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NOTES AND TRIGGERS
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Harper’s Rock, Wyoming, is a fictional town that we have placed in the northern part of the state. If looking at a map, you might think that it is somewhere near the town of Buffalo. Many small towns here in Wyoming are much like Harper’s Rock, and we hope you enjoy your visit!

TRIGGERS: Strong Sexual Content, including aspects of BDSM, Murder, Suicide, Violence, kidnapping
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Chapter 1
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“How could I have been so stupid?” Dylan Harper asked the bartender standing in front of him. “I hit on my brother Russell’s girl tonight.” It was the first time he ever remembered feeling bad about hitting on a girl. Well, except for the time he hit on a married woman, but that didn’t really count because she wasn’t wearing a ring and he didn’t know she was married. 

“It’s just how you are, Dylan,” the young woman replied. “You chase anything in a skirt and you usually catch it.”

“Yeah,” he sighed. “I know what my problem is, I just don’t think. If I don’t see a ring, I pounce. It’s like my brain doesn’t work when I see a pretty girl.”

“Plus, your brother probably would have pounded you,” she said laughing. “It would have served you right.”

“Thanks for the pep talk, Val. I really appreciate it,” Dylan sneered. “How about a round for the house.”

“How about a round for the house,” Valerie repeated. “That’s the last one for you!”

Dylan slammed the shot back and stood up. He dropped some bills on the counter, blowing Valerie a kiss. As he headed for the door, he pulled his cell phone out and hit speed dial 15.

“Hey baby, it’s Dylan. Do you want to have some fun tonight?” he asked, moving the phone away. After a squealed reply, he put it back to his ear. “I’ll be there in two hours.” 

Heading outside, he walked to the side of the bar where he’d parked his car. Unzipping his jeans, he quickly urinated on the building then laughed as he slipped into the driver’s seat. The car sprang to life with a turn of the key and he rolled the windows down then opened the sunroof. Within a few seconds, he screeched out of the lot. 

Cranking the stereo to full blast, he hit the highway, turning north. In a couple of hours his momentary lapse, otherwise known as a failure in judgment, would be forgotten in the willing embrace of Chloe. 

When one of his favorite songs came on the stereo, he began to sing along. His hands drummed the steering wheel as he imagined himself on a stage. Lost in his fantasy, he didn’t notice as his speed climbed higher and higher, finally exceeding one hundred miles per hour. Just as the song ended and he came back to reality, he was forced to swerve to miss a deer in the road. 

Dylan’s world went into slow motion. His front tire hit the embankment on the side of the road sending him airborne. As the car flipped, he was thrown out, crashing into the ground and bouncing a few times. He barely noticed the car cartwheeling almost a half dozen times before exploding in a huge fireball. “Now you’ve done it,” he thought to himself as the world around him went silent.

* * *
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FAMILIAR VOICES PERMEATED the fog that enveloped him. The sound seemed to come from far away as Dylan battled with the lead weight that held his eyes shut. After several tries, he was able to force them open to be met by a bright, burning light. After a moment, images started to come into focus.

“Look who decided to join us,” came the most beautiful voice he’d ever heard. A sweet voice that still held a slight Greek accent even though she’d lived her whole life in America. “He’s focusing on me now.”

No, it couldn’t be. He must have died and gone to Hell. Nicoletta Ballas, his one true failure, the bane of his existence, the only girl he’d ever thought he loved was there.

“That’s a good sign, isn’t it?” came the most comforting voice ever. His mother’s voice. “That means he has all of his brain function right?”

“Well it is a good sign, Mrs. Harper,” a strange male voice answered. “His eyes are moving like he is looking for each speaker. Plus his gaze softened at the sound of your voice.”

Dylan’s view was suddenly blocked as two bodies moved next to the bed and began to check him over. He didn’t mind too much because there were two pairs of breasts hovering over his face. “Okay Mr. Harper, I need you to exhale as hard as you can on the count of three” 

“One, two, three,” the unfamiliar voice said. Dylan followed the instructions and let his breath out. He still gagged as the tube was pulled from his throat. Damn, it felt like he had gargled hot gravel. 

