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Chapter 1


Ashley
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Deleting the tenth message, I grit my teeth.  I thought this was over.  I thought he was happy in Cuba with his girlfriend.  He’s been clean and sober for a year, and now, based on the belligerence in his recorded voice, he’s off the wagon again, and home from his vacation early.  Randy Murphy adopted me when my mother died suddenly in her fortieth year.  They were long-time lovers, and he had helped raised me since my estranged father flew the coop days after I was born.  Randy waited tables, fixed cars on the side, hell, he even cleaned offices at night to put me through medical school.  Now that I’m actually doing it—my undergraduate to become a psychologist—he’s been nothing short of a project. 

The drinking started my first year in University.  Call it empty nest syndrome or loneliness…my mother would have a field day with it.  That’s where I get my therapist’s blood.  My mother was a psychologist as well.  My biological father, she told me once, is also a doctor.  How she met up with the likes of Randy is beyond me.  Perhaps he really was a project to her.  But it seems odd that a psychologist could end up madly in love with a man who, for all intents and purposes, is a jack-of-all-trades.  

A knock at the door startles me.  My roommate is out for the night.  She barely lives here, choosing her boyfriend over her dormmate.  Can’t say I blame her there, and I like the quiet, anyway.  His voice reverberates through the metal door, and I cringe.  Randy has mastered the art of concealing his drunkenness.  That’s half the reason why they allow him entry into the dorms after hours.  They know that he’s my dad, and that I’ll never be able to bring myself to tell them to disallow it.  Wishing I had the courage to ignore him, I pause for a moment.  Can’t do it.  

Rising, I go to the door, and for good measure, just like Randy taught me, I look through the tiny peephole to make sure that it’s him and not some drunken frat boy looking for a late night bootie call.  “Dad?”

“It’s me, love.  Open the door.” He says in his fatherly tone.

When I open the door, he draws in a deep breath and places his hand on his chest, as if relief has just washed over him.  “Jesus…thank God.  I thought you were dead.  You didn’t answer any of my messages since last night.”

Randy is tall, with salt and pepper hair, a full head of it, a trim body from years of hard work, and big blue eyes.  Probably the reason mom and he got together is because in his younger years, Randy was very handsome.  There are dozens of pictures to prove it.

“I’ve been busy, dad.” I chuckle without a trace of mirth.  I also leave out the part where I find his drunken messages a disincentive to return his calls.

“Well, I know that.” He says, closing the door behind him.  The dorm room is typical; with two single beds, a hotel-sized fridge, a table that would likely suit a camper, with two chairs.  The small desk is littered with textbooks and my laptop, and the clip-on lamp is on, despite the fact that it offers less light than the flashlight app on my phone does.  “But I figured you’d at least call your dear old dad back at some point.” He sees the stack of books on the desk.  “What are you working on?”

“Which subject?” I ask facetiously, indicating how swamped I really am.  

He ignores my sarcasm.  “Got a call yesterday.  Which is why I left so many messages.”

I pull a banana from the fruit bowl on top of the fridge, peel it, and start chewing.  “Who called?”

“A lawyer.” He says, as if to bait me.  It irritates me when he does this.  Of course, when someone speaks of a lawyer reaching out, one would expect the person to elaborate.  

“Uh…huuuh.” I gesture for him to continue.  

“Bill Seamington’s lawyer.” He waits, looking at me, testing me.  I recognize the name immediately.  “Doctor Bill Seamington.”

The doctor that Randy is referring to is my biological father.  

A lawyer would only make contact with a next of kin or surviving family member for two reasons: because they’re dead or on death row and have made a final request to make such contact.  At least, that’s what I’ve learned from movies.  Don’t ask me, I’m studying to be a psychologist, not a lawyer or a judge.  “When did he die?” I ask callously.  I have no emotional connection with my real father, which is no news to Randy, clearly, given his method of delivery.

“Last week.”

“Why did they contact you?”

“Because I lived with your mother for nearly two decades, in the same house that your father lived in when they were together.”

“And what does the lawyer want?”

“Beats me.  I gave him your name and number.  He asked to speak with you directly.”

I snort.  “Maybe he left me his millions.”

“Or his stethoscope.” He smiles and pats my shoulder.  “Well, I’m glad you’re not taking this hard.  I figured you wouldn’t, but I wanted to deliver the news in person, just in case.”

“Well, thanks.  I appreciate it.”

“No problem.” He walks towards the door.  “I’ll leave you to it.”

Fortunately, Randy’s visits are usually pretty clipped.  He’s not much of a talker, either, which suits me just fine.  

“Call me once in a while, eh?” he says, clicking his tongue.  I give him a quick hug and he opens the door.  

I feel brave.  “What’s going on with Layla?”

Layla is dad’s girlfriend.  They were supposed to be in Cuba together, but it seems as though their trip was cut short.

“We broke up.  She’s gone home.” He says, scratching his head with a sigh.  “Seems I keep comparing every woman I meet to your mother.  There will never be another one like her.”

“That’s the truth.” I say, resigned.  “But you’ve got to keep your head on straight, dad.  You been drinking again?”

He lifts his brows and lowers his head.  “Yeah.  Last night was the last one, I promise.”

A line I’ve heard enough times to know he’ll give it a college try.

“You want me to fix you up with some hot female professor?” I joke, just as I see my roommate Darlene walk towards the door.  

“Hey, Mister C.” Darlene says.  

Dad gives her a wink.  “Dar Dar.”

Darlene looks at me and tips her chin.  “We’re going to Buz’s.  You want to come?”

Buz’s is a bar; five minutes from residence.  It’s the biggest college hangout there is, aside from the pool hall on the other side of the street.  Students can be found roaming at either establishment all hours of the night.  Normally, I wouldn’t go, citing studying and homework as my excuse, but tonight I feel like blowing off some steam.  

“Go.” Dad directs.  Easy for him to say.

“Sure, I’m up for that.” I relent, grabbing my purse and sweater off the chair.  Darlene walks into the room and drops off the textbook and binder she was carrying.

“I’ll see you later, kids.” Dad says and we both give him a wave as he walks out the door and down the hall.

Darlene is taller than me by about half a foot, and she’s very lean.  Her dark hair is cut short, in an exaggerated angle around her jawline.  She looks like a modern version of Betty Boop, only much, much taller.  “Late night convo with dad?” she asks, pulling her t-shirt over her head and grabbing a much more bar-worthy shirt.  

