
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Christmas and dreams don’t always come true...

	 

	 

	Hayden’s life has changed since the divorce, but he can’t blame anyone but himself. He wants his old life back, but is that even possible? Some say that all things are possible over the holidays. Can he get a second chance... and does he deserve one?

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Whiskey Sour and Mistletoe

	Copyright © 2023 RM Olivia

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-4094-7

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: A black and white sign  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Whiskey Sour and Mistletoe

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	RM Olivia

	 


 

	 

	Whiskey Sour and Mistletoe

	 

	 

	Hayden opened the window and glanced outside his apartment. Nothing but concrete and brick stared back at him. “Home sweet home,” he muttered. The sun’s eerie glow lent the sky a strange tint. Gray. Snow’s coming. Chill hit his bones and forced him to close the window. He shivered slightly. On bad days, there wasn’t much of a difference between the temperature outside and that within his apartment no matter the season. A few strands of lights that had seen better days decorated the Blue Holly bushes in the courtyard. A few feet away, an inflatable snowman had become a flat pancake at the hands of some neighborhood kids. “What a life! Merry Christmas!” he said. He wiped dust off the window pane with his fingertips and stepped back.

	“Shit!” he snapped.

	The edge of the end table had attracted his bare feet like a magnet.

	“For goodness sake.” He lifted his foot to examine his poor toes. Nearly a year had passed since he’d moved into this apartment, and he just couldn’t get used to it. This entire set-up took him back to his early twenties. The difference between then and now was then he had a steady girlfriend. Now he had an ex-wife and children and all the memories that went with a failed marriage. And none of the benefits. He could definitely see how people might call this a midlife crisis.

	He took a deep breath to steady himself and moved to the corner of the room that he’d converted into a mini-memorial of sorts. Family pictures and his father’s urn decorated the table. He glanced at the collage and frowned. A large photo of his father dressed in his full uniform in front of his precinct commemorated his forty years of service with the NYPD Blue.

	“I’m finally doing something right, Dad.” He stroked the cherry oak urn.

	Getting my family back together. Only I hope it’s not too late.

	He turned on the TV and plopped onto the couch. A message splayed across the screen. The local television station planned to broadcast the lighting of the Christmas tree at the Town Hall.

	At one time they’d all attended the event as a family. He could admit now in hindsight that things had been rocky then. His decision to reunite with an old flame had royally screwed his marriage. He’d been weak and very vain. She’d added some excitement to his daily grind. How he wished for a boring life again. Once he spent more and more time with Niki and less with his family, that was the kiss of death.

	“I don’t know how you did it, Dad. Managed to stay happily married for nearly forty-five years. Faithful and true to the very end. Guess they don’t make men like you anymore.” He sighed. Beside the sound of the TV the silence felt nearly deafening. Maybe this was his karma. He frowned. Simple things—such as seeing the tree on the TV—usually put a smile on his lips, reminded him of happier times. Today they just reminded him of everything he missed.

	Christmas was coming faster than the blink of an eye. He’d barely struggled through the 4th of July alone having to watch the fireworks from his apartment complex and then came Halloween with happy families and their children dressed in costumes ringing his doorbell. Another year flew by. Outside of the lights strung on the bushes in the courtyard, the season of joy seemed to have passed by his apartment entirely.

	He just didn’t feel like decorating... if not for his kids he wouldn’t. The plastic tree in the living room belonged in his bar, the Whiskey Sour, but took up too much space. The scraggly branches had seen better days, kind of like him. But hey, it was better than no tree at all.

	“Dad, you’re really going to spend all day watching TV and sitting like a blob?”

	A teenage voice snapped him out of his reverie, causing him to rise from the couch. His ex-wife’s spitting image stared back at him. Layla crossed her arms against her chest and shook her head. The look of Judgement.

	“Huh? Layla? I didn’t know you were coming by. You should really call first. In case I wasn’t home.”

	“You left the door unlocked, Dad. I’ve been calling since yesterday but it just rings and rings. Since you didn’t pick up, I figured I’d stop by.”

	“All right, I think it’s my stupid phone acting up again. Come sit down. Oh, I have soda. Go help yourself.” He scratched his chin.

	“No thanks. I’m cutting back on that stuff. Getting in shape for the new year.”

	“Well, you look fine to me.” There she stood, once his little girl with braces and toothpick legs, nearly a grown woman.

	“I’ll be going to college soon and I want to avoid the freshman fifteen if at all possible.”

	Hayden caught his daughter staring at him. He shifted his shirt to cover his expanding gut.

