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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Sloan

      Sipping water at a bar on a Saturday night was not part of Sloan’s dream. The fact that the bar was in Paris helped. That she flew the plane that got her there, well that was her dream.

      Indicating to the bartender that she needed a refill, she turned to take in the noise and fun behind her. The place was extremely crowded but then it always was. This was her third time in Paris, and in the same bar, in the last month.

      Her dream had always been to fly planes. As a kid when her brother or friends wanted to play, she always suggested something to do with flying. They’d groan but usually, she got her way. As soon as high school was over, she went out and got her pilot’s license. During college, she flew as much as possible, spending every spare moment in the sky. Then came flight school and all the hours she had to have to become a commercial pilot.

      During that time, she made friends with a man in her flight classes whose family owned a large and profitable insurance company and it just so happened that they were looking for pilots to fly their corporate jets.

      And that’s how she ended up in a Paris bar sipping water.

      She loved her job. Loved every second of being on a plane, in control. And the international flights were great for long hours in the cockpit. What she didn’t love was how lonely the job was. Yes, she had a copilot and there was a small staff of either one or two flight attendants on board. But once they hit their destination, they separated and did their own things. The flight attendants didn’t have to follow the drinking rules of pilots, or she should say, no drinking, since that’s what it was, which meant they hit the bars and partied it up.

      But not Sloan. She had a twelve-hour no drinking rule before flying for the FAA and CNE, the insurance company she worked for, upped it to fifteen hours for all their in-house pilots. Meaning, her nights spent in Paris or London or Beijing, were almost always spent alone and sober.

      It was a good thing she liked her own company.

      Her friends thought her life was glamorous with all the travel but even after explaining to them how lonely it could be, they rolled their eyes and told her to suck it up.

      Truer friends a girl could never have.

      The three of them met and became best friends in kindergarten. Hazel Landenberger, Camilla Rickman and Sloan Hayes, were inseparable all through elementary, middle and high school. Even in college when they all went to different places, they were the three musketeers. Weekends visiting each other, winter breaks locked up in houses together and during summer always working the same job so they could be together.

      Their parents didn't even try to argue. What would be the point?

      The town they grew up in, Hillrose, Ohio wasn’t small but at the same time wasn’t large. It sat on the East Side of Cincinnati, just a short thirty-minute drive to downtown. Something they did frequently because that’s where all the fun was.

      Camilla was fond of telling Sloan “to suck it up, buttercup” when she complained about her job. She was an ER nurse and daily saw things that no one should ever see. She liked to say that if she could watch someone die right in front of her, then Sloan could suffer a few nights by herself in Paris.

      She wasn’t wrong.

      Still, if a girl couldn’t have a pity party for herself, then what was the point?

      Saying goodnight to the bartender, she walked out into the cool night air and walked the three blocks to her hotel. This was a short trip, the CEO only coming to Paris for an evening meeting and then turning around and heading home in the morning.

      Sloan often wondered if evening meeting was code for sex. Why else would you fly to Paris for fourteen hours? Most of which were in the middle of the night.

      Sex. Something she missed but only sometimes.

      Men were a pain in her ass most of the time but they were good for sex. Case in point, until about a month ago, she had a nice no-strings relationship going with a guy she met online. And by no stings relationship, she meant sex and only sex.

      They met online because let’s be real, she had no time to go out and find someone in the real world. John was nice but more importantly, he was good at fucking. Two months of meeting whenever they could had been perfect for Sloan.

      Until he went and ruined it.

      “I think I love you.”

      What in the actual fuck? He couldn’t love her. She hadn’t told him anything about herself. Not really. They barely talked. And when they did, well let’s just say she was in no way in love with him.

      He was hot, but not smart.

      Not in a cute way either.

      When they did talk, which wasn’t often, the stuff that came out of his mouth was that of a sixteen-year-old. And he was thirty. So when he said he was in love with her, she laughed.

      Like in his face.

      After, when she told him that it was over, she sorta felt bad for laughing, but really, who could blame her?

      So yeah, John had gone and ruined her no strings sex and now she had to do without. Which she sometimes thought wasn’t such a bad thing. She didn’t like hurting people’s feelings and the whole ‘let’s make this more than sex’ never failed to do just that.

