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Daisy Crest — wife of Camden Rutgers; sister to Ruby and Harmony

Ruby Bauer — wife of Bonn; bartender; mom to Chevelle; sister to Daisy and Harmony

Harmony Slater — group home caregiver; mom to Keanu; sister to Daisy and Harmony

Camden Rutgers — Dayton’s twin brother; married to Daisy; member of Serrated Brotherhood MC; heir to Hallstead family

Dayton Rutgers — Camden’s twin brother; member of Serrated Brotherhood MC; heir to Hallstead family

Bonn Fletcher — married to Ruby; dad to Chevelle; cousin to Camden and Dayton; son of Jude Hallstead

Adam “Mojo” Rutgers — president of Serrated Brotherhood MC; dad of twins Camden and Dayton

Clara Hallstead — heir to Hallstead family; ex-wife of Mojo; mom to Camden, Dayton, and Hudson; married to Erik Patrick

Sally Slater — mom to Ruby, Daisy, Harmony

Alice Hallstead — Hickory Creek Township sheriff; aunt to Camden and Dayton

Eloise Hallstead — Hickory Creek Township mayor; aunt to Camden and Dayton

Jude “Howler” Hallstead — Serrated Brotherhood MC’s VP; brother to Clara, Eloise, Alice; dad to Bonn

Angus Hayes — crime boss in next door town of White Horse; married to Candy Wilburn; step dad to Chipper and Cricket (Junkyard Dog)
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​One — Dayton
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There aren’t many things in my life that I’ll lose sleep over. My mom? Sure. My dad? He’s lived a good life. My brothers, Camden and Hudson, matter, but it’s not like I spend much time thinking about them one way or another. I give a shit about my club. Having grown up in the Serrated Brotherhood Motorcycle Club, they’re my second family. But they all got their own worries. They ain’t losing sleep over me, and I can’t say I lose much over them either.

The only person in this world that keeps me up at night is Harmony Tequila Slater. She isn’t my girlfriend. We aren’t even friends. More like acquaintances with benefits. I’ve known her for years, seen her grow up from a beautiful teenager to a stunning woman. Her sister, Daisy, recently married my twin brother, Camden. Her other sister is hooked up with my cousin, Bonn. So, I guess Harmony and I are family now. But that isn’t why I care.

Harmony doesn’t know she’s my woman yet. If I had bigger balls and a smaller ego, we’d have settled shit long ago. She’d be in my bed every night, and her three-year-old son would have my blood running through his veins.

But I didn’t do what needed to be done. Now, I’m losing sleep over her every night.

Tonight, though, when I find her enjoying a drink at the Red Barn Bar, I know the time’s come to do what I should have done years ago.

This is the night when Harmony will learn she’s mine.
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​Two — Harmony
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For what feels like forever, I’ve had a crush on a bad man. Dayton Rutgers isn’t misunderstood or simply complicated in a way normal men aren’t. He’s the bad guy.

Dayton drinks too much. Fucks any available woman. Says whatever he wants without worrying about feelings or consequences. He commits acts of violence for his motorcycle club and likely for fun.

Admittedly, he isn’t all bad. I mean, Dayton’s loyal to his family and club. But I know he can’t be with his lovers. Women are disposable to him, yet most don’t care. After all, he’s so damn sexy. If the rumors are true, he’s also talented in bed.

Over the years, I’ve heard the sex part secondhand from his many conquests. Hickory Creek Township is a small place where everyone knows everyone’s business. Especially about the rich and beautiful people like Dayton and his wealthy, powerful family.

Though I’ve long dreamed of trying out Dayton’s sexual talents up close and personal, I’m terrified of falling for a man with no love for anyone these days. Even himself, apparently.

Usually, I avoid Dayton. The exceptions are those two nights a month when I clear my head by enjoying a few fruity cocktails at the Red Barn Bar. No one bothers me here, not since Dayton and I made out in a back booth. That night, the booze and lust tempted me to indulge in more than flirting.

