
exactly like him when I grow up’. I’m so different now
than I was then. I’ve learned so much… seen all kinds of
ugly. I hope I’ve managed to weed out all the bad I’ve
seen my father do and come away with only the good.”

“That is
definitely not something you need to worry about,” I tell her
as I keep my eyes trained on Sam. “There is nothing but good
inside of you.”

“Yeah, well,
you haven’t seen me up close and personal when I have PMS. You
won’t be singing my praises then,” she teases.

“I think I
could handle that. It’s only once a month.”

Holly gives a
throaty laugh and pulls away. When my arm falls away from her
shoulder, she immediately takes my hand and laces her fingers with
mine. Turning to face me, her back to Sam, she looks up at me and the
sun causes her green eyes to lighten to the color of limes. She’s
absolutely breathtaking… literally steals my breath away.

“I checked up
on you while you were in college,” Holly says out of the blue.

My eyebrows rise,
not only because I’m surprised by this, but also because this
is so far off track from our talk of her PMS. “Oh, yeah?”

She nods…
almost shyly, lowering her gaze to the ground. “After I decided
to leave Columbia toward the end of my freshman year. When I started
getting scholarship offers to other schools. I knew I was going to
leave my father and his controlling ways behind.”

Her words trail off…
she’s lost in a memory. I take my hand and tuck it under her
chin, raising her gaze to me. I look at her questioningly so she’ll
continue.

“Remember
Bennie… who was dating Sarah Carnes our senior year?”

I nod, vaguely
remembering Bennie but having no clue who Sarah Carnes was.

“Well, Bennie
went to Columbia and we had a few classes together. Sarah went to
Syracuse and was in a sorority there.”

“I remember
Bennie… not Sarah though.”

“Well, Sarah
was sorority sisters with a girl you were dating your freshman year,”
she says.

“Beth Gamble,”
I say, remembering the petite little cheerleader I was seeing on and
off while at Syracuse.

“Yeah…
well, Bennie knew we had dated in high school, and he mentioned Sarah
had seen you at a few parties. So, he always sort of kept me up to
date on how you were doing. As much as Sarah knew from observing you
at parties.”

“It’s
why you didn’t try to contact me, isn’t it?” I ask
with a dark feeling seeping through me.

She nods and gives a
sad smile. “I wanted to contact you. Tell you everything that
happened, and that I was going to be free from my father. I don’t
know… I wanted another chance with you, but you had moved on.
I guess I was just afraid of you rejecting me. So I did nothing.”

I felt anger toward
her father for making this mess to begin with. Pure, blistering hot
anger for fucking us and everything we had up.

I pull Holly into my
arms and hug her hard. Then I dip down and kiss her… softly
and sweetly, because there is a five-year-old sitting ten feet away
who may be watching.

Sweeping my lips
across her cheek, I murmur in her ear, “So much time wasted,
baby.”

Holly pulls back and
looks at me. “I don’t see it that way.”

“Oh, yeah? How
do you see it?”

“I see it as
an opportunity for both of us to grow on our own. And most
importantly, you had Sam. That wouldn’t have happened if we had
stayed together.”

Brave, pragmatic,
practical Holly. So fucking sweet and thoughtful.

This time, I pull
her in and kiss her a little harder. And yeah, I slip my tongue in
between those sweet lips briefly and really pour my emotion into her.

“Ewww,”
I hear Sam whine from behind us. “Dad… that’s
gross.”

Holly and I break
slowly apart, both gazing at each other with smiles before we turn to
face Sam. “Trust me, buddy. One day, this won’t seem
gross to you.”

Apparently, Sam had
been watching Holly with keen interest all day, because right there
and then, he gives me an eye roll that has me laughing at the little
monster.




 


Chapter 8


 

Holly


 

“I can’t,
Tim,” I gasp.

“You can,”
he urges me with a growl. “All the way down, baby.”

“You’re
too big… it’s too much,” I whine, but damn…
it feels really, really good.

“Just a little
more,” he pants, bringing his hands to my hips and pushing me
down on him some more.

He’s lodged
inside me deep… I’m on top and trying to take the rest
of him in. But geez… he’s so freakin’ big that I
don’t know if I can do it.

But this is our last
night together. He leaves tomorrow afternoon and I’ll be
working, so this is where I say goodbye to the man that I’ve
started spiraling for again. In just a few short days, he’s
become an important part of my world once more. Our time together has
been limited, between my shifts at the hospital and his need to spend
time with Sam and Denise, but we are making the very most of it. He’s
stayed the night with me a few times, and I spent another day touring
New Orleans with him, Sam, and Denise. He came to see me once more at
the hospital, and while we didn’t have sex, we did have an
amazing cup of coffee together where he told me all about his life
inside the fire department, which included many funny stories about
his best friend, Flynn Caldwell.

I want to make the
most of tonight. I want to connect to him deeper than I ever have
before. I feel an almost desperate need to make him understand…
through my words or body language… just how much he means to
me. So I’m going to take him in all the way and forge him
deeper into my body and soul.

Panting, I push down
another fraction of an inch, and Tim shudders underneath me. He
slides a hand down between my legs, presses his thumb against my
clit, and I jerk hard against the contact at the same time Tim
thrusts up into me hard.

And, oh yeah…
oh, my holy God… he’s all the way in and it’s the
absolute best feeling in the world.

I sit atop him…
holding still, relishing the fullness within me. Tim stares up at me,
his dark eyes sparkling with lust. Tentatively, I give a little
rotating move of my hips that causes him to massage against something
deep inside of me.

“You’re
killing me, Holly,” Tim groans, trying to literally pick my
body up to slide it off his cock.

I bat his hands away
and admonish him. “Hands off. I got this.”

“Well, get it
faster,” he complains.

I snicker and bend
forward to kiss him briefly. “Patience, my love. All good
things to those who wait.”

