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Synopsis 

I’m having the suckiest day ever. First, my father, aka Mr. Grumpy Pants, calls to say his nurse just 
walked out on him. Likely story. I rush home to pack, only to walk in on my husband getting it on with his 
younger, skanky secretary. Unfortunately, my quick weekend trip home to fix Dad’s problems turns into a 
stay of a few weeks. Luckily, I’ve got Danny, the neighbor boy I’ve had a crush on since I was a dorky, 
braces-wearing, nose-buried-in-a-book teenager, and a brand-spanking new blog to keep my mind off 
things. Before I know it, I’m writing product reviews of vibrators and getting questioned by a store rent-a-
cop at the world’s worst date ever. All while trying to figure out how to take things with Danny to the next 
level. Not to complicate things or anything, but my boss decides to give me an ultimatum—come back in 
four weeks or don’t come back at all. How in the world did my life get so complicated? 

  



Dedication 

Have you ever looked fear in the face 
And said I just don't care?  

Pink, “Glitter in the Air” 

Then this book’s for you.   



Chapter 1 

Molly Smith is feeling heartbroken.  

My soon-to-be ex-husband is a rat bastard. 

As I listen to the gazillionth ping from the phone indicating yet another comment on my Facebook 
status update, I realize how beyond stupid it is to tell the world you’re heartbroken via social media. Oh 
well, live and learn. The PA announces that the flight will start boarding in a few minutes. Sounds like the 
perfect excuse for turning off my phone.  

After powering down my phone for the first time in like forever, I lean my head back against the 
chair and take a few breaths to calm myself while I watch the other passengers run to the gate, as if boarding 
an airplane is a race. We’re all taking the same aluminum tube in the sky and landing at the same time, 
idiots.  

Given a moment of peace and quiet, my thoughts immediately turn to this afternoon’s awesome 
display of how abruptly life can go to total shit. I can’t believe my marriage was killed by a flipping cliché. 
My marriage, which I thought was solid as a metal fire door and would last forever, is over. Just. Like. That. 
No fire ax was needed to tear it down. I bang my head against the headrest in frustration. What a freaking 
cliché. Darryl, my jerk-a-lerk husband, cheated on me with his much younger, much skinnier, and, need I 
add, blonde secretary.  

Dad called while I was in the office in a total panic. His nurse had up and left. Big surprise. That’s 
at least the third nurse this year. My dad may or may not be the most difficult person in the world to get 
along with. My boss overheard me trying to stuff my entire desk into my briefcase and took charge. His 
secretary booked a flight to Mitchell Airport in Milwaukee, and he personally hustled me into the elevator. 
By the time I reached the ground floor, his car was waiting to sweep me away to my apartment. 

I noticed Darryl’s car in the driveway, but I didn’t think anything of it. Big. Mistake. It would have at 
least given me the chance to hide my eyes as I opened up the door to find Darryl’s naked ass pumping into 
his secretary, who was bent over our sofa.  

 “Excuse me,” I said because I can be polite. It wasn’t sarcastic—at all. 
Of course, Darryl was too near the finish line to notice me. He never, ever took his time and always 

raced to get off. He was grunting and groaning away in a manner I’d heard a thousand times before. Yep, 
nearly there. His secretary, however, turned her extremely bored-looking face to me. Her eyes opened to 
comically wide proportions, and her mouth formed a red lipstick-smeared ‘O’.   

“Darryl,” she whispered.  
Why was she whispering? I kind of figured out what they were up to the second I saw Darryl’s 

somewhat saggy looking naked butt. Looks like that gym membership isn’t paying off. 
“Yeah, baby. That’s it. Nearly there,” Darryl grunted and proceeded to pump faster.  
Was I seriously going to stand there and watch my husband get off with his secretary? Um, no, I 

didn’t think so. I walked over to the couch and did the only thing I could think of. I slapped his ass—hard.  
“What the—” Darryl’s question was cut off when he turned his head and noticed me standing there 

with my arms crossed and toe tapping. “Hi, honey,” he said as he slipped from his secretary with a 
disgusting gushing sound and turned to me.  

I looked down to notice that not only was Darryl still hard, but he was bare. Fricking great! Now I 
needed to add a visit to the local clinic to my to-do list. Judging by the skankiness of his secretary, that 
particular task should probably go to the top of my list.  

I raised my eyebrows at Darryl. I didn’t know what to say, but the ‘hi, honey’ from him was pissing 
me off. “Hi, honey,” I repeated in a sugary sweet voice.  

“It’s not what you think!” Darryl’s words rushed out as he frantically looked for his pants.  
His secretary was smarter than I gave her credit for. She had already dressed—although, guessing 

by the pink thong on the floor next to the sofa, she was going commando. She grabbed her purse from the 
coffee table and rushed to the front door. “Um, I’ll just wait outside.”  

I just shook my head at her. She wasn’t the real villain in this story, even if sleeping with someone 
else’s husband is a strict violation of the girl code. Bitch.  

Luckily, Darryl had located his pants in the meantime, and I no longer had a front row seat to the 
one-eyed monster. I shuddered to think that I used to call his dick Mr. Happy.   

“Listen, babe,” Mr. Unfaithful began. “It’s not serious. Just a little recreation.”  



I coughed and shook my head at him. How was I supposed to respond to this level of stupid?  
“I don’t love her or anything,” his verbal diarrhea continued.  
I threw my hands up in surrender and gave up trying to figure out how to respond. I turned and 

walked to the bedroom to grab my suitcase. 
“That’s it? You’re not gonna say anything!” he yelled as he followed me to the bedroom. His eyes 

caught my suitcase. “You’re leaving again?” I nodded. “See? That’s why I had to fuck my secretary. You’re 
never around!” 

I turned my stare on him and tried to burn holes in his head with my eyes. When my eyes failed to 
produce lethal lasers, I shrugged. “So, it’s my fault you’re unfaithful?”  