Before anyone could speak to him, he looked straight at Nicoletta, his eyes narrowing in anger. “What the hell are you doing here?” he croaked out.

“She and her mother are here to support me, young man,” was the sharp rebuke from his mother. “Now apologize and maybe I won’t smack you.”

“Thank you for helping my mother,” he said roughly. “I apologize for being rude.”

Nicoletta leaned in, right next to Dylan’s face. “I accept your apology,” she said kissing his cheek. “Even though you don’t mean a word of it,” she whispered into his ear. 

As she moved away, Dylan reached out and pinched her ass. Nicoletta jumped and let out a yelp. Turning back, she glared daggers at him. “I hope you liked your feel, little boy. Jesus, you need to grow up!” She then turned and stormed from the room.

“Well, it’s good to see you’re as flirty as ever,” Nicoletta’s mother Evangeline Ballas said as she headed toward the door. “Play nice next time and you two might get along again.”

“Thank you for bringing my mother up, Mrs. Ballas,” Dylan said as best he could. His throat was suddenly completely parched. 

“Well, you sure know how to embarrass your mother,” Evelyn Harper said sharply. “You’re laid up in a hospital bed with multiple injuries and you don’t even seem to care.”

Dylan’s gaze moved away from her. “I’m sorry, Mom.”

“I don’t know if I believe you are,” she replied as she sat in the chair next to the bed. “Nicoletta is right, you do need to grow up.”

“Mom...”

“Do not interrupt me,” she responded angrily. “I’m not done speaking. You were driving way too fast and had been drinking. You’re lucky your blood alcohol level was below the legal limit.”

Tears clouded his vision. He never cried! “I was stupid. I know. I went to the bar to forget what happened with Emily,” he sobbed. But was he more upset that he’d hit on her or that he was beginning to realize that there might be something inherently wrong with him and how he lived? “Mom, I was hitting on my brother’s girlfriend. Even if he doesn’t realize that she is yet. What kind of guy does that?”

Evelyn patted her son’s good arm. “The two of you can deal with that later,” she replied, her voice softening. “Right now we, and especially you, need to focus on getting you healthy again.”

“Yes ma’am,” Dylan replied wiping the remaining tears from his eyes. “Man, Uncle Cowboy is going to be mad. I was supposed to be the guide on his hunt this year.”

“Oh, I’m sure my twin brother will get over it. He’ll be more concerned with your health.” Evelyn sat and watched her son as his eyes opened and closed several times. As he dozed off, she swore she heard him ask about a brown-haired woman and a baby leaving the Harper’s Rock hospital with his brother Logan. She had to chuckle, the chances of her third son ever leaving a hospital with a woman and a newborn were a million to one. Dylan must have been having some kind of drug-addled delusions!

* * *
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SHOCK. HER OLD FRIEND’S actions had to have been caused by the shock of seeing her. That’s why he had acted that way. He was definitely happy to see her, he had pinched her ass for cripes sakes. At least she would be seeing him every week and would be able to get a better handle on what his actual feelings were toward her. “Time heals all wounds,” she whispered to herself as she walked away from Dylan’s hospital room. “At least that’s what I’ve been told.” 

The rest of her afternoon went by quickly as she got reacquainted with her grandmother. At least she was openly happy to see her. But no matter how hard Nicoletta tried, Dylan wasn’t far from her thoughts.

“Don’t let what he said bother you, dear,” Evangeline said from the passenger seat as Nicoletta drove them from the hospital in Billings, Montana back to Harper’s Rock, Wyoming. “He had just been through a trauma. He wasn’t thinking straight.”

“Mother, even you know better than that,” she snapped. Then more softly, “He hates me still. I thought maybe time would have made him understand...but I guess not.”

“Now sweetie, you were gone for so long he probably doesn’t even know what to think anymore.” Evelyn piped in from the back seat. “Give him time.”

Nicoletta let out a noise that was something similar to a snort. “It’s not like I want him to fall madly in love with me and sweep me off of my feet. I...I just want...I don’t know, maybe to be friends again?”