Tim’s hands
shoot up and grasp my face, pulling me back for a deeper kiss. His
tongue possesses mine, and my hips start rocking against him. When he
releases me, his voice is deep with longing. “You called me
‘your love’.”

I push up on his
chest so I’m sitting ramrod straight, circling my hips. It’s
creating a little friction… just enough to drive him crazy. “I
did call you that.”

“Am I?”
he asks, his face seriously intent. “Your love?”

I stop moving on
him, placing my hands over his heart. “A lot of time has
passed, Tim. But my feelings for you never changed. They may have
been tucked away deep in my heart, but they never went away.”

Tim just nods…
seemingly at a loss for words, so I take that as my cue to get busy.
I start to raise and lower myself onto him, slowly at first, but as I
adjust to his length and girth, a little bit faster. Then even
faster, and faster yet. Within moments, Tim’s hands are back on
my hips, helping me to practically bounce up and down on him.

“Fucking
gorgeous, Holly,” he mutters, his eyes roaming over my breasts
as they bounce along in rhythm.

My muscles clench,
tighten, and tingle. My orgasm builds swiftly, and I decide not to
hold it back. Reaching behind me, I cup his balls in my hand while I
maintain my rhythm, giving them a gentle squeeze. Tim bucks up hard
against me, almost throwing me off, and yells, “Fuck yeah”.

His hands are at my
hips once more, grinding me down hard against him, and his back
arches as he starts to come inside of me. That’s my undoing…
watching the sheer pleasure wash over his face, and I fall right
along with him into bliss.

Many moments later,
as I lay on top of him, my face sweaty and my heartbeat finally
returning to normal, Tim’s hands stroking my lower back, I hear
him softly say, “You’re my love too.”

Where I find the
strength after that bout of sex, I have no clue, but I rise back up,
leveraging myself on his chest with my forearms.

When my eyes lock
onto his, he gives me a bit of a sad smile. “I’d like to
say that I kept all my same feelings for you over the years, but
you’re smart enough to know that I was hurt by what you did. I
had anger and resentment mixing with my memories of you, but I did
hold something back. I held back the purity of what we had before it
was ruined.”

My heart seizes and
clenches over his words, because I know it’s dredging up old
hurts and peeling away scabbed-over wounds.

Tim brings a hand
up, cups my cheek, and pushes his fingers back through my hair until
he’s holding me by the back of my head. His fingers spread wide
and he grips onto me, giving me a little shake to ensure my
attention. “I held something back all these years, Holly.
Despite everything, when I saw you in that emergency room, I still
felt deep care for you. When you told me what really happened…
with your father… that just stripped all the bitterness away,
and I was truly able to see that I had held back more than I had
thought. I know it may sound trite, and maybe we’re both still
immature fools, but I do know one thing… you are my love too.”

I can’t help
it… tears immediately start pooling in my eyes. I think that
may have been the singularly most beautiful thing I’ve ever
heard in my life. “We’ve been given a second chance,”
I say hoarsely, my voice practically lost to emotion.

“We have,”
he says simply. “I don’t want to waste it.”

“I don’t
either,” I tell him.

“I can’t
do long distance, Holly,” he says matter of factly. “Not
where you’re concerned. And I can’t leave New York
because of Sam.”

I push up off his
chest, rearranging my body so I’m straddling his lower abdomen.
Smiling down at him, I say, “Well… it just so happens
that I’ve been a little homesick for New York. I could move
back.”

“You’d
do that?” Tim asks with wonder, but then his gaze immediately
turns somber. “But what about your parents?”

I wave my hand in
dismissal. “New York’s a pretty damn big place. I think
there’s room enough for all of us.”

“What about
your career here?” he asks, concern etched on his face.

Shrugging my
shoulders, I tell him the truth of my life. “New Orleans was an
escape for me. A way to go to college without the control of my
father. A way to start over… become the person I was meant to
be. I stayed here because I got a good job. I love it. Always will.
But it’s not my home.”

“Because New
York is,” he supplies helpfully.

I shake my head and
give him a tiny smile. “I’m thinking my home is wherever
you are, and since you’re in New York, then yeah… that’s
where it is.”

“We’re
really going to do this?” His palms smooth over my thighs in a
reassuring manner.

“I’m not
letting you go again,” I tell him softly. “It’s
time to take our lives back.”

Tim slips a hand
behind my neck, pulls me down, and kisses my forehead gently. I
collapse back onto his chest, feeling his heart thump against mine,
and close my eyes.

In this moment…
right now… I’ve never been happier in my entire life.




 


Chapter 9


 

Tim


 

I sit at Denise’s
kitchen table as the midmorning sun shines through the window over
the sink, leaving a streak of light right across my plate of
half-eaten eggs and bacon. I take a sip of coffee and watch as Sam
awkwardly scoops eggs up with the fork in his left hand.

“You’re
getting better at using your left hand,” I tell him. He looks
up at me with a grin, and I wink back.

“You’ll
be so good with that left hand,” Denise says as she leans in
and tweaks his nose, “that you’ll be switch hitting this
baseball season.”

“What’s
switch hitting?” Sam asks as he takes a bite of bacon.

“It’s
where you can hit both left and right handed,” I tell him.

“That would be
cool,” he says, looking far more serious as he takes his fork
up again in his left hand and navigates it through the eggs. “Will
Holly come watch some of my games?

I blink in surprise
at the innocent and completely unprovoked question. When I glance
over at Denise, she gives me a knowing smile. We talked the other day
about Holly while Sam was taking a nap. I told her everything about
Holly’s father—who she called a slime-bag prick—and
what Holly did to get away from him and his evil ways. Denise
remembered well my relationship with Holly in high school. She was
only two years older than me, living at home while she attended a
local community college. Holly was a frequent visitor at our house
when we were together, and she and Denise had become close. When
Holly broke up with me, Denise never had bitter feelings toward her
the way I did. In fact, she had told me she was convinced there was
something nefarious going on we didn’t know about because that
would be the only reason Holly would break up with me.