“I’ll get into it later…when I’ve had a few.” I sigh.  

“That good, huh.” 

“Yeah,” I scoff.  “You ready?”

“Let’s roll.”

Five minutes later, we walk into the bar, which is crawling with students.  If it wasn’t a Friday night, I’d feel very out of place and would need to tamp down my maternal instinct to avoid telling them all that they shouldn’t be out at a bar on a school night.  It’s very easy to tell which of these kids are legal age and which are not.  The bar owner, Ben, is very adamant on keeping his liquor licence, hence allowing students entry, but carding every one of them that isn’t a regular.  Many of us are, and he knows us by name.  Ben has an amazing memory for name recall.

“Ash!  Dar!” he calls.  I’m twenty-two, as is Darlene, so he asks what we’re having.  We both walked here, so the sky’s the limit.  We take our beers and scan the room, looking for our crowd.  

“Will here?” I ask Darlene, referring to her boyfriend.

“Should be.”  She looks around and her gaze stops at a table as she locks eyes with someone.  “I know who is here though.”

Following her gaze, I see Christopher Lynch, an undergrad like us, only he’s not like us at all, in that he’s only here to kill time.  He’s loaded and everyone knows it.  He’s also a huge lady’s man…something everyone also knows, including himself.  

“He is the one guy I would consider leaving Will for.”

“Yeah, if you’re into recycled goods.  You’ve been down that road before, Dar.  Plus, the guy’s a loser.  He’s in my class but it’s like his third redo.  I think he’s just starting his first semester of residency next semester.  I think he had to have taken a few years off.  It’s impossible to be that lazy or stupid in medical school.”  Darlene had a tryst with him her first year.  She wanted more but he didn’t.  “What the hell is rich boy doing here anyway.  Doesn’t he have better things to do?”

“Maybe he couldn’t find anyone to do tonight.” Darlene surmises.  “If Will doesn’t show up, I’ll do it.”

An eye roll.  “You wouldn’t.”

She lifts and lowers her head slowly, teasing me.

“Please.” I scoff.  “You would have Will’s kids right now if he asked you.”

Her cheesy smile betrays her.  “You’re right. I mean…Christopher is magazine hot, but…who he’s really got eyes for is you.”

Standing at the bar, we both sip our beers.  I see Christopher steal a glance at me.  He tips his chin at me and lifts his beer, as if in greeting.  I ignore him and take another sip.

“Told you.” Dar points out, catching the exchange.

“The only reason why he shows any interest in me is because I’ve turned him down.  Most girls around here don’t have half the integrity.  Yourself included.”

“He likes the hard to get type.  I made myself too available.”

“He likes those types, too.  Clearly.” I point out. “The man is a whore.”  I drain the rest of my beer and summon the bartender to get me another one.  Darlene picks up on this.

“So, what happened with your dad?”

“On second thought, give me a shot of tequila.” I say to the bartender, trying to change the subject.  I turn to Darlene.  “You want one, too?”

“And here I thought your dad was the only alcoholic in the family.” Darlene says facetiously.  

I lift my brow at her, in a show of defiance, hoping that my semi-drunkenness doesn’t betray the fact that for whatever reason, I’m pissed off.  

Her voice is flat.  “Fine.” She lifts her finger in the air, summoning the bartender.  “Make it two.” 

After our shots, I’m feeling nicely loaded, but not so much so that I need to puke or anything.  Will still hasn’t arrived yet, and Darlene is starting to get worried, despite her beer/tequila buz.  “I told you you were in love with him.” 

“Shut up.” She says, texting him.  

“Take it easy.” I giggle.  “I need to go to the bathroom.  Be right back.”

As I walk to the bathroom, Christopher Lynch approaches, coming from the men’s room, and he stops.  

“Hey, how’s it going?” he asks conversationally, studying my face with an intriguing grin that immediately brings my eyes to his lips.  Despite him being here for quite a while, he seems perfectly sober.  Point for him.

“Can’t complain.  You?” he catches my glance and his smile brightens.  Is he flirting?

“I’m having a pretty good time.” He says fairly, with a slight frown.  “You ready for the test Monday?” We share a class together.  I sit in the front.  He sits in the back.  Until I caught him staring at my ass from afar one day, I didn’t know he existed.

“I bet you’re not.” I don’t hide the snotty tone.  My filter comes off when I’m drunk, even though in my true light, I don’t have much of one anyway.

He has the grace to chuckle.  “Na, not really.  But I’ve got all weekend.  You want to study together?”

“Sure, we all study better after sex, right?” I say, indicating that I’m not even a little bit stupid.  I know that that’s all he’s after.  Christopher Lynch has no real interest in education beyond his zipper.

“Hey, give me some credit.” He leans in, giving me what I’m guessing is his best set of bedroom eyes.  “We can study first.” 

Why I let him lean in, I don’t know.  Too much to drink?  But once he tips his head sideways and parts his lips, I lose self control.  

But instead of letting the kiss happen…I hit him.  Hard.

What happens next, I’ll never forget for as long as I live.








  
  

Chapter 2


Christopher
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Earlier that evening


My fist pounds the steering wheel as I drive anywhere but here.  Fighting with my brother Daniel never suits me, yet I have so much goddamn practice.  Fact, he pisses me off more than he impresses me.  To him, I’m never good enough.  Fuck him.  First, I go over there to visit with him and my little nephew Mitchell, next thing I know, he’s tearing a strip out of me and I’m storming out, without saying goodbye to my sister-in-law, Kayla.  Happens more often than I’d like to admit, but I know that deep down, my brother hates me. 

Tyler and Grant are cool with me, and so is Mallorie, for that matter.  Daniel is the eldest, and I’m the youngest Lynch kid; maybe that’s what it is.  So, I decide to go over and pay my other two brothers—who like me—a visit.  It’s cool having all my brothers living in the same part of town.  Pulling into Tyler and Grant’s place, I breathe deeply, trying to shake off my fight with Daniel.  Both my brother’s trucks are in the driveway, so I know that they’re home.  

Before I can knock on the front door, it opens.  Tyler is standing on the other side of it.  Tyler and Grant have been home from the military for a couple of years.  Both served at the same time and for the same amount of time.  They look so alike that they could pass for twins, except that Grant is akin to the Hulk in stature.  I’m a military brat, too, just like Daniel and Mallorie.  Yes, my sister served as well, probably for the longest out of all of us.  She only came home when she got pregnant.  Tyler’s chomping on an apple as he answers the door.  “Hey, man.  Daniel told me you might be stopping by.”

