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Waiting... Waiting...

––––––––
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HUNTER NOTICED THE time on the clock in his office at Bockerlee Insurance. It read nearly an hour past when his wife was supposed to return after her trip to Boxley Drug. He grinned while standing to stretch his medium-slender frame. Since she had the gift for gab, Natalie probably bumped into a client and began yacking. So he walked through the office while combing a hand through his short well-trimmed brown hair to ensure all was locked up for the night. 

While picking up his phone, Hunter unconsciously rubbed fingers over his short mustache before speed-dialing his wife. When he got Natalie's voicemail, he said, "Hey, Sexy Hot, have you forgotten about your husband at the office. I'm cleaning up my desk now. Waiting... Waiting..." He chuckled. "Okay, see you soon for a hot Friday night."

Twenty minutes later, concern set in for Hunter. Damn, what in the hell is keeping her? Natalie knows I'm waiting here for—

Pounding at the front door of the insurance agency got his attention, so he hurried to the door. He saw a cop friend standing there as he walked down the hallway. "Hey, Neil. What's up? Does someone need to file an accident claim?"

"Hunter, I hate having to do this. But it's Natalie. She's been in an accident, son," said gray-haired Neil Hilldayle, his best friend's father. With his wire-rim glasses and kind face, one wouldn't think him a cop, just a fun-loving man everyone gravitated toward. 

"Another one of her infamous fender-bender's, huh?" Hunter asked with a half-smile. 

Neil grasped his arm. "No, son. Eric and Shel will meet us at the hospital. Come with me, and I'll explain on our way."

"But... but," said Hunter, suddenly shaking. "Talk to me. What happened?"

"It was bad, son. Come on, I need to get you to the hospital. I'll explain things on the way."

With shaking hands, Hunter locked the door behind him. "But, Neil, she's okay? Right?"

"They just took her in the ambulance when I arrived. She was holding her own." Neil opened the squad car door. Once seated inside, he said, "I need you to stay calm. Natalie will need us all, so I have the kids meeting us. While picking up a script, a fella came into Boxley Drug and robbed Daniel. They were caught in the crossfire. That's all I know. As soon as I get you to the hospital, I'll see what I can find out."

"Oh, fuck." Hunter said hoarsely, his fists turning white from holding them tightly on his thighs. "How's Daniel?"

"It doesn't look good." When they turned into the ER parking lot, Neil didn't stop until driving to the entrance. "Okay, go on, son. I'll catch up to you later."

Hunter grasped the man's arm while nodding. "Th... thanks." He took off. 

»●«

"Babe, your dad just dropped off Hunter. Go to him," said Shelby Hilldayle, daughter-in-law to Neil.

"Good idea." He took off to meet his friend at the doorway, where the men held onto each other. "We're here for you, pal."

"How is she?" asked a pale-faced Hunter.

"They're still working on her, so we don't know anything yet."

Petite Shelby wearing her signature chin-length black hair in a bob, came over to hug him. "Honey. Eric is right. Whatever you need."

"Did Dad have more to say en route here?" asked curly-haired blonde Eric. 

"No. Your dad is checking on things now. We should know more soon. I should have realized something wasn't right as it got later, and Natalie hadn't gotten back to the office to pick me up. I just didn't think past her stopping to gab with someone." 

While seated on a chair in the sterile waiting room, Shelby said, "Well, let's just hope we hear something soon. Natalie called me while waiting in line for the script. So, it must have happened right after we hung up."

"Mr. Bockerlee? Hunter Bockerlee? Is there a Mr.—"

"Yes. That's me. How is my wife?" he asked, lurching from his chair. 

"Sir, I'm afraid Dr. Reiner needed to take her into surgery right away. So, it could be a while. She was shot in the groin area. So, there is no telling until he can assess the damage. The doctor just wanted me to let you know how things stand now. I'm afraid it's a matter of waiting to see what he finds and what may develop. Someone will be out ASAP with any news."

"Thank you," said a dejected Hunter.

"Nurse," said Shelby, "is there a lounge nearby for coffee?"

"Of course. Go through these double doors and walk down the corridor until you can veer left. Then take the first hall and turn left again. There is a lounge that has snacks and drinks."

"Here," said Eric, "call this number with any update. My wife is his sister, so we'll make sure he gets where he is supposed to be."

