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Chapter One – Paul
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Paul, Pete, Seth, and Becky all headed home. Paul had to head back to the grow in the morning. Pete was going to stay with Becky for a few days, then head back to his grow. 

Paul looked at Pete, “I sure hope we get this stupid grow business taken care of soon. I’m hating being away from home.”

“Me too man, me fucking too,” Pete agreed.

“Well, I’m heading home to my pregnant wife. I bet she’s fit to be tied,” Seth popped off.

“Tell her I said hello and if she needs anything, let me know,” Becky looked at Seth.

Seth bent down and kissed Becky on the head, “Thanks Beck, I’ll let her know. You do the same. When Pete’s out of town, call if you need anything.”

“I will, thanks.”

Paul, Pete, Seth, and Becky say bye to the KSI men that came to help with the rescue of Becky in Cozumel and waved bye to their boss.

Becky Maxwell, a high school English teacher, took a group of girls to Cozumel. Becky was kidnapped by a human trafficker and MSI stepped in to rescue her. She and Pete have been dating for a while.

Paul drove Seth home and dropped him off. Then he headed to the townhomes where he and Pete shared one. Becky lived a couple of doors down. 

Paul shook his head at Pete when he walked Becky to her door.

Paul, being the youngest of the four Michael’s boys, was not going to get into the trap of marriage any time soon like his older brothers. He watched his mother go through hell with their father, and wasn’t about to thwart that gene on another generation. He liked his girls one night at a time, no permanent or steady girl for him. 

He opened the refrigerator and grabbed a beer. Sitting on the sofa, he took the TV remote and started surfing the channels. After about thirty minutes of nothing to watch, he decided to go take a shower and then maybe go out and grab some food. He was going to have to go back to the current job MSI was on in Johnston County with the illegal trafficking of marijuana across state lines from Oklahoma to Texas. It was not a very exciting mission, but it was a job.

Pete walked in about the time he was headed to the shower, “Hey bro, whatcha doin?”

“Taking a shower, then heading out to grab some food.”

“Okay, I’m going to get ready and go spend the night at Becky’s.”

“Whatever man, go for it.”

“One of these days, some woman is going to knock you off your feet onto that scrawny ass of yours and you won’t even know what the hell hit you.”

“Shut the fuck up man, I don’t need no woman.”

Pete just laughed as he headed to this shower.

Paul headed to his.
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The next morning Paul woke up early. He would be leaving for Tishomingo soon and wanted to be prepared. He knew that the guys hadn’t made any headway since he left and was ready to have this job over with. It hadn’t been too eventful.

Zack had briefed him before he decided to head out. He was driving this time and not flying. Chopper fuel was expensive and they already had a chopper in Ardmore. Tish was about two and half hours away from Hope and shouldn’t be that bad of a drive. He just wanted out of Hope and away from all the couples that were starting to materialize.

Zack Boyd was his boss at MSI. Zack and his brother Zeke opened MSI several years ago. MSI works on cases local, state, and federally. They currently were working on a FBI case regarding illegal transportation of marijuana across state lines. MSI had three different groups of men and women working the case spanning three counties near the Oklahoma Texas border. Paul was working in Johnston County grow farms.

Paul was happy for his brothers, but he didn’t need to be around all that mushy gushy shit. 

He headed east and arrived in Tish a little over two hours later. He went to the hotel where he was rooming with Marty. 

Marty was another unmarried man in the group. Paul and Marty liked to hang out and go to the bar from time to time to drink beer and shoot pool. 

After Paul put his things away in the room he headed to the marijuana grow house that he had been working in before he left to help find Becky. 

When he pulled in he noticed Zeke and Tim standing outside the office. He went up to them, “Hey, did I miss anything?”

Zeke shook his hand, “Nah, we were just looking around on our break. How was the trip?”

“Becky is safe at home with my brother, the dipshit.” 

Tim shook his head, “Why is he a dipshit?”

“He’s got a woman. He doesn’t need any woman. He can barely take care of himself.”

Zeke and Tim both shook their heads. 