“Well, I guess we’ll see what happens,” her mother said with a smile.

“Yes we will,” Evelyn agreed. She knew Dylan had always thought of her as a friend. No matter how mad he had seemed when they parted ways, his view of their relationship never changed.

Nicoletta was happy for the silence that dominated the rest of the trip home. For some reason, she didn’t feel like talking to anyone. She even remained quiet through their family dinner. As soon as the meal was over she claimed exhaustion and fled to her room. A nice hot bath, her cozy pajamas, and a good book, well that was all she really wanted right now. 

As she sank into the tub full of bubbles, she let out a contented sigh. In a way, she missed her old job on the cruise ship. The passengers were nice for the most part and she had plenty of alone time to come to terms with the hand she had been dealt. There, she had become Nikole, cruise ship nurse. It was like Nicoletta had never existed. It was only in the quiet times, when she wasn’t working and when her cabin mate wasn’t around, that she knew exactly who she was and would truly always be. It was in those times that she was able to start to heal her old wounds. And when she realized that although she’d thought she was over Dylan, she knew there was some kind of unfinished business between them. 

“Penny for your thoughts,” her sister Alexandra said as she walked into the room from her side of the Jack-and-Jill bath, to sit on the closed commode. 

“Didn’t you know that the price has been raised to a hundred bucks?”

Alexandra laughed. “Well, then I’m out. You could just tell me. Something seems off tonight.”

“If you had grown up with Dylan Harper as your best friend you’d understand.” Her very own pain in the ass hadn’t changed much it seemed.

“Ah okay, this is about Mr. Stud Muffin. Yeah, I don’t think I will ever understand what is up with you two. I gave up trying a long time ago.”

Nicoletta laughed. “It’s a good thing or you might go insane like I did there for a few years. I wonder what would have happened if I hadn’t gone away to nursing school...”

“Don’t you even start,” Alexandra warned. “If you and Dylan are meant to be together, it will happen one way or another. And if not, well then it’s his loss.” A giggle punctuated her thought and Nicoletta joined her. 

“I love you, little sister.”

Alexandra pretended to cry. “I’m so touched. I love you too, big annoying sister and I am so glad you’re back.”

“Girl’s night out together soon,” Nicoletta suggested. “Maybe we can go to Sheridan or even Casper.”

“Sounds good to me. Now can you hurry? Some of us have jobs and need to bathe so we can go to work tomorrow.” 

* * *
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DYLAN LAID THERE IN his hospital bed. He would have been bored out of his mind if he wasn’t thinking about Nicoletta. Where the hell had she come from? Last he’d heard she was on a cruise ship and then lo and behold, she was the first thing he saw when he woke up in the hospital.

She was still the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. And she still had that spark to her. Even when he’d acted like an ass, she’d been nice, and even a bit flirty. Maybe their friendship wasn’t as over for her as he’d thought. He had no misconceptions that they could ever be a couple, but maybe, just maybe they could be friends again. 

His reverie was interrupted by the nurse coming into the room to monitor his vital signs. “Hello there, Mr. Harper. How are you feeling?” 

“I’m doing great, Holly,” Dylan flirted. “Do I get more pain reliever to help me stay that way?” For an older woman, Holly was extremely attractive. And, she didn’t have a ring.

“Not yet, Mr. Harper,” she said as she took his pulse. “The next time I come in I’ll bring you something.”

“Thank you,” he said with his famous smile. He thought he saw her blush.

“Well, well, your heart rate is up. Could it be due to the gorgeous creature that was here earlier?”

“Nah, she has nothing on you,” he grinned. 

“Are you flirting with me?” she chuckled. “I’m nothing like your girlfriend.”

“Umm, first she’s not my girlfriend and second, you’re very beautiful so of course I’m flirting with you.” Dylan didn’t understand how a person couldn’t realize how beautiful they were. Miss Holly was rounded and soft, and absolutely breathtaking.

“Was your eyesight affected by the accident, Mr. Harper?” Holly asked softly. “I’m a thirty-eight-year-old divorced mother of three with all of the baggage that comes with that. I’m pretty sure you aren’t interested in stretch marks and saggy boobs.”