“Yes!” Darryl responded immediately, but, when I raised my eyebrow at him, he seemed to realize 
his error. He stuck his hands out in an accommodating gesture. “No, that’s not what I meant. It’s just that 
you’re never here. You’re always working.”  

I turned away from my soon-to-be-ex and opened my suitcase. I started throwing clothes willy-nilly 
into it. Darryl growled in frustration behind me, but I just continued with my task.  

“You spend more time with your boss than you do with me!”  
I sighed as I’d heard this jealous statement more times than I care to remember. The fact that my 

boss, Blake, was married to my friend, Claire, and they were very much in love didn’t matter to my asshat 
of a husband. I moved onto our en suite bathroom and grabbed the pre-packed toiletry bag from under the 
sink. On one thing, Darryl was right—I do travel a lot. Enough to have pre-packed toiletry bags ready for a 
quick departure. I threw the bag into my suitcase and zipped it up. I grabbed the handle and dragged the 
luggage through the apartment to the front door.  

I looked outside to see the car my boss had sent with me was still idling at the curb, waiting for me. 
Darryl’s secretary was sitting on the stoop smoking a cigarette. Her makeup was smeared, and her hair 
made it quite clear what she had been up to in my house. I could only hope the chauffeur wasn’t on the 
phone to Blake. Blake liked to think he was my big brother and protector as well. I wouldn’t be surprised if 
he sent someone to scare the shit out of Darryl while I was away if he found out about Darryl’s betrayal.  

I opened the front door, but Darryl shut it just as quickly. “That’s it? You’re not going to say 
anything?” His face was scrunched in anger and, frankly, not attractive at all. 

“My attorney will be in touch.” I was pleasantly surprised to hear that my voice didn’t wobble—too 
much. I pulled on the door handle, but Darryl kept his hand pressed against the door so that it was 
impossible to open.  

“You’re not going to fight for me? For us?” Darryl’s voice sounded defeated.  
I dared a quick look at his face, and noticed his eyes were red-rimmed, as if he were holding back 

tears. Did he seriously bang his secretary to get my attention? Well, he’s got my attention, all right.   
I exhaled the breath I’d been holding and shook my head. “My dad’s nurse quit again. I’m on my 

way home.” I turned my glare on him. “Alone.”  
Darryl’s arm relaxed, and I grabbed the chance to open the door. The sound of the door opening 

caused the secretary to nearly fall from her perch on our stoop. She faltered but managed to remain upright. 
When she saw me barreling down the stairs, she quickly moved out of the way. The chauffeur was already 
hurrying up the sidewalk to grab my suitcase. I handed it to him with a smile. His eyes avoided mine, and 
that’s when I knew he’d already been on the phone to my boss. Tattletale.  

I started to walk towards the car, but Darryl grabbed my arm. “Please, don’t go. I didn’t realize.”  
I rolled my eyes at him and pulled my arm out of his grasp. His secretary had her arms around his 

waist holding on for dear life and trying to pull him away from me. I’m sure she was speaking as well, but 
all I heard was white noise. I wondered how she’d feel about stealing my husband away when she realizes 
that I’m the one who paid for the house?  

“Like I said. My attorney will be in touch.” I repeated myself and then walked with as much dignity 
as possible toward the black car idling at the curb. Too bad I tripped on the sidewalk. Hey, at least I didn’t 
fall.  

“May the Force be with You.”  
The sound woke me from my reverie. Damn. I forgot to turn off my work phone. “May the Force be 

with You.”  
“Hey, Blake! Do you need something before I board?”  
Yes, the ringtone for my boss is the voice of James Earl Jones getting his Star Wars freak on. My 

boss may be a millionaire, but that doesn’t mean he’s not a geek.  
“Do I need something?” Blake scoffs. “I’m calling to check on you.”  



I sigh. “You shouldn’t be on Facebook at work, Blake.” I accuse because I really, really don’t want 
to talk about my good-for-nothing asshole husband right now.  

Blake ignores my accusation. “Are you okay, Molly?” he says in that sincere voice that would totally 
make me shiver if I didn’t know he was married to his soul mate and one of my best friends. 

“Last call for passengers flying on Delta flight 1544 direct to Mitchell Airport.” The PA announcement 
saves me from having a heart-to-heart conversation with my boss.  

“My flight’s boarding. Gotta go.” I say and hang up without giving him a chance to respond. I’ll hear 
about that later, I’m sure.  

I stand and look around to see that the gate area is nearly empty. Only a businessman yelling into 
his phone and a bored-looking gate attendant remain. I grab my briefcase and walk to the attendant. After 
she rips my boarding pass in two, I walk down the ramp to board the plane. I take a quick look back before 
walking onto the plane.  

Maybe I just won’t come back? 
  



Chapter 2 

Molly Smith is feeling irritated. 

Plane trips, rental car agents, cranky old fathers—guess which one is the most irritating? 

I hate renting cars. What are they doing all the time behind the counter on the computer? They 
have my information already, yet they spend an eternity typing away and pressing buttons anyway. It 
sounds as if the agent is typing about a million words a minute. And I wait and wait some more. How many 
times will the sales agent ask if I want additional, outrageously expensive insurance before I punch him? 
Maybe that’s the whole point—to see who will lose their cool first and start throwing punches?  

Finally, fucking finally, I receive the keys to my car and can leave the car rental agency behind 
before the carnage begins. I roll my eyes at the agent as he yells after me to see if I want a GPS. Seriously, 
he didn’t have enough time to ask a trillion questions before? And I think I can make it home without a GPS, 
thank you very much. 

The hour and a half drive passes quickly as I mentally make a list of everything I need to do to get 
Dad a new nurse and take care of him in the meantime. I should probably check with the agency first to 
make sure Dad’s former nurse didn’t lodge a complaint. I’ll need to deal with that legal labyrinth before I 
can try to hire another nurse through them.  

I park the rental car in the driveway of my childhood home, but I can’t seem to get my ass out of 
the car yet. Darryl always hated my family—said they were low class. Why anyone from Flint, Michigan 
thinks they can get on their high horse about low class is beyond me. Have you seen Flint, Michigan? It 
looks like the setting of one of those strangely popular dystopian television shows.  

