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      Like the obnoxious friend I am, I do a little jig after yet another strike. Dancing in my bowling shoes, I make my way back over to my friends. They're all groaning with laughter peppered in.

      "I don't know who's going to be our consistent bowling champion after you move," Hazel says.

      Altha hugs me from behind, placing her chin on my shoulder.

      "I can't believe you're moving," she says, and I can feel her face pouting.

      "I know," I say, turning to her and returning the hug. "I wouldn't be moving back if it wasn't for my dad."

      Altha’s husband, Rafe, gets up to bowl his turn. I sit down next to Florence, one of my teammates.

      "Do you think your dad and you will get along when you move back in?" She asks, giving me a knowing look.

      Shrugging, I say, "I mean, who really knows? The last time we lived together, I was a teenager, and it was a wicked mess. But, you know, it's been thirty years since I left home, and we have developed a better relationship now that he's sober. I mean, he lost his leg because of the drinking, but he's been sober for almost five years now. And I feel like if I don't go and help him, he might fall off the wagon."

      "His sobriety is not your responsibility," Altha reminds me.

      "I know, but I also just want to make sure his remaining days are comfortable. He's really worked hard these last few years to get his life into order. And, well, maybe it'll be nice being back in my hometown."

      Rafe walks back to us when I say this.

      "I've always loved the Town of Sea Glass," he says. "It's gorgeous there."

      I nod, although I shrug my shoulders. "It is beautiful, but it was a bit boring growing up there."

      "How can a paranormal safe-haven be boring growing up in?" Hazel says with a laugh.

      "Alright. That part wasn't boring. I just always fantasized about living in a city."

      "And yet here you are in Corvid Valley," Florence says with a giggle.

      "Well, don't forget I didn't move here until after a dozen years of living in Los Angeles," I say. "But, yeah, I think I ended up returning to my small town roots after I got my fill of city life."

      "Alright, Flo. You're up," Altha says.

      Sitting back, I watch my friends joke around. I'm going to miss seeing these people regularly, but I am looking forward to returning to my old stomping grounds. It'll be interesting to see how much it's changed since the last time I was there thirty years ago.
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      Dad's and my relationship was limited and strained for most of my adult life until he finally became sober almost five years ago. This is the first time I've returned to my hometown since I left it at eighteen. Once sober, he and I developed a relationship through video chat, and then he visited me a few times here in Corvid Valley.

      But now, of course, with his leg amputated and his declining health, he's cooped up in my childhood home most of the time. I spend my first week back getting my bedroom into adult-shape, taking down the George Michael and Bon Jovi posters that haven't been touched for over thirty years. I even get a fresh coat of paint slapped on the walls and update my bathroom with a few odds and ends.

      "Looks good, pumpkin," my dad says from the hallway in his motorized wheelchair.

      "How did I not hear you coming up?"

      "I can do sneak attacks on this thing," he quips, giving me a grin.

      "Do you need anything before I meet Bonnie for dinner?"

      "No. I'm good. Got everything that I need here. Thank you, pumpkin," he says, squeezing my hand.

      "Alright, Dad. Well, send me a text if you need anything. Okay? I'm just going to be over at Sea Glass Tavern with her."

      "Tell her I say hi, and I hope her parents are doing well."

      "I will, Daddy."
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      "You look absolutely the same," my friend Bonnie exclaims when I meet her in front of the Tavern. She pulls me in for a bear hug, and we squeeze each other for a full minute.

      "How are you? How's it being back here?" I say with a small laugh.

      Bonnie and I are in a similar predicament. Her parents are on the ancient end of the parent-spectrum, and she moved back home six months ago to care for them. Unlike me, she had a good relationship growing up with them and has been back in town multiple times. But, otherwise, we're doing basically the same thing, returning to our hometown to take care of our aging parents.

      "They're doing alright. I think it's helpful having me here, at least. I worried about them too much when I was in New York, so I just had to come home, you know. But I'm staying in Grandma's old mother-in-law cabin in the back, so at least I'm not truly cooped up with them," she says, giving me a sympathetic look. "How's it being back at home with your dad?"