“Great.” I mutter, irritated.  “So, I guess he told you how much of an asshole he was to me then.”

“Not…in those exact words.” Tyler is tongue-in-cheek.  “But you guys are assholes to each other all the time.” A shrug before closing the door behind me.  

“Don’t start.” I warn, taking my shoes off.  “Where’s Grant?”

“In the shower.  He just came back from the gym.”  He pauses, walking away from me.  “Want a beer?”

“Na, I’m going to head out for one soon.”

“Date?’

I give him a look.  “Here’s hoping.”

He clucks his teeth.  “So, Daniel says that you guys fought because of old lady Hazel?  What the fuck’s up with that?” he cranes his neck back a little.

“He tell you she croaked?” I follow him into the living room and sit down on the couch.  Tyler takes the end chair.  The living room looks like a bachelor’s delight: big screen tv on the wall, huge sound system, a wet bar.  The only thing missing is a dart board, but that’s downstairs in the basement.  

“Yeah.  Why’d that piss you off?”

“It didn’t piss me off, it pissed him off.  I don’t give a shit if that old hag died, man.  She was the worst fucking babysitter ever.”

Tyler’s eyebrows knit together.  “Like hell.  She was nice.  What’s your deal?”

I scoff.  “She never babysat any of you clowns, moron.  Just me.”

“She was still nice.”

“Believe what you want, man. I’m glad the bitch is dead.  Fuck her.”

I hear Grant come down the stairs.  His hair is damp from his shower, and his t-shirt is wet slightly in the back from where he didn’t dry himself completely.  “Take it easy, little brother.” 

“What, you too?  Shit.” I swear.  “I’m outta here.” I say, rising.

“Killer, what crawled up your ass?” Grant sizes me up.  He’s as tall as Tyler, but he’s built like a brick shithouse.  Nobody messes with Grant, even though he wouldn’t hurt a fly.  

“Daniel.” Tyler explains.

A snort. “So, what else is new.”

“Fuck you.”

Grant gives me a look like he’s going to laugh, but he doesn’t.  “You up for a brewskie?”

Tyler intervenes.  “I already offered him one.  Evidently he has a bootie call waiting for him at the bar.”

“You going to that freak ass bar by campus, or somewhere not laced with school-aged brats?”

“I’m going to Buz’s.” I admit.  “You know how many chicks I’ve bagged from that place?  I’d be stupid not to go there for some action.”

“Still chasing tail.” Grant shakes his head.  

“It would do you some good.” I respond, using my most condescending tone.  

He chuckles without a trace of mirth.  “And you wonder why Daniel gives you a hard time.  Twenty-five years old and you’re still a little punk kid.  When are you gonna grow up, man?”

I point my finger at him.  “Fuck you.” I point my finger at Tyler.  “And fuck you too.”

Tyler scratches his head and Grant shakes his, but they’re both essentially just brushing me off, as usual.  “I’m outta here, man.”

“See ya,” they both guffaw, as if my leaving is no harm done to them.  I stuff my feet into my shoes and leave.  

Ten minutes later, it’s like my life is in a completely new light.  Being at Buz’s is like being in my own lair.  Chicks fawn over me like I’m goddamn Hugh Heffner at the Playboy Mansion.  Well, maybe not that much, but you get the picture.  Yeah, I’m kind of a big thing on campus.  Guys are cool with me, too, as long as I stay away from their ladies, which I do.  I know most of them by name.  This chick, Darlene, I bagged her a while ago.  She’s practically married to some jock now, but her friend Ashley is so hot, sometimes I can’t stand it.  She’s frigid though.  She’s about the only chick that doesn’t like me.  Or maybe she does and she’s playing hard to get.  

Here’s my chance to find out.  

She’s drinking, so that’s a good sign.  I see her chug back a shot and I feel a thrill course through my veins.  Shelly, this other chick from my class, is pawing at me, so at least I have a backup plan.  But in the meantime, this Ashley chick just might be on tonight’s menu for a change.  Giving her my best bedroom eyes, she doesn’t flinch, which kind of pisses me off, but I’ll have plenty of other chances to catch her eye tonight.  

My next chance arrives when I leave the bathroom.  Drunk Ashley is approaching the ladies’ room, and I lay it on thick.  As I allude to a tryst after a study break, I lean in so close that I can smell the tequila on her breath.  Next thing I know she shoves me hard, with both palms flat on my chest, and then she gives me a right hook, nearly knocking me to the floor.  Checking my face, I lift my hand up to the tender spot.  There is no blood, but it smarts like hell.  I suddenly feel like I want to puke.  The room starts to go blurry around me, and I look at this girl through wild eyes.  

With a pounding heart and shaking hands, I stand there, staring at her like she should give me some kind of directive.  I’ve lost my voice.  I can’t speak, and when I try to, I can feel the bile rising in my throat.  The look she’s giving me is odd.  She’s shocked that she did that, but I also detect a note of concern in her eyes.  My chest is heaving.  I can hardly breathe.  There is a voice inside my head that I can’t place.  Someone is laughing at me.  I’m not sure if it’s inside my head or if it’s in the bar; I’ve lost all sense of perception.  

That laugh is deafening.  People are looking at me.  Their faces look like puppets.  They don’t look real.  Maybe they are puppets, because I think I recognize one.  I see her again.  She’s looking at me and her mouth is moving, but I don’t hear anything.  Her face changes.  She raises her hand like she’s going to hit me again, and I duck, holding my hands over my head.  

“Christopher?” I hear in the distance.  “Hey…man…you okay?”

I hear Ashley’s voice. She’s talking to someone.  

“Chris?” I feel someone take my arm, giving it a shake, bringing me out of my reverie.  Looking over, I see that it’s my brother, Tyler.  “Hey, man, you okay?” he chuckles.  

I nod.  Or, at least, I think I nod.  

Ashley is standing there with an odd look on her face still.  She wants to say something, but she stays silent.  Her roommate Darlene is at her side.  “What happened?” Darlene asks Ashley.  

“Nothing.” She looks at me.  “Let’s get out of here.”

My brother looks at me.  “You okay?  Did she…hit you?”

“Yeah.” I manage. 

“You go a little too far on the first date, man?” he teases, good-naturedly.

“Something like that.” I say softly, staring at the wall.  I can feel Ashley’s eyes on me still, even though she’s walking out the door.  

“You want a beer?” Tyler offers.

