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Small Town  — John Mellencamp                                                             3:42

What's Love Got to Do with It — Tina Turner                                    3:47

Thanks fr th Mmrs — Fallout Boy                                                            3:24

Uptown Girl — Billy Joel                                                                           3:18

Time After Time — Cindi Lauper                                                          4:01

Livin' on a Prayer — Bon Jovi                                                                   4:09

I Don't Wanna Miss a Thing — Aerosmith                                          4:59

Love is a Battlefield — Pat Benatar                                                           4:05

You Outta Know — Alanis Morissette                                                   4:09

Welcome to the Jungle — Guns N' Roses                                              4:33

So High School — Taylor Swift                                                                3:49

Crush — Cigarettes After Sex                                                                   4:27

Save a Horse (Ride a Cowboy) — Big & Rich                                     3:20

Bad for Business — Sabrina Carpenter                                                  3:08

Home — Foo Fighters                                                                                4:53

Thunderstruck — AC/DC                                                                      4:53
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Feeling shy? Feel the need to skip through the more steamy scenes? 

Below is a list of chapters with sexual content so you are aware ahead of time:



Chapter Eight

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Fifteen

Epilogue



Happy reading…
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Chapter One

Samantha


Samantha Lancaster did not cry. 
Not that she was incapable of producing tears. Her glands worked appropriately. It was rather that she found it all arbitrary. Nothing good in Sam’s life had ever come from crying.
Tears couldn’t retrieve Mr. Jangles after the Oil Creek incident when she was three. It never healed a single scratch, and it didn’t bring her mother back after she died of cancer on her sixth birthday.
Her father used to say to her, “You never cry over spilled milk, striking out at the plate, or taxes.”
No matter how much she wanted to cry over her damn taxes each year. Being an adult sucked.
Driving down I-8, she stared out the window at the peaceful landscape in front of her. The leaves on the trees had finally finished merging into their vibrant shades of orange and red. The serene view on the other side of the glass had been a deep contrast to the phone call from her brother, Dylan, last night. His call wasn’t unexpected given their frequent conversations, but the crack in his voice at the immediate mention of their eldest brother had let her know quickly that something was wrong.
It was because of Jackson that she was turning onto Central Avenue and heading to Titusville Area Hospital before dawn on an early October Thursday morning. He had crashed his motorcycle out on Church Run Road sometime last night and the hospital wasn’t giving out any information over the phone on his condition.
Leave it up to Jackson to always know how to get her attention and send her racing back home.
She parked her vintage yellow Volkswagen Bug at the back of the parking lot and looked up at the old hospital. Nothing ever changed around this place. 
Damn, she really hated hospitals!
She barely made it into the waiting room before Dylan was out of his chair and embracing her in one of his famous “Dilly Bear” hugs that reminded her of home. “How’s Jackson?” she asked, noticing from the way his eyes appeared bloodshot, and his hair was unkept, that he must not have slept all night. 
Dylan was a full two years older than her. Sam had struggled to say his full name as a child, but they were thick as thieves when they were growing up. The two of them would run off and hide from their older brother Jackson, giggling until he found them under the stairs. After playtime, Dylan would head off with his older brother, and Sam would chase after him, begging for her "Dilly Bear" hugs. Though he forbid her to call him that in public now, it was still lovingly his nickname on her phone.
 She gazed, noticing that his voice was hoarse. "The goddamn nurse keeps saying they'll update us soon, but they never do." 
She knew she would need to work to calm her brother. "I'm sure they would tell you if they knew anything, Dylan."
Her father stood up, and she couldn't help but notice a few more gray hairs lining his beard since the last time she had been home. "Hey, Daddy," she said, greeting him with a hug. 
"How was the drive, Dragonfly?" She immediately picked up on his anxiety, despite his attempt to disguise it with the playful nickname.
No one else called her that. It was a nickname she earned when she was four years old, while camping down at old Oil Creek. She had wandered off, chasing a dragonfly, not a care in the world. She didn’t realize she was lost until she found herself next to a rock by the creek, holding her bunny, Mr. Jangles. Hours later, her father found her sitting on that rock, tears in her eyes, Mr. Jangles lost to the creek, and a dragonfly sitting on her sleeve. Not only did the nickname stick, but its continued use was underscored by the profound love her mother had always had for dragonflies, creatures she held most dear among all others. She was certain that was the reason the name still held a significant connection with her father.