Me, being the
dumbass that I was at eighteen, couldn’t see it and wasn’t
as open minded about the situation as Denise had been.

Now, she is sort of
enjoying rubbing my nose in the pile of hindsight. But that’s
okay by me… I’m happy to know that Denise has been right
about Holly all these years.

Denise’s lips
curve into a smirk and she nods her head toward Sam, indicating that
I need to address the “Holly situation” with him.

“Holly might
visit us in New York during your baseball season,” I tell him
carefully. “I’m sure she’d love to come to one of
your games.”

“Will we come
back to visit her?” he asks, even as his brow is furrowed in
concentration on his eggs.

“Maybe,”
I tell him. “You want to visit Holly again?”

“She’s
nice,” he says absently, now finding his eggs a bit more
interesting than talking about yucky girls.

“Hey Sam,”
I say gently but with enough firmness to get his attention. His eyes
come up to mine, his fork stilled on the plate. “You know Holly
and I use to be really good friends a long time ago, right?”

He nods at me, but
not clearly understanding why this is an important subject.

“Well…
I like Holly a lot. And she likes me, and she really likes you. So,
she’s thinking about moving to New York… so we can see a
lot more of her.”

“Cool. She can
come to all of my games then,” Sam says, and then the subject
is immediately forgotten as he turns back to his plate.

I glance over at
Denise, and she’s clearly enjoying my awkwardness in trying to
explain that I have a serious girlfriend to my child. She gestures
with her hand toward me to keep the conversation rolling, but before
I can even think about what to say next, Sam turns back to me.

“Will she move
in with us?” he asks suddenly. “The way David lives with
Mommy at our house?”

David is the man
that Bonnie has been seeing for almost two years now. He moved in
about six months ago, and he’s a pretty decent dude. And I have
to give him and Bonnie credit… they sat down with me and asked
if it was all right first. But I had been around him enough at Sam’s
various functions to know that first, he was a good guy, and second,
that he loved Sam and Sam loved him in return. They haven’t
discussed marriage, but I’m sure it’s on the horizon.

“I don’t
know,” I tell Sam truthfully, because Holly and I didn’t
talk about that. If I had my heart’s desire, fuck yeah…
she’d move in with me. But I don’t know what she wants.
“It depends on where she gets a job.”

If she gets a
job, I think dismally to myself. I want her in New York like
yesterday, but I recognize this could take quite a while to make the
transfer. We talked well into the night about what opportunities
there may be for her. She’d prefer an emergency room setting,
but those options could be limited. She’d take a private
practice position though, if she had to. I told her that I wanted her
to wait for the perfect job, even if it killed me to be away from her
a little bit longer.

“Well, it
would be cool if she did,” Sam says. “Because Mommy was
really happy when David moved in, and I know you’d be really
happy if Holly lived with you.”

“Out of the
mouths of babes,” Denise murmurs softly with a gentle gaze at
Sam. We seem to say that a lot about that child of mine.

I swallow hard,
because it’s amazing to me how a child’s pure soul can
see through to things that we may be unwilling or unable to
recognize. Sam takes a last bite of his eggs, and I nudge him on the
shoulder. “Okay… how about you go get cleaned up. We
need to get packed soon so Aunt Denise can take us to the airport.”

“Okay,”
Sam says as he scoots away from the table.

As he trots down the
hallway, I call after him, “And don’t forget to brush
your teeth.”

He doesn’t
respond but I hear him go into the bathroom, so I know he’s
doing his dreaded duty.

“That kid is
pretty amazing,” Denise says as she stands from the table to
clear the plates. I pull my own back closer to me, intent on
finishing my breakfast.

“Pretty close
to perfect,” I agree.

Denise scrapes the
remaining amount of food from the plates into the garbage can and
starts to rinse them. I watch her silently, a thought bubbling in my
head. We had always been close growing up—even closer when our
parents died. Even though she’s only two years old than me, and
we were both adults when our parents died, she couldn’t help
but take on sort of a mothering role with me.

“Let me ask
you something,” I say after I chew a bite of eggs.

“What’s
that?” she asks without turning to look around at me, and
instead opening the dishwasher.

“Do you think
this is all too sudden? With Holly?”

“I don’t,”
she says firmly. “You two were practically babies when you fell
in love, and some would scoff that those feelings could carry over,
but I disagree.”

Placing the last
plate, she leaves the dishwasher open until I can finish my food but
turns to face me, leaning back against the sink counter. Taking a
towel, she wipes her hands. “I think young love… first
love… it’s the truest form there is. It’s pure and
uncorrupted by all the dark things we learn about later in life. I
think it would only be perfectly natural for both of you to remember
those feelings and fall to them pretty quickly. It was good stuff,
right?”

Images of Holly and
me together in high school flash before me. Holding hands while we
walked, her laying her head in my lap while we studied on the Quad
outside, long conversations on the phone late into the night, warmth
and security from the way she would look at me, the sweet way we
would make out, and the even sweeter way we had sex when we finally
got up the mutual nerve to go all the way.

No… it wasn’t
good. It was fucking amazing.

Those memories…
feelings… experiences. They are all still there. They’ve
been revived… bolstered by our new experiences this week.

“It feels
right to you, doesn’t it?” Denise asks.

I give her a wide
smile as I stand from the table, taking my plate over to the sink.
“Yeah… it feels unbelievably right. I actually feel
complete.”

Denise intercepts
me, takes the plate from my hand. “Then I expect we will be
having a wedding before too long.”

“Whoa…
wait a minute,” I say quickly as I hold my hands up with a
laugh. “Who said anything about marriage?”

“I did, you
fool,” she says as she puts my plate in the dishwasher and
closes it.

“Just because
you think—”

“Tim…
baby bro… you are built for marriage. You are the type of man
that will love unconditionally and with his entire being once you
find that one person who’s worthy of it. Bonnie, while I adore
her, wasn’t the woman for you. Holly is. I know this, and you
know this. I will lay money on it that you two will be married before
the year is out.”

