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Edith 
Two crazy older brothers plus one sassy baby sister, leaves me trapped in the middle of it all. Everyone in town knows our diner and my brothers, meaning no man has the balls to date me. The strangers who rolled through aren’t worth getting to know either. Until he rolled into town. Thick dark hair sprinkled with a hint of silver. Deep blue eyes that a girl could get lost in and a body that works harder than I do during the Sunday lunch rush.
Frank
My tour for Uncle Sam finished, and I was ready to be a civilian. The plan was to cruise coast to coast, have some fun, and downtime. My Marine brother asked me to check on his mom in Port Stella. He promised me good food and drink when I got there. What he failed to tell me was that I’d find a woman and a place to call home.






  
  
For my sister. I’ll always be your sounding board, your paper or plastic getter, your biggest cheerleader and fan, and best friend. I’ll always have your back. I love you, Cissy. 
Xoxo
Your Princess
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Edith 
18 years old
My stomach felt like I’d been on a tilt-a-whirl as I made my way to the kitchen. Mom sat at the table with a laptop and a stack of bills.
“Mom.”
She looked up and removed her glasses. “Edith.”
With a sigh, I moved over to the table and sat down. “I, uh, need to talk to you.”
She sat back. “How far along?”
“Wha …”
She sighed at me. “Edith. It’s one in the morning and you need to talk. How far along are you?”
I swiped at the lone tear making its way down my cheek and shrugged. “I don’t know. The test just showed positive.”
“Okay, we’ll get you in the doctors.” Her face remained neutral. “Does Greg know?”
“Not yet.”
“Do you want to keep the baby?” She cleared her throat and took a drink of her water.
“I know I’m eighteen and this isn’t the ideal situation …”
“Edith Rose Malone. That’s not what I asked.”
“Yes.” More tears spilled out onto my cheeks.
Mom gave a nod and got up from the table. “Then we’ll make a doctor’s appointment and go from there.”
“What’s wrong?” Dad walked into the kitchen. “Are you sick, Edie?”
Shit. All I wanted to do was have a talk with mom about this.
“Irv.” Mom shook her head.
I watched him look at her, then slowly turned his head back to me. “No.”
“Irv.” Mom’s eyebrows moved up on her forehead.
Outstanding. Now Dad knows.
Dad paced in the kitchen. “Does Greg know? Is that why he hasn’t been around?”
“I don’t know what’s up with him.” I reached for a napkin. “He’s been acting weird the last couple weeks.”
I don’t need you to be upset with me. I’m already beating myself up.
My oldest brother, Enoch, came into the kitchen from the back door. “What’s everyone doing up?”
“We live here.” Dad shook his head. “Why are you here?”
“I’m outta bread.” Big E shrugged. “The diner sold out, and I know mom always keeps a loaf or two here.”
“Let me understand this.” Dad’s foot tapped impatiently on the floor. “You still shop at home for food?”
“Irving!” Mom pushed up from the table and went over to the bread box, taking out a loaf. “He can have a loaf of bread.”
Big E looked over at me, his head tilted. “Edie?”
“Enoch, here’s the loaf.” Mom held it out, but he ignored her. She was doing her best to distract him, but he wasn’t having it.
“Edie?”
“Mother!” Evelyn came running into the kitchen, holding my pregnancy test. “I thought you said I was the last. No more babies!”
Can this get any worse?
