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    To the one and only Sweets. Thank you for giving me the name Conner. Your friendship is one of the best gifts. Cheers to the next twenty years!


For all you darlings who have been in an accident and have totally been at fault. Let it go. You're fabulous. Hugs and kisses.


Also, to anyone who loves the peculiar charm of a motel: may there be Hickory Sticks. With love, from Canada.
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Welcome, Darling
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An accident in the middle of nowhere was the last thing Jillian expected when she started her day. Now she needs a tow truck. Instead, she's stuck with a not-so-trustworthy trucker, an otherwise empty motel, and an owner who she thinks may be dead.

Oh, and a strange black-eyed creature that she just knows killed him.
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With reality resuming in a pop of colour, sights, and sounds, Jillian's senses came back online. 

“Jesus, fuck, lady. What were you thinking? You hurt?”

Now that she was no longer suspended in the bubble of time that had slowed right before her car screeched to a halt, she tried to figure out how to breathe again. Licking her bottom lip, she felt where she had bit the swollen flesh, confirming she had not broken the skin. 

Her head felt like it was filled with cotton. Blinking, as if that would help clear her mind, Jillian tried to focus her emerald green eyes on the thin gold chain still swaying slightly from where it hung on the rearview mirror.

She flinched as the voice from before spoke again, louder now. 

“Hey. Hey - you okay? Just take it easy for a second and let me help you.”

Her voice sounded pinched and unsure. “No, I’m fine. Just give me a moment.” 

Thankful that the stranger stayed silent, she looked beyond the chain and through her car’s windshield. A large eighteen wheeler with a black cab and a white trailer was staring her down. Its mammoth grill dwarfed her vehicle. 

Her heart seized painfully in her chest as she exclaimed, “Oh my god, I almost didn’t stop in time.” 

Feeling claustrophobic, Jillian turned in her seat. Holding onto the steering wheel, she tried to step through the open car door into the cooling breeze and late summer sun. The smell of burnt rubber hung in the air, the heat of the road making the odour sting her lungs as she breathed in frustration.

The man framing the doorway of her car, peered down at her, standing with his hands on the roof. 

“Easy there. You need to let me know if you’re okay. I have a first aid kit and a radio.”

Jillian felt a surge of anger as she struggled to move in her seat. She shut her eyes at her failure. 

“Why can’t I get out of this damn car?”

“I told you. Relax and let me help you.” The man sounded irritated with her. 

Feeling as if she had been reprimanded, Jillian stilled, retorting quietly, “I am. And I already told you I’m fine.”

Ignoring her, he leaned over her lap and released the seatbelt. His red and green plaid shirt was unbuttoned, showing a grey - no, Jillian realised - a grimy white undershirt. The sleeves were rolled up past bulky, tattooed forearms, one of which he rested momentarily on her bare thigh. She willed the short hemline of her coral halter dress to stay put, worried that it would ride up and expose her even more. 

Leaning back to avoid him coming into contact with her chest, Jillian breathed in the smell of oil, tobacco, and stale body odour. His unwashed blonde hair was slightly greasy. Put off by his lack of hygiene so close in proximity, Jillian drew in a large breath to hold; however, the scent of him surprisingly anchored her and she relaxed as he eased the seat belt over her shoulder. 

He seemed to linger instead of pulling back, making Jillian unnerved since there had been no other traffic that she had encountered until now. She rallied her nerves and spoke more sharply than she intended. 

“Thank you but I can handle it from here. I won’t be needing anything else.”

She didn’t buy his gentle soothing. “A pretty lady like you has no reason to be afraid of me. Now, like I said, I have a first aid kit and a radio-”

A sense that there was a slight spiral to the situation made Jillian steel her voice. “I wasn’t suggesting I was afraid. I have to be somewhere and, quite frankly, this is unnecessary. I have no injuries and I have a cellphone.”

“Look, lady. I was just minding my business when you swerved in front of me. You may have missed it, but you’re out in the middle of the fucking armpit of nowhere. Meaning there are no towers around.”

Towers? Jillian wondered what the hell he was talking about. 

“I assure you, I’ll be fine. Thanks.”

He knew she didn’t get what he was saying. “Towers as in you have no cell service out here, dipshit.”

The colour drained from her cheeks. “Get away from me.” She tried to close the door.

His hand snaked out and grasped her wrist. “You keep acting like I’m some kind of predator. That’s hurting my feelings since I’m just being a decent guy, stopping in the middle of nowhere when I got work to do. Especially since it’s your fucking fault that this happened.”

Something hard knotted in Jillian’s belly at his words and tone. The countryside was gorgeous and driving it was a trip Jillian had been looking forward to. Unfortunately, the narrow road meant that when she was rounding a turn she was blind to what was ahead. 

To her surprise and horror, a lone deer stood in her car’s path. Swerving wildly into the opposite lane, she slammed on the brakes as the eighteen wheeler came around the bend from the opposite direction. Straight at her. Amidst the blast of an air horn outside the truck, and the desperate cry of fear inside her yellow Ford Focus, she slammed both of her bare feet on the brake pad.

“If I hadn’t been coming up a hill, I wouldn’t have been able to stop as fast as I did. You coulda done real harm if it had been someone driving a car. And, quite frankly, you would be dead if you hit my rig.”

“Gee, thanks. I think I get it. It’s all my fault.”

“Yup.” He pointed at her shoes laying on the mat in front of the passenger seat beside her. “You better put those on
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