I hate to admit it, but Darryl’s snarky comments about my family had nothing to do with where I 
grew up and everything to do with my parents. My mom left my dad when I was a freshman in high school. 
She said she couldn’t put up with his nastiness anymore. Talk about the pot calling the kettle black. My 
mom makes being nasty into a freaking art form.  

I could do no right in my mother’s eyes. I didn’t dress fashionably enough, which was just confusing 
as all get out since my mom is a waitress and my dad was a car mechanic. Where did this need for me to 
be fashionable come from? Mom wears comfortable—and to be quite honest—fugly shoes every single 
day of her life. The restaurant where she still works also has a uniform, which is nothing short of a polyester 
fashion disaster.  

And then there were the comments about my extra-curricular activities. I always had my nose stuck 
in a book and that irritated my mother to no end. I needed to get out of the house and socialize—maybe 
meet some nice boy and find a boyfriend. Yeah, my mom thought I needed a boyfriend. And that’s not 
depressing or demoralizing at all!  

Not that my dad was any better or anything. Still, he treated me like his little princess, so I chose to 
live with him after my parents split up. That’s when I realized my dad—while not being as nasty as Mom—
was a grump of epic proportions. Add that to his strict beliefs on what a teenaged girl should be allowed to 
do and not do and my time in high school ended up being the longest four years of my life.  

I shake my head and climb out of my car. There’s nothing for it. I’m here now, and there’s a crisis 
to be dealt with. I leave my bags in the car and walk to the back door of the house, which opens directly 
into the kitchen. “Dad!” I yell as I enter.  

“In the living room!” he yells back. Despite my dad’s booming voice, I can barely hear his response 
above the blare of the television. On top of my dad’s emphysema, he’s deaf as a doornail and refuses to 
do anything about it. It drives his nurses nuts assuming they have any sanity left from Dad’s bad attitude 
and grumpiness in general.  

I take in the disaster area that used to be a kitchen as I walk to the living room. I march straight to 
the television and turn it off. 

“Hey! I was watching that!” my dad shouts. Dad’s voice only has one volume—loud.  
I roll my eyes at him and sit in the sofa next to his recliner. “What happened?” I ask when he turns 

his glare to me.  
Dad just grunts at me, but I’ve learned from experience that I need the facts before I march into the 

nursing agency and make an utter fool of myself, which is not helpful for finding a replacement nurse. Not 
to mention my dislike of making a fool of myself in general.  

We stare at each other until Dad finally gives in. “Damn nurse was a fairy.” 



The words confuse me. Not because I’m surprised to learn that my dad is a homophobe because, 
yeah, already knew that. What I’m surprised by is the use of the word ‘fairy’. Unfortunately, I’m well aware 
of the fact that ‘fairy’ refers to a gay man in Dad’s world. Who was Dad’s last nurse? It must have been a 
man. Shit, I can’t keep up with this. After a minute of silence, it comes to me. Robert. Robert was the nurse 
the agency had sent. I had thought a man could handle Dad better. Wrong. Again. 

I take a deep breath to stop myself from throttling my dad. It would be so easy. It’s not like he’s got 
that much breath left with the emphysema anyway. I shake my head to erase thoughts of patricide and 
concentrate on Dad again.  

“What happened?”  
Dad grunts. He is ever so pleasant, isn’t he? “His boyfriend,” he sneers the word ‘boyfriend’, 

“dropped him off for work, and I saw them making out before Robert got out of the car.”  
I rub circles over my temples where I can feel a killer headache coming on. “What did you do?” I 

ask because I’m pretty sure there’s more to this story.  
Another grunt. “I didn’t do nothing.” Which means that he did something really cruel and mean to 

cause Robert to quit.  
“Okay,” I shrug. “What didn’t you do?”  
“There’s nothing wrong with telling a homo that he should make sure his dick is clean before 

entering my house.”  
I nearly choke on my own tongue and am thankful I wasn’t drinking anything when Dad blurted that 

out. It’s bad enough hearing my father talk about dicks, but that sentence shouldn’t come out of anyone’s 
mouth—ever. I have a feeling finding Dad a new nurse is going to be a bit of a challenge.   

“So that’s why he left this morning?” Unfortunately, I do need all of the facts before attempting to 
find a new nurse. Even if I’d rather run my nails across a chalkboard than listen to my dad talk about gay 
men and their cocks.  

“No. He left Monday.”  
I startle. “Today’s Friday. Who’s been helping you in the meantime?”  
Dad turns his stare on me. “Why do you think I called you? Dishes aren’t going to get done by 

themselves.”  
This was another simply wonderful aspect of living with my dad when I was in high school. The 

man does no household chores at all. That’s all ‘girly shit’ and should therefore be done by a girl. I might 
not exactly like my mom, but I certainly came to have a lot of sympathy for her choice to leave my dad. Not 
that that meant I was willing to move in with her, but I could sympathize.  

Dad doesn’t actually need a nurse coming to the house every day. His emphysema hasn’t, 
thankfully, advanced far enough that he needs constant medical assistance. The man can’t or won’t take 
care of himself, however, and having dirty dishes and unclean bathrooms while struggling to breathe is a 
recipe for disaster. After rushing home because Dad landed himself in the emergency room for the fifth time 
in two months, I knew I needed to do something.   

I may not have the job I want, but being the executive assistant to a millionaire has its perks; 
including earning a salary that I could never hope to achieve in my dream field. Add that to Blake’s contacts 
and it was a no-brainer to find a private nurse for Dad. The nurse is supposed to come for a few hours 
every day to do the housekeeping and prepare Dad’s meals; as well as ensure that Dad’s taking his meds 
and his oxygen tank isn’t empty. Shit! Is he getting oxygen? 