Nuzzling into her dad now, the familiar smell of leather and cigarettes surrounded her. She knew she'd have to talk to him about quitting smoking again, but perhaps now wasn't the best time. "You know how Pittsburgh traffic is in the morning." She shrugged. Traffic was probably the one thing she hated about living in the city.
Her father grumbled under his breath, "It's the fucking inflation."
Dylan ran his hand through his hair. "Dad, inflation has nothing to do with the traffic." 
“Have you seen the cost of gas, boy?” his father said with a quick smack to the back of his head.
Just then, a woman who appeared ready to end her shift stood in the doorway, holding a clipboard. "Lancaster?" she called out. 
Like moths to a flame, they swarmed her. "How is he?" they asked in unison.
"Well, he's lucky he was wearing a helmet," she said with a laugh. However, her laughter faded when she realized that none of them found it appropriate to joke. "Anyway, he's pretty banged up. He has a torn rotator cuff, a couple of broken ribs, and second-degree road rash that's going to sting. But the worst injury seems to be his broken leg."
“All of that seems pretty fucking bad,” Dylan said to the nurse before their father gripped his shirt to interrupt him.
“Excuse my boy, I raised him in a barn, apparently. Zero manners. Please continue.”
The woman smiled at her father, appreciating his interruption, and resumed speaking. "He broke his right leg in four places. I'll let Doctor Roberts explain the details, but it will require surgery."
“Can we see him?” Hospitals had never been a place of comfort for her. Her mother had spent so much time in them when Samantha was a child that she always felt they robbed her of precious time she would never get back.
"He's not awake yet, but once the doctor talks to you, I should be able to take you back. However, only two people at a time," the woman said, stepping away from them. 
The hospital seemingly enjoyed making her wait. Corporate fucking bloodsuckers in white lab coats.
Her brother’s nervous pacing in the waiting room gave her a headache. Dylan was the least patient of the Lancaster children. She chalked it up to him being the middle child. Not being first born or the baby of the family, Dylan always got frustrated waiting for his turn or trying to get their father’s attention in everything he did.
Something about Dylan’s behavior was bothering her. “Can you please sit down? You’re making me dizzy.”
“I just don’t understand what he was doing all the way up on Church Run,” he said, mostly to himself. “It doesn’t make any sense. He told me he was going back to the shop, and that’s on the other side of town.”
“He wasn’t drinking, was he?” She didn't want to have to ask, but she knew her brothers. They weren't saints, but their reputation in town was slightly exaggerated. However, she knew they liked to have a few beers at Boondock's after work to blow off steam.
"It was just one beer, Sam," he said. "You know Jax, he could still sing the National Anthem after one beer."
“He can’t even do that sober.” Their dad glanced upward in frustration and stood up to check in at the nurse’s station one more time.
Once they were alone, she looked her brother in the eye. "God's honest truth, he wasn't drunk?" she asked. 
"I swear, he was fine when he left the bar. He told me he was going to the shop. I have no clue what he was doing up on Church Run," he said, pinching his fists together. 
Sam realized that something was off. "Obviously he didn't go to the shop, or Dad would have said something." 
Dylan took a seat next to her and leaned closer. "Dad's been acting weird, not just today. I don't know what it is, but Jax was upset last night," he said in a tight whisper. 
Curious, she lowered her own voice. "Weird how?" Peering around a pole, she searched for their father, while Dylan absentmindedly picked at the mud on his boots. 
"Jax thinks something is going on with the shop. He was going over there to talk to him last night," Dylan said, as if he was revealing some sort of dirty secret. 
Sam couldn’t stop her laughter. What in the conspiracy theory bullshit was he trying to say? She leaned forward, covering her mouth with her hand. "Do you think Dad tried to take him out, Dyl?" 
Annoyed, Dylan threw his hands up in the air. "Dammit, Sam, that's not what I'm saying." 
Sam reached into her bag and pulled out a hair clip, securing her curly brown hair on top of her head. As she twirled a few tendrils, she asked, "Then what are you trying to say?" 
Concern filled Dylan's voice as he responded, "I just think it's strange that Jax mentioned talking to Dad about his behavior last night. And now he's lying in a hospital bed, broken, and I don't know why." 
"I’m sure he’ll explain it when he wakes up."
Dylan stared at her, wide eyed. "If he wakes up."
Dylan Lancaster, pessimist extraordinaire, ladies and gentlemen.
She reached over and took his hand, gently dragging it into her lap. Despite being two years younger than her brother, she was always the one taking care of him. Even after she moved to Pittsburgh four years ago, Dylan still texted her every morning, sharing details about his previous day or tattling on something Jackson had gotten into that week. Deep down, she knew Dylan saw her moving away as an act of betrayal, even though he would never admit it.
Their dad returned from the nurse’s station; a look of concern evident on his face as he spoke. "Doc says they are going to take him in for surgery soon to repair his femur." 
Dylan's grip tightened on her hand. "Can we see him first?" 
"He's not awake, but I think they'll let you and Sam go back." Dylan nearly sprinted toward the nurse's station before she even left her seat. 
"You sure you don't want to go?" she asked. "I can wait out here."
"Nah, I've seen the inside of a hospital room more times than I'd like to count. Keep him out of trouble, will ya?" His eyes trailed toward her brother, pacing nervously as he waited with the nurse. 