The nurse took the business card. "The number on the front is mine, so I'll answer right away."

Hunter heard and turned, "I'm afraid I ran out of the office and left my phone on my desk. So, please call my brother-in-law." He partially grinned while giving Shelby a nudge with his elbow, "My sister has a habit of getting things confused."

Shelby gave him a cuff on the arm. "It's what baby sisters do."

The nurse chuckled. "You got it. I'm steadfast when it comes to big brothers. We baby sisters must stick together."

The ladies grinned before the nurse disappeared.

The waiting room was decorated in generic gray and blue with matching chairs and sofa upholstered in the same colors. Abstract artwork hung on three walls, with a TV on the fourth. A small table in one corner held the day's stale donuts. Packaged cookies, chips, and candy bars were sitting on it. There was also a bowl of apples and bananas in a bowl. Shelby fixed them some coffee.

"How goes it, big brother," asked Shelby sitting opposite Hunter and beside her husband when placing it on the coffee table. 

"I feel as if I'm in a fucking nightmare."

"I left Natalie a message not more than thirty minutes before Neil came to the office." He shook his head. "I suspected nothing."

"Well, hell, it isn't like you expect this sort of thing to happen," said Eric. "Especially in our small town. I'm sure that Dad will bring news soon."

Hunter nodded at Eric with a partial grin. "That was some fast thinking on your part, brother-in-law."

"Yeah, well, I know you and your phone. It spends more time out of your pocket than in it."

"Heck. I've always wanted to be a baby sister," said Shelby softly. 

"Hey, kids," said Neil, walking into the waiting room. He looked around. "Good, I'm glad we're alone." 

"What's wrong?" asked a suddenly panicked Hunter.

"I didn't want to try explaining the situation with strangers nearby."

"Dad, how about some coffee?" asked Shelby.

"Thanks, honey. I'd like that."

"The fella that robbed the drug store is a repeat offender named Mickey Dempsler. Do you boys remember him from school? He's a year younger at thirty."

"That fucker!" growled Hunter. "He was a druggie in school. I can't believe the bastard is still alive."

"Yeah, Dad. I thought he left town a few years ago."

"He comes and goes. When we think he's gone, the bastard shows up again. His rap sheet is loaded. Although it's mostly small-time stuff. But it adds up. The eyewitnesses from outside saw that Natalie was the only customer in line. But didn't notice anything untoward while standing outside talking with some other fellas. Although when he saw Mickey becoming agitated and then wagging a gun, the witness realized more was happening. He saw Mickey force Natalie behind the counter in what he assumed was to help Dan stuff drugs into a bag."

Neil took a deep breath. "The gentleman called 911, and when sirens filled the air, Mickey shot Dan and Natalie. For the moment, it is assumed he believed them dead. The witness said Mickey grabbed the drugs in the bag and some lying on the counter before taking off through the back door while the cops came through the front. They chased Mickey down the alley, but he was long gone. No doubt he had someone with a car waiting for him. Or the search would have found him. Damn hard to get very far on foot. Since I was on the other side of town, I wasn't first on the scene."

"Did you see Natalie, Dad?" asked Shelby.

"I did, honey. But she was unconscious."

"Damn. Didn't anyone try to help Daniel and Natalie?" asked Hunter.

"Yes, as a matter of fact, one of the fellas who was the eyewitness was also an EMT. So, he jumped into action with the others, helping until the ambulance arrived."

"How—"

"Mr. Bockerlee?"

"Yes," said Hunter, jumping up as if he had been burnt. "My wife? How is she?"

"May I sit?" asked the tall and slender doctor with short blonde hair and a friendly face.

"Sure... Please, talk freely because this is my family."

The doctor nodded. "Neil, I'm glad you're here."

"Thanks. We'll catch up and talk later, Brandt."

As the men shook hands, he said, "Sure enough, Neil. Now, Mr. Bockerlee, I'm Dr. Jennings. While your wife is not out of the woods, she is a fighter and made it through surgery well." He looked at Hunter. "I'm afraid we had to do a complete hysterectomy. She was pretty torn up."

"Holy fuck. We had just been talking about starting our family. Oh, damn," He kept shaking his head. "This is not good."

"Undoubtedly, this will be a jolt to your wife. We also had to take her spleen, which on the whole, her body can compensate for the loss. However, I cannot say how well, but I am optimistic that she will walk once the trauma has settled."