I jump from the sofa and rush to the oxygen tank sitting next to Dad’s recliner. 
“What the hell are you doing?” Dad yells as I start to fiddle with it. 
“Are you getting oxygen? Have you checked it?” I can barely breathe from the fear coursing through 

my veins. 
Dad slaps my hands away from his tank. “I’m not an idiot! Of course I checked it.”  
I collapse on the floor next to the tank. I guess Dad has also learned from the Big Oxygen 

Emergency of last year when yet another nurse quit and someone forget to check his tank. I’ve had just 
about enough drama for the day. I stand and move to the kitchen and stare at the mess. What are the 
chances I can get a nurse here today so she’ll clean this shit up? I shake my head at that thought. Working 
for a millionaire is making me soft. We can’t have that.  

I grab my phone and place a call to the home care agency. My contact has left for the day. Of 
course she has. It looks like I’m stuck here for the weekend. I grab some rubber gloves from under the sink 
and get to work. 

  



Chapter 3 

Molly Smith is feeling nostalgic. 

*Sighs* In case you’re wondering, the boy next door is just as hot 17 years later. 

The sound of swearing wakes me the following morning. Ah, it’s so good to be home. I—shocker—
haven’t gotten much sleep. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw a vision of Darryl’s naked, flabby ass 
pumping into his secretary. I didn’t want to see that once, let alone over and over again in my dreams. I 
tried sneaking out and grabbing a nightcap, but being the diligent daughter that I am, there is no alcohol in 
the house, as Dad doesn’t do so well with alcohol and his emphysema. He tends to think he doesn’t need 
oxygen when he’s drinking. Man, the emergency room should probably go ahead and dedicate a room to 
him.  

“Cocksucker!” Dad’s voice carries entirely too well. I know what he’s up to. He wants me to make 
him some breakfast, as meal prep is a woman’s task, and Dad doesn’t do that shit. Why can’t he just pour 
milk over some cereal? Nope. That ‘sugary shit’ is not for real men. Can I go blind from rolling my eyes too 
much? 

I take my time getting up. I may be the dutiful daughter who rushes home, but that doesn’t mean I 
have to be freaking cheerful about it. Sometimes I really, really wish I had a sister or brother. Although, I 
wouldn’t wish my parents on my worst enemy. Okay, maybe only my very worst enemy. No one else, 
though.  

Dad’s standing in his ratty robe, staring at the fridge in the kitchen when I enter. “If you stare at it 
long enough, will breakfast just materialize?” I ask as I push past him. He grunts in response and moves to 
sit at the table. Guess he’s done trying to make breakfast.  

I search the cupboards until I find the instant oatmeal I bought the last time I visited. There’s no 
way in hell I’m setting a precedent of making him eggs and bacon or whatever else he wants every morning. 
This kitchen is no diner and I’m no short-order cook. I start the coffee percolating and get the oatmeal made. 
I can feel Dad’s anger rolling off him like a thunderous cloud, but I could give a flying monkey. 

“Here you go,” I say with a fake cheery voice as I set the oatmeal and coffee down in front of Dad. 
He growls but doesn’t bother to say anything. He should know how stubborn I can be. After all, I got the 
stubborn gene from him.  

I hear the unmistakable sounds of a garbage truck backing up. “Shit. Is today garbage day?” 
“Watch your language,” Dad corrects around a mouthful of oatmeal. I’ll take that as a yes, then.  
I grab the garbage bag from the overflowing trashcan and make a dash outside the house. I’m 

running helter skelter down the driveway, trying to tie the garbage bag, when I see him. Danny. The boy 
next door on whom I had a crush from the time I knew what boys were good for. He looks just as delicious 
now as he did back in high school. He’s wearing a pair of cut-off sweats, which show off his muscled legs 
to perfection, and his sleeveless t-shirt accentuates his upper body muscles. Someone obviously still works 
out.  

He smirks when he catches me checking him out. “Hurry up, Molly.” 
Crap! There was something I’m supposed to be doing. I tear my gaze away from that hunk of a 

man and finish walking to the curb to place my garbage bag at the end of the driveway. The garbage truck 
is there in less than a minute, grabbing my garbage bag as well as the bags from Danny’s house. I take a 
deep breath before turning to greet Danny.  

And so there I stand, seeing my life-long crush for the first time in years while wearing a University 
of Chicago t-shirt so worn that it’s practically see-through and a pair of men’s flannel boxers. My curly hair 
is tied into a sloppy ponytail on the top of my head, and I haven’t got a scrap of makeup on. And let’s not 
forget that I’m shoeless and can’t remember the last time I remembered to shave my legs. Oh, and I’m not 
wearing a bra. Why am I not wearing a bra? Oh, that’s right, I just got out of bed. Not like I expected to see 
Danny the hottie while taking out the garbage.  

Danny’s smiling when I finally gain enough courage to turn toward him. He’s standing with his arms 
crossed over his impressive chest just waiting for me. “It’s been a while, Mol.”  

I shake my head at his shortening of my name. No one does that. Only him. I shrug. “Yeah.” I tilt 
my head to the side as if I’m thinking. “How long’s it been?” I ask all innocent like, but I know exactly the 
last time I saw him.  



“Ten-year high school reunion, I think,” he responds as he rubs the stubble on his chin. Yep, that’s 
the last time we saw each other. He was there with the head cheerleader from high school who he had 
married. I didn’t get much of a chance to talk to him then, as she was a total beyotch and jealous of me, to 
boot! Why, I don’t know. Sure, Danny and I had kinda grown up together since we lived next to each other, 
but we never dated or anything. Nope. My love was unrequited. Man, I sound like a bad Harlequin romance. 

“Come on,” he says and waves his hand to his parents’ house. “Let’s have coffee and catch up.”  
“Um,” I mumble as I stare at my clothes and naked feet.  
Danny chuckles. “You’re fine. It’s not like I haven’t seen you in your pajamas before.”  
I shrug. That’s true. And my boobs haven’t started to heed gravitational pull—yet. He walks off, and 

I follow like the lovesick puppy dog I am. His parent’s house is set up exactly like Dad’s house, except 
mirrored. He opens the back door into their kitchen and motions for me to take a seat at the island. I look 
around in surprise. The entire kitchen has been brought into this century.  