I just stare at her
with my mouth hanging open, and yet… I can’t find
anything within myself that wants to argue with her. The image of
Holly in a wedding dress… Holly pregnant… Holly holding
our baby.

Fuck, I want that.

And I want it bad.




 


Chapter 10


 

Holly


 

I flip off the
mini-recorder and set the last medical chart beside me on my couch.
When I finished my shift this afternoon, I tiredly realized I had
been so busy that I had not finished dictating all of my notes for
the cases I had handled in the emergency room, which meant a shit pot
full of work for me this evening.

But it’s okay.
It’s something that goes along with the territory of being a
doctor. Your work is seemingly never done, and it’s not all
adrenaline-filled cases. Some of it is just plain old, boring
paperwork that I’ve come to accept is the trade-off for being
able to have a career that I adore.

What would make this
evening nicer, even with having to work, is if there was a certain
hot firefighter who could sit on the couch with me. Maybe he would be
watching sports while I quietly worked, and when I was finished, he
would pounce on me. This is a nice dream, and one that I hope will be
true one day.

I miss Tim badly.
He’s only been gone for two weeks. I foolishly thought for a
few days that the ache would subside, but it hasn’t. If
anything, it’s grown worse as we bravely find ways to stay
connected so that our bond continues to grow stronger. We talk on the
phone every day. It depends on when he’s working and when I’m
working, but we make it work. We’ve been able to Skype a few
times, and I even spent the majority of one of those sessions talking
to Sam about how badly he wants a dog but his mom and dad won’t
let him.

“Mom and Dad
are mean and won’t let me have a dog,” he’d whined
to me. I could see Tim sitting behind him, and he rolled his eyes.

“Awww…
they’re not being mean, Sam,” I told him empathetically.
“It’s just a really hard time now with your dad living in
an apartment.”

“But I could
walk him every day,” he says desperately.

“But you’re
not there every day,” I point out to him. “However, I bet
there will come a day when you will be able to get a dog. You just
have to be patient about it, buddy.”

It was a fine line
to walk—commiserating with him without undermining his
parents—but I think I managed well, and his big grin into the
camera before he said goodbye to me told me that he really did like
me. When he told me he couldn’t wait to see me again, well…
that was just the best ever.

And I really enjoyed
my Skype sessions with Tim on the nights that Sam stayed with his
mom. We had inadvertently ventured into interesting territory.

“I miss you so
much,” I whined to him one night. “My poor vibrator is on
its last leg.”

Tim groaned, and his
eyes were tortured. “Damn baby… you’re killing me
here just imagining that.”

“Hmmm,”
I mused. “I bet we can do better than just ‘imagining’
that.”

I then proceeded to
show him how much I missed him. He, in turn, reciprocated, so I was
well aware of how much he missed me.

I contacted a
headhunter that specializes in medical placements in New York but so
far, there’s been nothing available in a hospital setting. Tim
has told me to take my time with my search, but it’s
discouraging and I’m lonely, and I really don’t want to
wait. I’ve even considered not only private practice, but also
perhaps contract work or a teaching post. Anything, really, that will
get me back to New York and Tim.

I’ve let the
hospital administration at Tulane know of my plans because I don’t
want them to be caught shorthanded. I’ve even encouraged them
to start looking for a replacement, knowing that I might short change
myself on a job here until I can find something in New York. But deep
down…there’s a tiny part of me that kind of hopes they
do find someone quickly so that I’m forced out. That would mean
an immediate move to New York, which is doable for me. I’ve got
a healthy savings account, and I could live cheaply there while I
continue to look for something. It’s not the ideal situation,
but at this point, I’m letting my heart start to direct my
moves, which I know isn’t the soundest way to let a major life
change take place.

There is one other
possibility though.

It’s something
I’ve toyed with, but keep rejecting time and time again.
However, every day that passes with no job prospects, the idea starts
to look more appealing. It would mean reaching past my walls that I
erected long ago. It would mean opening myself up to my father.

I could ask for his
help in finding me something. He has many prominent contacts in the
medical community throughout the city. He has pull and leverage. I
could swallow the acid that churns in my stomach over asking for his
help, and just bite the bullet to do it.

In fact, I reason to
myself, I could even justify it by the mere fact that he owes me. He
owes me for all the wretched things he did to Tim and me so long ago,
and it would almost be poetic justice if I used him to help me get
back to Tim.

Yeah… justice
would be served.

Without another
moment’s hesitation, I pick up my phone and dial my parents’
number. My mom answers on the second ring. “Hello.”

“Hi Mom,”
I say casually, which is sort of hard to pull off. I almost never
call them, mainly because my mom still calls me at least once a week,
and it lets me feed into the carefully constructed cool relationship
I’ve nurtured over the years. This extended naturally to my
mother, who not only supported my father when he threw Tim out of our
house, but who fought against me tooth and nail right alongside my
father when I wanted to leave Columbia. She picked which corner she
wanted to do battle in, and it wasn’t mine.

I do believe this
may be something she’s regretted to some extent over the years,
as she’s watched us all drift further and further apart, but I
don’t think she knows how to fix the problem. Hell, I don’t
know that it can be fixed, but still… she calls me routinely
and I will have to say it’s because of her efforts that I
haven’t completely cut ties.

“Holly,”
she exclaims happily. “What a pleasant surprise. How are you?”

“I’m
good,” I tell her. “Tired… had a forty-eight hour
shift and still doing some work. But good.”

“Life of a
doctor,” she quips. “It’s the price you pay for
being given all that talent and ability.”

“That’s
one way to look at it,” I say with a smile on my face.

And then…
awkward silence, because I’ve actually forgotten how to make
small talk with my mother. At this point, I suppose I could ask her
how she’s doing. I could even extend a feeler out to ask how
Dad is doing, not that I really care all that much. But honestly…
it feels deceptive, so I just decide to go for it.