	He smirked. “Santa Claus will need some suspenders soon.” He patted his stomach. Then he went to the refrigerator and removed two soda cans.

	“Just in case you change your mind.” He winked.

	Layla nodded.

	“Too bad we’re not going to see the tree,” Hayden said.

	“Yeah,” she replied, a strange expression on her face.

	Great. I’ve successfully made my daughter uncomfortable in the first five minutes.

	Time to change the subject.

	He hit the mute button on the TV.

	“So, it’s your senior year. Must be exciting.”

	“It is. But I’m going to miss all my friends once we go away to school.”

	He patted a spot next to him on the couch.

	“Just because you’re graduating doesn’t mean you can’t stay in touch. So, how is everyone else doing now that the holidays are almost here?” He frowned.

	“You mean Mom?” His daughter stared at him.

	“Geeze. I’m that transparent?”

	“Well, why don’t you ask her? She just texted me. She’s expects to be here in a few minutes.

	“Shit.” He automatically touched his face.

	He needed a shave and the apartment needed a once-over with the vacuum.

	“Layla, can you do me a favor and vacuum?”

	“Sure thing, Dad.” She laughed. “We don’t want Mom thinking you’re a slob.”

	“Just a little slob,” he admitted.

	“It’s in the closet, right?” She glanced in the direction of the small living room closet.

	“Umm humm.”

	Between running the Whiskey Sour and just trying to get by, he’d become a blob. Being on his own after being with someone else for so many years made for a difficult transition.

	Especially since my wife did everything for me.

	“How did I not see all she did for me? For our family?” he said in a low voice, not wanting his daughter to hear.

	“Dad, don’t be sad...” Layla laid a hand on his arm.

	“I’ve been a fool... If only I could turn back time. Now I’m living alone in a crappy apartment.”

	His daughter removed the vacuum from the closet. She did a quick once-over before passing the vacuum for a second time.

	The sound of the doorbell made him jump.

	“Hey,” his ex-wife called out from the front of his apartment.

	He quickly examined his reflection in the mirror and passed a hand over his hair.

	“Come on in, Denise.” He opened the door and waved her inside.

	She refused, instead standing with her hands tucked into her pockets.

	“I just came by to let you know Robby’s performing in the Christmas show.”

	“Oh?”

	Since when has my son been interested in performing?

	“He’s going to be singing and dancing.”

	“What?” he yelled. “Layla, you can stop now. Thanks, honey.”

	His daughter turned off the vacuum and unplugged it from the outlet.

	“He’s been practicing for a while. You never noticed because you were never home.”

	He blinked. The bitterness of her tone felt like a knife to his gut.

	“How’s Niki by the way?” She added. Her blue eyes flashed.

	I hurt my wife bad. Would she ever forgive me?

	As if reading his thoughts, she sighed.

	“I just thought you’d want to go. In case you attend, please do us all a favor and don’t bring her.”

	“Niki doesn’t live here. Instead of talking outside so all the nosy neighbors can hear, come in. I want to show you the tree.”

	She shook her head.

	“I’m parked up the street and the meter runs out in thirty minutes.” She stamped her foot.

	“How much?” He dug his hands into his pockets and pulled out two quarters.

	“Magic,” she replied.

	“See? I’m good for something.” He closed the door behind her as she entered.

	“Niki never lived here, in case you didn’t know.”

	His ex-wife glanced quickly around his apartment before sitting down at the kitchen table. If not for the family photos, his place resembled a bachelor’s pad. A still life kitchen painting hung behind the table. The white walls complimented the red-and-white chairs. An old oak table served as a place to eat. Two oversized rugs covered up the old stained carpet tickling his feet.

	“Cute.”

	“Thrift shop. Alcoholics Anonymous had me volunteering and I got some things for the home.”

	Denise nodded.

	“Besides the décor, does my place pass the test? Niki’s not here. You can check the bedroom if you like.”

	Denise didn’t reply. Instead she tapped her fingers against the table.

	“I never wanted you to take ownership of that bar.”

	Hayden closed his eyes and groaned. He knew he’d screwed up with Niki. But the bar was not something he’d be giving up.

	“Layla, can we have some privacy please?” Denise asked.

	His daughter nodded and disappeared into the next room.

	“I was weak. I’m sorry. I stopped drinking, and I’m starting to put the pieces of my life together.”

	Once I kicked my party ways to the curb, the woman I left my family for dumped me. Karma.

	“Well, that’s good...”

	Her expression changed suddenly. The furrows in her brow softened. He needed to take a chance and see
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