Around me tonight, people speak in hushed tones. The low, red lighting and bluesy music put everyone in a relaxed mood. Closing my eyes, I inhale the scent of beer, B.O., and way too much perfume.

“I’ll have what she’s having,” Dayton says, suddenly appearing next to me at the bar top.

“It’s a mango ginger fizz,” I explain without looking at him. “You continue to surprise me, Dayton.”

Sitting next to me at the bar top, he doesn’t change his order even after realizing what it is.

I admire the rich scent of the hot night on his bare skin, only inches from my lips. He’s a delicious man, and I crave his kisses. But they come with a price.

“Whatcha doing here alone?” he asks, leaning forward, so his shoulder-length blond hair frames his handsome face.

“You always ask me that when you find me alone. What did I say last time?”

“Go away, perv,” he murmurs while wearing a smirk.

Fighting a grin, I nod. “Oh, yeah, well, before that.”

“Your sisters won’t drink in public.”

Turning to him, I refuse to show him how much he affects me. “Are you planning to whine about your mommy and daddy again? If the answer is yes, keep in mind how I’m not in the mood.”

“Hurts me real deep when you use that tone,” he says, snatching my hand from the bar top. “Have you been crying?”

“Do you really care?”

“Why do you have to be so mean?”

Studying his expression, I pull away my hand and focus on my drink. “My client died.”

Dayton opens his mouth. I brace myself to hear something shitty that’ll inspire me to hate him.

He might sense he’s heading down a bad road because he asks, “I’m sorry. Did she suffer?”

Smiling at how he can say the right thing when he wants, I sip my drink. “No, she went in her sleep.”

“Is that code for during sex?”

Rolling my eyes, I smile. “That’s the Dayton I know.”

“What happens now?”

“I drink my drink, and we make small talk, and then I leave.”

“I mean, with your job now that your client died.”

I don't answer immediately, taken aback by his ability to give a crap. Dayton downs his fizz in two gulps and orders a beer.

“The company I work for has found another house for me,” I finally explain. “This one is home to three autistic women around my age. I met them yesterday.”

“Do you like them?”

“Difficult to tell since they have autism and don’t warm up to people off the bat. I hope in a few weeks they’ll trust me, and I’ll see more of their personalities.”

“Huh? Your job takes brains,” he says, tapping my forehead. “I thought it only involved cleaning up puke and wiping asses.”

“It does, but not all asses are the same.”

“No, they’re not.”

Holding his gaze, I sip my drink until I’ve nearly finished it. “What are you thinking?”

“That you’re too beautiful for me not to have fucked yet.”

“Yeah, I figured it was something romantic like that.” 

My disinterested tone is completely betrayed by the shiver I feel at him speaking so bluntly of what we’ve only teased at for so long.

“We’re family now,” he says in a low, seductive voice. “Through marriage and all. Seems like we ought to stop dancing around the inevitable.”

“I’m not drunk enough to say yes to that line of thinking.”

“Then, I’ll order you another drink, and we’ll see where things go.”

Smiling, I let him buy me another fizz. When he leans forward to plant a soft, wet kiss on my neck, I struggle to keep my panties from dropping to the floor that very second.

His gaze holds mine as we wait for my drink.

“How’s your kid?” he asks.

“Why do you care?”

“Anything connected to you matters to me.”

“Oh, it does?”

Dayton leans forward again. This time his lips don’t find my throat. They instead land squarely on my waiting lips. The noise in the bar fades away, and I’m alone with Dayton’s skillful tongue.

“You taste good,” I murmur once he frees my lips.

“It’s the mango ginger crap.”

I reach for my new drink with one hand and wrap a lock of his hair around the finger of my other.

“Want to go to the booth?”

“Only if this time we start there and end in my bed.”

“No, not your bed. I can’t have Daisy knowing my dirty secrets. Well, at least not until I’ve edited out the worst parts.”