      Just ask John.

      For now she had her trusty vibrator and a monthly subscription to Pornhub, thanks to Hazel. She would survive.

      The plane touched down at the airport in Cincinnati just after eleven in the morning. Between the six-hour time difference and the eight-hour flight, Sloan couldn’t tell if she was coming or going. Because of the toll international flights took on a person’s body, the schedule rotated between three pilots. She’d have the next twenty-four hours off and then be back on for US only flights for a couple of days. Generally a pilot for CNE only did one international flight a week but there were exceptions.

      Sometimes there were no flights at all. And while she was still on call if they were her hours to fly, she was able to utilize that time for other things.

      Right now those other things included food.

      Turning on her phone, she saw she had messages from Hazel and Camilla.

      
        
        Hazel:

        Lunch when you get back in?

        Camilla:

        Do I get to be invited to this lunch?

        Hazel:

        I don’t know? Will you actually meet us or will you cancel like the last three times?

        Camilla:

        Fuck you. You know I had emergencies at the hospital and couldn’t get out.

        Hazel:

        Says you

        Camilla:

        Sloan get off the fucking plane and tell my former friend Hazel to stop being a bitch.

        Hazel:

        As if saying I’m your former friend will just magically get rid of me. Bitch you are stuck with me for life. You couldn’t force me away at thirteen when you were in love with Cooper Sanders and he liked me, and you can’t force me away now.

        Camilla:

        Did you really just bring up Cooper Sanders? You know I still hold a grudge against you for that.

        Hazel:

        How can you hold a grudge against me when it wasn’t my fault? Did I go out with him when he asked? No. And why did I not go out with him? Because my best fucking friend loved him. I took one for the team. I could be Mrs. Cooper Sanders right now.

      

      

      Sloan shook her head at their insane conversation and joined in.

      
        
        Sloan:

        Last I heard Cooper Sanders was balding, divorced and paid child support to two separate women. I think you both dodged a bullet there.

        Camilla:

        Finally. And I heard the same thing. I don’t think you want to be Mrs. Cooper Sanders, Haze. Single has got to be better than that.

        Hazel:

        Maybe I like bald men. And at least he’s paying child support. It could be worse.

        Sloan:

        How did we go from lunch to Cooper Sanders?

        Hazel:

        Because he likes to eat at the Y.

        Camilla:

        Jesus Christ. You are like a twelve-year-old.

        Sloan:

        To be fair, I didn’t get that joke until I was like sixteen but Hazel always has been sexually advanced.

        Hazel:

        Can we stop texting now?

      

      

      Sloan’s phone lit up with an incoming FaceTime call from Hazel that included her and Camilla.

      “Did you miss my pretty face so much? I was only gone one day?” She was sitting in her car, parked while she talked to her friends.

      “It was like a day and a half,” Hazel said. From the looks of it she was in her office.

      “Part of that time you were sleeping, so it doesn’t count.” She looked at Camilla. “Where are you, Cam?” The background was dark and Sloan couldn’t make anything out.

      “In a supply closet. I’m hiding from Dr. Jackass.”

      Dr. Jackass was the name that Camilla had given to one of the doctors at the hospital where she worked. Sloan had met him several times at functions with her brother, who also happened to be a doctor at the same hospital.

      Camilla wasn’t wrong. He was a jackass.

      The kind who was over sixty and liked to call women sweetie and doll. And sometimes even grab their ass.

      “What did he do now?” Hazel asked.

      “He told me to step aside and let the men work.” She rolled her eyes. “I almost stabbed him with the scalpel I was holding. If it hadn’t been for Nash grabbing my wrist, I would have.”

      “I swear, “Hazel said, “your brother has saved Cam one too many times from committing murder.”

      “I would have let you do it,” she said seriously.  “And then I would have flown you to a country with no extradition. Maybe one with a beach where we could sip piña coladas all day.”

      “You’re coming with me when I flee?”

      “Of course, I can’t let you go alone. Plus, I’d be aiding and abetting a murderer, I’d be in just as much trouble.”

      “You’ve really given this a lot of thought,” Hazel said. “What, are you just leaving me here in Hillrose to rot?”