“I know you are both married with kids. I know, not all men are like my dad and not all women are like my mom. I know, y’all say life is easier with a woman, I say life is easier without one. So, before this goes any further, let’s just agree to disagree and get back to work.”

Zeke looked at him, “Damn man, you are one bitter SOB.”

“No, just don’t want to turn out like my old man. He was an asshole, and that’s putting it mildly.”

Tim looked at the ground then back up at Paul, “Man, you are your own person. You will turn out to be just who you want to be. You and your brothers are all good men because Linda raised you right.”

“Thanks man, but there will be no offspring from this line of the Michaels gene pool.” He raised his eyebrows and titled his head, “I’m done with this conversation guys.”

“Okay, let’s get back to work. I’d like to get home to my wife and kid sometime this year,” Zeke said and headed to the white covered greenhouse he’d been working in earlier.

Tim and Paul moved to the farthest corner of the grow fields and went into the medal building that served as another grow house.
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Paul made it to another weekend and some much needed time off. He needed to get laid and he needed to get drunk, not necessarily in that order.

From time to time, Paul hooked up with a couple of different women from a couple of different towns, one from Tish, one from a neighboring town. On occasion he would venture to Durant and go to the casino, gamble a little and hook up with a woman there. Paul was known as the lady’s man and was infamous for one-night stands. He was not getting sucked into a relationship. He decided to see what the bar in Tish looked like. He had met a woman several weeks ago at the bar. She told him that she hardly ever went to the bar, so he was hoping she wouldn’t be there and he was hoping she told him the truth.

When he walked into Judy’s Place on Main Street, it was filled with the music playing loud from the jukebox that sat in the front corner. His eyes shot to the bar.

There were several pool tables in the back that were full. He climbed up on one of the two barstools that was empty and ordered a Bud Light draft.

The bartender was a husky man with several tattoos that you could see peeking under his sleeves of his t-shirt. He wasn’t a bad looking man, dark complexion, brown hair, brown eyes, and a goatee.  He sat Paul’s beer in front of him and went about checking on the other patrons.

Paul felt someone slide into the stool next to him, but didn’t turn to see who it was.

“Fancy meeting you here,” a soft female voice came drifting over to him.

Paul turned his head slightly to see where the voice was coming from, then he shook his head, “Mandy? What are you doing in Tish?”

“I came down to see my sister. She lives here. What are you doing here?”

Mandy Baldwin was a firefighter at the Hope fire department. She was a cute tall woman with dark brown hair, even darker brown cocoa colored eyes and a killer smile. But her body was absolutely to die for. 

Paul had danced with her several times at County Line in Hope, but that was as far as his interests would go.

“Are you okay?”

Paul shook his head, “Yeah, sorry. I wasn’t expecting to see anyone I knew here.” He leaned over and whispered in her ear, “I’m here working in town. My code name is Spencer Drake.” He looked at her and raised his eyebrows hoping she understood.

“Spencer, you are so great. Thank you for the offer to buy me a beer,” Mandy slapped his forearm and giggled.

Paul shook his head and laughed, then looked at the bartender, “Beer for the lady please.”

“So, how’s work going? You stink by the way,” she laughed.

“Thanks, and it’s going. I’m ready to be done,” he mouthed the word ‘done’.

She shook her head, “I understand.”

“How’s your sister?”

“Good. She had a little get together for my niece and I didn’t want to miss it. She’s only three, but she’s my only niece until the new baby arrives anyway.” Mandy took a sip of her beer, “Mmmm...that’s good.”

Paul’s dick jerked a little. Down boy, you know her and that ain’t happening.

“That’s good Mandy.”

“I’m staying with my sister for the weekend. So I’ll be in town for a couple of nights.”

“That’s nice,” Paul was not looking at her, just taking slow sips of his beer.

Mandy drank the rest of her beer and they sat in comfortable silence. A song came on the jukebox and Mandy looked at Paul, “Wanna dance?”

“Mandy, just so you know this isn’t leading to anything. You know I don’t do relationships.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m just asking for a damn dance not to go fuck in the backroom or anything.”

Paul choked on his beer, “Excuse me?”