“No, thanks.  Let’s get out of here.”

As I walk away from the bathroom hallway, I realize that nobody saw that exchange except for Darlene.  Everybody is carrying out their own business like nothing happened.  

“Are you sure?  I figured I’d catch up to you after all.”

“Yeah…yeah, I’m sure.” I say, giving myself a shake.  

We walk towards the door.  “She get you good?” Tyler asks me.

“Right hook.” I answer, but then I rewind what just happened, 

…and I realize that it was a lot more than just a punch in the face.








  
  

Chapter 3


Ashley
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Darlene grabs my hand and pulls me out of the bar so fast, I feel like my shoulder joint will come out of place.  When we’re finally outside and begin walking, we wait for a pack of students to pass before she speaks.  “What the hell was that?” she whispers, as if onlookers can hear us.  The street is very quiet, as it’s late.  Just a few cars are passing by, and we can see the college campus from here.   

“He tried to kiss me, so I hit him.”

“I’ve never seen a guy react like that.”

“Me neither.”

“Did you hit him hard?  Like, really hard?”

I give her a look.  “If I did, don’t you think he’d be knocked out, or at least on the floor?”

“So, not only is he hot, but he’s also a freak.”

“He just wasn’t expecting it.”

“No shit.”

“He tried to kiss you?” I can almost hear the jealousy.  “Man, he’s got nerve.”

“Less now that I told him what I think of him.”

“Did you see him cower away like that?  I bet he’s never been backhanded like that before.” She giggles.  “He probably needed that for a long time.”

“Probably.”

A pause.  “Wait…isn’t he former military?”

“I think so.”

“That doesn’t add up then.” A ‘v’ forms between her brows.  “You would think that he would have sloughed it off, being more exposed to a hail of gunfire or bomb blasts or something.”

I shrug.  “Maybe it was the threat of a physical altercation.”

“From a girl?”

Another shrug.  “I don’t know.”

“Aren’t you studying to be a psychologist?  Shouldn’t you know this stuff?”

I give her a look.  “Have you cured cancer yet?  Aren’t you studying to be a lab rat?”

Darlene lifts a finger.  “Good point.” 

“Besides, PTSD presents itself in all kinds of forms.  Maybe he had some kind of military flashback.  Maybe he was hit in the face by some shrapnel or something before.”

“There’s your psychologist’s hat.”  She smiles.  “That’s my girl.”

“He could have even been beat up pretty bad by the enemy…who knows.”

“Now you’re the enemy.” She points out with a little laugh.  “He’ll leave you alone now.”

“Just what you wanted.” I tease.  “Did Will ever respond to you?”

“Yeah.  He was napping.  He’s not coming to the bar.” She looks at me.  “You want to stop by his place for a minute with me?  I forgot something there.”

“Sure.  You’re not going to wake him up?  And more importantly, you’re not staying there tonight?”

“His dormmate is studying tonight.”

Ian, Will’s dormmate, is another deadbeat college kid.  If there was an award for best drunken student, he would win it.  I swear Ian only agreed to go to school to avoid paying bills and living at home.  He’s a trust fund kid and it shows.  “He studies?  Better yet…he knows how to open a book?”

“Apparently his mother found out about his grades and she put her foot down.” 

“And she didn’t know how badly he was doing before?” I ask.

“Who knows.” She shrugs as we approach the parking lot to residence.  Will’s building is on the opposite end of mine and Darlene’s.  As she opens the double doors, we see a familiar face coming down the stairs.  It’s Will’s dormmate, Ian.

“Hey,” we both say to him.  “Give up on studying so soon?”

“Studying?” he asks, as though it’s a foreign subject…and it probably is to him.  “I’m going to Buz’s.”

“Will told me you vetoed me staying over tonight so that you can study.” Darlene comments with a slight chuckle. 

He looks up at the ceiling, as though he’d forgotten.  “Oh yeah…no, I’m done studying for tonight.”

“That was quick.” I scoff.

He points at his temple.  “I’ve got the brains, babe.  Don’t need to study a lot.”

“Says the man who couldn’t recall a basic algebra concept like ‘a’ equals ‘mx plus b’.”

He smiles.  “Whatever.  I’m too beautiful to have to worry about shit like that.”

“And stupid.” I push him in the chest.  “Don’t forget stupid.”

“Piss off.” He scolds, good-naturedly, and then he addresses both of us.  “You’re not going up to see Will, are you?  Because he’s not there.”

Darlene cranes her neck.  “He’s not?  He just texted me a little while ago saying that he was napping.”

“He was.” Ian explains.  “But he’s gone to get something to eat.  Not sure where he went.”

Rolling her eyes, Darlene smirks.  “Fine.  I’ll go check the usual places.  Or, hey, do you mind letting me up there?  I forgot something in the dorm room.”

“Can’t.  Gotta go, nerds.  Meeting a chick.” He looks at his wrist, feigning that he has a watch.  “See ya.”

“Thanks.” Darlene says facetiously.  “Asshole.”

“What did you forget up there, anyway?  Can’t you just get it tomorrow?” I offer.

“I forgot my retainers.  I need them.  I should never have taken the damn things off, but Will won’t have sex with me if I have them in.”  Darlene just got her braces off a few weeks ago. She’s supposed to be wearing her retainers all the time.

“Well, why don’t we go wait at the dorm room?  If he just went to eat something, he shouldn’t be long.” I say.  “I’ve seen him eat.  He inhales his food.”

“Sure, yeah.  That’s a better deal than roaming around looking for him.” Darlene says as we head up the stairs.

Turning onto Will’s floor, Darlene fluffs her hair, as if she’s about to go see the Queen of England.  I smirk at her.  “What?” she asks, knowing full well what the expression on my face is for.

“Nothing.” I lie.

“Just wait…wait until you have a boyfriend.  I’m going to poke fun at you all the time for all the fussing you’ll do.”

As we approach the door, Darlene is about to knock, when she decides to listen first.  “Maybe he’s back already.”

A strange noise comes from the other side of the door.  We look at each other and her eyes bulge.  “Oh my God.”  

I try to stop her, but her fist finds the door and she pounds on it, loud enough that the whole floor can likely hear her.  “Open up, Will!”

Hearing the guilt-ridden “Shit!” from behind the door, Darlene turns into girlfriend-zilla and tries the knob while continuing to pound the door incessantly.  Foolishly, Will has neglected to lock the door.  Somehow, Ian is looking smarter by the minute.  