      “Oh no, you have to come with. We need someone to help build the hut on the beach.” Hazel was a county engineer and loved numbers and building things. A hut on the beach would be no problem.

      Hazel flipped them both off. “I hate you both.”

      After the laughing died down, Sloan said, “Lunch?”

      “Twenty minutes?” Hazel asked.

      “Make it thirty,” Camilla said.

      “See you then.”

      They all hung up and Sloan started her car. There was no need to discuss where they were going for lunch because they always went to the same place. Shakers. It was a small but very popular bar about halfway between Hillrose and downtown Cincinnati. They made the most amazing fried chicken that melted in your mouth. That and they’d been going there so long that all the staff knew them and they rarely paid full price for a meal.

      No brainer.

      The drive was smooth with no traffic thanks to the time of day. When she pulled into the lot, she spotted Hazel pulling in right beside her.

      “Hey,” she greeted her friend when they both got out of their cars.

      “You look like a hot mess.”

      “You spend eight hours flying a plane and let’s see how you look.” They met in front of their cars before walking into the restaurant.

      “It’s not really that you look tired though,” Hazel said. “You look like you’re not taking care of yourself. For example, when was the last time you had a haircut?”

      Sloan lifted her hand, smoothing down her unruly hair. It was naturally curly but when it got too long it was more stringy than curly.

      “I don’t know.”

      Hazel shook her head and rolled her eyes. “I happen to know exactly how long it’s been because I just saw Jamie yesterday and she mentioned that you hadn’t been in to see her in over six months.”

      “Are you so short on work and fun in your life that you need to worry about my haircuts?”

      “Come on, Sloan, be serious. And it’s not just the haircut, you look thin. Are you eating?”

      “Okay, Mom, I get your point. And yes, maybe I’ve let myself go a little but what’s it matter?”

      “It doesn’t matter if you’re happy but I get a distinct feeling that you aren’t. What aren’t you telling us?”

      She used “us” even though Camilla wasn’t there yet because the three of them told each other everything. They didn’t keep secrets even when something was hard to talk about.

      After they were seated in their regular booth, Sloan finally spoke again. “I don’t think it’s anything really. Sometimes, when I am away like I was yesterday, I start to wonder if this is what I want for my life. Being away all the time, being lonely.”

      Hazel sat up straight. “But you like being alone.”

      “There’s a difference between alone and lonely. I do like to be alone. Sometimes. When I travel though, it’s not really my choice, it’s just the way it is.”

      “I disagree.”

      Before she could go on, Camilla plopped down beside her in the booth. “What do you disagree with?”

      “Quick recap,” Hazel said. This was something they did a lot. “I told Sloan she looked like a hot mess and that she wasn’t taking care of herself. She says she sometimes wonders if the life she has is the life she wants. She says she's lonely which is apparently different from being alone and it’s not really her choice. I disagreed.” She put her hand out for Camilla to talk.

      “You are kinda letting yourself go a little which is fine if you’re cool with who you are. We love you no matter what. But when a person who was religious about hair and make-up and ironing,” she raised her eyebrows and indicated to her outfit, “all of a sudden changes, it’s normal to wonder if something is wrong. Also, you do have a choice in whether or not you are lonely.”

      Sloan pursed her lips. “I have let myself go a little and honestly, I don’t know why. At some point I woke and wondered why I cared what my hair and make-up looked like or if I was dressed perfectly. There was no one to please so I stopped.”

      “And we’ve found the problem,” Hazel said. “You shouldn’t do your hair or make-up for anyone else. You should do it because you want to. Because it makes you feel good. It’s not about anyone else, just yourself.”

      “She’s right,” Camilla said. “You know I hate wearing make-up everyday and so I don’t. But that’s normal for me. Let’s talk about the lonely thing. Why are you lonely?”

      “I’m gone all the time and when I’m here, I’m with you guys.”

      “True but each of us have other friends at work,” Hazel said.

      “In case you haven’t noticed, I don’t work a normal job. When am I supposed to meet people?” This was making her head hurt even if she knew deep down that something was wrong.

      “Here’s a crazy idea, why don’t you chat up some people at the places you go when you’re away? Maybe you’ll make a friend?” Camilla was nothing if not persistent.