"As if that’s ever been possible," she said before shaking her head and leaving her father alone in the waiting room.
She and Dylan stood on opposite ends of the elevator, staring at the lights above the door as each one lit up, signaling the floor that brought them closer to Jax's location. As a child, she felt scared and small, holding her father's hand as she waited to see her mother. She stepped closer to her brother, sliding her hand into his as the elevator door opened, alerting them to their arrival in the post-op wing.
She felt unprepared for what awaited her as she entered Jax's hospital room. The buzzing of fluorescent lights assaulted her ears, blending with the constant beeping of the monitors. The overwhelming smell of antiseptic filled her nostrils, making her instantly nauseous. 
Her brother lay motionless in the hospital bed, his face marred with blood and scratches. She was certain the gash across his chin would leave a scar. 
She could already hear him justifying how it made him look more rugged. "Scars are sexy, Sam." Wasn’t that what he always told her when she fell and scraped her knee?
The tubes and wires connecting him to the machines looked intimidating, making his over six-foot frame seem small. “You look like shit, bro,” Dylan said, wrinkling his nose in fake disgust.
"He’s gonna love hearing you tell him that."
"Then maybe he should get up and do something about it." Dylan stood by the bed, staring down at their brother's broken body. She wrapped her arm around Dylan's waist and, with her other hand, squeezed Jackson's exposed hand. 
They stood there in tense silence; the room filled with a heavy stillness that suffocated the air. With each tick of the clock, the urge to flee grew stronger, a piercing reminder of the uncertainty that hung in the air.
It was almost a welcome reprieve when Doctor Roberts came to collect him for surgery. She kissed his forehead, pausing only to whisper her final warning against his cheek. "Don't do anything stupid, loser." 
Dylan stood like a stoic statue next to her as they wheeled him away, not wanting to move until the doors to the O.R. closed behind him.
"We should go back down and update Dad," Samantha said, her stomach growling from hunger by the time they got back to the waiting room. 
The drive from Pittsburgh to Titusville was only two hours. However, she had left without eating breakfast, which for Sam meant just a small box of Fruit Loops and a soda. This morning, though, she had so much on her mind that she left without eating. 
She went off in search of a snack machine, hoping to find something to fill the pit of anxiousness at the bottom of her stomach. Immediately, her eyes were drawn to the bag of Funyuns on the top row. Sadly, she also noticed the coin slot on the side of the machine. 
She had forgotten what it was like to be in a small town. Living in Pittsburgh had been an adjustment for her. However, not all the changes were bad. One of her favorite things about living in the city was moving into an apartment where she could see the sunrise from her bedroom. Not that she couldn't see a sunrise in Titusville, but opening her blinds and sitting on her bed in front of the giant bay windows as she overlooked the river while the sun came up over the water was something she couldn't describe. It was one of those "guess you had to be there" moments that she couldn't explain to her brothers.
She had also gotten used to the fact that she could go out after 9:00 PM, and stores would still be open where she could grab a pizza at 3:00 AM and no one would bat an eye about it.
Living in the city came with other conveniences too. She had grown accustomed to being able to use her debit card for her quick fixes from the snack machines at work, but the ones in Titusville only took cash.
She shoved her hands into her pockets, pulling out a few coins and some lint. "Piece of shit." Frustration overwhelmed her as she kicked the base of the machine. 
Behind her, she heard a light chuckle and then the sound of a voice she hadn't heard in years.
“Not sure you’ll get anywhere with that attitude.”
One hand went to rest on her hip as the other absentmindedly reached for the hair at the nape of her neck.
Blake Forrester, the object of every single fantasy she had ever had since she was twelve, was standing behind her and she looked like a drowned rat.
It would be just her luck that she would look like she had been through a tornado, because why the hell not? She turned at the waist, a pair of caramel brown eyes staring back at her. "I don't carry change with me anymore," she said, her voice accompanied by a strangled laugh that made her skin crawl. 
"Four years turn you into an unprepared city girl, Sam?" Blake dug into his pockets, producing the coins needed for the machine. "Still eat those disgusting Funyuns?" 
She nodded, trying not to giggle and twirl her hair like an idiotic schoolgirl whose high school crush just remembered her favorite snack. 
As Blake moved to retrieve the bag from the machine, she couldn't help but stare at him as he bent over, even though she knew she shouldn't. He was still as handsome as ever. His brown hair with his slightly messy curls looked as if he had been running his hands through his silky locks, the way the strands stuck up in every direction. More likely, he had a girlfriend to do that for him. She couldn't imagine him still being single.
She suspected her intense reaction to Blake’s appearance stemmed from the stress of Jackson’s condition and her lack of sleep. It had been years since she’d even thought about Blake Forrester. High school crush, unrequited love…
Her brother, Dylan, approached them. "There you are."
Oh yeah, in case she had forgotten all the other reasons it had never worked out for her and Blake, the world had conspired against her and also made him her brother’s best friend.
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Chapter Two