“Shit.” I groaned and felt my brother’s gaze turn deadly.
“You’re pregnant?!” He roared, which brought our other brother into the kitchen.
Eugene looked between our parents and the hysterical Evelyn. “Edie’s pregnant?”
“Thank. God!” She covered her heart with her hand. “I knew mom was too old to get knocked up.”
“Evelyn Marie!” Mom lunged for her, dad caught mom and Big E’s eye twitched.
“I’m gonna fuckin’ kill him,”
“Dad! Big E said fuck!” Evelyn stomped her foot.
“Evie don’t say fuck!” Eugene reached for her and slapped a hand over her mouth. “Wait. Edith really is pregnant?”
“Oh yeah.” Big E’s nostrils flared as he turned and stormed back out. “I’m gonna kill that motherfucker!”
“Ew, Evie, stop licking my hand, that’s gross.” Gene rubbed his wet hand over her face and ran after Big E.
“Geno! Talk your brother down!” Mom yelled after him, and then spun to Evie. “Where did you learn such language. You don’t call it getting knocked up.”
“Well.” Evie shrugged. “Isn’t that what it is?”
“Irene.” Dad threw his hands up in frustration. “Where did we go wrong?”
“We didn’t.” Mom let out a barking laugh. “Evelyn. Go to bed.”
“I don’t get why I’m being yelled at.” Evie stomped from the room.
“Irv.” Mom ran her hands through her hair. “I might strangle your daughter.”
“Oh no. That’s Edie’s sister.” He chuckled.
All I wanted to do was talk to my mom. Alone.
“Um.” I shook my head. “She can be Big E’s sister tonight.”
Dad followed Evie out of the room. “C’mon, little bit, I’ll tuck you back in.”
Mom shook her head and went to the fridge getting the bottle of wine out. “How far along?”
“I don’t know.”
She came back to the table and sat beside me. “You’re eighteen and out of school. That doesn’t make this the ideal situation, but it does make it easier for you.”
“If you’re going to lecture me or ground me could you just do it?” I dropped my head on the table. “I already feel like a screw up.”
“Edith Rose.” She stroked my hair. “You’re anything but a screw up.”
I lifted my head and looked at her.
“You’ve always been my responsible child. Accidents happen.” She reached for my hand. “I’m not mad, but I am concerned. Eighteen is so young to be a mom.”
“How old were you when you had Big E?”
She drained her glass. “Eighteen.”
“Ah.”
“Did I think I would become a grandma at forty?” She snorted with laughter. “No.”
Dad came back into the room. “We also never expected having another baby six years after you.” He sat down on the other side of me. “And while your sister wasn’t planned, it never meant she wasn’t loved or wanted.”
Need to talk to Greg, make a doctor’s appointment, figure out my life.
“Why aren’t you yelling at me?”
“Well, Edith, there’s a time and a place for that. It’s not like you blew off work, or broke curfew.” Dad sighed. “You’re out of school, have a job and can legally move out if you want.”
“You want me to leave?” Tears ran down my face.
“No.” He wiped them away. “You’re my little girl. You’ll always be my little girl.”
“Let’s get through one day at a time.” Mom wrapped an arm around me, and Dad joined her. “How do you eat an elephant?”
I laughed and blew snot on the table. “One bite at a time.”
We sat there in silence until Gene came back. “He’s cooling off at home.”
“So no bail money needed?” Dad laughed. “At least for tonight.”
“Let’s get some sleep and we can handle things in the morning.” Mom stood up. “C’mon, Edie, I’ll tuck you in.”
I wanted to scream. I’m not a kid, but something about being tucked in made me feel like everything would be okay.