      We walk into the tavern and grab a table before I answer.

      "It's been fine so far. I updated my bedroom, and that's helped a lot with my mental health. It was a little weird being surrounded by all my old posters and hearing him snore down the hall, you know?"

      Bonnie sits back, her mouth gaping open. "No. Not George. Did you get rid of George?"

      "Yes, unfortunately, but I saved that one. We'll see if the poster survives in the tube I put it in," I say with a laugh.

      "I remember who bought you that," Bonnie says with a sly grin.

      "Ugh, don't remind me."

      "Believe it or not, Nicholas has gotten his shit together. He owns his own boat now and is a pretty successful fisherman."

      "Seriously? Wow. Well, good for him. Although, I have to admit, I'm surprised."

      My high school sweetheart was a hot mess when we dated. For most of the time, I loved it. My dad couldn't stand him and that was enough for me. But when I bailed on my hometown at age eighteen, I was not only escaping my father, but Nicholas' constant fuck-ups as well.

      And I never looked back.

      The two of us catch up over fish and chips and several beers. We finish off the meal with a couple of Irish coffees and are very tipsy when we leave the tavern. Bonnie loops her arm through mine when our feet hit the sidewalk.

      "Are you ready to go home, or do you want to do something else?" She slurs.

      I close my eyes, feeling the night spring breeze dance through my hair and breathe in the light scent of hydrangeas.

      "I'm not ready to go home yet," I mumble.

      "You know what?" She says, grabbing my hand. "I've got an idea."

      And with a yank, I'm being dragged down the sidewalk.

      "What? Where are we going?"

      Bonnie doesn't bother answering, but pulls me past several storefronts until we are standing in front of a sign that reads Psychic Sands Shoppe.
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      After I complete the last sales transaction, I leave the fish market and walk back to my dock. Time to ready the boat for the next fishing trip in a couple of days. As usual, Shane is already working on routine maintenance when I show up.

      "How did it go?" he shouts to me when he spots me walking down the dock.

      "Pretty good. Decent prices, at least for spring. Do you need any help?" I ask when I climb aboard.

      "Nah. You go do your nerdy shit," he says, giving me a grin.

      Sitting down, I yank out my business books to record the day's catch, expenses, and the sales. Looking over the numbers, I nod to myself. This was a good day, a good, solid day.
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      Back at home, Shane beats me to the door, so I hang out on the front porch in order not to get my fish stink all over the house. Grandpa comes out and hands me a beer.

      "Your cousin says you guys had a decent day," he says, sitting down in the wooden rocker.

      "Yeah. Today was a solid, Gramps."

      "Your mom would be so proud of how you've grown," he says, smiling at me.

      This is a common topic of conversation from him. Both Shane and I were complete fuck-ups in our youth, and our moms passed before we got our shit together. In fact, it was the drunk driver who killed them that was the catalyst to us getting our lives in order. In his grief, our grandfather took us under his wing and allowed Shane and me to move into his house. Eventually, I was able to save up enough to buy my own boat and start my business. My cousin joined me as my mate, and we've made a steady income ever since. It's sweet that my grandpa keeps pointing out how well we've done, especially since it's not like I'm a kid anymore. I'm literally facing fifty in a couple of years.

      Shane pokes his head out the door to let me know I can shower.

      "I'll get dinner started, okay, Gramps?" he says when I walk into the house.

      An hour later, we're sitting around the table, eating spaghetti and caesar salad. Shane stands up to get another beer from the kitchen and raps his fist against the refrigerator calendar.

      "Ah, shit. I forgot we have that bachelor party for Todd at the end of the month." He groans.

      "What? Bachelor parties can be fun," our grandfather says from the table.

      "Yeah. Well, this one's going to be at that sleazy strip club on Route 6A."

      "They might be closing that place up," Gramps says.

      "They are, but not until next month. So that's why Todd wanted to have his bachelor party there. He thought it would be, I guess, funny," Shane says, sitting down with his fresh beer.

      "Well, I'm sure the two of you appreciate beautiful women," my grandfather says with a grin before
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