“Then, your bed. I’m assuming your little man is with Grandma.”

“We’ll see,” I say, sliding off the barstool.

“See what?”

“If you can make me want you so badly that my common sense turns off for long enough to say yes.”

Dayton smirks, clearly accepting my challenge. I love how his dark eyes sparkle with mischief. He’s the only man I’ve ever craved or feared. But tonight, my defenses are down, and my hunger runs hot. I’m tempted to stop dreaming and give in to the fantasies we’ve nursed for too long.
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​Three — Dayton
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Harmony giggles when drunk, and she’s giggling something fierce right now. My lips leave the soft flesh of her throat long enough for me to frown at her amused face. Her pale green eyes shine with humor while she swings back her long blonde ponytail. I swear she’s reacting to a joke no one else can hear. Apparently, those fizzes make her nuts.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask before my lips immediately return to her throat.

“You were right about my baby staying with his grandma tonight,” she says, stroking my cock through my blue jeans. “That means my trailer is empty. Want to finally see if you and I have as much fun naked as we do with our clothes on?”

“Did you just ask me to fuck you?” I whisper in a ragged voice.

Harmony licks her lips. “Are you sober enough to drive because I’m not?”

“I don’t care if I have to walk to your place with you hanging off my shoulder. I will get us there and make you spread.”

Sliding out of the booth, Harmony smiles at me. “You won’t have to make me do anything.” When I join her, she adds, “I don’t even think we need to worry about foreplay. I’m that wet right now.”

My gaze flashes to where her pussy hides behind a pale pink skirt. Returning my attention to her face, I wouldn’t mind getting her spread eagle on the table and doing her right here. Of course, then I’d need to kill everyone in the bar to prevent them from knowing what my woman looks like naked. Yeah, probably easier to take her back to the trailer.

Harmony is sober enough to remain on the Harley until we arrive at a gas station, where she nearly topples on her ass. I steady the giggling blonde who won’t stop grabbing for my dick.

“I need to pick up protection.”

“Oh, but I have a giant box of condoms at my place,” she says, laughing again.

“Don’t hurt yourself while I run inside.”

Harmony gives me a thumbs-up and dances around to the music playing from the station’s overhead system. I run into the store to buy a box of condoms. In the past, I always kept them handy. I still have some at my condo, but that’s not where we’re headed.

Returning quickly, I discover Harmony flipping off passing cars.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m a rebel sticking it to society,” she explains and then wraps her hand around the back of my neck and yanks me down to kiss her.

As sweet as she tastes, I know we need to stop kissing and get to her trailer before my dick tears free from my frayed jeans.

“Hold on,” I say, picking up Harmony and setting her on the Harley.

Wrapping her arms around my waist, she tightens her grip enough for me not to worry about her toppling off during the two-minute ride to her place. Once at the Lush Gardens Trailer Park, I pry her fingers loose from my shirt she’s fisted during the ride.

The moment I haul Harmony off the bike, she slides under my baggy white T-shirt and licks my left nipple.

“Talk about a horny devil,” I say, peering down at her from the collar.

A flushed-faced Harmony smiles at me. “I’m drunk and horny. Yet, you’re wasting this fabulous opportunity to defile me, Dayton Rutgers. I should add my vibrator wouldn’t be so ungrateful.”

Removing her from my shirt, I lift her off the ground and carry her princess-style toward her trailer. She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses my throat before settling on nibbling at my ear.

“Don’t pass out,” I mutter, terrified she’ll stick me with a severe case of blue balls while she naps for the rest of the night.

“I haven’t fucked anyone in so long,” she whispers. “I wonder if I’ll remember how.”

Harmony proves her rusty moves once we’re inside her dark trailer. Her shirt gets caught on her head, forcing me to stop messing with the condoms long enough to save her. She then topples on the bed while removing her shoes. Most memorably, she jumps when I touch her pussy, and her knee makes a beeline for my balls.