“Wow,” I mutter. “Your parents have done awesome with the kitchen renovation.” Instead of the 
fugly yellow walls and outdated appliances like in Dad’s house, everything in this kitchen is black and sleek. 
An island was added to the center of the room as well. Instead of a big, six-person table, there’s a built-in 
booth along the back wall to accommodate the extra space needed for the island. It looks fabulous and I’m 
instantly jealous. Not that I can cook or anything, but I always imagine myself learning.  

“Not my parents’ house anymore,” Danny responds as he turns to the sleek Italian contraption 
sitting on the counter next to the refrigerator. “You still like that girly coffee with milk and shit?”  

“You sound like my dad,” I accuse, but I can’t help the smile that spreads over my face. “Wait! Not 
your parents’ house? Did you guys buy it from them?” I immediately look around for the beyotch whom he 
married. I start to slip off my chair. Maybe I should just go home. I may be able to handle Danny while 
dressed like a zombie but his wife? No way.  

Danny putters with the coffee machine and doesn’t turn around. “Um, no. My parents both passed 
away.”  

I gasp. “Both? I’m so sorry, Danny. Dad didn’t say anything.” He shrugs. “What happened?”  
“Mom died of cancer two years ago, and Dad just withered away after that. I think he couldn’t live 

without her.” His voice is flat as he explains. My heart constricts for him. I’ve been dealing with Dad’s illness 
for a while now, so I think I can understand just a tiny bit how he feels. But then again, he had awesome 
parents who loved him to bits. Maybe I can’t understand.  

“At least they’re together,” I offer. It sounds really lame, but I’m not so good with knowing what to 
say in awkward, emotional moments.  

“Yeah.”  
We’re quiet as Danny fiddles with the coffee machine. After a few minutes, he presents me with a 

perfect-looking cappuccino and grabs an espresso for himself. He sits himself across from me at the island.  
I take a sip of coffee and sigh. “I think I’ll be sneaking over here every morning for coffee.” And then 

I remember the beyotch and shiver. Maybe not. “Where’s Tammy?” I look to the entrance to the living room 
as if just saying her name will make the witch materialize.  

“We’re not together anymore.” He continues to sip his coffee as if it’s not a big deal. 
I raise an eyebrow at him. “Not together? You were together all through high school and then 

college.”  
Danny shrugs. “She wouldn’t grow up.”  
He starts to explain, but I’m not listening as a little girl just entered the kitchen, rubbing her eyes 

and looking adorable as all get out. She finally looks up at me and her eyes widen. She scurries to Danny 
and buries herself in his side. He immediately puts his arm around her and draws her near.  

“Who are you?” a muffled voice asks. 
I keep my laugh to myself as I reply. “I’m Molly. My dad lives next door.”  
She unburies herself enough to turn her head towards me. “The mean man is your dad?” 
I burst out laughing. She’s got Dad pegged right. “Yep! That’s my dad. He is kinda mean, isn’t he?”  
She nods and moves away from her dad even more. “He yells at me if I cut through your backyard.”  
I nod. “Yep, that’s Dad. He’s a big ol’ meanie.” I decide to switch topics because lord knows we can 

talk all day and night about the ways in which my dad can be a jerk. “What’s your name, sweetie?” 
“Jenny.”  
I don’t have much experience with children, so I haven’t a clue what to talk to her about, but I try 

anyway. “What grade are you in?”  



“Fourth.” Her voice is a bit stronger now. Danny pushes her a bit away and stands. He reaches 
down and grabs her, placing her gently on the stool he just vacated.  

“How do pancakes sound?” he asks as he gently tickles her. She giggles in that adorable way little 
girls have and nods. “You staying?” Danny looks at me, and how can I say no? I nod.  

“Sounds great. Dad was grumbling about how I only made him oatmeal. He’ll probably bust a cap 
if he knows I had pancakes.”  

Danny opens the fridge to grab the orange juice and pours a glass for his girl. He moves on to a 
cupboard, where he grabs the makings for pancakes before putting a big frying pan on the stove. I realize 
it’s probably weird to ogle a man when his daughter is sitting in front of you and concentrate on Jenny 
instead.  

I put my elbows onto the counter and lean over to stare at Jenny. “So, tell me about yourself.”  
She giggles. “You’re weird.” Yep, she’s got that right.  
Before I know it, I’ve eaten my weight in pancakes, and we’re cleaning up the kitchen. “I’m going to 

have to run more than my normal five miles to burn off this breakfast.” I complain as I rub my very full 
tummy. 

“You run?” I nod. “Wanna go for a run with me tomorrow? Jenny’s mom has her on Sundays, so 
I’m free all day.”  

I shake my head. “I use the word ‘run’, but really it’s more like a slow jog. Seriously, small children 
overtake me all the time.”  

Danny laughs but is undeterred. “Come on. It will be good to catch up.” 
I shrug as I head to the back door. “I’ll pick you up at nine,” he shouts as I make my escape. I just 

shake my head as I cut across the lawn to my own back door. 
    



Chapter 4 

Molly Smith is feeling crazy.  

That feeling when you realize your high school crush is no longer married to a complete beyotch 
and has moved back into the house next door. 

“He was hard!” Dianne shouts after listening to me pour out my heart about my cheating-ass 
husband. 

“That’s what you got from that story?” I sneer because there are more important parts to focus on; 
like the fact that my husband killed our marriage with a fucking cliché by fucking his secretary. On our 
couch, no less.  

Dianne just waves my sneering away. She’s known me forever, and, for some reason, she’s come 
to believe that my bark is much worse than my bite. That’s only because she’s never suffered my bite. 
“Dude, you gotta admit that’s funny. He didn’t even get off during the sexcapade that ruined his marriage.”  

It’s only been a day, and I’m not seeing the humor in this—at all. But that’s Dianne. She’s an 
awesome friend and will always have my back, but she’s very jaded about men. Doesn’t think they’re worth 
the heartbreak. Doesn’t mean she doesn’t suffer from heartbreak; it just means she’ll never admit to it, 
which means that she won’t let me admit my heartbreak, either.  