Darlene barges in and I follow her.  Strange, the bed is untouched.  But clearly the girl by the wall, isn’t.  Smoothing her skirt and hair in a practiced motion, Will’s friend removes her underwear from the desk, and avoids a sucker punch from Darlene by the hair of her teeth.  Scurrying out the door, I wave bye-bye to the whore, who I don’t recognize, and observe Darlene pounding the shit out of Will to within an inch of his life.

I keep the door open, so he gets a decent audience.  I’m supportive like that.  While Dar Dar repeatedly punches and kicks him, I initiate the search party for her coveted retainers.  This doesn’t last long, since she has conveniently left them on the table, in the neon pink case clearly marked in gold with the orthodontist’s logo.  Popping them into my back pocket, I stand by the door with my arms crossed over my chest at first, and then I start gesturing to onlookers in the hallway what happens when you screw around on a girl.

Sparing you the plethora of expletives uttered from my friend’s mouth, I’ll just tell you that, roughly translated, Darlene hopes that he dies a long, painful death by whatever sexually transmitted disease his little friend likely gave him.  

“Aren’t you going to stop her?” one of the students in the hallway says.

“He said he loved her and then, not two seconds ago, was caught screwing another girl up against that wall.” I say, pointing at the wall in question.

Understanding comes to the student’s face, “Ah,”

“Besides, she’ll wear herself out before she kills him.” I say, smacking my lips together.  Scanning the room, I check and see if there is anything else that she might have left here.  With nothing in sight, I see that Will is balled up on the floor now, with his hands cradling his head for protection.  

“You’re going to need a lot more than that to keep that soft head of yours in check.” I say, watching Darlene run a hand through her hair.  She’s flushed but looks satisfied.  “I mean, what idiot does that with the door unlocked?”

“The lock’s broken.” He says, like he’s an errant child.  His voice is muffled from under his arms.  

“Even better.” I scoff.  “You’ve been spending way too much time with Ian, my friend.”

“Or not enough.” Darlene says, and then spits on him.  “If you were studying with him like you said you were, this wouldn’t have happened.” Her voice is laced with ire.  

“What did you do…put Ian up to lying to me for you?” she kicks him again.  “You’re the biggest slime ball.  I can’t believe I wasted so much time with you.”  She looks up, at all the people standing in the doorway.  We have attracted a huge audience.  “Good luck finding another girl who will be willing to sleep with you after this.” she says to Will, who is still balled up in a heap on the floor.  “Go ahead and tell everyone on campus that this scumbag is a whore.”

She kicks him once more.  “Come on, Ash, let’s get out of here.  He’s not worth it.”

As we walk out the dorm, into the hallway, and leave the building, I rest my arm on Darlene’s shoulders.  “What a night, huh.  We both beat up guys tonight.”

She scoffs.  “You don’t mind me being back in your dorm room full-time?”

“Not at all.  I kind of missed you.” Did I mention that I’m a great liar?

She changes the subject.  “So, you never did tell me what happened with your dad tonight.  Seems you didn’t get quite drunk enough to share.”

I look at her.  “What…you don’t want to obsess over Will at all?”

“Not even a little bit.”

“It seems that the sperm donor, better known as my biological father, died.” I smirk.  Darlene waits.  Her smile slips a notch.  “And his lawyer wants to talk to me.”

“What do you think he wants?  Do you think he left you money or something?”

“More like ‘or something’.” I point out.  “As far as I know, doctor asshole never contributed anything to my life other than a tablespoon of sperm.  If he had any money that he wanted to send my way, I’m sure that he would have donated it by now.”

“Wow.” She sighs. “What a night.”

“That’s an understatement.” I pause.  “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.  What is it with men?  We’ve been effected by three losers tonight.”

“Things happen in threes.”

“Did you see the look on Will’s face when I started punching him?” Darlene giggles.

“I didn’t think you had it in you, frankly.” I say.  “I figured that would have turned out a whole lot differently.”

“Why, because you think I love him like crazy?”

“You have spent every waking moment with him since the beginning of the semester.”

“That doesn’t mean that I love him.” she shrugs.

I give her a look that says that I’m not buying it.  

“Seriously.  In fact, I could go knock on Christopher’s door right now and give it up to him.”

“Are you sure?  I mean, I barely touched him tonight and he cowered away like I was a land mine.  I’m sure he couldn’t handle the pounding that Will got.”

“Yeah, well, maybe that won’t be necessary.  At least Christopher had the guts to tell me that he didn’t want to get serious.  Will just strung me along like a goddamn dog.”

“True.”

“Did you see the look in Christopher’s eyes tonight?  It kinda freaked me out.”

“When I hit him, you mean?”

“Yeah.”

“I noticed it too.”

Fact is, I noticed it too much. Little did I know that look would haunt me for months.








  
  

Chapter 4


Christopher
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Class today is awkward to say the least.  After my experience at the bar last night, it takes everything in me to even show up.  Tyler razzed me for a bit after we left Buz’s, but he got over it pretty fast.  I just hope that Ashley and Darlene do, too.  Thankfully, I don’t share any classes with Darlene, so that’s one less chick to sweat over.  Even though I heard through the grapevine that her man was caught with his pants down last night.  Which means that I’m fair game again.  Not that I was off the table in her eyes when Will was in the picture, anyway.  Ashley sits up front, so it’s easy to dodge her, but if the professor gives us a class assignment, the stakes get higher.   

Keeping my head down, I see her rise to go talk to someone in the class.  The professor isn’t here yet, so students are milling around the classroom.  She looks over my way, but her face is impassive.  When she looks at me, it’s like I’m frozen.  It’s not embarrassment…or is it?  She didn’t hit me so hard that she left a mark, even though the spot in question is pretty tender today.  Maybe a bruise would be cooler…I don’t know.  Tyler asked me if I’d ever hit her back, but I answered with a resounding no.  I’d never hit a girl.  I’m not even pissed at her, which is weird.  I should be.  Maybe I would be if there were more witnesses.  

When the prof showed up finally, class was the usual level of boring, and then it was over. Thank God I sidetracked a run-in with Ashley.  With it being my last class of the day, I can’t exit the school fast enough.  After picking up a textbook that I had on hold, I head out to my car in the vast parking lot.  Two aisles down, I hear a dying car on its last leg, or at least it sounds that way.  Unable to hold my growing curiosity, I walk over.  Tyler and Grant are closet mechanics.  In fact, Grant has a degree in engineering from the military.  When they fixed cars and things, I paid attention.  It sounds a lot like the alternator is dead in this car.