“Listen…
I’ve decided to move back to New York, and I want to know if
there’s any pull Dad might have with one of the hospitals that
could get me in the door. I don’t care which borough.”

“Oh my God,”
my mother breathes into the phone, pure joy in her voice. “That’s
wonderful. I’m so happy you’re coming back home. Wait a
minute… let me put your father on the phone, and he can—”

“No,” I
say quickly. “No, I don’t want to talk to him. If you
could just pass it along to him and ask if he can check around.”

“But Holly,”
she says admonishingly, “he’s your father. He’ll be
thrilled, and this could be a step toward repairing your relationship
with him.”

“I don’t
want to repair my relationship with him,” I say sternly. “He
ruined it by what he did.”

“Honey…
that was so long ago,” she chides.

“And yet, it
still affects me,” I tell her. “What he did was wrong on
so many levels, and never once has he ever apologized. And you know
why, Mom? Because he’s not sorry. Because he’s a
mean-spirited bully and bigot, and that is not the man I used to look
up to.”

My mom actually
gasps into the phone, but I work up a full head of steam. “He
ruined it, Mom. This is on him, not me. He’s not the type of
man I want in my life, and when I get married and have kids one day,
he’s not the type of man I want my children looking up to.”

“Holly,”
my mom growls into the phone. “That’s enough.”

I take a deep breath
and let it out, my anger spent quickly. I pull myself together…
attempt to be mature. In a gentler voice, I say, “I’m
sorry. Not for the things I said, but that it upsets you. I didn’t
mean to do that. But that’s the way I feel, and it won’t
change.”

My mom is silent for
a moment, and then she says softly, “You might find… if
you just gave him a chance… that your father has done some
changing. Maybe he has regrets over what happened.”

I scoff. “I’ve
not seen that.”

“Because you
never give him a chance. You won’t talk to him.”

Guilt courses
through me, for the first time since I cut ties. I have always been
so adamantly proud of the stance I’ve taken, but is it
possible… just possible… that I’ve erected such a
barrier around me that I’ve left no room for an opening by
which my father could talk to me about this?

The thought makes me
a little sick to my stomach. Sick over the thought of actually
discussing such an unpleasant subject with him, and sick over the
fact that maybe I’ve denied him an opportunity to be forgiven.

Shaking my head, I
buck up my resolve and say, “Look… Mom. Just forget that
I called. Don’t ask Dad to step in and ask around for me. I’ll
figure something out on my own. I need to go.”

“Holly…
no, wait. He’d be glad to do it. Forget the other things I’ve
said. Let him do this for you—”

“I’m
sorry,” I cut in on her. “I really need to go. I’ll
talk to you soon.”

I can hear the
fading voice of my mom calling my name again as I pull the phone away
from my ear and disconnect the call.

For some reason,
tears well up in my eyes. Maybe it’s because I’m now
thinking about a future with Tim, and with that comes thoughts of a
family, and what family really means.

All of my bitter
feelings over the years have been rooted in anger toward my father,
over what he did to Tim and me. But now, for the first time, I’m
feeling melancholy over the fact that I not only lost Tim, but I
really also lost my family as well.




 


Chapter 11


 

Tim


 

Fuck, I’m
exhausted. We just got back from a 2nd Alarm Assignment in
a high-rise necessitating five engine companies, two ladder
companies, two battalion chiefs, a rescue battalion chief, a safety
battalion chief, and tactical support units.

In other words, it
was a major fucking mess.

The good news is
that we got the fire contained pretty quickly, although it took the
better part of half a day to get all the hot spots fully
extinguished. The bad news is that I am so tired as I enter the last
day of my three-day shift that I can’t even muster up the
strength to call Holly to check in.

Instead, I pull out
my phone and send her a quick text. Just got back from major fire.
Going to get shower and some shut eye. Will call later.

I set my phone on my
rack while I sit down to take my boots off. She usually responds back
pretty quickly when she’s not working, and I know she’s
off today. We had briefly talked yesterday afternoon when she got a
small break at work. The conversation hadn’t gone the way I
wanted it to, mainly because I was sitting in the break room of the
station house surrounded by four other guys that were watching a
baseball game on TV. What I really wanted to do was tell her how much
I missed her.

Her smile.

Her laugh.

Her green eyes.

Fucking that
gorgeous body.

But that’s so
not appropriate in a room full of firemen.

Instead, I let her
update me on her job hunt, which had proven to be futile so far. This
had been the subject of many of our conversations, and Holly was
getting more dejected by the lack of prospects with every phone call
we had together. I tried to buck up her spirits, but that was hard
because I was fucking dejected right along with her.

But when we talked
yesterday, while she still had no good news, she didn’t seem
quite as bummed. Instead, she seemed a little chipper, teasing me
about wanting to give me some dirty phone sex talk but she knew
couldn’t since I was at the firehouse. I grinned into the
phone, my eyes cutting around the room at the other guys seemingly
interested in the TV, but also knowing they kept one ear on my
conversation. I had been quite vocal upon my return from vacation
about the amazing woman in my life, and they were always razzing me
about her.

Sadly, our call
yesterday was cut short by the station speakers crackling to life and
alerting us to another fire in progress. I was only able to give her
a quick, “I miss you. Talk later,” and then I was running
toward the front bay to get suited up.

Holly doesn’t
text me back, which has me frowning slightly. The pure exhaustion I
was feeling a minute ago is replaced now by an even more desperate
need to hear her voice. I flip to my favorites and tap on her name,
deciding that I did have time for a quick conversation.

The phone rings four
times before going to her voice mail.

Well, fuck.

I set the phone down
on the small, square wooden table beside my rack and lay back on the
mattress. Shower forgotten, I put my hands behind my head and stare
at the ceiling, listening to the soft snores of a few of the guys who
already crashed.

I think longingly
about the day that Holly will be here, and we can finally start our
life together.

“Hey Davis,”
I hear from the doorway to our sleeping quarters.

Lifting my head up,
I see Butch Heywood, one of my teammates, standing there. “What’s
up?”