I’m starting to wonder why I told her of all people about Darryl’s betrayal first. I’m lying to myself, 
though. This is exactly why I told her. If I told one of my girls who’d start crying and ranting, I’d start crying 
and ranting as well, and I need to stay angry to get through the divorce that’s coming; not to mention 
handling my dad until I can find another nurse for him. 

“So what are you going to do now?” Dianne’s question interrupts my thoughts.  
“Divorce his ass.” No way I’m staying with someone who cheats on me with his skanky secretary. 

I don’t know how I’d feel about his having an indiscretion while away at some dumb convention and getting 
drunk and stupid. And I don’t have to think about that. This was obviously not a one-time thing with a 
stranger he wouldn’t see again.  

“And what does Darryl the dick think about that?” 
I shrug. “He wants to ‘explain’ because ‘it wasn’t what it looked like’. Guh. Could he sound more 

like a fucking cliché?” I down my Cosmo and raise an eyebrow at Dianne’s nearly full glass. 
“Someone’s gotta drive your drunk ask home.” 
I stick my tongue out at her. “Guess who I ran into today?”  
“Like ran over with your car or ran into with your shopping cart?” Dianne has a bit of an overactive 

imagination. I roll my eyes at her. “Okay, who?”  
“Danny.” That may have sounded like a bit of a sigh. 
Dianne doesn’t bother pretending not to sigh. “Is he still hot?” 
“Hotter, like scorching.”  
“Tell me more, tell me more.”  
Elbows on the table, I place my chin on my hand. “He’s the boy next door again. His parents died 

a while ago, and it looks like he’s taken over their house and done some renovations.” 
“Yeah,” Dianne nods. “I remember hearing something about his mom having cancer. What about 

the beyotch? Did you see her as well?”  
I shake my head. “Apparently, they’re not together anymore.”  
Dianne sits up and claps. “Yeah!” she shouts. “Danny is the perfect rebound man for you.”  
“What?” I sputter. 
“Oh come on, you’ve always crushed on him.” Can’t deny that. “And now he’s living next door. 

Perfect!” She claps again.  
“Nope.” I shake my head somewhat vigorously. “No way in hell am I gonna have a bit of rebound 

action with the boy next door. You know my dad. His nurses last an average of a few months. Then I’m 
back here, trying to find a new nurse for Dad, and I can’t even go outside the house because I’ll be avoiding 
the neighbor boy. Um, no.”  

Dianne waves her hand at me. “You always did have an overactive imagination. Why can’t you just 
have a fling that doesn’t end with you having to avoid him? It can happen.”  

I snort. “Have you met me? I don’t do emotionless attachments, especially not with the boy next 
door who my heart’s been set on for like forever.”  



Dianne shrugs. “So then don’t have a fling. Have a relationship.” She actually shivers when she 
says the word ‘relationship’, as if she’s talking about cleaning out the sewers or something equally 
disgusting.  

I roll my eyes at her. “I live in New York. He lives in Wisconsin. What’s the chance of a long-distance 
relationship like that working out?”  

Now it’s Dianne’s turn to roll her eyes. “Then just fuck the boy and get it out of your system!” 
She totally shouted that and now several tables around us are staring at her and me by default. A 

few of the men look me up and down and then nod as if they’re willing to help me get whatever it is out of 
my system.  

Ugh! I need another drink.  
♥♥♥ 

The beep of my phone alarm wakes me, and I try to figure out what the hell is going on. My eyes 
are glued shut. My tongue is plastered to the roof of my mouth and it feels like someone shoved a shit ton 
of cotton balls down my throat. My alarm is still going off. Must find sound. Must kill sound.  

I finally manage to roll over with my eyes still shut and reach for the nightstand. I slap the phone, 
and it goes flying but doesn’t stop that infuriating racket. Ugh! I’m going to need to stand. I can do this. I 
stand up every day. Today’s no different.   

I manage to get on my feet but quickly move to a crawl to search for my phone with my hands. My 
eyes are still shut but, when I get my hands on my phone, I realize I’m going to need to open them. I slowly 
pry one eye open and stare at the phone. I can’t see a damn thing with one eye. I try prying the other eye 
open and finally manage it. I quickly slide my finger across the screen. The noise stops, but then I see why 
the phone is being a bitch. Run with Danny.  

I collapse on the floor. Even though I’ve managed to convince myself that I can’t jump Danny like 
a tree and hump him to oblivion that doesn’t mean I want to look like a train wreck, either. Crap. I slowly 
make my way to the bathroom.  

Fortunately, my dad renovated the basement of the house when I was a sophomore in high school 
and may have been just a tad bit cranky to be around. He added a bathroom and bedroom, as well as a 
television room. I moved down here before the sawdust even settled. So now I can crawl to the bathroom 
from my bedroom without Dad’s interference. 

It sounds completely stupid to take a shower before a run, but that’s exactly what I’m going to do. 
I’m sure you can smell the alcohol escaping my pores at the moment. Don’t want Danny to get drunk just 
from sniffing me. I’m careful to keep my hair dry while I shower. My hair is a rat’s nest at the best of times. 
Combing through my wet hair without the use of generous portions of conditioner is like trying to perform 
an exorcism without a priest. Impossible. 

I manage to climb the stairs to the kitchen twenty minutes later, dressed in my running clothes. I’m 
shocked Dad isn’t sitting in the kitchen, waiting for me to serve him breakfast. Not looking a gift horse in the 
mouth, I move to the coffee machine and make the pot as strong as I can handle without gagging. I gulp 
down a cup of coffee and start to feel human again. For the most part.  

I hear a knock on the screen door and go to open the back door. Even hung over, I’m tempted to 
ignore my own reasonable head and follow my libido’s urging to jump him. I shake my head. No jumping 
on friends who also happen to be next door neighbors and former crushes.  