“You act like I want you to fuck me here and now, that is not the case mister. I like to dance, we are good at dancing together, so that equals a question of ‘do you wanna dance’?” She moved her head back and forth as she said the words, put her hands on her hips and stared at him.

“I see. Okay, just one.” Paul got up and headed to the dance floor just behind the gorgeous dark haired beauty. 

He pulled her into his arms and they began to slow dance to ‘I Cross My Heart’ by George Strait.

Damn, she feels so good and it’s been awhile since I got laid. But, do I risk it with her? I know her and I don’t want her to get the wrong idea. But damn, my dick is pressing so hard against my jeans, I think I might have zipper marks. He shook his head and twirled Mandy across the dance floor. 

As the song was ending, Mandy looked up at him, “Thank you Spencer for the dance and the beer. I guess I’ll head out.” She made her way to the door and he looked after her as she turned slightly just before heading out the door and winked giving a million-dollar smile. 

She did not just wink at me...did she? Oh holy hell! I need to stay away from her. I don’t do women I know. Paul shook his head, and headed to the bar for another beer. He needed to cool down before...

“Hey stranger,” another female voice.

What in the holy fuck is going on tonight?

Paul turned and the one night stand from several months back was sitting right where Mandy had been just a few minutes ago.

“Hey.”

“Buy me a drink, would ya,” the woman said.

“Sure,” he couldn’t for the life of him think of the woman’s name. He motioned for the bartender to get her a beer.

The bartender smiled and just shook his head, “Sure man.”

The woman was cute, but not Mandy cute. She was a brown haired blue eyed woman that smiled at all the men in the bar. He would have sworn she just winked at the man at the other end of the bar while taking the beer he just bought her.

Paul went back to nursing his beer. He wanted to get out of there now before anything further happened. He didn’t do the same woman twice, usually. But Mandy left him in a bind and he needed some release. Could it be all that bad? Really?

Thirty minutes later Paul found himself in the clutches of the brown haired woman and they were making out in the back of her Ford Explorer. She even had blankets in there. 

He didn’t think too much about it at the time, he just needed to get off and she was willing.

There was no foreplay, very little kissing, clothes were off and his dick was buried deep in the woman he said he didn’t want to do it with again. Here he was, balls deep getting his rocks off.

The woman said, “Wait, let me turn around.”

Paul pulled out and she got up on all fours, pointing her rather nice ass up for him to continue from this angle. Again, he buried himself in her and started again. Pulling her hips toward him as he thrust inside her.

She reached down and pinched her clit, “I’m about to...” then she came.

Paul pounded on her ass hard a few more times and then his release was there, he threw his head back and let go. Making sure to finish, he released her hips and pulled out. 

She handed him a towel so that he could clean himself up while she started putting on her clothes.

Paul looked at her, “You know I don’t do relationships and this was just a chance happening.”

“Oh don’t worry hun, I understand. I like to get my rocks off too, just like you.” She smiled and finished putting her bra and panties on. She reached for her top and jeans, then slid her shoes on.

“Okay, just so you understand,” he pulled his jeans up and pulled his t-shirt back on.

She laughed, “You men are so paranoid. If we want a relationship, we wouldn’t go to a bar to find it.”

“Good, thanks,” he chin lifted as he said it. Then moved to open the back door and leave.

“Thanks hun, have a good night.”

“You too,” Paul got in his truck and headed back to the hotel. Why the hell did I just do that? I could have just jacked off. Now, she’s going to want something every time she sees me. Guess I can’t go back to that bar. 

Paul got back to the motel and showered, laid down on the bed. Within minutes of his head hitting the pillow he was dreaming. Dreaming of a dark haired woman he had no business dreaming about.
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Chapter Two – Amanda
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“I’m here Brin. Where is my birthday girl?” Amanda Baldwin had two sisters, Brindle was her oldest and Brooklyn was her youngest making Mandy the middle child. Mandy adored her one and only niece, Stella and would not miss her third birthday. 

“In here Mandy,” came the authoritative voice of her older sister.