“You got a
visitor out front,” he says and starts to turn away.

“Who is it?”
I ask, without any real actual interest, but suspecting it might be
this woman, Tashia, I had gone out with on and off over the past
year. It wasn’t serious, and we would go weeks without seeing
each other, but she would sometimes drop by if she was in the area to
check up on me. I haven’t seen her in probably over a month,
and of course, there’s no real commitment there, so it’s
not like I ever thought to call her and tell her that we couldn’t
see each other anymore.

“No clue,”
he says as he turns back briefly. “Flynn caught me on my way
back to the head and told me to tell you.”

“Thanks, man,”
I say and sit up, swinging my legs over the edge of my rack. I stick
my feet back in my boots and swiftly lace them.

As I walk toward the
front bay, I start mentally constructing what I need to tell Tashia.
She won’t be upset or put out, but I still want to be nice and
gentle about it.

I push through the
swinging door that leads into the bay where we hold the three engines
that belong to our company. A quick sweep of the area and I don’t
see anyone, but I hear muffled voices coming from the far side of the
bay behind one of the trucks.

Walking that way, I
hear Flynn’s voice become clearer. “Tim’s a stud.
Oh, the things I could tell you about him,” he says with a
laugh, and I groan internally.

I do not need him
building me up any further to Tashia, especially when I’m
getting ready to cut things off. And why the fuck would he do that?
He knows how I feel about Holly. Other than Denise, Flynn is the only
one that knows what truly went down between us and the entirety of
our history. I filled him in on it when I got back from vacation over
beer and wings one night after we got off shift.

Rounding the front
of the engine, I say before I even see Flynn and Tashia, “Now,
quit filling her head with those lies.”

I see Flynn first,
his back to me, blocking my line of sight to Tashia. His head turns
toward me, and he gives me an evil grin. I glare at him.

Flynn steps to the
side, and I turn my face toward Tashia.

Except, it’s
not Tashia.

It’s Holly,
and my heart almost bursts out of my chest from the sudden explosion
of joy with in me.

“Hey baby,”
she says softly with a smile.

Two long steps are
all I need before my hands are on her face and I’ve got her
mouth crushed to mine. I kissed her ravenously… starved for
her touch and her taste.

“Geez…
get a room,” Flynn says, but then I hear his footsteps receding
away from us.

Holly’s hands
come up to my wrists, giving them a slight squeeze before she pulls
her lips away from mine. I don’t let her withdraw too much
though, pinning her with my eyes.

“What are you
doing here?”

“Surprise,”
she says with a grin.

Too fucking much.

I pull her back to
me and kiss her again, this time turning her and backing her right
into the side of the engine. Holly purrs into my mouth, and lust
shoots through me.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I pull away from her
quickly, because I cannot be going there with my mind or my cock. I’m
on duty, a fact that makes me hate my job right this very minute.

Giving her a soft
kiss on her nose, I release her face and take her hands. “Baby…
what in the hell are you doing here? And why the hell didn’t
you tell me you were coming?”

Her grin gets
bigger. “It would sort of defeat the purpose of a surprise,
right?”

Deep, hot kissing is
out but hugging isn’t. My arms shoot around her waist, and I
pull her into me hard. Putting my face in her neck, I breathe out,
“God, I love you.”

Holly’s body
jerks in surprise but immediately melts into me further. Her arms
grip me tighter… her voice is thick with emotion. “I
love you, too.”

It’s the first
time we’ve said those exact words since we were eighteen years
old, and I realize the power of them is magnified immensely just by
sheer virtue of everything we’ve been through to get us to this
point in our lives.

I don’t feel a
need, though, to make a big deal out of those words. They simply are
the truth. Something we’ve both known in our hearts.

Instead, I pull back
from her and ask her one more time. “What are you doing here?
And how long can you stay?”

“How about
forever?” she asks, her eyes shining bright.

“What?”
I ask carefully, my breath caught in my chest. Afraid to hope.

“I just had a
job interview at St. Joseph’s on Long Island that went
amazingly well. So amazing, in fact, that they offered it to me. I
start in three weeks.”

My knees almost
buckle from the complete euphoria coursing through me. “Please
tell me you’re not kidding.”

“I’m not
kidding,” she says as she leans back into me.

“But how? How
did this happen so fast? We just talked yesterday, and you didn’t
say a word.”

She’s quiet…
her hands rubbing my lower back. I can sense hesitation in her, so I
prompt her, “Holly?”

“My father
helped me,” she says quietly.

I pull back from
her, taking her by her elbows and leaning back to look at her.
“What?”

“He pulled
some strings. Got me the interview. I just found out about it two
days ago. I didn’t tell you yesterday because I wanted to
surprise you with a visit, regardless of how the interview went.”

“Your father
helped you,” I murmur in wonder. Clearing my throat, I ask, “He
just helped you out of the blue?”

“No,”
she says with a wince. “I called my mom and asked her if he
would, and apparently, he did. I haven’t talked to him, but she
called me with the details and told me they wanted to meet with me
right away. I hopped a plane here this morning and just finished the
interview about an hour ago. They offered me the job on the spot.”

Shaking my head, my
lips curve upward. “This is just unbelievable.”

“I know,”
she says with an excited grin. “Three weeks and we can be
together again.”

“We’ll
need to move out to Long Island. It will be easier on you to be
closer to the hospital. I can commute into Brooklyn.”

“You want to
move in together?” she whispers, her eyes wide.

“Yeah, don’t
you?”

“Well…
yeah, but—”

“Sam thinks
it’s a good idea, and so do I,” I tell her quickly.

“Sam thinks
it’s a good idea?” she asks with a grin.

“Yup, and I’m
expecting he’s going to demand we get a house with a fenced-in
yard so he can have a dog.”

Holly laughs, wraps
her arms around me, and pulls me back down for a kiss. When she
releases my lips, she says, “I think we should get the kid a
dog for sure.”

