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I shook Mr. Walton's hand and did a skip walking out of the office. I'm officially gainfully employed now after a long dry season of pounding the pavement trying to find a job. I wasn't going to take just any job and while I bused tables at the local cafe, I held out for a position fit for my degree in finances. Walton Investments was the perfect choice for me and after three weeks of interviews and phone calls he offered me the position as a junior finance officer working directly under him. 

Mack needed to know that I finally landed a job. I'd been crashing at his place off and on in between staying at my parent's cottage while they were away. They were back now, and the tiny two-bedroom cottage didn't have room for the three of us. Mack had told me anytime I needed a place to crash I was welcomed at his home. He and his sister Roxanne rented a house in the Miller subdivision, a street of older homes. They all looked alike, cookie cutter homes. But I knew theirs well. Grateful for a place to crash, I headed over there with my duffel back filled with my stuff, plus the garment bag with my suit and tie for work on Monday.

Ah good, Mack was home when I pulled in and so was Roxanne. I didn't mind Roxanne at all. They were a year apart and really, she was as successful as he as she had a chair at one of the upscale salons in town. Mack managed the steak house across town. 

"Dude, that's awesome news!" Mack stood, and fist bumped me when I told him I'd been hired at Walton Investments. I grinned and nodded and sat hard on the old sofa.

"My parents are back," I said and grimaced.

Roxanne walked into the room carrying a bowl of something she was stirring. She glanced at me and lifted her brow. "Congratulations are in order?" she asked.

I nodded. "Yep. Hired and report to work Monday. Now I need to save for my own place," I said.

"Dude, you know you're welcome to crash here until you save up," Mack said. He was so easy going about it.

"Thanks. I was hoping you'd say that," I said.

"Well, we have the hide-a-bed in the den. If you don't mind being in there with the desk and computer," Roxanne said. She walked away, swaying her hips and returned to the kitchen.

"Not at all. It's better than the day bed in my mother's craft room. She's in there at the crack of dawn sewing and humming. Plus, it's the size of a damn walk-in closet," I said.

"You don't have to explain. Our sofa is there for you as long as you need it," Mack said.

"Like a month, two at the longest," Roxanne said from the kitchen. Mack rolled his eyes and shook his head.

"She's into you, believe me. Pay her no mind. She only pays half the rent," Mack said.

"Dominick, come here please," Roxanne barked. I looked at Mack and grinned while I walked into the kitchen. "A few ground rules, K? First, you must taste my cooking and be totally  honest with me what you think of it. Second, I and only I will cut your hair. Third, you can use the hall bathroom except when you need to shower, you can shower in either my bath or in Mack's. Fourth, you are to clean up after yourself. I'm not your maid. That includes washing your own clothes. Questions?" Roxanne lifted her perfectly arched brow.

I shook my head. "No, ma'am," I said and chuckled. 

"Okay, now, taste this," Roxanne said and handed me a fresh hot cookie. I took a bite and instantly chocolate melted in my mouth followed by the nutty crunch of a walnut.

"Mmmm, good," I said with my mouth full.

She smiled, satisfied with my answer. "Good, you're catching on. I'm trying to get Mack to sell these at his restaurant. Make it a special thing, limited quantity, and all that jazz," she said.

“I would totally buy a cookie at Mack's steak house. In fact, I'd buy a dozen," I said as I chomped the rest of the cookie.

"Okay, Mack, dear. An unbiased opinion. Offer my cookies at the restaurant," Roxanne said.

"Shit, you think Dominick is offering an unbiased opinion? He'd tell you your shit on a plate tasted good if it scored points for him to stay here," Mack said and laughed.

Monday morning, Roxanne poked her head into the den. "Dominick? Are you awake?" she asked.

I shot up like a cannon. "What? What time is it?" I scrambled for my phone and saw the alarm buzzing, but it was on mute. "Fuck!"

I hopped up and grabbed the suit and tie and shirt and jumped into the hall bathroom. "Thanks, love," I mumbled to Roxanne. 

I thought so. Mr. Responsibility, keep up better tomorrow," Roxanne said. 

She thinks I'm on the lazy side and this just proved it. I had my alarm set I just forgot to turn on the sound. Dammit. I dressed in a flash and rushed into the kitchen. Mack had already left for the restaurant to help unload the food delivery. Roxanne came out grinning as she had her purse in her hand. I looked around desperate for something to eat. 

"Grab a biscuit and some jam. Next time prepare," she said as she grabbed her coffee cup and shook her head. She wasn't late for work like I was.

"Thanks," I said as I grabbed a biscuit and slathered some jam between the layers before heading out the door. I noted that I needed to pick up some groceries and maybe something easier for me to grab. I also  needed a to-go coffee cup, so I could have a nice hot cup of coffee each morning. 

As it was, I was five minutes late on my first day. Dammit. Mr. Walton was walking from the break room into his office and looked up as I strode through the door. 

"So sorry, sir. I had my alarm set and didn't have it turned up high enough to hear," I said as I didn't want to make excuses for being late.

"It doesn't bode well for you to be late on the first day, Dominick," Mr. Walton said.

I blanched. How could I be so damn stupid? So much on my mind with staying with Mack and Roxanne. I wish my parents had stayed gone in their Fifth Wheel. I'd even considered asking about staying in it, but they left it with the dealer to be detailed and stored until their trip next spring. "I'm so sorry, sir. I assure you it wasn't intentional. I'm staying with a friend until I receive my first month or two paychecks and can afford a place of my own," I said in my defense.

"See to it that it doesn't happen again. I'm lenient the first time, but shame on you the second," Mr. Walton said.

After work I stopped by the store and bought a separate alarm clock, one I could always keep on , so I'd absolutely get up. I also purchased some food to share with Mack and Roxanne and stuff I could easily grab for breakfast. Lastly, I found an insulated tumbler for coffee. Feeling like a big man I made my way back to Mack's place.

Roxanne smiled from her position on the sofa. Her feet were curled under her and she had the remote in hand, surfing through the channels on the TV. "Mack at work?" I asked seeing that Mack's truck wasn't in the drive way.

"Always," she said and settled on a channel. 

I put away the food I bought and wandered back into the living room and took a seat opposite end of Roxanne. "Want a burger from Kingsmen?" I asked absent-mindedly. I asked it because no dinner was cooking in the kitchen. I wasn't sure what to cook and didn't want to dig into their food.

"Um, sure," Roxanne said. She uncurled her feet and grabbed her sneakers that were stashed under the end table. 

I shrugged as we loaded in my little car and drove to Kingsmen Burgers. I wasn't sure what was expected on the food front, so I broached the topic while we munched on our food at the booth. "So, what's the deal with the meals? I mean, am I responsible for my own food, because if so, I'm totally cool with that. Or will we take turns cooking or what?" I took a giant bite.

Roxanne watched me and giggled. "Food, the most important subject, huh? You sound like Mack. I say we play it by ear. I had gotten home not too long before you did. I was sitting there thinking about dinner. I mean I love to cook, but many nights I'm too damn tired from being on my feet all day," she said.

"That's okay. I don't mind cooking," I said.

It's all good, I don't mind cooking for you
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