Mandy walked into the family room that Brindle’s husband had built onto their two-story Tishomingo country home. The house sat on twenty wooded acres. Brin and Roger Jacobs were the consequential couple, a house, one child with one on the way, dogs, cats, and a few other critters in the back. 

“Hey Brin, Roger. How are you doing sis?” Mandy looked at her very pregnant sister as she hugged her.

“I’m fine, just ready for baby boy or baby girl to get here,” Brin rubbed her belly.

“I can’t believe you didn’t have a gender reveal. You plan everything and this is so out of character for you.”

“I know, but Roger didn’t want to know this time.”

Mandy looked at Roger, “You know this adds stress to my already stressed out sister right?”

“Nah, she’s fine. She’ll just have to wait to see what’s cooking in that oven of hers.” Roger hugged his sister-in-law and kissed his wife on the head. “You have a bag in the car I can get Mandy?”

“Yeah, thanks.” 

Roger headed out of the room.

Mandy turned to her sister, “Are you sure you’re okay with not knowing?”

“I’m fine. Now, Pumpkin is napping before her party. She’s super excited to see her Aunt Mandy and Aunt Brook. She talked about you both all night last night.”

“When’s Brook getting here?”

“Not sure. Closer to time for the party. She had to make a run to Tulsa yesterday and she’s leaving from there this morning.”

“What the hell does she have to do in Tulsa? She’s a nurse practitioner.”

“No idea and don’t ask her either. She’s being very sensitive these days about her love life. I asked her a few weeks ago if she had a man in her life and she told me to butt the fuck out of her life.”

“Wow, she has a secret. Wonder what it is?”

“No idea, just warning ya, be careful.” Brindle went to the table that was setup to put the cake and food on and did some finishing touches. 

“Brin, what’s wrong with me? Why can’t I find a great guy like Roger for myself?”

“Oh hun, the right man will come around when you least expect it. Hell, I wasn’t even looking when Roger popped up in my life. He is wonderful though. He can be an ass, but boy does he make up for it when he realized I was right,” Brindle laughed and Mandy smiled.

“I work with some of the most handsome men and there’s nothing. We have a truck load of gorgeous men in Hope now, but not one looks my way. Could it be that I’m a firefighter and EMT?”

“Well, that is a predominantly male career, but if a man can’t handle your career, you don’t need them.” Brindle gave her a little sister a sympathetic look.

“Then what the fuck?”

“What the fuck?” came a small voice from behind Mandy.

Mandy’s eyes grew larger than saucers and she slowly turned to see her petite niece standing behind her with her hands on her hips.

“Young lady, that is not a good word for you to say,” Brindle scolded.

“Aunt Mandy said it, so can I.” The toddler looked at her mom and then back at Mandy.

Mandy was trying to keep from laughing and tried to get her niece to forget the word as she said, “Well now, aunt Mandy probably shouldn’t say that word either. So, come here Button.”

The small child ran to Mandy and threw herself into Mandy’s arms, “Aunt Mandy, I’m so glad you came to my party.”

“Of course Button, I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

“Aunt Mandy, what does fuck mean?”

Mandy looked at her sister with wide eyes and then back at her niece, “Well, Stella, it is a bad word and we aren’t going to say it anymore. Okay?”

Stella looked at Mandy with that innocent child look, “Okay.” Stella wiggled out of Mandy’s arms and ran to her mom, “What time is my party? I want my friends to come now?”

“It’s not for a while. We need to wait on Aunt Brook.”

Stella started jumping up and down clapping her hands together, “Yea!”

“Now, go make sure your room is picked up. No presents unless it is.”

“Okay,” Stella ran off toward her room.

Brindle looked at her sister, “That was close.”

“Yeah, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to tell her, but she seemed satisfied that we aren’t going to say it anymore.”

“Hopefully she won’t teach it to any of her friends.”

“Sorry,” Mandy gave her sister a look and scrunched up her nose. 

“It’s fine, kids just pick up on everything.”

“Hello!” Came from the front of the house.

“We’re back here,” Brindle said.