“Oh come on Holly, you shouldn’t talk about yourself like that. If I was ten years older...”

Holly blushed and patted his arm. “I’ll be back in about fifteen minutes to re-check your heart rate. Make sure you keep your thoughts pure so we get a reading we like or we might have to put you on a heart monitor.”

“Might as well hook me up now,” Dylan murmured. “Because after having you here, my thoughts will be anything but pure.” She was definitely the type of woman that a man could fantasize about. 

“Flatterer,” she giggled as she walked away. “I’ll be back soon.”
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Chapter 2
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“Call 911,” a strong male voice commanded. “The driver is on the ground over here.”

“What happened?”

“Your car went off the road and you were thrown out,” the voice replied. “Can you tell me your name?”

“Dylan. Dylan Harper.”

“Lay still, okay Dylan,” the voice said, fading. “I need you to stay awake and talk to me.”

“I’m so tired. I can’t stay...” he replied, dozing off.

“Dylan stay awake!” the voice shouted. “You need to stay awake.”

The faint sound of sirens could be heard in the distance. They slowly became louder as the time dragged by. Dylan thought he saw flashing lights as everything once again faded to black. 

“Good morning sunshine,” Nicoletta chirped. “Are you happy to see me this time?”

Dylan’s eyes flew open. “To tell you the truth, yes,” he replied with a grin. “Right now I’m happy to see anyone.”

“You are such a jerk. You do know that, right?”

“Yes I am,” he replied in mock seriousness. “I am happy to see you though.”

“You are?” she asked, surprised. He must want something or maybe, possibly, he could be serious? Nah, not Dylan. 

“Of course I am. My mom comes up with you,” he said with a sneer. “If you’re here, then so is she.”

Nicoletta glared. “You...you...you jackass!” she stammered. “If you weren’t laid up, I would make sure you soon were.” If he wasn’t in such bad shape she would wrap her delicate hands right around his...

“Promise?” he asked. “I think I might like it if you laid me up.”

“Oh, I can promise you wouldn’t,” she stated with an evil grin, waving her fist in the air. “Because I would stick this right up your...”

“There’s my boy,” Evelyn Harper said as she entered the room. “Son, why are you looking at Nicoletta like that?”

“It’s because he loves me,” she said slyly. “He can’t help himself.” 

“Yeah, I love you like I’d love a rabid wolverine eating my co...”

“Dylan behave,” Evelyn demanded. “Mind your manners.”

“Yes ma’am,” Dylan responded with a smile. 

As Nicoletta was exiting the room, she half turned to Dylan. When she saw him looking, she put three fingers to her lips and kissed them. As his eyes widened, she quickly slapped herself on the ass. 

Dylan grimaced as he heard her laughter trailing down the hall. “That bit...I mean woman will be the bane of my existence forever,” he said, shaking his head. “She is the biggest tease!”

“Oh quit your whining. You sound like you’re three again,” Evelyn said with a laugh. “Remember how inseparable you two were as kids?”

“Yeah, until Ben decided he couldn’t be himself,” Dylan said, his teeth clenched. “He was too damned afraid of what others would think.”

“You shouldn’t speak ill of the dead,” Evelyn said angrily. 

Dylan breathed hard. “Why the hell not? If he hadn’t been such a coward...”

“He wasn’t a coward,” Evelyn nearly screamed. “He was hurting and chronically depressed. He didn’t think he could love who he wanted to without his life being in danger.”

“The poor baby. All I hear in how special he was,” Dylan yelled back. “At least he made me realize that love is for suckers. All it does is make you weak.”

“You can’t mean that. You loved your brother,” Evelyn said, disbelief reverberating through her.

“He was my oldest brother and I adored him. Hell, I fucking idolized him,” Dylan said in a near whisper. “Why else do you think I took his lesson to heart?”

“You can’t blame him for who you are...”

“Blame him? Hell, I thank him for what I am.” Dylan tried to erase the evil smile off of his face, but he just couldn’t. It was how he felt and if his mother was hurt by it...so be it. His beliefs, the way he lived had worked for so long, why in the hell should he even be tempted to think of changing. 