      “A friend I never see?”

      “Jesus Christ, when did you become so...I don’t even know what the word is I want to use for you right now. Maybe down and out. It’s like you’re giving up.” Hazel looked at Camilla. “What happened to our friend?”

      “Is it your lack of sex?” Camilla asked. “I know you liked having John as a fuck buddy and that you haven’t found a new one yet.”

      She laughed. “No, it’s not my lack of a fuck buddy. I think I’m just having a pity party. I thought I’d love this life. Flying is what I always wanted to do and that part, the part where I’m in the plane and in control, I still love that part. I think all the travel is just getting to me.”

      Camilla reached across the table and took her hand. “Promise me you’ll try to meet people when you’re gone. I think it will help. Sometimes just having someone to talk to makes you feel less lonely.”

      “I promise I’ll put myself out there more. And maybe you guys are right. Maybe I’ll make a new friend or two.”

      “Let’s not go that far,” Camilla said. “Acquaintance is fine. You know, just a nice person to talk to. Don’t even think about replacing us.”

      “As if I could ever get rid of you two. Believe me, I have tried.”

      Laughter and conversation followed until both Camilla and Hazel had to go back to work. Sloan was tired and knew that if she didn’t fall into bed soon, she’d be in a weird stage where she wouldn’t be able to fall asleep. Without making another stop, she headed for her downtown loft apartment. She loved living downtown even though the rent occupied over half her paycheck. It was worth every penny to be able to look out onto the gorgeous skyline each day.

      Or at least the days she was home.

      Inside her apartment, she set her suitcase by the door, slipped off her shoes and started undressing as she walked toward her bed. She was more tired than she remembered ever being and maybe that was because she finally realized that she wasn’t happy.

      That was going to change though.

      Tomorrow.

      Now, sleep was all she needed.
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      Sloan

      When she opened her eyes it was light outside, meaning she’d slept all afternoon and through the night. Stretching, her body felt recharged and less like the death from the day before. Long overnight flights always left her feeling like the dead.

      Glancing over, she saw it was seven and she hadn’t actually slept a second day away. It had happened before so she could never be sure. Taking her time, she went through her morning routine, which you really couldn’t count as a routine when you hadn’t done it in months.

      But today was a new day and she was going to get out of her funk or die trying.

      That routine included showering, shaving (something she hadn’t done in over a week), cleaning her face, drying and styling her hair, making the best of it until she could see her stylist, and putting on make-up. She felt one hundred times better than she had in months when she looked in the mirror at herself.

      Maybe her mom had been right all those years ago.

      “Getting ready for the day, even if you are doing nothing, makes you feel better.”

      She always did it but never put much stock in it. Until now. It seems her mom knew her shit. And really, that didn’t surprise her. Moms were like that.

      Sticking with the get out of her funk mantra, she made coffee and a breakfast of eggs with a side of fruit. It used to be that when she traveled, she took her own food and made sure to have a few healthy options. But lately, she was eating what the plane had on hand and then in the cities she was in, ordered room service or ate out.

      When the company you worked for picked up your tab, one tended to eat out a lot.

      Sometimes though, instead of a meal, she opted for junk even knowing that there was nothing nutritious about it. She didn’t have a lot of extra weight to lose as it was. She was always thin and had tried hard to add weight through the years because she hated looking like a strong wind could blow her over. And she succeeded. Her five-foot-four height and her one hundred and fifteen pounds worked. But losing even five of those pounds made her look drawn out and sickly. Basically how she looked currently.

      No more.

      What she needed right now was a good old fashioned lecture. And the best person to lecture her was her mom. Cindy Hayes was a classic, old school teacher. Only she was never an actual teacher. At least not anymore. She’d started as a teacher but found she preferred working with kids one on one. So she became a reading specialist. Now at almost sixty, she had moved to part-time and then did tutoring in the evenings.

      Helping with problems was her specialty.

      Driving from downtown to Hillrose, she pulled into the driveway of the house she grew up in. It had changed little over the years, the blue shutters still sticking out like a sore thumb. For most of her teenage years she hated those shutters. Bright blue and blinding. But now, they brought comfort and solidity that only a home could bring.