But when I approach, I almost turn back.  It’s too late when she sees me.  From last night, she’s already seen a clear display of weakness in me, and I can’t stomach her seeing it again.  “Hey,” I say.  “It sounds like your alternator is dead.”

“Great.” She mutters, unimpressed.  “I’m supposed to go visit my dad.  He lives an hour and a half away.”

“Do you have Triple A?”

She smirks, puffing out a breath of air in frustration.  “Of course not.”

“Can’t you postpone the visit then?”

With an angry sigh, she says.  “No, I can’t.  It’s…time sensitive.”

Biting my lip, I do the honorable thing.  “Would you like a ride?”

She looks up at me with ire.  “I assume you’re speaking metaphorically.”

I look down.  “No.”

She lifts a hand.  “Sorry. I just…”

“It’s cool.”  I lift a hand.  “I get it.”

Hesitation.  “I’m not going to sleep with you for this. I’ll pay you.”

“Look, I was going to go home and read through this stupid textbook tonight.” I lift the coffee table sized volume so that she can see it.  “I don’t understand some shit in my biology class, and the prof recommended that I brush up with this.  You can read some passages to me while I drive.  Call it even.”

“I can’t just leave my car here dead.” She points out, the irritation is still evident.

“Call a tow truck.” 

“You don’t get it, do you?” her look and tone are snide.  “I don’t have money for a goddamn tow truck. And if I leave my car in this part of the parking lot overnight, it’ll get towed, and then I’ll have to pay for storage, too.  Things aren’t as easy when you’re not born with a silver spoon in your mouth, Lynch.”

“I can lend you the money.” I offer.

“Yeah, that’s rich.  And then I’ll really owe you.  No thanks.”

I’m getting pissed.  “Look, I know that you think I’m a complete asshole, and I’d do anything to get in your pants—”

She interrupts.  “Not helping your case.”

I sigh, raking a hand through my hair.  “Can’t you call your friend Darlene?”

“She doesn’t have a car.  I’m her ride.”

“What about Darlene’s boyfriend Will?  I know he has a car.”

“After my best friend beating the shit out of him last night?  Fat chance.”

Drawing in a deep breath, I give her one last chance.  “Well, then, it looks like you’re either going to have to take me up on my offer or forget about visiting your dad tonight.”

Giving her car another try, it whines but it doesn’t turn over.  Shaking her head, she smacks the passenger seat.  “Fuck!”

“Whoa!” I chuckle.  

“Shut up.” She mutters, but I see the ghost of a smirk on her face.  Looking up at me, she points her finger.  “Keep your hands to yourself.  And I’m not sleeping with you tonight or any other night in return for this.  I will pay you back in full, with interest for gas, and whatever else this trip is going to cost.”

“I assume then, that your dad doesn’t have any money, either.” 

“You assume right, Lynch.” She speaks loudly, as a sign of subtlety.

“Fine.  Pay me back when you can.  I’ll call a tow truck for you.”

“Don’t do me any more favors.  I’ll do it.” She says defiantly.  

Twenty minutes later, we’re in my car.  Her face is like stone as I pull out of the parking lot.  “Give me the address so I can punch it into the GPS.” I say.

“I’ll do it.” 

I scoff.  “Fine.”

After she punches it in, she sits back with her arms crossed over her chest.  She looks like a bratty little kid that was just told that she can’t have a cookie.  “You always this stubborn?” I ask.

The looks she gives me says that she can also be a real bitch, too.  I lift a defensive hand and keep driving.  “So how come this trip is time sensitive?”

Not even making the effort to look over, she seethes.  “None of your business.”

I’m feeling brave.  “And your dad couldn’t come to you?”

Eye contact for a change, even though she could cut glass with her icy glare. “My dad’s drunk.  In case you wanted to know that.  Not that it’s any of your business.”

“So why are you going to visit him?  Won’t he be passed out?”

“No.  I called him to say that I’m on my way.  He’ll sober up by the time I get there…hopefully.”

“Why’s he drunk?”

She takes the textbook out of the back seat. “Look, how about you just tell me what you want me to read to you out of here, huh?  Spare me the interrogation?”

I shrug.  “Works for me.”  I tell her what subjects I’m having challenges with, and she finds a couple of chapters referencing said subject.  Scanning the pages, she starts reading.  Strangely enough, some of the shit starts to make sense.  “Okay, look this up,” I say, asking her to change the subject.  When my phone starts to ring.  My cheeks heat when the ring tone is an oldies tune from the sixties called ‘Build Me Up Buttercup’.  “It’s my mom.” 

Placing the call on Bluetooth, I answer it.  “Hey, mom.  I’m in the car with a friend from school.  What’s up?”

“Oh, shoot, sorry.  I was just wondering if you were popping by for dinner.  Daniel, Kayla and Mitchell are coming over, too.  I was hoping to corral your brothers as well.”

“Sorry, mom.  I’m giving my friend a lift to her dad’s place.  It’s kind of a family emergency.”

“Oh, well, I hope everything is okay.” The concern in her voice is palpable.

“Everything is okay.  Her car broke down and I’m just giving her a lift.”

“Okay, Buttercup.  I’ll see you later.”

“See ya, mom.”

Ending the call, I look over at Ashley, and she’s biting her lip.  “Sounds like you have a pretty large family.” She comments, having the grace to sidestep the whole ‘buttercup’ thing.

“Yeah, three brothers and a sister.  All older.”

“So, you’re the baby.”

“Buttercup to be frank.” I joke, explaining the nickname.

“Was that one of your brothers who came to Buz’s last night?”

I nod, looking over at her.  “Yeah, that was Tyler.”

“So, does he think you had it coming…getting punched in the face?”

I smile sheepishly.  “Probably.”

Scratching a spot on her nose, I detect a hint of nerves.  “Why did you…react that way?  You looked like you were…afraid of me or something.  I figure maybe you’ve got PTSD and I set it off.”

Uh oh.  “I don’t know.  It’s never happened to me before.” I say honestly with a shrug.  “The more I think about it, the more I’m convinced that I had some kind of a panic attack or an anxiety attack or something.” I look over at her.  “I was never in battle in the military.  It was a peacekeeping mission, so PTSD doesn’t add up there.”

“Hm.” She nods contemplatively.  “I didn’t even hit you that hard.”

“Hard enough.” I argue good-naturedly.