      [image: image-placeholder]Morning sickness can kiss my fat ass.
I clung to the toilet as I dry heaved. None of my friends talked about this part.
Assholes.
When my stomach stopped revolting, I stood up and splashed some cold water on my face before brushing my teeth.
The doc said this part should settle down in about six more weeks, unless I was one of the unlucky women who had morning sickness the entire time.
That’s reassuring.
My cheeks were rosy, and I had bags under my eyes.
Real attractive.
There was a soft knock on the bathroom door and then Evie’s head poked in. “You okay?”
“Yeah.” I nodded and looked at her in the mirror.
“Last year when Mrs. Jordan was pregnant, she had ginger candy that she said helped.” She held her hand out, handing me a small bag. “I thought maybe they would help you too.”
Tears filled my eyes.
Damn these hormones.
“I didn’t mean to make you cry. Please don’t tell mom.” Her eyes were wide with fear. “She will kick my ass for upsetting you, and that’s not what I was doing. I swear I was trying to help.”
“Evie, I’m not mad.” I opened the door and pulled her into the bathroom for a hug. “This was really sweet. Thank you.”
“Whew.”
I laughed with my baby sister and felt relief. She might be an unhinged gremlin, but she’s our unhinged gremlin. “How do I look?”
“Really pretty.” She smiled. “Where’re you going?”
“I’m meeting Greg at the pub for lunch.”
“I don’t like him.” She scowled.
“He knows.” I gave her braid a tug. “Trust me.”
She harrumphed and left the bathroom. “You deserve better. Just sayin’.”
Honestly, I’m pretty sure everyone in Port Stella knew Evie didn’t hide her feelings.
I gave myself one last look in the mirror and then grabbed my purse and walked over to the Bearded Barrels Pub.
Paul manned the bar and Veronica waited tables. At the end of the bar sat Lucy, Charlie, and Baxter. They were dogs, and you’d think they were the owners.
Lucy howled at me as I made my way to an empty table and I motioned with my head for her to come join me.
“You’re not helping, Edie.” Paul shook his head.
“She’s the best worker here.” I tossed back and noticed Lori Barron and her stooges sitting at a table near the bathrooms.
Lori had been a pain in my ass through high school, calling me everything but a white girl because she had a crush on Greg.
Greg walked in a moment later, looking like he just sucked on a lemon. He made his way over to me and sat across, where he could see Lori.
Odd. But okay.
Lucy paused when she saw him and went back to the bar.
No kiss? No hug?
“How’s your day?” I smiled at him, expecting him to smile back.
“It’s been a day.” He grumped. “Are you ready to order?”
“Did I do something to piss you off?” I sat back in my chair and balled my hands up on my lap.
“No.” He sighed. “Look we need to talk. And I know we need to talk, but can we order food first?”
I shrugged. “Sure.”
Veronica came over with two waters. “Know what you want?”
He smiled at her as he spoke. “Sure thing, sweetness, I’ll have a burger and fries.”
What the hell?
Ronnie glared at him and then turned to me, smiling. “How about you?”
“Same.”
“I’ll get that in for you.” She walked away and then I heard Lori’s big mouth.
“Funny, she wants to eat here instead of where she works, but either way she’s still a lard ass.”
Anger flowed through my veins, and I felt my eyes narrow as I quietly spoke the words. “I’m pregnant.”
“Come again?” Greg’s eyes narrowed.
“You heard me.”
“What the fuck, Edie?”
“What do you mean, what the fuck?” I sat forward. “I sure as shit didn’t do this to myself.”
He pushed back from the table. “I need to piss.”
The scowl on my face made me feel ugly. Something felt off, and I couldn’t put my finger on it. Glancing over my shoulder, I noticed Lori had disappeared.
And then Evie flew by my table. “Aw, hell naw.”
I looked up at the bar to see Paul and Veronica trip on each other as they raced toward the bathrooms, which made me jump up and join them.
“You sick, disgusting, piece of poop!” Evie’s voice echoed in the hall. “My sister deserves better!” Greg dropped to the ground as she spun to Lori. “And you!” Lori shrieked as my sister shoved her against the wall. “If you ever call my sister anything but her name I’ll have Big E hold you down while I cut out your tongue!”
“Paul, fucking get her!” Greg grumbled.
“She’s moving too fast!” Paul snapped. “And she’s not wrong.”
“I don’t want to see either of your faces in That One Place ever again! We reserve the right to deny service and your service by my family is revoked!”
“You can’t do that!” Lori snapped.
“Oh, yes, she can.” I stepped up. “You are no longer welcome in that establishment.”
Evie kicked Greg in the stomach and then elbowed Lori. “Told ya.”
“Nor this one.” Paul finally wrapped his arms around the gremlin. “Easy baby girl.”
“Unhand me!” She struggled against him.
“Evelyn.” Big E’s voice filled the hall and Evie stopped struggling.
“I got him. And her.”
“That’s my girl.” He chuckled. “Let her go, Paulie, I got her.”
Paul released Evie, and she walked over to me. “I told you.”
“You are the best unhinged gremlin of a sister anyone could have.” I hugged her tight.
“Good. Let’s go home and have ice cream.”
Big E motioned for us to go, and I walked out of there with a smile. I had a feeling Greg would bail, but I didn’t see it ending like this.