Shelby clasped his hand. "We'll get her through this, honey."

Hunter wiped away tears while snuffling and bobbing his head. "Damn, how can I tell her all this?"

"Doctor," said Shelby, "may I see my sister-in-law?"

"Of course. Mrs. Bockerlee will be in recovery for a couple more hours at least. Her body has taken a beating. But you and Mr. Bockerlee are the only two I want in the ICU. Most likely, you'll be instrumental in bringing her through the rough time ahead. You'll be allowed in her room for fifteen minutes every two hours. So, I suggest getting rest in-between. There is an ICU Lounge just outside the unit that has much more comfortable furniture. I—"

"Code Blue! Dr. Jennings! Code Blue! Recovery! Dr. Jennings!!"

"I'm sorry, but I need to go." The doctor headed for the door. "I'll be in touch." He was gone.
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CHAPTER 2
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What Could Be So Bad?

––––––––

[image: ]


AT ONE A.M., HUNTER had lain his head back on his chair and dozed off when a nurse came into the waiting room. Shelby jumped as well. 

"Mr. Bockerlee, we have your wife resting comfortably again, so you and your sister can come back now."

"Thank you, Nurse," said Hunter while rubbing his eyes.

"Follow me. This is a hard time for your family. But she is doing well for all she has been through."

Once back there, Hunter walked to one side, and Shelby stood at the foot of the bed since the other side had Natalie hooked up to machines and IVs. 

"Hey, Sexy Hot," he whispered while lovingly squeezing her and leaning slightly to kiss her. "This is no way to get out of Happy Hour at The Brewery."

Natalie's eyes fluttered. As her eyes opened, so did tears fall. She rasped, "Want... get your... attention." 

"I just wanted to say, hey. We're all here for you. Eric sends his love. But I'm going to leave so you and Hunter can have a moment to yourself." Shelby walked around to kiss Natalie's forehead. "Love you, honey. See you soon."

Natalie couldn't speak. Just bobbed her head while crying.

Shelby gave Hunter's free hand a reassuring squeeze upon leaving.

"Love you," said Natalie while squeezing her husband's hand.

"Damn, but I was scared."

"I just remember a burn in my tummy. Then I woke up here."

"We'll talk about it later. For now, you rest and get better. I don't like sleeping alone in that big bed. It only gets bigger and lonelier."

"I'm sorry, but I need to ask your hubby to leave, "said the nurse. "But he can come back in a couple of hours." 

Hunter bent over the bed again and kissed her. "Love you, baby. I'll be back soon."

She bobbed her head.

»●«

"Hey, Shel, how are you doing?" asked Eric when he walked into the master bath to find his wife just out of the shower and leaning over the vanity of white marble. 

Shelby wrapped her arms around her husband. "Just hold me, babe."

"You bet." He kissed the top of her head. "It's been a long night. At least tomorrow is Saturday. Since we don't have any big box jobs until next week, I'll come to the hospital after I leave the shop."

She looked up at him. "That sounds good. Natalie and I couldn't be any closer if we were sisters. I was so frightened."

"Well, thankfully, she is responding, awake, and seems to be pretty alert for all she went through so far. And Daniel is holding his own as well. It's hard to believe. Hell, I can remember going to the drug store as kids, and if we swept the floor, Daniel would give us a candy bar. We thought that was great."

"I hope they find that blasted Mickey Demplser and hang him by the balls. To think that he is so far gone as to shoot two people he's known since school." Shelby got a chill. "And no matter how creepy and unkempt with his straggly hair and beady eyes. Still, Natalie was always nice to him."

"Hey," said Eric, combing her drying hair back, "Dad will find that fucker. I'll keep checking in with him so he can let me know if anything pops up. Right now, how about I do something to help you relax?" He leaned in for a kiss. 

When it ended, she licked her lips. "Mmmm, more... much more of those hot kisses."

"Not too tired?" 

"Exhausted. But you always make me feel better."

"How about like this, better?" he asked, sliding a finger inside her. 

She raised her knee while biting her bottom lip, nodding. "Mmm."

He lifted her and sat her on the counter. "What's my lady want?"

She reached inside his boxers. "I want you filling me," she answered while wrapping her legs around him while shoving his boxers down.

He helped to guide his hard-on into her eagerness. "Filling you is what I live for, Shel."