Somehow, I pin down her wayward limbs long enough to slide on a condom and shove my dick inside her.

Romance out the window, we fuck like animals for an hour. I’m too drunk to do much more than pump wildly into her body and enjoy her pussy after so long fantasizing about it. Harmony is so drunk that she doesn’t accomplish much more than coming hard and say my name. At least, she knows I’m the guy plowing her in the dark room.

We fuck until she passes out after patting my head and claiming I should go pro. Surrounded by wood-paneled walls, I watch Harmony for nearly a half-hour before cuddling next to her damp body. Her trailer’s overheated, and I’m sweaty from fucking Harmony into submission. I’d kill for a fan to cool me down, but I don’t dare leave the bed and wake her. No, I’ve waited too damn long to have Harmony Tequila Slater asleep against me with my arms wrapped protectively around her soft body.

Tonight, I took the first step by working my way into her bed. Now, I just need to figure out how to stay in her life.
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​Four — Harmony
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The morning after I take the drunken leap with my long-time crush, I wake up with a mild hangover, a screaming vagina, and a gorgeously passed-out Dayton. The hunk of a man looks out of place in my bed, as if a movie star stepped off the silver screen and into an episode of “Hoarders.” No doubt, I should schedule a time to de-clutter my room, but that’s a worry for another day.

Dayton’s blond hair partly covers his handsome face, but the rest of him is perfectly naked. I gently change positions so I can better admire his hard curves. I notice a hickey on his chest, just above his right nipple. Did I give it to him? Or was it from one of the many women who’ve called Dayton their lover?

Finally sliding out of bed, I’m relieved to see my wastebasket full of condoms. I don’t doubt Dayton gets regular check-ups to ensure his dick doesn’t decay from disease. On the other hand, the first time I had sex, I got pregnant. No way do I want my second experience to end with an STI.

I turn on the shower and let it run. While waiting for the hot water to kick in, I make a pot of coffee and check my phone for messages.

My baby, Keanu, sent me a photo of himself before going to bed at Grandma Sally’s. He smiles big for the camera, always getting a little too close. I grin at the sight of his sweet face.

Once the water gets hot, I take a quick shower, washing away the festivities from last night. I keep expecting Dayton to wake up from the noise, but he’s still sprawled out on my bed when I return to the room to find clothes.

Deciding to wake him, I try a few different tactics. A cup of coffee near his face does nothing. I say his name more than once and bounce on the bed, but the man remains dead to the world.

I check the clock and realize I need to walk over to my mom’s trailer to pick up Keanu soon. As sexy as Dayton looks in my bed, he needs to get up... NOW!

I take a wet cloth and rub it against his face. When that doesn’t work, I sprinkle the cold water on his balls. Again, Dayton refuses to wake up.

Drenching the cloth in cold water, I drop it on his crotch. Yeah, that did it.

“What the fuck?” he yells, taking a swing at me.

I dodge his lame strike, much like I do with my rowdier clients. Dayton looks around the room before his dark-eyed gaze focuses on me.

“We fucked last night,” he says in case I missed this tidbit.

“Are you sure?”

Ignoring his frown, I grab the cloth and notice his dick harden.

“No,” I say, backing away. “You need to get dressed.”

“I’m tired as hell. What time is it?”

“Nearly nine. I need to get my boy, so you need to get going.”

Dayton throws his long legs over the side of the bed and forces his massive body to sit up. I avoid noticing his dick and how the damn thing keeps expanding until I’m unsure it’ll fit into his pants.

“Here’s coffee. If you need a quick shower, have at it. But I need you to light a fire under your sexy ass. Okay?”

Dayton sips the coffee, watching me with sleepy eyes. “You like my ass, huh?”

“That’s why I brought you back here last night.”

Dayton smiles. “You ran the show, did you?”