Evelyn sat in silence, tears running down her face. Shock saturated her every feature. With a deep breath, she dried her eyes and stood. She glared at her son for mere seconds before running from the room. 

He had seen her pained look but there was nothing he could do about it. “Sorry Mom, but it’s time you faced the truth,” Dylan whispered into the empty room. “He wasn’t afraid of anything except who he was. Why didn’t he just go someplace where he would have been more accepted?”

* * *
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IT WAS GOOD TO SEE Dylan’s spirits coming back. He was more like his younger self this week. Nicoletta briefly smiled as she thought about him actually kissing her ass. The look in his eyes had been perfect when she made the motions. He definitely still wanted her, but he just wouldn’t admit it. Why did he have to be such a womanizer?

“Nicoletta dear, I just saw about three or four emotions cross your face,” Evelyn said as they walked out of the hospital. “What are you thinking about?”

“I bet it’s your son,” Evangeline chuckled. “He seems to still have that effect on her.”

“Keep it up you two and you’ll be walking back to Harper’s Rock,” Nicoletta warned, half seriously. But they were oh so right. Dylan did still have that effect on her and probably always would. 

The two older women laughed with each other like a couple of schoolgirls. Nicoletta just shook her head and walked faster. The urge to leave them there and drive home alone was almost too hard to ignore, but in the end, she stopped and waited for them to catch up. 

Halfway home she realized she should have given in to the urge. They did nothing but tease her the whole time. They were in such a teasing mood that she didn’t realize until they’d dropped Evelyn off at her ranch, what Dylan had done to his mother that day. She couldn’t help but think that her old friend was dealing with demons of his own now. Too bad he’d had to take it out on his sweet mother. 

“So how was your visit?” Nicoletta’s father Adam Ballas asked his wife and daughter.

“It was good, Daddy. Dylan seems to be doing well, at least while I was there, and Grandma is in good spirits.”

“That’s good, kiddo. I’m off to the hospital to check on a patient. Don’t hold dinner for me.”

“And I am going to go check on the restaurant,” Evangeline said. The family owned and operated the local Mediterranean restaurant and her mother was the full-time manager. “They are a bit short-handed tonight. Would you girls like to come and grab a bite while you’re there?”

“No thanks, Mom,” Alexandra said. “I think it’s just going to be us girls tonight.” The sisters stood arm in arm and watched their parents walk out the door.

“Oh I love our mother dearly,” Nicoletta moaned after she heard Evangeline pull out of the driveway. “But today she and Mrs. Harper were getting on my last nerve.”

Alexandra giggled. “They must have been teasing you about your stud muffin.”

“Shut up.”

“Touchy, touchy,” Alexandra snickered. “I’m sorry, you’re just so much fun to tease, especially where Dylan is concerned.”

“Yeah, yeah. What do you want for dinner?”

“Let’s order pizza and watch chick flicks all night.”

“Sounds good. I’m going to go change into my pajamas. I’m done for the night,” Nicoletta said with a yawn. 

“Wow, Dylan must be good. He can wear you out without even touching you.”

“Keep it up ...” Nicoletta warned as she threw a couch pillow at her sister’s head. The both dissolved into fits of laughter. 

* * *
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DYLAN WAS GETTING TIRED but he knew the nurse would soon be in to check on him so he forced himself to stay awake. It had been a busy few days since his mom and Nicoletta had visited. He’d undergone so many tests and had been thoroughly bored out of his mind. He hoped the duty nurse wasn’t Nancy tonight, she was a bit on the snippy side and despite being tired, he felt pretty damn good. Maybe he would get lucky and it would be her night off. 

“Hello Mr. Harper, how are you tonight?” 

“Holly! Am I glad to see you. You don’t usually work this shift though.”

She had a bright smile on her face. “I’m filling in for Nancy. She’ll be back tomorrow.”

“You had better hurry and check my heart rate before your beauty causes it to go through the roof,” Dylan flirted. 

“Stop,” she said. “You never quit, do you?”

“I just can’t help myself when I see your beautiful face.”