Blake


Blake Forrester was pretty sure that people would consider him easy-going and mild-mannered. Most adults, one might even say, considered him polite. Except for possibly, Sheriff Draper, who was most likely biased, considering Blake had dated his daughter. 
Despite this, Titusville had always been his home, and he had worked at his mother's diner, aptly named Linda's Diner, since he was fifteen years old. He had kept the same friends since he was four and was loyal to a fault. 
It took a lot to ruffle Blake’s feathers. On a Saturday night, when he went out drinking with his best friend, Dylan, and his brother, Jax, he never threw the first punch. He was just following their lead when the fighting broke out. 
Snapping back to the situation, he realized that wasn't the point of his thought as Dylan greeted him, a fist pressed into his palm as he patted him on the back with his free hand. 
What was the point he was trying to get to? Oh yes, Samantha Lancaster. 
Despite his mild-mannered personality, he always found Samantha's presence enjoyable growing up. Sam was the complete opposite of mild-mannered. In fact, if he were to describe her, turbulent would be the first word that came to mind. 
Yet, he always found that kind of endearing, in that she's-your-best-friend's-little-sister-so-she's-definitely-off-limits kind of way.
So, when he saw her standing at the hospital snack machine, promptly kicking the shit out of it, it was the first thing that had made him genuinely smile in weeks.
"How's Jax?" He watched the look of concern pass between the siblings and realized Jax's condition must be worse than he assumed.
"He's in surgery," Dylan said grimly. "Hey, did he say anything to you last night about heading out on Church Run?"
As Blake shook his head, he tried to remember the events of the evening prior. However, nothing stood out except for Jax leaving the bar to head back to their family’s mechanic shop. "Not really," Blake said. "I thought he was going back to talk to your dad." 
"Don’t start, Dyl." Sam shook her head, and something passed between her and Dylan, a conversation that Blake didn't want to get involved in. 
Trying to redirect the conversation, Blake looked at Sam. "So uh, long time no see. How long are you in town for?" It had been four years since he had seen the youngest Lancaster. It was the day she told him she got the job as a sports photographer for the Pittsburgh Pirates. 
"Lost another one to the big city," he had teased her that evening over a cold beer at Boondocks.
While he wasn't jealous of the town's escapees, as he referred to them, he couldn't deny feeling a minor ache each time another one of them got out. Being a line cook at the diner gave him experience, but it wasn't the same as his dream of running a five-star restaurant. 
Besides, there was no point in dwelling on it. There was no other option he would allow himself to consider, not even if the option was the best thing that had ever fallen in his lap. Blake wasn't allowed to dream because the diner wouldn't run itself. His mom and little sister, Kelley, needed him here. 
But Sam leaving town had been a genuine loss for the Lancasters. Dylan never stopped talking about all the stuff his sister was up to in the city. And while Jax was more closed off and less talkative, he was quick to mention his sister's absence when events happened around town.
More than once or twice, they would dedicate a shot or two in her honor on a Saturday night. But if he was being honest, the town sucked without her spit fire, foul-mouthed, pain in the ass personality.
As his eyes devoured her body, the way her hips had a more delicate curve than the last time he saw her, or that he didn't remember how cute the dimple in her cheeks were when she smiled, he couldn't help but notice that she had matured since high school. Or perhaps his perspective had changed. 
Either way, she looked damn good, though he wouldn't admit that to Dylan or her. 
Maybe he felt that way because the only girls in town were the same ones that had been there since he was fourteen and he started noticing they had tits. Small towns sucked.
Suddenly realizing that Sam had been talking for about five minutes, and he hadn't heard a word she had said, Blake mentally scolded himself. He needed to stop staring at his best friend's little sister's tits and start listening instead.
"Anyway, I guess it will just depend on how much help Jax is going to need." Phew, he could at least figure out some of what he missed. At least he wouldn’t come off like too much of a prick for asking a question and then tuning out on the answer.