      Walking in the side door, she heard her mom talking to the cat. Brutus, named for and after the Ohio State mascot, had been around for a lot of years. At least twenty. Camilla and Hazel spent many a night torturing that poor cat by snuggling with him when they knew how much he hated snuggling.

      “Mom,” she called out.

      “In here!” she yelled back.

      Where the hell was here and why did her mom always do that? Here could mean the kitchen or living room or hell, even upstairs.

      “Where exactly is here, Mom?” She turned the corner into the dining room and then into the den and sure enough there she was. “Oh, so the den is here?”

      Her mom looked from where she was apparently trying to coax Brutus out from under a cabinet. “Don’t be a smartass.”

      “Do you use that language around your students?”

      “If they’re being asses then yeah, I do.” She stood, hands-on-hips. “Can you help me with him? I think he’s stuck again.”

      “He’s not stuck, Mom, he just likes it under there. Dad and I have told you that.” And they had many times.

      “But he hasn’t eaten today.”

      “He’s been living in this house for twenty years, he knows where the food is. He’ll eat when he’s ready.”

      Frowning, her mom looked at her then back at the cabinet Brutus was under. “I guess.” Turning she asked, “What brings you by today? No flight?”

      Because her schedule was so crazy, she didn’t tell her parents every flight she took. If she was going to be gone for more than two days, she told them. “I had an international flight and just got back yesterday. I’m off for a couple of days.”

      She looked her up and down. “You look more yourself since the last time I saw you.”

      “That’s kinda what I wanted to talk to you about.”

      “Figured it out, did you?”

      “Figured what out?” She followed her mom into the kitchen.

      “That something was wrong.”

      “If you knew I was having a problem, why didn’t you say anything?” She sat at the table where she spent hours as a teen doing homework.

      “You’re twenty-nine years old, Sloan, and there are some things you just have to figure out on your own.”

      Sighing, she leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest. “I didn’t even know anything was wrong. Or maybe I did but I didn’t want to acknowledge it. Then Hazel and Camilla lit into me out of the blue.”

      “It wasn’t out of the blue.” She slid a cup of coffee in front of her. “If I had to guess, they were also giving you time to figure it out for yourself and when you didn’t, they gave you a little shove in the right direction.” She took a breath. “Why don’t you start at the beginning.”

      “I don’t know that there is a beginning. Somewhere along the way, I just stopped trying. I was going through the motions but not really living. I love my job, you know I do. Flying is all I ever wanted and I love that part of it. But the stays in other states or countries, the being alone for hours on end,” she shrugged, “I think it’s getting to me.”

      “Why are you alone?”

      She laughed. “You sound just like Camilla and Hazel.”

      “That’s because they’re smart girls.”

      “I guess I just stopped putting myself out there while I’m away. When I’m here, in town, I don’t have a problem meeting people or talking to strangers, but I think I decided somewhere along the way that making friends in other places was fruitless. Which I now realize was dumb.”

      “All you can do is recognize the problem and fix it. You can’t change the past. And I think you’re doing that. The main question you need to answer is about your job. Is this what you want to be doing, because if it’s not, now is the time to change that.”

      “I’ve been thinking about that and I know it is. I don’t see myself flying for a big airline nor do I want to fly for a regional airline. I’m a captain and as much as the hours can be crazy and demanding, I get a lot of time off. And while I’ve yet to use much, CNE gives me a great vacation package. I get six weeks off a year and in the five years I’ve been working for them, I’ve never taken more than two.”

      “Sloan Hayes, what the hell is wrong with you? Have your father and I taught you nothing? Take your vacation.”

      She shook her head. “I know. I’m an idiot for not using it all.” She shrugged. “I just badly wanted to be successful and thought the only way to do that was to work more.”

      “And now you are paying the price. Book a vacation. Go somewhere fun with your friends where you drink and dance. You’re young and should have some fun while you can.”

      She laughed. “You say that as if you and Dad never have any fun or never go anywhere. Sometimes you’re away more than you’re home.”

      “What can I say, your dad and I know the value of life.”

      “Maybe you could have clued me in earlier and I wouldn’t be here trying to get out of my funk.”