  
  
Edith 
4 years later
Mom and Dad left yesterday for a second honeymoon. Big E’s in charge of the diner and Gene had plans to meet some friends in Vegas.
Evie is in my care, leaving me tending to her sixteen-year-old ass and my four-year-old son. While working.
“Mattie, can you take a bottle of mustard to table five?”
“Can do, Ebee.” He ran behind the counter, grabbed the bottle and darted over to the table.
“He’s not your slave, Evelyn.” I sighed, knowing it was a losing battle.
“I know that.” She shrugged. “But he likes to help, and I was working at his age, so fairs, fair.”
“Enoch?”
My brother shook his head. “She’s right.”
“I help, Mama.” Matthew hopped up on a stool at the counter. “I good.”
“You are very good.” I smiled. “You can help.”
He smiled big and went back to his coloring book until someone called for him.
Matthew was the best thing to ever happen to me. As an infant, he almost never cried. He loved to learn. And he potty trained himself.
One day he decided he wanted ninja turtle underwear, and that was that.
My parents owned a fourplex, and we lived across the hall from Big E. It was nice having our own space.
“Hey Edie?” Evelyn leaned over the counter. “Do you mind if I have a couple friends over after work?”
“No.” I continued wrapping silverware in napkins. “We’re closed tomorrow so we all get a break, so that works out well.”
“Awesome!” She went to check on her tables and I went to get a plate of fries to nibble.
“Can I has some?” Matthew gave me a goofy grin.
“Of course.” I pushed the plate closer to him.
My sister came back over and snatched a fry as she traded coffee pots and made another round.
These were the moments that made me feel amazing. My son was happy, my sister was doing her job and not being her sarcastic self, and Big E stayed in the kitchen.
We made a good team. Hell, who was I kidding? My entire family made an excellent team. Mom and Dad took a chance on an old diner, and they turned it around, making it one of the best places to eat.
Even through growing a family, the level of excellence never waned. And in turn we all loved working here.
Our day flew by and I couldn’t wait to get home, shower, and kick back. Big E made plans to take Matthew to the movies and have a boy’s night out, which gave me time to myself.
Not having to rush, I kicked my shoes off at the door and made my way to the shower. Something on the wall caught my attention and after I set the water I turned back to see what it was. 
Matthew drew me a flower with an I love mom note.
“I’m raising a good man.” Tears filled my eyes. My brothers and dad were ideal examples of how a man should act and they were rubbing off on him.
Greg bailed that day at the pub and never looked back. In four years, he’d never seen his son, and I was good with that. Not that I would keep him away if he chose to come around.
But I sure as fuck wasn’t going out of my way to make that happen.
I stripped down, got in the hot water and took my time for once. No rushing to shave my legs. Or rinse the conditioner out of my hair. I could stand there until the water ran cold and let myself be brain-dead.
Once the water cooled, I rinsed off and got out, then went to my room wrapped in a towel. I found my favorite shorts and tee, slipping them on and went to the fridge to grab a beer.
After I popped the top off, I went to my purse and dug out the pack of smokes I had hidden there and went to sit on the front porch.
The moment I lit the cigarette Evie, and her friend walked up.
“That’s bad for your health.” She crossed her arms over her chest.
I snorted. “What are you going to do? Tell on me?”
She shook her head. “No. But I just wanted to be sure you knew you were trying to kill yourself slowly.”
Her friend Flavia shoved her. “Chill out, Evie.” Then she held her hand out. “Can I have one?”
“You’re too young.” I took a drag and as I blew the smoke out, she pulled a pack from her pocket and lit one up. “What the hell, Flavia?”
She shrugged. “My dad knows.”
“My dad would kill me.” Evie snorted. “Which means he’d kill you too.”
“I don’t smoke all the time, Evelyn.” I took another drag. “Just here and there to take the edge off.”
“Hrmph.” She looked around and then at her watch.
“They’ll be here, Evie.” Flavia grinned. “Cesare promised.”
“I don’t get what you see in him.” My sister took a seat on the sidewalk.
“Um, he’s hot.” Flavia widened her eyes. “Like arm porn hot.”
“Cesare Lucarelli?” Evie wrinkled her nose.
Her friend shook her head. “More for me.”
Laughter bubbled out of me. They reminded me of when I was their age talking about boys with my friends.
Some things never change.
“Speaking of.” Flavia took another drag from her cigarette and nodded behind Evie.
She turned and then looked back at her friend. “Cesare brought Marco the Martian with? Ew. At least Amanda can keep him on a leash.”
“Why is he a Martian?” I took a swig of my beer.
Evie rolled her eyes at me. “He’s a foreign exchange student.” I couldn’t stop the laugh that happened, causing me to spit my beer all over her. “Gross, Edie!”
I wiped my mouth off and shook my head. “Sorry, Evie.”
“S’up.” The Lucarelli boy smirked at Flavia and set down a case of bottled beer. “It’s cold.”
“And my favorite kind.” She batted her eyes at him.
Fuck my life. When Evelyn asked about having friends over, she knew they’d bring booze.
“So you’re parents are gone?” The new girl took a seat beside my sister. “Who’s she?”
“That’s my older sister, Edith.”
That brat had to stress older.
“You cool?” She made duck lips at me.
“As long as you don’t act like a bunch of assholes. Yeah.” I took another drink.