"Just being like this makes me so happy and feel lucky about what we share. I love you so much, Eric."

He cupped her breasts. "Ahhh, that's good to hear, Mrs. Hilldayle, because I love and adore you." He leaned in for a kiss that quickly heated up as moans of satisfaction soon filled the air. 

After their releases took control, they clung to each other. "Wow," Shelby rasped. "That was an excellent quickie. Do you have anything else up your sleeve?"

"I cannot tell a lie. It was fucking fabulous. And while I have all kinds of things up my sleeve, I'm afraid it will need to come after some rest, so we best get some shut-eye. My ass is whooped."

"True. I do feel rather guilty leaving the hospital."

"Yes, but Hunter was right. Nothing more could be done tonight. And since Natalie is doing well, he insisted I bring you home. Besides, you'll be there once I close the shop, so I'll make him go home long enough to shower and change." 

"That sounds like a plan, so take your wife to bed so we can snuggle and fall asleep." 

"Oh, I do like doing my wife's bidding."

»●«

"Thank you, Kelly, for allowing me to sit by my wife's bed since she wakes up every few minutes. She reaches for my hand." He grinned. "More like a vice grip, but it's reassuring to her. And for me too."

"That's often the best medicine, Hunter. It's rather quiet around here tonight. That doesn't happen too often, so I don't mind bending the rules. It's one of the nice perks about living in a smaller town."

"True. Knowing so many people from school after all these years does help. It's much appreciated."

"You bet. I—"

"Kelly... need you!" called out a nurse.

"Gotta go."

Hunter looked back to his wife, who slept peacefully, and couldn't help but reach out and touch her arm. "Love you to the moon," he whispered.

Natalie licked her lips as her eyes slowly opened. "Hunter... Hunter," she whispered, reaching for his hand.

He stood and bent over. "Yeah, honey?"

"Did they... they catch Mickey?"

"The last time I talked to Neil was around midnight. They hadn't found the fucker, but they are looking."

"What about Daniel?"

"Holding his own."

"Hottie?" she whispered.

Hunter grinned. "Yeah, Sexy Hot?"

"Damn, hurts to... breathe."

"Shhh, slow down. Don't get worked up. I promise not to keep anything from you. I believe the happy juice you're taking is got you a bit too active. Take it easy, Nat."

"Home... I want to come home."

"And I want you there too. But for now, you need to take care and get better. The sooner you do, the sooner you'll get home. The office is taken care of, so I'll be here for you all the way."

»●«

»●« One Week Later »●«

»●«

Although she had always been petite, Natalie was unhappy that she had lost more weight. Damn, I look like skin and bones. And my hair looks like hell. I need a trim. Thankfully, Shel is bringing her scissors and will try doing a little bit of shaping.

"Hey, beautiful friend of mine," said a cheerful Shelby from the doorway. "I can't tell you how happy I am to see you out of ICU."

"Me too. And I can't wait for you to do something with my hair. Shel, I'm going crazy. Doc said I'll be home by the weekend if I keep improving as I have been."

"How are you doing with the physical therapy?" asked Shelby while pulling out her scissors and cape from her carry-all bag.

"Huh. It's like a torture chamber when the therapist puts me through the wringer. But I'm determined to get out of here. I miss being with Hunter so much."

"Well, it won't be long now. Can you sit up long enough to dangle your legs over the side of the bed? I'll use the cape for a quick trim."

"You got it. Slow, but I'll get there."

Once she had the cape tied around her friend's neck and the garbage can next to the bed, Shelby began to clip the dead ends on Natalie's long brown hair.

"Shel, you know, and I know that Hunter is keeping something from me. I know you both too well. And Eric is even easier to read. So. spit it out."

"I plead the 5th. Whatever you believe, Hunter will be here soon." 

"You're stalling. It's bad, isn't it?" asked Natalie with anxiety.

"Don't put me on the spot. I won't pretend to know all the doctor has told Hunter. It isn't fair, Nat."

"But I—"

"But nothing, baby. Don't put Shel on the spot," said Hunter, walking through the door.

Natalie looked between the two. "What? What can be so bad? I was walking, and they weren't sure I would. I'm eating. I'm pooping and peeing almost on cue. Dammit, what's wrong with me?"

"Here you go," said Shelby. "That should hold you until you can book an appointment with Kenny." She untied the cape and used the tissue from the bedside table to feather Natalie's neck.