“What business do you have, trying to kiss a girl that you barely know, anyway?  I mean, it sounds like you’re close with your mother…didn’t she teach you how to respect women?”

“It’s not like I groped you.” I point out.  “And usually girls like getting a little kiss.”

“You’ve never had a girl tell you off for pulling a stunt like that?” 

I shake my head.  “That was a first.”

“Well, Lynch.” She’s matter-of-fact.  “I think you’re going to learn that outside of most college girls, women don’t like to be manhandled like that.”

“I’ll take that into consideration.”

“You should.” She dips her chin for emphasis.  “Otherwise you’re going to have a lot more divots in your face than the one I gave you last night.”  She pauses for a few moments, and then continues.  “Not even when you were in the military…girls didn’t put you in your place?”

“I never touched any of them.  They were scary.” I snuffle a laugh.  “Besides, I was only seventeen when I joined the army.”

“So you weren’t a seasoned man-whore then.” She’s being facetious.

“Are you always this kind to people doing you a favor?” 

That shuts her up.  Opening the textbook, she starts reading again.  After about ten minutes, she hesitates.  “Look, you can just drop me off at my dad’s.  I’ll stay over tonight, and he can give me a ride back to school in the morning.”

“It’s no problem.  I can wait.  I’ll go grab something to eat while you talk to your dad.”

“Thanks.”

I look over at her as we hit a stoplight.  “I wasn’t sure if you could say that.”








  
  

Chapter 5


Ashley
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The phone rings while I’m about to head to my first class, and I grab it.  The name of a lawyer’s office pops up, and I know that it’s a lawyer, because it says ‘something solicitor & associates’, so I brace myself for the expected call. Finding a seat on a bench by the library, I sit down and pick up the call.  The male caller asks for me by name, and I say that it is she who is speaking. 

“I’m Rodney Michaels, from,” he names the firm that he works for.  “And I represent your father, Doctor Bill Seamington.” He clarifies, as if I don’t know my own father’s name.  “Your stepfather told me that I could find you at this number.  I hope it’s okay that I’m calling you.  Is this a bad time?”

“No, not at all.  I’m just between classes.”

“Perfect.  I won’t take too much of your time.”  He clears his throat. He sounds older, like he should be retired and playing a round of golf, not practicing law.  “I’m terribly sorry for your loss.  I understand that you are aware that your father has passed?”

“Yes, Randy told me.  He’s not my stepfather, by the way.  He and my mom never married.”

“Y…Yes.  My apologies.”

I don’t know why I said that.  I’m speaking to a lawyer.  I suppose I wanted to play by the rules.  “That’s okay.”

“Can I call you Ashley?”

“Certainly.”

“Thank you, Ashley.” He clears his throat again.  It must be a nervous thing.  “Are you able to come see me so that we can go over your father’s will?”

“Sure.  I can come right after this class if you have room in your schedule.”

“Certainly.  When can you be here by?”

I tell him and he confirms the time.  “I’ll see you then.”

Shortly after, I hop into my car and head to the lawyer’s office.  It is a small firm, with just three lawyers.  The building is only one floor, and it’s a shared office space, with another legal firm next door.  I assume that the other firm is one of those types of lawyers that chases ambulances and has commercials that encourage those who have been hurt in an accident to call them, with some flashy, easy to remember phone number, because the sign has a catchy slogan written on it, and I find myself reciting the tune in my head.  

Rodney sees me right in after the lone legal secretary announces my arrival.  His office is smaller than my dorm room, with just a small wooden desk, an antique desk lamp, an old phone that looks like it came out just when rotary phones went out of style, and two metal chairs.  My dad certainly didn’t make his will a huge investment, clearly.  I’m thinking that he left me his stethoscope, or an old pair of shoes, based on the look of this office.  

Gesturing for me to sit, he cuts to the chase.  “For legal purposes, can you please verify your identity?  Do you have a driver’s licence or other photo identification with you?”

“Sure.  Yes.” I say, pulling my purse out.  I show him my driver’s licence, and he excuses himself to go take a photocopy of it.  It sure seems to be a lot of trouble for the pittance my dad probably left me.  Protocol.  

Opening a physical file, he fishes through it, looking for a document.  Pulling a pair of half-moon shaped eyeglasses from his crown, he places them on the bridge of his nose, and scans the document.  The photocopy of my driver’s licence is beside him.  He verifies my name.  I’m glad that my mother made me a Seamington. Even though the dream of her ever becoming one was slashed the minute my dad flew the coop.  Otherwise, right now it would be very awkward proving my identity if I don’t share the same surname as my biological father.  

“He didn’t give me my mom’s last name by mistake, did he?” I ask.

Rodney looks up at me over his glasses.  “No, no, that’s not it.” He checks something else on the document, and then he closes the file.  Interlacing his fingers together in front of him, flat on the desk, he asks.  “I understand that you’re a medical student, yes?”

“How did you know that?”

He points to the file.  “Your father stated that.”

“How did he know that?  I haven’t had any communication with him…ever.  In fact, he hasn’t seen me since I was a baby.  I’ve only ever seen him through pictures from when my parents were together.”

“Maybe through your mother?”

“My mother died ten years ago.”

“A grandmother?  An aunt?”

“She was an only child, and her mother died young as well.”  I’m irritated and confused.  “Look, Rodney, I have to be back in class shortly.  Can we cut to the chase here?”

“I…I’m not sure how he knew about you, but based on his knowledge, I’m very confused that you say you haven’t seen him since you were an infant.”

“Seen him, heard from him, or saw any sort of financial support.” I add, “Randy made himself a pauper raising me and putting me through medical school.  In fact, I don’t even know why I’m here, frankly.  I’m sure that the man never wanted anything to do with me, and I’m not sure why he left me a dime.  He never gave me anything other than half my chromosomes.”

Rodney removes his glasses.  “According to his file, Ashley, he thought very highly of you.”

“That’s crap.  It’s impossible.” I lift my hands in the air in exasperation.  “What, did he want to die looking like father of the year, or something?  I swear to God I haven’t seen him since I learned how to speak.” I rise.  “I need answers.  My dad would know what happened. He’s the only one who would know.”

“Wait…Ashley.” He says before I walk out the door.  I look at him and sigh.  “Please sit down.”

“What?  Did he like…leave me posthumous letters?  What?  He obviously never wanted anything to do with me, what?”

“Well, I’m not sure about that, Ashley.”

I don’t sit down.  I remain at the door.  He doesn’t ask me again to sit. 