"Well, if you need to eat, Mom’s place is still the best food in town." He wasn’t bragging. His food was good, and the safest bet if you didn’t want to get salmonella from old man Rudy’s bar down by the lake.
"I'll stop by to say hi," she said, gently rubbing his shoulder, picking up her bag of chips. "Thanks for buying the Funyuns. I haven't eaten all day," she said, stuffing a few into her mouth and mumbling, "I'm fucking starving." 
Classic Sam.
"I have to get back to the diner. Kelley is incapable of being unsupervised for less than an hour without attempting to burn the place down." His sister was even more of a menace than Sam was when they were growing up. Despite recently graduating high school, he still didn't trust her alone in the diner. "Let me know how Jax is doing once he's out of surgery." 
Dylan followed him to the exit; still upset about something he didn't want to discuss in front of his sister. "Are you sure he didn't say anything else last night?" 
"Nothing. What's on your mind, Dyl?" 
"It just doesn’t make sense. Why was he up there?"
Dylan was always anxious about something. He supposed part of it might be from being a member of the "Dead Parent Club."
Dylan had lost his mom to cancer when he was only eight years old. He remembered back then thinking how awful it must feel to lose a parent. After the funeral, he came home and hugged both of his parents, feeling like a shit friend because he could still do that.
Then, a month before he turned sixteen, his mom got a phone call in the middle of the night. After that, he understood why Dylan felt so anxious all the time.
"Have you asked your dad?" It seemed like a logical question, but Dylan only stared at him, as if it was the first time he considered the question. 
"Wouldn't he have just told me if Jax had talked to him last night?" His friend shrugged. 
The doors to the hospital opened, and they walked outside toward the bike racks where his bike was sitting. "I don't know, man. You know how your dad has been for the last few months." He bent over and ticked the numbers into his combination lock, freeing his bicycle from the rack. “I have to get to work. I’ll text you later, alright?”
"Yeah, see you later." Dylan stepped back into the hospital while Blake took off on his bike toward the diner.
As Blake rode through town, he passed Mrs. Baker's house, where she sat on her front porch swing. Waving at her, he anxiously hoped her dog wouldn't chase him down the street like it had last week. 
Damn ankle biters.
Once he reached the park, he picked up speed and cut through the grass, hoping the shortcut would make up time. Approaching the diner, he turned onto Main Street, his bicycle wheels spinning rapidly. 
Usually, he worked the day shift so his mom could get some rest. But with Jackson's accident, he had left Kelley in charge for a couple of hours. It gave him heartburn to think about what all Kelley was ignoring in his absence. While she took her job seriously, she wasn't as dedicated to the diner as he had been at eighteen.
As he approached the diner, the inviting glow of the neon sign came into view. The smell of the freshly brewed coffee carried through the air, mingling with his favorite smell of sizzling bacon. Thursday's special—Bacon double cheeseburger with fries for $10. 
Sounds of laughter, quiet chatter, clinking dishes, and the diner's iconic eighties music drifted to him the moment he opened the front door. His sister was sitting at the counter, some slutty book open in front of her, bubble gum chomping in her mouth, as she teased her hair around her fingers. "It is a good thing I left you in charge," he said. She barely acknowledged his arrival, turning the page in her book and holding up a finger to keep him from interrupting her.
After finishing the page she was reading, she turned down the corner and closed the book. "I've got it all under control," she said, shaking her head at the couple in the corner booth. "Table Four has been here for an hour. I'm pretty sure he's just trying to get lucky." 
Blake grabbed a clean cloth from under the counter and began cleaning up after the previous diners. "We're here to serve, Kels, not gossip." 
"Whatever, he's gonna strike out, anyway," she said.
He glanced up at the couple without staring. They looked about his sister's age, and he had seen them around town a few times. He was fairly certain the guy's name was Joseph. "Yeah, and how do you know that?" he asked, his brow scrunched in confusion. 