"Thanks, Shel. Now, no more dodging my question."

"Baby, I'll talk to you," said Hunter, walking into his wife's room while he and Shelby's eyes met.

After quickly putting the trash can back, she said, "I'll go for some coffee."

Hunter nodded with a sad face, then sat on the edge of the bed. He took his wife's hand in his. "Baby—"

"It's bad, isn't it?"

"In a matter of speaking. Just let me clarify, you are in good health. It isn't bad in that way. But... I... we won't be able to have our family."

Natalie's mouth gaped, then her face looked haunted. "That bastard, Mickey took even more from us?"

"You were so damaged that they had to take your spleen and do a hysterectomy. Come here."

She began to sob. "I just stopped taking my birth control pills. Maybe I was already preggers. What if—"

"Don't go there, baby. It won't help. I should have told you sooner. I asked the nurses not to say anything because I wanted you to be stronger before telling you."

Shelby walked into the room with three coffees in a holder. "Mmmm, I love-love that the Coffee Shack has a stand here at the hospital. Coffee, black for you, Hunter. And a caramel frap no whip for the patient, and me, a caramel mocha no whip."

"Thanks, Shel," said Hunter. 

"No problem," she answered, pulling up a chair. "Nat, how are you?"

"Dumbfounded. Mad as hell. That bastard took so much from us, and he's still out on the streets," Natalie added while pushing the button on her bed to lean back with arms crossed. "If I see the fucker, I'll kill him."

The nurse walked into the room. "I hope this isn't a bad time, but I need to check your dressing and do vitals, Mrs. Bockerlee."

Hunter got up and kissed his wife quickly. "We'll be back, baby, as soon as the nurse is finished."

Once outside the room, Shelby asked, "How do you think she handled the news? My take when I saw her, then heard, is not so good."

"Fucking volatile before it's over, Shel." Hunter sighed. "Her anger will only grow."

Shelby hugged him. "I agree."
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CHAPTER 3
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Snappy and the Plague

––––––––
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HUNTER SAT AT HIS CONTEMPORARY black desk sitting on travertine floors. Modern touches throughout the room and abstract artwork of blues, white, and black hung on the walls with splashes of red. 

His phone sounded. "Yeah, Linda? What's up?... Oh, sure, send Eric back... Oh, would you bring a couple of black coffees to us, please... thanks."

Hunter looked up to see his best friend walk through the door after closing the file to a claim he had been perusing. "Hey, what happened that could escape midday?" He nodded. "Take a seat. I have some coffee coming."

After Eric sat in a black ergo chair while bending a leg to rest an ankle on his knee, he said, "Well, it's good to see you, pal. John is covering the fort. But you look like shit."

"That obvious, huh?"

"Yep, beyond obvious. Even though it's been nearly three months since Natalie got home from the hospital. So, she isn't adjusting well?"

"That's an understatement."

"Shel said that the times they've talked on the phone, she cries a lot. More so when she goes over to the house. No matter how she tries getting through to Natalie, it falls on deaf ears."

"That sums it up. Nat won't talk about that night. And certainly not about the hysterectomy. She's also adamant about never going to Boxley Drug Store again since Daniel didn't make it. I get that. And I wouldn't ask her to either." 

A knock sounded at the door.

"Come on in," said Hunter.

"Here you go, boss," said Linda, setting two cups of coffee on his desk. "Holler if you need anything else. Oh, your two o'clock appointment with the McCallum's is running late. She said it would be closer to two-thirty before they arrived. Does that work. I told her, okay, since they are your only appointment—save a walk-in."

"Good call. That works out well. Thanks for the coffee too."

"You got it." Linda closed the door.

"Even though she puts on a good front when I'm around, I haven't wanted to hover or intrude. I can tell she's trying to act as normal as possible under the circumstances when I'm around. It's only natural that she'd have a rough go for a while."

"Fuck," said Hunter, thumping a pencil on his desktop, "Nat puts a new twist on snappy. I'm not expecting anything. And it's hell to pay if I try to attempt a kiss hello and goodbye. I'm shut down as if I have the plague. Besides, she hasn't been cleared for anything. But dammit, does she think I'm dense? She just doesn't want any part of me. Although, I'm fucking climbing the walls."

"What does Dr. Jennings say?"