I kiss her again…
swiftly, because I hear the swinging door bang open and the voices of
a few of the guys coming through.

Sobering a bit, I
ask her hesitantly, “Are you going to talk to your dad?”

“Yeah,”
she says with no hesitation. “It needs to be done. I need to
thank him at least, and I don’t know… maybe talk to
him.”

“Want to go
over there tomorrow when I get off duty?”

She shakes her head.
“No, I only have one more day here and I don’t want to
spend it with anyone other than you. But I do have an idea of how I
want this to go down.”

I look at her in
question, but she doesn’t give me anything else. Instead, she
steps back into my arms and hugs me with a sigh of contentment.

My life just got
very fucking good.




 


Epilogue


 

The Grande Ballroom
of the Plaza Hotel is overflowing with people, flowers, and
champagne. It’s an auspicious occasion, where New York’s
medical finest are lauded for their groundbreaking work.

My father, of
course, was the main honoree, being the recipient of the Franklin R.
Murray award, which is voted on by his peers. I had to look it up,
not being overly familiar with how things are done in New York
anymore, but I saw on the website that the award goes to a physician
who best uses his or her talents and skills to improve the lives of
his or her patients through actual practice, teaching, and charitable
works.

The award is really
quite impressive and when my father took the stage to accept it, I
found myself clapping with actual respect for him. Tim, decked out in
the most gorgeous tuxedo I’ve ever seen, was clapping right
alongside me.

We make our way
through the throng of people. Now that dinner has been concluded, the
band is playing and people are taking to the dance floor. My father
knows I’m here, as I got word through my mother that I would
attend. What he doesn’t know is that Tim will be with me.

I’m not sure
if I’m doing this for the shock factor, or if… once
again… I just want to rip the Band-Aid off.

I moved to New York
this past weekend. Tim and I are still looking for a house we can buy
together, but for now, I’m staying in his small apartment. I
start work next week, and I’m terribly excited because I’ll
be doing work on the pediatric trauma services.

I haven’t seen
my mother or father yet, and it’s been difficult to put off
their invitations to get together. But I didn’t want to succumb
to the possibility of something more with them until I could show
them just what they’d be getting if they wanted me back in
their lives.

I needed to show
them that Tim is a part of my life.

The biggest part of
my life, actually.

Spotting my father
and mother ahead, Tim takes the hand he had on my waist and laces his
fingers with mine. With a reassuring squeeze, we make our way toward
them and the group of doctors they’re talking to.

As we approach, my
mom spots us first, and she tugs gently on the coat of my dad’s
tux. He looks down at her, and she nods our way. His head swivels and
he looks at me, a warm smile curving his face. His eyes flick to Tim,
causing me to step in just a little closer to him in solidarity, and
oddly… the smile on my father’s face doesn’t dim
in the slightest.

His head inclines
toward the other men in his group, and I can tell he’s excusing
himself from their presence. Then he and my mom are walking toward
us.

“Easy, baby,”
Tim breathes out beside me. He can feel the tension in the grip of my
hand.

My father reaches
us, beaming down at me. My mom gives Tim a warm smile, and then gives
me an equally bright beam. “You made it.”

“I made it,”
I agree, and then immediately rip the Band-Aid off. “Mom…
Dad… you remember Tim Davis, right?”

Both of my parents
turn to Tim, and then in a move so astounding that my jaw hits the
floor, my father sticks his hand out to Tim. “Tim… I’ve
been waiting ten years to see you again. Didn’t think it would
be tonight, but I’m glad it is.”

Tim politely takes
my father’s hand and shakes it. I’m still completely
stunned by this turn of events, but I hear Tim say in his deep voice.
“Congratulations on your award, Dr. Reynolds.”

My father turns to
me, leans over, and kisses my cheek. ‘Think you have a moment
you can spare for me? I really need to talk to you, but it would be
better in private.”

I nod, not trusting
my words. My father turns away, but then says, “Tim… do
you mind coming too? You need to hear this as well.”

Tim looks at me with
eyebrows raised and I shrug my shoulders, but we both follow along
behind my father. My mother, oddly, stays behind.

We walk out of the
ballroom, Tim and I holding hands. We silently follow my father
through the hotel and right out onto 5th Avenue. I’m
surprised that his definition of private is a busy New York City
street.

But as we walk a few
paces away from the door, I realize the loud hustle and bustle of a
New York Saturday night actually provides more privacy than the
ballroom. Here… everyone is walking quickly by, not paying
attention to us at all.

My father turns,
sticks his hands in his pockets, and looks me directly in the eye.
“I’m sorry for my actions, Holly.”

I flinch…
because his words actually pack a punch. Before I can even process
that this is turning into something I never expected, my father turns
to Tim. “And Tim… I’m sorry and so very ashamed of
myself.”

“I don’t
understand,” I manage to croak out, and Tim’s hand comes
supportively around my waist.

“You don’t
understand that I’m sorry for my actions all those years ago?”
my dad asks with a wry smile. “Why ever not? I mean, I never
gave you any indication that I was wrong.”

He’s being
sarcastic in a completely self-deprecating way.

I appreciate it
immensely, and it causes me to award him with a small smile.

My dad takes in a
deep breath and looks upward briefly… maybe asking someone
above for strength. Blowing it out, he looks back to me and says,
“Parents aren’t supposed to learn from their children.
It’s supposed to be the other way around. My greatest shame is
in knowing that I was not a good role model to you. My greatest pride
is in that you taught me something very important.”

“And what’s
that?” I ask hesitantly.

“That love is
love,” he says quietly. “I didn’t realize it. Not
for a long time. I was just as hurt by you cutting me out as you were
by what I did to you and Tim. By the time I realized the fool I had
been, it seemed too late to make amends. You weren’t having
anything to do with me, and I was confident I had lost any right to
ever ask for forgiveness.”

“That’s
an awful big turnaround,” I say skeptically.