I kneel in front of him and exhale softly. “We both knew this would eventually happen. Though I’m glad it did, you can’t stay here.”

“Not ready to make it official, huh?”

“What?”

“Us.”

“We’re not... Look, just get dressed and go before I’m forced to drag you out.”

“Think you could?”

“I move full-grown adults for work. I think I could handle you, too.”

“Bullshit. I’m twice your weight.”

“Fine,” I say, standing up. “I’ll yank you by the hair and tug your stubborn ass out of my house. Why ruin a fun night by making me manhandle you?”

Dayton sips the coffee again before setting the cup on the side table. He takes his jeans I hand him.

“I don’t know where your underwear ended up.”

“Didn’t wear any. I guess I knew I’d be in a rush.”

“Charming. Now get out.”

Laughing, Dayton stands up and cups my jaw. “You are not a morning person, huh?”

“I need to get Keanu.”

“The kid can wait a little,” he says, running his fingers down my jaw to my throat and likely heading south.

“No, he can’t. He’s three, and he’s waiting for his mom to pick him up so we can spend our day together.”

Dayton keeps his mouth shut while shoving his feet in the boots I located in the living room. Once he’s dressed, his gaze locks on me. Sighing, I know my struggles are far from over.

“When are we hooking up again?” he asks, coming toward me.

I back out of the room and head for the door. “Whenever we see each other at the Red Barn again, I guess.”

“You only go a couple of times a month. That ain't gonna work. Let me take you out for dinner.”

Shaking my head, I reach for the handle, but his hand quickly covers mine.

“A drink then,” he says in the kind of voice people don’t refuse.

I stare into his sexy eyes and smile at how I’ve finally enjoyed Dayton Rutgers’s talents. “Fine. We’ll have a drink in a few weeks.”

“Tonight.”

“I don’t drink on Sundays.”

“Then Monday.”

“I work Mondays.”

“Tuesday.”

Seeing where this is headed, I sigh. “We can go out on Friday.”

Dayton considers my offer before nodding. “Where’s my kiss goodbye?” I pucker up for a quickie, but he shakes his head. “I made you come a lot last night. I want a good kiss full of your sweet tequila.”

“Always with the tequila crap,” I grumble and grab his shirt to tug him down to me.

Even sporting morning breath, Dayton tastes addictive. In a different world, I’d ask him to hang around. We could go out to breakfast with Keanu, and I’d see how they got along.

Except I know how Dayton will behave around my kid. He’s never once used Keanu’s name. I have no doubt he’d say something rude or scary. Then I’d get angry, and Dayton would be absolutely shocked to learn he did anything wrong.

So as much as I crave this handsome stud, I can’t forget who and what he is. Dayton Rutgers is a bad man, and he puts himself first with everyone every time. No drunken night of passion can change who he is at his core.
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When Harmony kicks me out of her trailer, I walk square into Camden and Bonn along with their women. My brother gives me his usual grief, but I’m not in the mood. I’m hungover, and my erect dick rages at being shoved into my tight jeans instead of Harmony’s snatch.

Driving to my condo building where Camden and Bonn also live, I’m relieved to know they aren’t around to bother me. I plan to sleep for ten hours and wake up only once the sun is low in the sky. 

I’m not a daytime person. The shades in my two-bedroom condo are always down, and I rarely get up before five in the evening. That’s been my life for a long fucking time. But I know changes are coming.

Stripping out of my clothes, I crawl into bed and yank a sheet over my sweaty body. Harmony’s trailer was a sauna. My condo’s air conditioning quickly cools my hot flesh. I close my eyes and think about how Harmony laughed when drunk and how serious she was this morning. Only a special kind of woman could be that beautiful no matter her mood.

I dream of crashing my Harley and ending up in the hospital, where Harmony is my doctor. She’s cold and won’t give me pain meds. When I call her a bitch, she turns off my life support.

Waking up, I consider my dream a win. After all, Harmony made a really fucking sexy doctor.