      “Telling is not as good as learning for yourself.”

      Wiser words had never been spoken.

      After leaving her mom, she found herself in her boss’s office. Michael was her mentor and more than that, he was her friend. He helped her a lot when she started out and she never wanted to disappoint him.

      “I need to take a vacation.” She was afraid she would chicken out if she didn’t just say it.

      “It’s about time.”

      “Huh?”

      “You’ve been here what, five years and in that time you’ve hardly taken any time off. I wanted to say something but assumed you knew what you were doing.”

      “Turns out I didn’t and I really could have used your wise words.”

      “How much time and when?”

      Oh shit, she hadn’t thought that far. “I don’t know yet, but I’m thinking two weeks to start and then I want to schedule the rest of my weeks before the end of the year.”

      He nodded. “There are only a few dates that won’t work the rest of the year, so as long as you are booking around those, you are good. Now, these first two weeks are gonna have to wait at least a month, is that going to be a problem?”

      “No problem at all.”

      “Great, then pick the weeks you want and email me. As long as they are after July first, you can have them.”

      “Is it really that easy?”

      “Sloan, you are a hard worker. Whenever we need you to pick up a flight or change days, you always do it. This company doesn’t want to work you to death. We want you to enjoy working here so that you’ll stay. That is the reason we give six weeks of vacation. Finding pilots we can trust is not as easy as you would think.” He stood. “Take the time off. Recharge and come back happier and rested.”

      “Thank you.” She left feeling lighter and better than she had in a long time. Now she just had to talk her friends into going with her.

      Turns out, that wasn’t as hard as she thought either.

      “Fuck yes, I will go on vacation with you,” Hazel who was sipping her second drink in twenty minutes said.

      “Count me in too,” Camilla said. “As long as you can work with me on the dates.”

      “I can work with you. It can’t be until after July first, so you tell me what dates would work for you and I am in.”

      Camilla, who was also two drinks in after only twenty minutes, flipped through her calendar. “What about the tenth through the twentieth? I’m only scheduled for two days during those days and I’m sure I could switch.”

      Sloan looked at Hazel. “I have no restrictions, so fine by me.”

      “Let’s do it then.” She took a long pull from her first beer. “Next question, where should we go?”

      “Anywhere warm,” Camilla said.

      “Hey dummy, it’ll be July in Ohio so warm is something we will already have.” Hazel rolled her eyes. “I say we do Hawaii. I’ve always wanted to go to Hawaii.”

      “Hawaii sounds fun to me.” Sloan looked at Camilla. “Cam?”

      She shrugged, her index finger swinging in the air as she spoke. “Does it look like I care? As long as Dr. Asshat isn’t there and I get to drink at ten in the morning, I’m in.”

      “She has such high standards,” Sloan said to Hazel.

      “It’s amazing she and Dr. Asshat don’t get along better.”

      “Fuck you both.”

      “So I guess Hawaii in mid-July it is,” Sloan said. “I’ll start working on the details and see what we can come up with.”

      “Until then,” Hazel said and stood, “I’m gonna go saddle up next to the hot blond at the bar and see what’s what.”

      Sloan saluted her. “Good luck.”

      Hazel was the queen of hitting on guys and yet nothing ever came of it. She had less sex than Sloan and that wasn’t saying much. But she had a lot of guy friends who would no doubt keep her in drinks the rest of the night.

      “I heard you visited your mom today,” Camilla said, popping an olive into her mouth.

      “Did your snooper of a mom tell you that?” Cam’s mom was well known as a neighborhood snoop. Nothing ever got by her. And since she lived across the street from Sloan’s parents, she would have, of course, seen her that morning.

      “Listen, without my mom, we would have missed the great streaking of two thousand eight. Not to mention the many walks of shame by Mrs. Fredrickson.”

      “Your mom should work for the FBI or at least the city of Hillrose. And yes, I visited Mom this morning. I needed a little Cindy Hayes lecture.”

      “Seems like it worked if you’re talking about vacations and fun.”

      “Like you guys, she made me see deep inside myself. I think I just got complacent.” She shrugged, shaking her head. “I’m still not totally sure why but I do know that I need to try more in lots of areas of my life. The first being rest and relaxation.”