“Not really,”
he says with a shrug of his shoulders. “You know this, Holly…
but as doctors, we have to be forward thinking. If we weren’t,
we would be stuck in the stone ages of medicine. Hell… I was
just given an award in part for my innovation. I’m a
progressive thinker.”

I can’t help
it… I snort, completely disbelieving of what he just said.

“Scoff all you
want, but I am. What you heard? What you saw ten years ago? That was
nothing more than how I was raised. I was raised by parents who
didn’t believe in people of different races mixing. I had no
cause to ever question it. It never touched my life… until the
day you brought Tim home for us to meet. And you saw nothing but
pure, unfiltered beliefs that were handed down to me by my parents. I
didn’t stop to think if they were wrong. I just spouted them
out and, in the process, I hurt my daughter who I love beyond
measure, and I hurt who I’m suspecting is a fine young man.”

I’m so in tune
with Tim that I can literally feel the tension melt away from his
body. I can tell… by the subtle loosening of his hand in mind
and the soft exhale of breath he had been holding, that he has
completely accepted my father’s words as true.

My father looks over
at Tim, because he must see what I just felt on Tim’s face.
“I’m sorry, Tim. I hope you can forgive a foolish man his
bigoted beliefs. I can assure you, I’ve let them go. I had to…
because of all that I had lost.”

Tim nods his head.
“Thank you, Dr. Reynolds. And I do… forgive you, that
is.”

My father turns his
gaze toward me. Hopeful. Yearning.

I lower my eyes and
murmur, “I don’t know what to say. I wasn’t
expecting this.”

“You don’t
have to say anything, Holly,” my dad assures me, and I raise my
eyes to meet his. “Just know that I am truly sorry for the pain
I caused. I know it kept you from the man you love… the man
you’re supposed to be with. I hope, in time, you can forgive
me.”

“Okay,”
I whisper, finally starting to accept that perhaps my father can
change. “Thank you for saying that.”

“Sure,”
my dad says with a thin smile. I know he expects me to say something
more. Perhaps give him the words of forgiveness that Tim just so
valiantly gave him.

When I remain
silent, still processing this momentous event, my dad clears his
throat and says, “Well… I need to get back inside. Guest
of honor and all. Enjoy the rest of your evening.”

My dad walks past
us, and I catch the familiar scent of his cologne. It’s the
same scent he’s worn since I was a little girl. I used to love
hugging him, pressing my face into his tummy and inhaling the spicy
smell.

“Dad,” I
say as I turn around toward him. He stops and faces us with hopeful
eyes. “Maybe we can get together next week… for lunch or
dinner.”

My dad’s lips
peel back, and his smile is enough to outshine the New York skyline.
“That would be great. Maybe the two of you could come over?”

“Three of us
actually,” I correct him. “We’ll have Tim’s
son, Sam, with us.”

“Even better,”
he says with a smile. “Your mother will be thrilled to have a
little one in the house.”

“Alright,”
I tell him with a smile. “I’ll call you to arrange it.”

Tim and I watch my
dad nod his head toward us in gratitude before heading back inside
the hotel. Taking my hips, Tim turns me toward him and pulls me in
closer. “Wow,” is all he says.

“Wow is
right.” I laugh. “Didn’t see that one coming.”

“He was
sincere,” Tim says confidently.

“I think you
might be right,” I agree, not minding that Tim knows I saw that
in my father, even if I wasn’t able to actually admit it out
loud to said father.

“Want to go
back in?”

“Nah…
let’s go back to your place.”

“Our place,”
he corrects me.

“Our place,”
I agree. “Until we can find a house.”

“With a
fence.”

“And a dog.”

We both start
laughing as we step out toward the curb hand in hand so we can hail a
cab.




 

Dear Reader: Before you turn that page, I just want to thank you for
reading and if you enjoyed the story of Tim and Holly and intend to share it
on social media, do me a favor… use the hashtag #loveislove. Let’s spread
the word and get it to trend that skin color is irrelevant because Love Is Love!


 

If you enjoyed OFF DUTY as much as I enjoyed writing it, it would mean a lot for you to
give me a review.


 

NEWSLETTER SIGNUP!!!

Don’t miss another new release by Sawyer Bennett!!!
Sign up for her newsletter and keep up to date on new releases,
giveaways, book reviews and so much more.


 

Connect with Sawyer online:

www.sawyerbennett.com

www.twitter.com/bennettbooks

www.facebook.com/bennettbooks



Books By Sawyer Bennett


 

The Off Series


 


    	Off Sides

    	Off Limits

    	Off The Record

    	Off Course

    	Off Chance

    	Off Season

    	Off Duty




 

The Last Call Series


 


    	On The Rocks

    	Make It A Double


    	Sugar On The Edge


    	With A Twist

    	Shaken Not Stirred




 

The Legal Affairs Series


 


    	Objection

    	Stipulation

    	Violation

    	Mitigation

    	Reparation

    	Affirmation

    	Confessions of a Litigation God

    	Clash: A Legal Affairs Story

    	Grind: A Legal Affairs Story

    	Yield: A Legal Affairs Story

    	Friction: A Legal Affairs Novel (Releasing October 27, 2015)




 

Stand Alone Titles


 


    	If I Return

    	Uncivilized




 

The Cold Fury Hockey Series (Random House/ Loveswept)


 


 	Alex

 	Garrett

 	Zack

 	Ryker (Releasing September 8, 2015)




 

The Forever Land Chronicles


    	Forever Young

    







About the Author


 

[image: Sawyer Bennett]


 

New York Times and USA Today bestselling Author, Sawyer Bennett is a snarky southern woman and
reformed trial lawyer who decided to finally start putting on paper
all of the stories that were floating in her head. Her husband works
for a Fortune 100 company which lets him fly all over the world while
she stays at home with their daughter and three big, furry dogs who
hog the bed. Sawyer would like to report she doesn’t have many
weaknesses but can be bribed with a nominal amount of milk chocolate.




 

THE END


cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