The clock reads three, and I can’t figure out why I’d wake up so early. Resting my head back on the pillow, I finally notice the knocking at my front door.

Twenty minutes later, the person is back at it. There are only a few people capable of annoying me this much.

Stumbling into a pair of boxers, I make my way to the door and open it to find Camden on the other side.

“Finally got into Harmony’s pants, huh?” he says, pushing past me. “I was beginning to think you were only faking your interest in her. Why else would it take so damn long to make the sale?”

He finishes babbling before I shut the door. Half asleep, I shuffle into the kitchen and look for a beer. Coffee would be better, but I rarely have anything to eat or drink at my place. In fact, there isn’t even a single beer in my fridge.

Lowering my mouth under the faucet, I drink water before splashing some on my face to wake up.

“I came by earlier, but you wouldn’t answer. Went to hang with Daisy, who sent me back. She wants details.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, leaning against the countertop. “Do you have coffee at your place?”

“Of course. Married life means a fridge full of food and an always perking pot of coffee. Wanna come over?”

“Not if it means I’ll get interrogated about something that’s none of your fucking business.”

“Bad night, huh?” he says, grinning. “Harmony did seem pretty disappointed this morning.”

Staring at my obnoxious brother, I unleash my angriest glare. He stares unimpressed back at me, and I admit he’s a handsome motherfucker. Thick blond hair, rich brown eyes, a strong jaw—the guy is a real fucking looker.

“I’m not telling you a damn thing,” I finally say.

“At least give me a hint about the future. Like, will we have double dates with the Slater sisters? Or will we endure awkward family functions where Harmony dodges you?”

“Not saying a fucking thing.”

Camden grins, but I can tell he’s disappointed. When he hooked up with his woman, the world learned his every emotion. Their love demanded to be shouted from the rooftops. He’s such a drama queen that way.

Even unsure how Harmony sees our future, I’m certain the way everything between us will end. How we get there is the fun part.

Not that I’ll tell Camden any of this. He’ll gossip to not only Daisy but our mom and probably our dad and no doubt to a dozen club guys. Shit, he’ll probably drop by the beauty shop to ensure my news spreads far and wide.
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As the youngest of three girls, most of my clothes were hand-me-downs. I was never the first at anything. Mom was almost too relaxed by the time I came along.

It wasn’t all bad growing up as the family’s baby. I was never alone, and my big sisters always watched out for me. Best of all, I knew my place in the world.

As the oldest, exotic Ruby is our leader. The middle child, silly Daisy, was our goofball. Being the youngest, I got to be the free-spirit who learned from her sisters’ mistakes and knew I’d always have support when I messed up.

When people saw the three of us walking together, they understood our team dynamics if something went down. Ruby would punch you. Daisy would cry if you didn’t stay down. I would run home and rat you out to Mom and her friends. Then, they’d show up with weapons to kick your ass. We had a system.

Now, my sisters are gone, having left Lush Gardens to live with their men in a fancy condo building on the other side of Hickory Creek Township. I don’t blame them for wanting more. Yet, it’s depressing to come home to see their empty trailers. Or, in Daisy’s case, a trailer inhabited by a new cat lady.

On Saturdays, we still get together for karaoke night. Ruby leaves her eight-year-old daughter, Chevelle, at home with Bonn while Daisy ditches her three cats with Camden. After they moved out, I kept the karaoke machine as an unspoken promise that our girls’ nights would never end.

Tonight, with Keanu at Sally’s trailer for the evening, I make peach mojitos. Nearby, Daisy sings “Total Eclipse of the Heart” while swinging her dark-haired ponytail to the music. Ruby sits on the couch with a bowl of popcorn. She occasionally tosses a handful whenever Daisy hits a high note.

“Camden says I sing like an angel,” Daisy announces once the song’s over.

Ruby laughs. “A man will say anything to get sex.”