“Good morning,” he chirps. Yes, chirps. I manage—just barely—not to snip at him to keep it down 
and just smile. “You ready to go?” He nods to my bare feet.  

“Just a sec,” I say as I bend over to throw on my socks and shoes. I hear a gasp behind me. I don’t 
turn around because my balance is a bit precarious at the moment. “What? Something wrong?” Did he 
notice that I’m still somewhat drunk?  

“Nothing. I’ll wait outside.” I hear the screen door slam shut. Guess he’s not as chirpy in the morning 
as I thought. I manage to get my shoes tied and follow him out.  

I do a few high knees as I walk to him. “Are you sure you want to run with me?” I squint up at him. 
He’s not super tall or anything, but I’m only two inches over five feet, so I have to pretty much look up at 
everyone.  

“’Course I do,” he says and smiles.  
I shrug. “Okay, but I won’t feel bad if you want to take off after a while. I am super slow.”  
He just shakes his head and starts down the driveway. “Three-mile loop good with you?”  
“Perfect.” I say.  



He turns right and I follow. The sidewalk is narrow and cracked. I need to concentrate so I don’t 
trip. Soon enough, the sidewalk disappears, and we’re running side by side on the road. I’m surprised to 
realize I feel pretty good. I can actually smell the trees and flowers instead of car exhaust. It’s invigorating. 
Every step I take clears my head more and more.  

We’ve nearly finished the loop when Danny takes an unexpectedly turn. “Where we going?”  
“There’s a great coffee shop in the strip mall.” I follow. It’s not like I’m going to turn down coffee.  
I’m watching Danny’s very firm, very hot ass and don’t notice him slowing down and run right into 

him. Gosh, his muscles are hard everywhere. My hand wanders unintentionally. I bite my tongue to keep 
the sigh in. “Sorry,” I yelp.  

Danny smirks and shakes his head. He grabs my hand and pulls me to an outside table. “Sit. I’ll be 
right back.” I nod because I may not like being ordered around, but when the ordering around ends up with 
me sitting with Danny having a coffee, I’m not gonna complain.  

In no time at all, Danny’s back and handing me a cup of coffee. “Sweetener, right?”  
I nod but keep my attention on the coffee. Although I managed to finish the run without 

embarrassing myself, the combination of too much alcohol and a three-mile run has depleted my energy 
sources. Need coffee now.  

I sigh as I sip. “Man, I needed that.”  
Danny shakes his and takes a sip from his own cup. “So,” he starts and I turn to him and raise an 

eyebrow. “What have you written?” 
“Written?”  
“Weren’t you always going to be a writer? You used to write those stories all the time and poems 

and songs and stuff.”  
I just stare at him. “You remember that?”  
His face turns slightly red as he shrugs. “Sure, I remember. Why wouldn’t I?”  
“Because I was the dorky girl next door?”  
He stares me down. “Dorky girl next door? Is that what you think?”  
I nod. “That’s what I know.”  
“Babe,” he shakes his head. “I remember everything.”  
I gulp. “Everything?” And then it happens like so many times before; my mouth opens and words I 

don’t intend to speak come out. “So you knew I had the biggest crush in the world on you?” My eyes nearly 
pop out of my head when I realize what I said. I quickly take a gulp of coffee before my mouth can open 
again.  

When the silence becomes too much, I look up to see Danny staring at me. “You had a crush on 
me?” his voice is soft and sounds surprised. I’m confused. 

“Duh,” I say, trying to sound like it’s no big deal. “Why do you think Tammy was such a bitch to me? 
She knew I was hot for you and loved shoving it down my throat that she got you.”  

Danny shakes his head. “Wish I knew back then. I would have asked you out.”  
I laugh because no way would Danny have ever asked me out. I’m not exaggerating about this dork 

thing. I had the thickest glasses because Dad wouldn’t let me get contacts, and I hadn’t yet learned how to 
tame my unruly, curly hair. And then of course I always had my nose buried in a book, if I wasn’t writing my 
own stories, that is.  

“Whatever,” I say as if I actually believe what Danny’s saying.  
“No seriously, Mol, I had a huge crush on you.” His face is bright red.  
I tilt my head and study him. He looks genuine. Huh. Who woulda thunk it? 
“Guess we missed our chance then,” I whisper and I think I hear him sigh. The post-run adrenalin 

must be fading. No way a man like Danny sighs. 
  



Chapter 5 

Molly Smith is feeling regretful. 

He likes me! He likes me! There’s nothing like realizing the boy that you were crushing on in high 
school crushed on you as well. Except it’s 17 years, 2 marriages, 1 divorce, 1 separation, 1 daughter and 
1 dad too late. Regret is a bitter taste in my mouth. And no, I’m not going to climb that man like a tree and 
get my freak on just to rush back to New York in a week. Do cold showers really work? I’ll let you know. 

I should really stop posting life-changing events as Facebook updates, but I can’t seem to help 
myself. I’m missing my daily dose of friends and colleagues in New York. Social media, a.k.a. Facebook, is 
the best way to get some social interaction at the moment. If I can’t write for a living, at least I can post 
some witty updates and see how many friends think I’m funny.  

I barely get the latest profile posted before my phone dings.  
Dianne: What??? Danny likes u? Need more info 

Me: Grrr…talk to u later. Appt w/home care agency 
Liar, liar, pants on fire. I’m pretty sure my contact at the home care agency is avoiding me, as I 

haven’t managed to get ahold of the anal, always-used-to-be available manager. But I know how to stage 
an ambush and plan on doing just that this morning.  

Dad’s already sitting at the kitchen table looking like his typical, grumpy self when I emerge from 
the basement. He actually grunts in greeting when he sees me. I shake my head and roll my eyes. It’s not 
like chastising him is going to make a difference at this point. I make him some instant oatmeal and, because 
I’m feeling all nice and generous, I add raisins and honey.  

As soon as Dad’s fed, I head back into the basement to get dressed for battle. My suitcase is full 
of jeans and t-shirts, but I have the suit I wore home on Friday. That’ll have to do. I go the whole nine yards 
with getting ready: makeup, nylons, and high heels. I even press the suit, which just goes to show I’m 
desperate, because I don’t iron.  