Holly raised an eyebrow and focused on the blood pressure monitor for a moment. “You seem awfully chipper tonight,” she observed as she took the blood pressure cuff off of his arm. 

“My brother Logan came to visit today. I just love being a thorn in his side.”

“That’s not very nice,” Holly said mildly. 

“Obviously, you’ve never met my brother. He’s the biggest stick in the mud...”

“And you definitely are not,” she chuckled. “You are an insatiable flirt who likes to have fun with the ladies. Am I right?”

“Good observation,” he said. “I do love the ladies. All ages, shapes and sizes welcome as long as they aren’t married. Which reminds me, what kind of a guy would not want to be married to you anymore?”

Holly shook her head at him. “You, Mr. Harper are a bad, bad boy. My ex-husband was a lot like you, only he didn’t care that he was married. I’ll be back later.”

“He must have been nuts to cheat on you,” Dylan exclaimed loudly as she left the room. After his door closed, he heard her laughing as she walked back to the nurses’ station.
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Chapter 3
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A bright blinding light invaded his vision. The pain was intense. Who was stabbing his eyes? Please God, make it stop. “His pupils aren’t responding,” came a strange voice. 

“Whose pupils aren’t responding? What the hell is going on?” he asked. “Why won’t anyone respond to me?”

“He seems to be trying to talk. Good, he’s still with us,” came the strange voice again.

Trying to turn and see who was speaking, he realized he couldn’t move his head. His entire back felt hard as a rock, only one sensation all over. He felt the hot tears as they spilled down the sides of his face. “I’m sorry, Mom.”

A rhythmic thumping seemed to come from afar. The sound grew louder and more distinct quickly. 

A shadow blocked out part of the moonlight as the helicopter came into view. “One, two, three,” the voice said. Then Dylan had the sensation of flying. Then everything went black.

An incessant buzzing and droning assaulted his ears. He opened his right eye and all he could see was metal above his head. Where was he? What was going on? Soon, the world stopped and dropped beneath him. Cool air blew across his face and he felt himself floating with people surrounding him.

“ER bed five is where we are headed,” came a strong male voice. “Trauma team is ready.”

Lights flashed by overhead as he realized he was being pushed through a hospital. Why am I here? I can’t remember. Suddenly he was surrounded by activity and everything became fuzzy and garbled as his vision began fading. 

“He’s crashing!” 

“Come to the light, Dylan,” Nicoletta said soothingly. “Come to me.”

Dylan’s eyes snapped open to land on Nicoletta’s smiling face. “Not cool, Nic. I was just dreaming about dying that first night.”

“I know, you were mumbling in your sleep. And it made you wake up didn’t it?” she said, her smile turning to a frown. “You deserve it, you little shit!”

“What are you talking about? Why did I deserve that?”

“Because of what you did to your mother last week,” she said with a mean snarl. “You hurt her. You reopened old wounds.”

“I guess I’m a pro at that,” he sighed. “First thing I did when I saw you was...”

“Stop right there, Dylan,” she cut him off. “Seeing me was a shock and I don’t blame you. But your poor mother! I know you must have been speaking from pain, but I think you need to let her know that.”

“I will if you show me your boobs.” He might as well get something out of this. He really wasn’t sorry about the conversation he had with his mother. It was all stuff that needed to be said...although maybe he could have said it in a nicer way. 

“You little asshole.” She glared at him for a moment. For some reason, it was hard to resist his playfulness though. She’d only managed to do that twice before. The thought of him seeing her boobs now that they were older...wow, it sent shivers right through her. “Oh alright,” she sighed. “I might as well let you see them one last time because it’s all you’ll ever get to see of me.”

Dylan relaxed and smiled as Nicoletta unbuttoned her blouse and exposed her bra. The white lace barely hid the dark nipples and areolas. His breath caught in his throat when she unhooked the front clasp, exposing herself completely. She moved to the bed and leaned in, her breasts within inches of his face. “Want to touch them again?” she whispered. “Or better yet, kiss them?”

Just as Dylan leaned in, she pulled back “On second thought....nah.”