The boys sat down, and Flavia sat beside me. “Thanks for being so cool about this, Edie.”
“Yeah.” I nodded.
“What kind of name is Edith?” The girl I assumed was Amanda sneered.
Evie didn’t let anyone else say a word. “It’s an old family name, you uncultured bitch.”
The boys busted up with laughter and the one who brought the beer pointed at her. “I told you; Evie doesn’t take shit.”
“She didn’t have to be rude.” Amanda crossed her arms over her chest.
Evelyn popped up from the ground. “Neither did you.”
She walked up beside me and went into the apartment.
“Can you believe Judge Brooks failed me?” Cesare uncapped his beer and guzzled it down.
“He’s still teaching?” I laughed, stretching my legs out in front of me. “He was old when I had him, so he must be ancient now.”
“Was he a big dick when you had him?” He pointed to me with his bottle.
“Yep.”
Cesare shrugged. “You’d think with my last name he’d pass me.”
“Nope.” I shook my head. “You could be Jesus Christ and if you didn’t put the work in, he’d fail you.”
The kids laughed and Evie came back out with a bottle of root beer. She sat back down, and they all dove into what’s going on at school, movies, and places to hang out.
I left them to enjoy the time together and went inside to curl up with my newest Stephen King book. He was my favorite author, and between being a mom and working there had been precious little time to read.
The book sucked me in, and I lost track of time, but was pulled out of the fictional world when I heard glass shatter. Stuffing my bookmark into it, I jumped up and ran outside.
“C’mon, Marco!” Flavia clapped her hands. “You can throw it farther!”
I watched in horror as Marco, Cesare, and Amanda hurled empty beer bottles into the street. My sister shook her head and took a few steps back, watching them, then turned around walking towards me.
“Idiots.” She grumped and went past me into the building.
Amanda looked back, saw me and smiled as she threw one while keeping eye contact.
That little bitch.
She let out a raucous laugh and threw a full bottle. It arced up into the air and landed with a juicy splat.
Our apartment building stood dead center of the cul-de-sac, meaning we didn’t get a lot of traffic, but people still lived here and drove on the road.
“Guys!” I called out to them, but no one responded. Either they heard me and ignored me, or they didn’t hear me.
I took a deep breath and walked back to get a cigarette before I kicked their collective asses, and right as I put the flame to the tip, I heard sirens.
Shit.
Two patrol cars turned onto my street and drove around the circle. Once parked, both driver’s doors opened and two officers stood there surveying the road.
Two thoughts hit me simultaneously.
One? I’m the only legal adult outside with these hooligans.
Two? I’m going to jail.
“Evening, Edie.” Officer Campbell looked my way. “You know these kids?”
Say no. Act like you don’t know them.
“Yeah.” I took a long drag off my cigarette.
I’m going to jail.
The main door from the apartment building slammed shut, and I turned to see Evie standing on the porch.
“You there.” The other officer pointed at her. “Go back inside.”
“Why?” her hands went to her hips.
Shit. Shut up, Evelyn, and go inside.
“This ain’t for you to see.” He took three steps closer to the curb.
“That’s my sister.” She came off the porch.
“Is that right?”
“It is.” She nodded.
“Well, how about this then. Why don’t you go back inside your apartment …”
“It’s not my apartment.” She chuffed. “it’s my sister’s. I live over there.” Evie made a vague hand gesture.
Evie, please shut the hell up.
Officer Campbell turned and looked at me with a smile on his face as he spoke to my sister. “Evelyn. Go get a bag, broom, and dustpan for these gentlemen to clean up the mess.”
“Okie dokie.” She turned and went back inside.
I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding and took another drag from my cigarette.
“Did you buy the beer for these kids?” The gruff voice went with the unknown officer.
I glanced at his name tag before answering. “No, Officer Garcia, I didn’t.”
“Where’d it come from?” He looked all around and pinned his gaze on me.
“I brought it over.” Cesare walked over to us. “She didn’t have anything to do with it.”
“And who bought it for you?”
Officer Campbell shook his head slightly. Going up against the Lucarelli family wasn’t smart.
“That’s for me to know.” Cesare crossed his arms over his chest. “But Miss Edith didn’t have anything to do with it.”
I glanced over my shoulder, wondering what was taking Evie so long.
Marco came over speaking in Italian like he was on speed. Cesare held up a hand, and he stopped.
“This was all me.” He looked between the cops. “Officer Campbell, do you need to call my dad?”
“How about we pour out what’s left and clean this mess up?”
“Yes, sir.” He nodded. “Marco and I will take care of that.”
My hands trembled as I reached into my pocket to get another cigarette. Things were calming down, and I felt like I could breathe again.
The door to the apartment building slammed again, drawing everyone’s attention. Evie smiled big and yelled.
“Paper or plastic, Officer?”
Fuck. I’m going to jail.
Officer Campbell turned away, but not before I saw him smile. Officer Garcia, however, was not amused by her.
“How about since this is your sister’s place you come on over here and hold the bags for these boys to clean up.”
“Can do!” She skipped over, put the paper bag into the plastic one, and handed Marco the broom.
I don’t know if I’m going to jail or not, but if I don’t? I’m going to kill my sister.