"That's just it. Nat shut me out of going. She says I'm too clingy and ask too many questions."

"Damn, it really is bad."

"Fucking off the charts bad."

I don't know what the fuck to do. We can't keep going on like this. It's like Nat's wagering a quiet war, and there is no fucking winner. 

»●«

The Bockerlee home was decorated in a mild contemporary theme. Not as heavily as Hunter's or her office at the insurance agency. 

Tan metallic cabinets hung in the kitchen with shelving above the tan multi-colored quartz counters. Travertine flooring ran throughout the house.

Natalie and Shelby sat on the tan leather-covered sofa in the family room. The lines had a blending of contemporary and traditional. Also, the occasional chairs were in the same leather color. A chrome-trimmed coffee table and end tables were topped with glass, which complimented the décor. Dark and light green throw pillows with ceramic nick-nacks adorned the room.

"Natalie Bockerlee. You have got to stop harping that Hunter is asking too much. The man loves you to distraction and only wants to help you. Love you."

"And I love him. But I'm not ready for what he wants. Why bother anyway?"

"What do you mean, why bother?"

"I can't even give Hunter babies now. I'm not the same person that I was, Shel. I had thrown my birth control pills away a couple of weeks before Mickey changed my life. Now, I'll never know if I was preggers or not. The fucking bastard took that from me too. And I can't stand the look of pity in Hunter's eyes. The last thing I can deal with right now is sex. Even though the doctor cleared me three weeks ago. He needs to understand life doesn't revolve around him."

"Stop it! Yes, you've gone through hell. No one is disputing that fact. But dammit, so has your husband. You are not the only one who will never have children. He won't either. Yet, where is he? Right here, where he wants to be. That's love, Nat. Plain and simple. Would you leave him if something happened to him? Well, would you?"

"That's hypothetical and has no bearing on what's facing me now. Color it however you want to, but our life as we knew it is over! I've faced it. So, should Hunter. He needs to get on with life. Find someone else to fuck. Because it won't be me."

"Apparently, I have no say in this, Mrs. Bockerlee," Hunter bellowed. "I heard you in the garage. So, don't let me keep you. I'll just pack a few things and get the hell out of your way since rumor has it you want me out of your life. So, forgive me if I suddenly lost the desire to help my wife through a hard time. And I'm certainly not going to beg you to make love with me just to be told to fuck off. After all, in your book, it's just fucking."

"No-no-no, you two. This can't be happening." Shelby turned to her friend. "Natalie, you can still stop him. Do it, or you will regret letting the best thing that ever happened to you walk out the door." 

Natalie stood with clenched fists at her side and a determined expression. "I can't give you what you want, in or out of bed. How many ways do you need to be told to find someone else to fuck and give a damn? Just get the hell out of my life and leave me the fuck alone."

«

Hunter stomped to the bedroom without a word, grabbed a duffle bag from the closet, and tossed in some clothes. His shaving kit was always packed and ready since he had to occasionally go on trips for the agency. 

He slammed out the front door since he had parked in the driveway. So much for wanting to fucking take my wife out to a nice dinner, let alone fuck. I may as well stick my prick in an electric socket for a surge for all the hell she cares! Dammit, no matter what I do, I cannot reach her.

«

"Dammit, Nat," said an angry Shelby, "you are such a fool. When you awake at three in the morning, all you will have are your tears on the empty pillow—not Hunter. I hope you're happy." Shelby picked up her purse. "I love you like a sister. But right now, if I stay, I'll say more than I should since I'm so mad."

Natalie sobbed when her friend slammed out of the house through the same door as Hunter had done moments ago.

»●«

In the past, Hunter would have gone to Eric with his woes. But right now, he couldn't face any more scenes. So, sitting in a bar on the south side of town, drinking a Scotch on the rocks was favorable. He held his glass in the air with a nod at the bartender.

"Hey, Handsome. You look as if you could use a friend. So can I."

He turned on the barstool to face the woman. "Hey, yourself, Sexy Lady."

As the bartender set Hunter's drink in front of him, he said, "Fix the lady what she's drinking."

"What will it be?"

"Your 'Happy Hour' house margarita, frozen," the blonde bombshell answered. She was stacked, and her hourglass figure gave her a drop-dead sexy look in the lavender tube dress. Her sultry blue eyes added to her mystique.
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