He shook his head and laughed. “Jesus Nic, they’re even more perfect than I remembered. They’re almost as gorgeous as your face.”

“If my face is so much better, then why aren’t you looking at it?” she asked, laughing as she hooked her bra and buttoned her top back up. “If I didn’t know better, I would swear you actually liked me.”

“Of course I like you. We were best friends once,” Dylan said with shock coloring his voice. “Hell, the first boobs I ever saw were yours.”

“Yeah, you stared as much then too.”

“You let me touch them that time,” he said softly.

Nicoletta smirked at him. “I was young and stupid!” She didn’t tell him that it had been as much of a thrill then as it was just a few minutes ago. “Plus, I didn’t know then that you would start sleeping with any pussy you could find.”

“That’s not true,” Dylan defended. “I refuse to sleep with a married woman and I never touched your sister.”

“You were just afraid my dad would cut off your balls and feed them to you,” she laughed.

“Only partially. I needed to respect our friendship. Even after you rejected me.”

“Such a gentleman,” she snorted. “I always wondered why you never hit on her.”

“Well, it’s good to see you two getting along like the old days,” Evelyn said as she waltzed into the room. “Umm, Nicoletta dear your blouse is buttoned wrong.”

“She had to tease me, Mom. It’s part of her charm.”

“I...I better get going,” Nicoletta said, a slight blush evident on her cheeks. “Grandma is expecting me.”

“Tell her hello from me please,” Dylan pleaded. “Let her know I miss her.”

“I will since it’s probably the only true thing you’ve said all day,” Nicoletta murmured as she waved and stepped from the room.

“You look better, son. How are you feeling?”

“I have good days and bad days,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I’m ready to go home.” And he was ready to talk to his mother about his brother Ben again.

“I’m sure you feel that way,” she said softly. “But the doctors aren’t ready to let you go and I need to find someone to help take care of you.”

“Nic could take care of me,” he said with a leer. His meaning not being at all what his mother’s was.

“That’s a great idea!” Evelyn said with glee. “The hospital doesn’t have any openings and she needs the work.”

“Oh Mom, no. I wasn’t serious.”

It was time to change the subject. Evelyn’s mind was working overtime trying to sort details. “Dylan do you remember mentioning a dark-haired girl with your brother?” 

“No. But I do remember seeing him with one as I drove past the hospital. It looked like he was carrying a car seat. I figured he was giving one of his employees a ride home.” The plot thickened. His brother Logan had been here in Billings with a woman and her baby. What in the hell was he up to. 

“That’s strange,” she said with a thoughtful look. “Elizabeth hasn’t had her baby yet.”

Silence took over the room as they sat together, each contemplating their own lives. Dylan soon got up the courage to talk to her about their argument the week before. 

“Mom, I’m sorry for calling Ben a coward.”

“Thank you, son, I appreciate that.”

She wouldn’t be thankful for long! “Yeah, I was wrong,” Dylan said, staring straight into her eyes. “He isn’t the coward. You are! Let him go, it’s been sixteen years.”

“He is my child! How dare you.”

“Like I said, let him go. He was your child.” It was hard to talk to her like this but it had to be done. She had to finally let go...it had been far too long.

“I’ll let go when you do!” she ground out as she stood up and walked to the door. “I’ll see you next week.”

“He and Dad are together. They are at peace,” he shouted at her retreating form.

* * *
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IF HE DIDN’T LIKE HER, why did he want to see her breasts? An even bigger question was why had she showed them to him. And he wanted to kiss them, she just knew it. That man was so frustrating!

“Nic, what were you thinking?” she whispered to herself. “When you get home it’s a long bath and an even longer session with your special friend.”

Unfortunately, when she got home, she found out that her sister had made plans for them. They were going to the bar in Sheridan for drinks. Alexandra was hoping to find a guy and Nic was just along for the ride. 

“Hey, big sister, that guy over there is watching you!”

Nicoletta turned and looked. “Well, he can keep on looking because I’m not available right now.” Well technically she was available, but she wasn’t interested in the least, in anyone, not
















[image: ]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Harper's Roc
Romance





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