His sister laughed and leaned closer to him. "Because she doesn't play for the right team." 
"Like the Mets?" he asked, trying to make sense of her comment. 
"No, ya dumb twat," she snapped back. 
"Language, Kels. If Mom hears you talking like that in here, she'll—" he started to say, but she interrupted him. 
"Do what? Fire me? Twat, twat, twat," she taunted, as she picked up the dishcloth and threw it toward him. 
"Cut it out." 
"Anyway, she's a—you know, L word," his sister said, shrugging as if it was the most normal thing she had ever discovered. In any other town, maybe, but in their small town, it just wasn't something you shared. "Not even bi. I'm talking capital L." 
He glanced back at the couple, noticing how the girl, whose name he was pretty sure started with an M, leaned away from Joseph. "How do you even know?" he asked, genuinely curious. 
She snorted and picked up her book from the counter. "Because I made out with her last week behind the diner on my break. Duh!"
His sister loved reminding him of her bisexuality, which had driven him crazy growing up. Not only did he have to be on the lookout for random boys trying to get into his little sister’s pants, but he also had to watch every single girl for ulterior motives too.
"Kels…" Just as he was about to address his sister, the door to the diner opened and his mother walked in. Kelley skipped toward her with an innocent smile, giving her a hug before she walked out the front door with a simple wave. Apparently, her shift was over. 
"Hey Blake, did you make it to the hospital? How’s Jackson?" His mother sat her purse behind the counter and checked the register. "I wanted to check on Ken but haven’t had time today to do anything." 
Ken, the Lancaster's father, was his mom's ex-boyfriend, and his dad's best friend from high school. All of that should be weird as shit, but in a small town, that was pretty common. “Didn’t you get any rest this morning, Mom?” Concerned, he looked at his tired mother. 
"I’m fine," she said. “Now tell me about Jackson. I’m just sick about it." He could see it on her face. Knew the reason she hadn’t slept since last night when they got the news that Jackson had been in an accident. 
It brought up too many memories. He knew she had spent all night reliving the nightmare.
We’re sorry there has been an accident. Your husband didn’t make it.
"He was in surgery when I got there. Dylan said he would text me when he’s out." He put on his apron and grabbed the ticket for the next order. "Sam’s back," he blurted. It wasn’t like it should be a surprise anyway, not with Jax being in the hospital.
"Oh, how long has it been?" His mother's enthusiasm should have been a warning. 
"Four years," he said with a shrug. "Give or take a few months."
"Is she staying long? Tell her to stop in." His mom greeted a customer as they walked in the front door. 
"I did. She said she would."
"That’s great. I wonder if she’s dating anyone. She was always so adorable. I always thought the two of you would be perfect for each other."
He supposed he should have seen that coming. She had always favored Sam, but she had never really called it out. His mother had never been a fan of his ex-girlfriends, particularly his last one—Donna Draper, a fact she made abundantly clear. "Mom, stop," he pleaded with her. "She's Dylan's little sister." 
"Everyone is someone's little sister, dear," she said. 
He shook his head, his eyes scanning the kitchen. The old diner was showing its age, but cooking was the sole sanctuary that brought him joy. As he flipped over the burger, his mind wandered back to his mom's comments about Sam. Only his mother would try to uncomplicate the complicated. After all, if anyone understood complicated bullshit, it was his mother.
She had a long and messy history that intertwined and looped back on itself between his dad and Ken Lancaster.
However, fate intervened when a misunderstanding and a heated argument at prom led his mom to accept a ride home from Ken's best friend, Robert Forrester. The rest, as they say, was history. 
Somehow, they all managed to remain friends, though Blake couldn't comprehend how.
But this situation was different. There was no way he would be able to un-fuck friendship. There was no point in entertaining thoughts of Sam Lancaster as anything more than Dylan's little sister. Not only would Dylan murder him, but Sam also lived in the city.
And Blake Forrester was never getting the hell out of Titusville.
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Chapter Three