      Cam smiled. “We are going to have so much fun. How long has it been since we’ve taken a vacation together? Something more than just an overnight?”

      “Right after college maybe?”

      “I think you’re right. This time we aren’t broke college students. That means no shitty hotel that has roaches and no cheap beer. High thread count sheets and fruity cocktails all the way!” She raised her glass for a toast and Sloan did the same.

      “What are we toasting to?” Hazel asked as she sat back down with three new drinks.

      “No shitty hotels and cheap beer.”

      “We can start the last part right now,” she said, handing them each a new, craft beer. “Compliments of Robert.”

      “I’m assuming Robert is the hot blond?” Cam asked.

      She nodded as she took a sip of beer. “He was nice but not for me so as a consolation prize, I got these.”

      “I will never understand what goes on with you and the guys you hit on.”

      “They’re just not for me,” she said as if that made complete sense.

      “Yeah, yeah,” Camilla said, “we’ve heard it all before. One day the perfect guy will ride up on his white horse and rescue you from the horrible tower you’ve been living in your whole life.”

      When they were teens, Hazel had told them that she believed that a perfect person existed for each person in the world and that one day she would find hers. Both she and Cam burst out laughing thinking that their friend was a crazy person. But through the years, Hazel stuck with it, fully believing that mister right was out there.

      “Don’t you think that the hot blond guy at the bar could be your white knight?”

      “First, I never said white knight and I don’t need rescuing from anything. I can rescue myself just fine. But no, I know that Robert is not The One.”

      “And how, pray tell, do you know this?” Sloan asked.

      “I just do,” she answered with complete and total conviction.

      “Do we have to take her with us to Hawaii?” Cam asked. “Cause I don’t want a lecture about my soulmate while I’m trying to hook up with a tan surfer who thinks I’m his Goddess.”

      Without even acknowledging the part about leaving her behind, Hazel asked, “How do you know this tan surfer will think of you as a Goddess?”

      “You better believe he will when you see the bikini I plan to buy.”

      Like usual when they were together, they all burst out laughing.  Several hours and many drinks later, they called it a night and left. The bar they were at was directly under Sloan’s loft making it perfect for them to walk home. Cam and Hazel stayed over anytime they drank too much, turning their night into a slumber party. They did the same thing if they were uptown near Camilla’s place or if they were in Hillrose where Hazel lived.

      There was never any conversation about it or any thought. It was the way it was.

      At Sloan’s apartment, Hazel always slept in the bed with her and Camilla took the couch. As a matter of fact, Camilla always slept alone no matter whose place they were at because she was a giant bed hog and neither Sloan nor Hazel could stand sleeping with her.

      “What are we going to do in Hawaii about sleeping?” Hazel asked. She must have been thinking along the same lines as Sloan.

      “There has to be a place with a suite that has three bedrooms.”

      Camilla threw a pillow at them from the couch. “Listen here, bitches, it’s not my fault that neither of you can sleep in the same bed as me.”

      “Um, I think it is your fault,” Hazel said. “And I think it’s less about that and more about what if someone wants to bring a guy back to the room.”

      “Well, we know it won’t be you, so that’s taken care of.”

      Hazel threw the pillow back to Camilla. “How do you know? Maybe he’s there, just waiting for me to visit.”

      “I’m starting to have second thoughts about bringing you two with me on this trip. As a matter of fact, I’m starting to wonder how we are still friends. You two are obviously insane and it’s pretty weird for a completely normal person to hang out with the crazies.”

      “Completely normal,” Hazel said, “I’ve seen you iron your underwear before. There is nothing remotely normal about that.”

      “And you talk in your sleep,” Camilla said. “And not anything fun either. It’s all flying plane type of shit. I mean unless coming in for a landing is your idea of sex talk.”

      “Fuck you both,” she laughed and rolled over.  It was all jokes of course because there was no way she would have made it this far in life without them. They were her rocks and more than that, they were her soul mates. More than any guy had ever been. Sometimes she wasn’t sure a guy could take their place.

      Or that she would want one to.

    

  


OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/skyhigh-love-new.jpg
It

FRENDS & BROTHE