The home care agency is housed in an assisted living facility. I can’t even imagine what the fight 
with dad is going to be like when it’s time to put him in such a place. I refuse to think about it and pointedly 
ignore the facility attached to the agency.  

I breeze into the agency as if I own it. Considering the fees I pay for Dad’s care, the thought isn’t 
actually too far from the truth. I march up to the receptionist and demand to see Mrs. Hawthorne. 

“Do you have an appointment?” the receptionist asks. 
“No,” I admit. “But it’s an emergency and she knows who I am. Tell her Molly Smith is here.”  
The receptionist picks up the phone and whispers into it so I can’t hear what she’s saying. Well, 

that’s annoying. She puts down the phone and points to a chair. “You can wait there.”  
I hold in my snort. No way in hell am I sitting out of view. I’ll stand here until the receptionist begs 

Hawthorne to talk to me. I smile and nod but just remain standing in front of her desk. I do enjoy watching 
people squirm.  

Four minutes. That’s how long it takes the receptionist to call Hawthorne again. I counted the 
seconds in my head, as I didn’t want to take my attention away from my prey. I’m having entirely too much 
fun for an ambush. Mrs. Hawthorne appears at the hallway, and I see the fun’s over. She’s pissed.  

“Ms. Smith,” she practically sneers my last name. “If you’ll follow me.” I follow Hawthorne down the 
hallway into her office at the end. She points out a chair, and I take a seat as she moves around to take her 
own place behind her desk.  

“You should have called to make an appointment,” Mrs. Hawthorne begins in a snooty voice. 
I don’t bother to hold in my snort this time. “Please, I’ve been calling you non-stop since Friday 

afternoon. You haven’t bothered to return my calls.”  
“Yes, well,” Mrs. Hawthorne can’t look at me as she tells her lies. “I’ve been busy.” 
I set my first trap. “And what if I was calling because there was an emergency with my father?” I 

raise an eyebrow at her and hold her gaze.  
Her face turns the color of a tomato, a very ripe tomato. She swallows. “Was there?” 
I shake my head ever so slightly. “Luckily, no. His tank is working well and isn’t empty yet.”  
Hawthorne’s face remains red, but this time anger and not embarrassment is the cause. “That 

wasn’t very nice.”  



I really, really want to stick my tongue out at her, but I hold back as I do really need this woman’s 
help. I take a deep breath and rearrange my face in a friendlier manner. “You know why I’m here. We need 
to find a new nurse for my father.”  

Hawthorne shakes her head. “I’m sorry, but none of my nurses will work with Mr. Smith.” 
I raise an eyebrow. “None?” She nods. “Hmm. I know there’s a confidentiality clause in the 

contracts, so his nurse can’t tell the other nurses anything about the care of my father. I wonder why all of 
the nurses at this agency refuse to work with my father.” I stare the woman down. She’s squirming in her 
seat, and I can see beads of sweat forming on her forehead.  

This is going to be easier than I thought. “So why don’t we forget you said that and find Dad a 
nurse?”  

“I’m serious. None of my nurses will work with your dad. You can sit there and be as pushy as you 
want. It’s not going to change anything.”  

My eyes nearly pop out of my head when Hawthorne sticks to her guns. Well, shit, this is bad. “We 
have a contract, Mrs. Hawthorne” is the only thing I can think to say. Threatening legal action is an American 
sport, after all.  

“I regret this situation, really I do, but there’s nothing I can do.” She’s shaking in her boots but 
holding fast to her belief that she can’t help. Double shit.  

I stand and say the only thing I can think of. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyer.” I stalk out of her 
office with my head held high, even if I’m shaking with fury.  

I practically march to my car and do the same thing I always do when I have a problem I can’t solve. 
Blake picks up on the first ring.  

“Molly. How are you? We’ve been so worried.”  
I smile at his concern and lean my head against the headrest. “I’m fine,” I respond automatically 

before shaking my head. “Actually, I’m not. I need your help.” 
“Anything for you,” he says and I smile. Blake is an awesome boss. 
“The home care agency is refusing to find Dad a new nurse.” 
“Those bastards.”  
I smile as Blake’s protective instincts kick in. “I don’t know what to do. I can’t leave Dad here alone 

without a nurse. He’ll burn the house down faster than a pyromaniac out on parole.”  
Blake snorts. “What about another agency?”  
I sigh. “This is the only reputable one in town.”  
“Why don’t you just hire someone directly, then?” Blake asks and I sit up. “I know you didn’t want 

to do that before because you never had the time, but you should take some time off anyway.”  
“Because of Darryl, the flabby-assed adulterer.” I mutter and Blake chuckles. 
“Exactly.” He pauses for a second. “Look, it’s not like this is something you don’t know how to do. 

You hire people for me all the time. And mostly, you’re awesome at it.” I laugh because he’s referring to 
Sally the stalker. I don’t remember what her real name was anymore, but everyone called her Sally because 
she talked like a squirrel. I hired her to be one of Blake’s secretaries, and she became totally obsessed with 
the man. She was completely harmless, but how many stuffed animals does a man need? Claire finally got 
fed up and came to the office to fire Sally herself.  

“I’m not sure how long this will take. I need to place an ad, interview nurses, and then stick around 
for a while to make sure whoever I hire can put up with Mr. Grumpy Pants.”  

“That’s fine,” Blake sighs. “Claire can fill in. Take all the time you need.”  
Now I wish I was back. I can’t imagine Claire doing my job. Sure, she was Blake’s assistant before 

they fell in love and got married, but when I took over, it was blatantly obvious what a crappy assistant 
Claire had been. But maybe that was because they were too busy getting it on for her to get any work done. 
Well, nothing’s changed there.  

“You’re sure?” I double check, even though I’m pretty much stuck at this point.  
“Go take care of your dad. Maybe this way you won’t need to rush home every few months.”  
Well, I guess that’s settled then. 
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