Samantha


Samantha ran her fingers along the wooden fireplace, leaving a trail of dust. 
It had been years since she’d last been here, and now her family home felt unfamiliar, as if it belonged to someone else. 
A sad exhale pushed past her lips before she brushed the grime from her hands. In need of a shower to wash away the day’s exhaustion, she headed upstairs. 
At least one thing remained unchanged: the shower’s handle was still stuck, producing a scalding sprinkle rather than a warm spray. 
Dammit, she missed the showerhead in her apartment.
The mirror steamed up quickly, and she wiped her hand across the glass to clear it. The person staring back at her was hardly recognizable compared to the person who had been here last. When she left home, she was twenty-two years old, and so unsure of herself. She had been so determined to leave Titusville and never look back.
Being in the city hadn't exactly been the exciting new adventure she had hoped it would be. Not that she didn't love her job. Photography had always been a part of her life. Even in high school, almost all the photos in the yearbook had taken by her. And being a sports photographer for the Pittsburgh Pirates was exciting and fun, but…
Sam undressed and stepped into the shower, determined to wash off the remains of the day without reminiscing about the sadder aspects of her life.
She soaped herself with a small


















      [image: image-placeholder]




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
A Lancaster Novel

N

Stacy Goforth





OEBPS/images/b2d920a1-e8a8-4dc2-a7cb-592358d4dfdf.png





OEBPS/images/0546e842-d94d-43f7-8a39-912204b26dd9.jpeg
A Lancaster Novel
Book 1

S |ml|v||Il- |--||.





OEBPS/images/f31d213a-96cc-4771-820e-a6aee9dddbb1.png
STACY GOQFORTH

)





OEBPS/images/3e82a0ea-15b3-4aa9-9a45-a28cebd45f87.png





OEBPS/images/41d5a0cf-9c16-409f-9ad2-c0783b2851ce.png