Brooklyn Baldwin was the most beautiful of the three sisters. She had long blonde hair, tanned skin, blue eyes, long legs, and a body that would kill. She was only two years younger than Amanda, and loved to remind both her sisters she was the younger favorite sibling. 

“Hey you two,” Brooklyn hugged both her sisters, patting Brindle’s tummy. “How’s my little nephew doing there?”

“Niece or nephew, and we’re fine thank you. How was your trip to Tulsa?”

“Long, very fucking long.”

“Oh, we need to be careful with the f word. Mandy let it slip earlier and Stella heard it, repeated it, and then wanted to know what it meant.”

Brook laughed so hard she snorted, “Okay. Where is the little munchkin anyway?”

“Cleaning her room.”

“Okay, good. My trip was fucking bad.” 

Mandy put her hand on Brook’s arm, “What happened?”

“Well, I started seeing this doctor about a month ago. He comes to our clinic once a week and he finally asked me out. We started seeing each other, phone calls, video chats, sexing of course, and then two days ago, radio silence. So, I wanted to see what was going on. I drove to his house in Tulsa. Guess who answered the door?”

Mandy and Brindle were staring at their sister waiting on her to answer, mouths wide open already.

“You guessed it, his wife. I was so pissed. He wasn’t home so I proceeded to tell her just what all we had done and informed her that I didn’t want him back in my practice in the City. I’d find another doctor to take his place.”

“Oh my God Brook, what did she say?” Brindle was floored.

“That I was the fifth woman to approach her about his indiscretions. I told her that she may want to make sure she didn’t have any STD’s and divorce the bastard.”

“What’s a bastard?”

All three sister’s eyes were huge and everyone slowly turned to see the two-foot pint sized Stella standing in the doorway. 

Brindle took over, “Okay hun, you are going to have to start making some kind of noise when you come into the room.”

Roger came in behind Stella about that time, “Why? You’re always telling her to be quiet when she comes in.”

Brindle gave Roger a go to hell look, “Honey, she’s learning new words that aren’t appropriate.”

Stella looked up at her dad, “What’s a bastard?”

“Oh I see.” He gave his wife a surreptitious look, then back at his daughter, “Come on Pumpkin, I need you to help me with something in the garage.”

“Okay daddy,” Stella took her dad’s hand and they left the room.

All three sisters burst out laughing.

Brook sputtered out, “I’m so sorry.”

Brin looked at her, “No problem. Mandy taught the word fuck earlier.”

More laughter.

Mandy looked at Brook, “Finish about the wife. What did she say? After you told her to get tested and the bastard thing.”

“She looked me in the eye and told me that I would never understand how married people were. That as a slut, I would get what I wanted from anyone that looked at me.”

Mandy and Brin gasped.

Mandy said, “She didn’t call you that, really?”

“Oh yeah, there’s more. She pointed her perfectly manicured finger at me, as she was walking me backwards towards the driveway, and said and I quote, ‘sluts like you are the reason men stray from their wives’.”

Mandy and Brin’s mouths were now on the floor.

Brin finally got her wits together, “So she’s blaming the women he sleeps with on them, not the bastard that he is? That is messed up. If some woman, any woman, came to my house and confronted me about Roger, you bet your butt he would be out of this house. Oh.my.God.”

Mandy put her hand on Brooks' arm, “Are you okay?”

“I am. I just need to forget about dating. Men are just pigs.”

“I know what you mean. I was just telling Brin about all the gorgeous men I know and I can’t even get a damn date.”

“Single life sucks sometimes. But, I can go home to my cat who is extremely loyal to me and not have to worry about pleasing anyone else,” Brook said.

“True that sis, I don’t have a cat, but I don’t have to worry about anyone but me.”

Brin looked at her two single sisters, “You two will find someone when the time is right and when you least expect it.”

Mandy and Brook looked at each other and just smiled. Then back at Brindle, “Nope.”

They were interrupted by the doorbell ringing and people started showing up for the birthday party.
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“Hey Brook, I’m going to Judy’s Place, wanna go get a beer?”

“Nah, I don’t think that’s going to help my mood. I’m going to take a bubble bath and go to bed.”

“Okay, I’ll be back
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