“Why?” I shake my head, feeling a lump in my throat.

“Because Doctor Seamington left you upwards of three million dollars.”


      [image: image-placeholder]How I get through the rest of the day I don’t know.  Half of me doesn’t believe that this has happened, and the other half is so numb it can’t fathom the thought.  How could my father leave me so much, when he never wanted anything to do with me before in my entire life?  Even after my mom died…one would think that that would be the time to reach out.  Nada.  I don’t even think that the man showed his face at the funeral.  I need to talk to my dad.  Like now.  

As I dial his number, my palm is tapping on the steering wheel.  I have all of fifteen minutes to get to class, and I need to talk to dad ASAP.  It’s almost noon, and dad always answers his cell phone, even when he’s at work, which is where he should be at this time of day.  When he answers, my heart sinks.  “Dad?”

“Sugarplum!  Shouldn’t you be in school?” the ever-evident drunken tone is in his voice. It’s fucking one o’clock.  

“Yes, I’m headed there.  Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“Long story, sugarplum.” A hiccup.

I lean my head back on the seat and give it a satisfying pound against the cloth headrest.  “Dad…I have to talk to you.  I’m coming by after school, okay?  So, I need you to…go take a nap or something.”

“S…sure, sugarplum.  This is my last beer.”

If I had a dime…

“Okay, dad.  I’ll see you around four, okay?”

“Sounds good.  Can’t wait.”


      [image: image-placeholder]So you understand why I was so bitchy and agitated when my car decides to break down when I’m supposed to be leaving to go see my dad.  Accepting Christopher’s help was the last thing I expected to consent to, but it’s not like I had much of a choice in the matter.  I need to talk to my dad, in person.  This conversation cannot happen over the phone by any means.  Not only do I need answers about Bill Seamington, but I also need to know if dad knew anything about this at all.  I mean, is this a hoax?  The shady lawyer calls me up and tells me I just inherited three million dollars from my estranged father, and I’m supposed to believe him?  

I also don’t believe that Christopher expects nothing in return for his little favor.  He’s being way too nice for his nature.  Offering to wait while I talk to dad?  That’s as unbelievable as him taking the time out from his after-hours habits to help someone, with no chance of sex afterward.  If I had the chance, I’d love to rewind today and start over.  This is just too much.  I feel like I need to pinch myself to make sure that I’m not having some strange dream.  But as we head onto the exit to my dad’s house, reality sets in.  

“Look, we’re almost there.” I say, putting the book down.  “Give me thirty minutes with my dad.  That’ll give you time to go get something to eat and come back.  I’ll be waiting on the front porch.”

“I’ll give you my cell number so you can call if things finish early.” Christopher offers.  That seems like a reasonable enough deal.  Pulling my cell phone out, he gives me his number and I test it by sending him a text message.  The text is read out aloud by his Bluetooth.  It says one word: ‘buttercup’.  “Cute.” He says, with the first genuine smile I’ve seen on him.  For a change, it isn’t sultry or laced with the promise of him putting the moves on me.  

We pull up to my dad’s place and Christopher looks at me.  “Good luck.  Call me if you need me.”

“Thanks.” I say as I exit the car.  

I watch him pull out to the street before I go inside.  As I unlock the door with my key, I half expect dad to open it himself.  But when I open the door, the only thing waiting for me…is a mess.  Laundry piled up on the couch, dirty dishes all over the counter, empty beer bottles in the sink.  It looks like he had one hell of a party, but I know that he didn’t.  A one-man party is more like it.  The stench is so strong I prop the front door open.  

Dad doesn’t emerge from anywhere, so I’ll assume that he’s passed out somewhere.  At least Christopher was right about that.  I find him in his bed, face down, with one arm hanging off the side of the bed.  He’s over the covers, but the covers look tangled up, like he hasn’t made the bed in weeks.  Part of the mattress is showing from where the fitted sheet has come loose.  The snoring is deafening, so I leave, and start cleaning up the mess, making as much noise as humanly possible in hopes of waking him up.  

After discarding the bottles, washing the dishes and folding his clean clothes up, I decide to get the vacuum cleaner out as a last resort.  Finally, dad appears from his room.  He looks pasty and still half drunk, but at least he’s coherent.  “Hey, Ash.  I didn’t hear you come in.” he yawns, scratching his head.  

“Did you lose your job?” I ask, trying but failing to hide the snark in my voice.

“Yeah,” he admits, still scratching his head.  

“So this is how you deal with it?” 

He looks at the floor.  “No, I suppose not.”

“Dad, you’re so close to paying off the mortgage, and you were doing so well with saving up for your retirement.” I emphasize.  “Don’t blow it now.”

“You’re right.” He says.  His voice is laced with shame.  “What did you want to talk to me about?  Did the lawyer call you?”

“Don’t change the subject.” I warn.  “Dad, I’m not in the next bedroom anymore, and I can’t keep my eye out on you…at least not as closely as I did when I lived here.  You’ve got to pull yourself together.”

He takes a seat on the couch, watching me wrap the cord around the vacuum cleaner as I ready it to put it away.  The house looks pretty clean now, and it doesn’t smell anymore.  “Sweetheart, I know all this.  Look, I’m just going through a rough time right now, what with Layla gone and your mom…and you.  And now I lost my job.” He sounds so pathetic, I can’t help but sit down next to him and rub his back.  I’m a sucker for him and I know it.  

“Dad, I worry about you.”

“I know you do.  And I worry about you, too.”

“But I wouldn’t have to worry about you if you…stopped.” I address him as though he’s a small child.  

“I know.” He nods.  “I will.  I promise.”

He looks out the window, and his expression changes to puzzled.  “Where’ s your car?”

“Broken down.  I had a friend drive me here.”

“You staying over?  You need me to give you a ride back tomorrow?”

“No, he just went to get something to eat so we could talk privately.”

“What do you want to talk about?” Dad leans his body into mine like he always does.  I can’t stay mad at him when he does that.  Randy is just about the sweetest, tenderest man alive.  He has his flaws, but thankfully the good stuff outweighs the bad stuff…most of the time.  

“The lawyer called me.” I explain.  “How did Bill Seamington know so much about me?  He knew I was a medical student.  How is that possible?”

Dad sighs.  “Oh, sweetheart.  There’s a lot about your mom you didn’t know.”

I lift my head from his.  “Well, I’m twenty-two now, dad.  Don’t you think it’s time?”
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