“He doesn’t need to lie for me to put out. I haven’t gotten bored of it yet.”

Wrapping her long, brown hair in a bun on her head, Ruby rolls her eyes. “Once you pump out a few kids, you’ll put a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on your vagina. Sex will be reserved for anniversaries and birthdays.”

“Camden is too sexy for that to happen.”

Ruby can’t resist teasing Daisy once she has her on the ropes. “He might get ugly when he ages.”

“Nope,” Daisy says immediately, refusing to lose the argument. “His parents are both keeping it tight. Cam will be fine.”

After handing them their drinks, I take a deep breath and say the words, “I am ready to speak of the night I spent with Dayton.”

My sisters stop bugging each other and stare at me. They don’t ask questions. Don’t even seem to breathe. I don’t blame them for fearing I might clam up. This isn’t the first time I’ve made this announcement since the morning they caught Dayton leaving my trailer.

“I drank three ginger fizzes and decided to see if he was as good in reality as in my fantasies.”

“Was he?” Daisy whispers, eyes wide.

A shrug is my only answer. My sisters wait to see if I’ll offer more details. When I don’t, Ruby stands up and takes the microphone to sing her song.

My silence comes from being unsure of how I feel about Dayton. He’s been my ideal fling for years. Back when I was in high school, I’d see him riding his Harley and get a whole lot of sexy ideas about him and me hooking up.

Then, I grew up and wondered how I’d feel about being a one-night stand. Dayton paid attention to me at parties and whenever he saw me around town. Once he got laid and the chase was over, he’d lose interest, and I wasn’t ready to be dismissed.

So, I waited.

There were so many times I considered taking the plunge with him. Before I got pregnant with Keanu, we were flirting. I asked Dayton if he wanted to take me somewhere. He said yes, of course. I asked if he could promise not to treat me differently after spending the night together. Rather than giving any reassurances or even lying, Dayton froze up.

I still remember the look on his face that night at Tad Cline’s party. It was somewhere between terror and lust. Rather than answer, Dayton said he forgot he needed to do something and bailed.

After that night—and having a baby—I never flirted with any intention of putting out. Dayton kept chasing as if the party freak out never happened. We built a solid routine for years.

Now, I’ve broken it and taken the plunge. No promises required. Not now that I’m a mom rather than an eighteen-year-old girl swooning over the sexy bad boy.

“I think I hoped Dayton was complicated,” I say more to myself than to my sisters.

Ruby stops singing and turns off the music. I stare at the mojito in my hand and think about my expectations. Why would I waste time with a man like Dayton?

“I know he’s not complicated. There are no hidden layers underneath his womanizing asshole exterior. I know that, but I think a part of me naïvely hoped he was more.”

“Did he do something?” Daisy asks in a hushed tone.

“It’s not what he did or didn’t do. It’s that he’s Dayton Rutgers, and he’s spent years flirting with me like I’m special. But I’m not. He’s fucked everything in town. He wasn’t spending his nights thinking about me. He’s not that guy, so dating him won’t lead to what I think deep inside I want.”

“You never know,” Daisy says. “I mean, who would have thought I’d end up with Camden?”

“Camden’s the more down-to-earth twin.”

“Is he, though?” Ruby asks. “He was a pig until one day he wasn’t. Who’s to say Dayton couldn’t be the same way?”

“Are you saying that because you want me to end up with Dayton and move into the condo building and live down the hall from you?”

My sisters nod in unison. “It would be ideal,” Ruby says.

Daisy smiles wider. “Then, we’ll get Mom, Betty, Charlie, and Billy to move to the condo building, and the entire gang would be back together.”

“Can you imagine Dayton with Keanu?” I ask, fighting a bad mood. “Can you imagine him with any kid?”

“He’s sweet with Chevelle,” Ruby says. “In fact, since we moved to the condo, he wears pants in the hallway instead of walking around in his boxers. The man is capable of change.”
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