  
  
Edith 
5 years later
My feet hurt from closing last night. I barely slept, and my sister was late.
Again.
Evie always ran late.
You know that point in life where you looked around and thought, where did I go wrong? This was that moment for me.
Our regulars? They’re easy.
It’s the after-church crowd that killed me.
Ya’ll just got out of church and some of you still need Jesus.
Today was my day off, but the “baby” had something to do. So Ma roped me into covering part of her shift. Right now, my back ached. I felt greasy, wanted a shower, a cold beer and to sit on my ass.
And I would be doing that right now.
If my sister wasn’t running late to work.
Again.
A woman wearing hot pink waved to get my attention. She’s the definition of a ‘Karen’. And she made my day suck worse.
“Yoo-hoo!” She waved again. “Excuse me, miss?”
Taking a deep breath, I walked over to their table. “Yes, ma’am?”
“This burger is underdone.” Her heavily made-up face looked like it might crack with the sour face she made.
I looked down at the plate of food and noted the mostly eaten burger. “Which part was underdone?”
The woman’s pinched face turned frosty as she glared directly at me. “Are you blind? Right here.” She lifted the chunk of burger to my face.
Pressing my lips together so I wouldn’t snap, I inhaled slowly through my nose before I spoke. “Ma’am, I can get you a fresh one.”
“You know what?” She heaved a sigh, then snapped her fingers at me. “I want your manager.”
“Of course, ma’am.” I walked off to the back, rolling my eyes. “Ma, the lady at table five requests your presence.”
“For the love of Pete, Edith. Now what?” Mom looked up at me with flour all down her front.
“Mostly eaten burger she claims is underdone.”
Ma punched the dough she’s kneading. “Are you kidding me?”
“Two rabbis, Ma” I leaned on the clean prep table. “And where is Evie? Why did she need today off?”
“She’s singing some fancy schmancy song for the mob wedding and then she’ll be in.”
“Ma.” I tilted my head. “You can’t just say it’s a mob wedding.”
“Why can’t I?” She looked over at me as she folded the dough, turning it. “Everyone knows the Lucarelli family are gangsters.”
“Ma!”
“Edith!”
“Ugh.” I threw my hands up in frustration. “Whatever. So what you’re telling me is that she could’ve been here, then left and came back?”
“Pfft. Like I wanted to go smelling like the diner. Geez, Edith, cut me some slack.” The youngest of our family strolled in, tying her apron. “What’d you do to the lady at table five?”
“What do you mean, what did I do?”
“She’s miffed, and said you were rude.”
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TANGLED EMOTIONS PLAYLIST

WHAT'S UP
4 NON BLONDES

A MATTER OF TRUST
BILLY JOEL

AM I HERE YET?
BILLIE MYERS

WHITE WEDDING
MURDERDOLLS

COVER ME
CANDLEBOX

MILLION REASONS
LADY GAGA

STRONG ENOUGH
SHERYL CROW

FRAGILE
TECH NONE

AFTER THE RAIN
NELSON

BLOW ME (ONE LAST KISS)
PINK

I CAN LOVE YOU LIKE THAT
JOHN MICHAEL MONTGOMERY

STAY THE NIGHT
CHICAGO

TITANIUM
DAVID GUETTA & SIA

I'M YOURS
JASON MRAZ








