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Foreword

R. L. Black






With your purchase of this book, the author
grants you the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and
read it. You may not duplicate, transmit, transfer, download,
decompile, reverse-engineer, or store in or introduce into any
storage and retrieval system, in any form, by any means, whether
electronic or mechanical, currently available or invented in the
future, any part of this book, without the express written consent
of Kathy Steinemann.


Dedicated

To all the married couples

who bicker and snipe

but forgive the

cookie crumbs in bed.






Thank-You

Many thanks to R. L. Black for writing the
foreword. It was a pleasure to work with you.

I would also like to thank all the married
couples out there who provided fodder for this book, and the many
Scribophile writers who critiqued my work. I couldn’t have done it
without your advice and assistance.
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Foreword

It has been said that “humor heals”, and that “a
merry heart does good like a medicine”. If this is true, and I
suspect it is, then doctors all over the world should be
prescribing this book!

The first time I had the pleasure of reading a Megan
and Emmett story—I believe it was “Nag, Nag, Nag”, the first story
in this collection—I was hooked and had to have more. Thank
goodness the author had more up her sleeve!

Emmett and Megan are like your favorite sitcom
couple. (Hint, hint, Hollywood: this would make a great television
show!) Think Archie and Edith Bunker meet Al and Peggy Bundy. They
gripe, they argue, and what Emmett does with that butter—well, I
won’t tell you about that! But in the end we know they love each
other. And the laughter and love keep us running back for
more—that, and the butter.

The pieces in this collection are all quick reads;
you can read one while you’re having your morning coffee, or
waiting for an appointment, or standing in line. Or you can curl up
in your favorite spot and read the whole thing! Some of the
stories, like “Nag, Nag, Nag”, will have you roaring with laughter.
And others, like “Valentine Verdict”, will make you believe in the
power of love.

It has been a privilege to work with the author as a
critique partner, and to write this foreword, but the greatest
privilege has been as a reader. Many thanks to the author for
bringing this unforgettable couple to life. Long live Megan and
Emmett!

 


R.L. Black

EIC, Unbroken Journal, & Unlost
Journal






~*~






R. L. Black lives in
Tennessee with her handsome husband and sweet little boy. She is
EIC of Unbroken Journal and Unlost Journal, and her
own writing has been published in journals across the Web and in
print. You can find her at rlblackauthor.tumblr.com,
where she blogs and reblogs about writing, LOST, and
art.


Introduction

If you’re allergic to laughter, get your meds ready.
Nag Nag Nag will exercise your laugh muscles. It might even
make you wet your pants.

Megan and Emmett share many of the same quirks and
problems as other married couples. The way they deal with them
might take you aback.

Discover how Emmett copes with Megan’s nagging.
Learn how Megan treats telemarketers. Her once-in-a-lifetime offer
makes them hang up. Every time. Will Emmett ever fix the blasted
dishwasher? You’ll be shocked when you realize why it broke in the
first place. And how does he get around Megan’s cat rules?

Granddaughters, Violet and Lisa, provide a few
surprises and chuckles too, with the unique perspectives of youth.
Their widowed mother, Marsha, is determined to raise her daughters
right. That means healthy food like broccoli. Yuck! The difference
between broccoli and snot is that kids don’t eat broccoli.

And we can’t forget Sabrina, the Siamese cat. You’ll
find her meowing and purring her way into your heart as she careens
around corners and wins the affections of the most unlikely
characters.

Nag Nag Nag will entertain you with laughs,
tears, and unexpected twists.


Nag,
Nag, Nag

This is a reprint of Kathy’s story that was
published in Fine Linen Magazine on April 15, 2015.

Emmett flipped to the sports section of the
newspaper.

Megan’s strident voice stung his ears. “For crying
out loud. You got toast crumbs all over the place again.” She
scraped at the butter with a knife to remove the errant flecks of
brown. “Smarten up.”

He ignored her.

“Did you hear me?”

“The whole blasted neighborhood heard you.” He
lowered his paper to the table. The front page landed on top of the
butter dish.

Her chin hardened into an orange-peel pattern. “You
did that on purpose!”

“Did what?”

“Mucked up the butter again.”

He rolled his eyes. “It was an accident.”

Megan muttered as she took the dish to the sink and
spooned the yellow mess into the trash. “That’s it. I’m getting you
your own butter dish. Then you can dirty it up as much as you
want.”

Emmett mumbled, “Nag, nag, nag.”

She turned and propped her hands on her hips.
“What did you say?”

He shrugged. “I said I won’t wipe my toast knife on
the dish anymore, and I’ll keep the newspaper away. You happy?”

“I’ll believe it when I see it.”

Sabrina, their Siamese cat, jumped onto the table.
Megan sideswiped her back onto the floor. “Bad kitty.”

She slammed a cupboard. “I’ve gotta go shopping and
buy toilet paper. You used it all up—again—without writing
it on the grocery list. Oil the hinges on the front door while I’m
gone. It’s squeaking again. And put some fresh butter in the
dish.”

He nodded, and waited for the noisy squeal signaling
her departure, before he retorted, “Nag, nag, nag. Never any peace
around here.”

After a vain attempt to concentrate on the crossword
puzzle, Emmett pushed away from the table. “Suppose I’d better look
at the door, or I’ll never hear the end of it.”

He rummaged through the freezer for a pound of
butter and ran it over both door hinges while he moved the door
back and forth a few times. The squeaking stopped.
Perfect.

The glint from a button on his motorcycle jacket in
the entryway caught his attention. He looked at the stick of butter
in his hand. Back at the jacket. Somewhere he’d read that butter
was good for lubricating leathers. “What the heck.”

Ten minutes later, Emmett stood and admired his
work.

He cocked his head. This morning’s health column
said shea butter is good for athlete’s foot. I wonder … He
slipped off his socks. Wrinkled his nose as the rancid odor drifted
up to his nostrils. Then he peeled back the foil wrapper and rubbed
butter over his angry red toes. Soon both feet were coated in a
greasy layer of yellow.

Sabrina sniffed at one of his toes. He jerked his
foot away. “Hey, that tickles. Here.” He held out his hand. The cat
licked at the butter, with closed eyes and an audible purr. “Good
kitty.”

He pulled his smelly socks back over his feet.
They feel better already.

He sneezed as he deposited what was left of the
butter into the dish. Sneezed again. Crap. I must be getting a
cold. He smoothed the butter with a knife, lowered his head,
and checked the dish from several angles. Good. His studious
expression brightened into a smile. What she doesn’t know won’t
hurt me.

He found his cell phone hiding under the paper and
texted Megan: Switching to margarine. Pick some up. You can have
the butter.

Emmett grabbed the newspaper and flipped to the
cartoon section.


Counting the Minutes

Emmett can’t wait to retire. Only 8655 minutes left
to go.

Emmett glared at his watch. Fifteen minutes until
quitting time. Fifteen minutes plus six workdays until retirement.
Saturday, Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday …
I wonder how many minutes that is.

He punched the numbers into his phone calculator,
and his eyes widened. Including the rest of this shift:
8655. He repositioned himself in the grader seat and grimaced.
Pain shot down his leg.

Bouncing around in heavy equipment for three decades
had jostled his bones so much he felt like a massive bruise every
day when he went home from work. His back ached. His right elbow
throbbed. His neck hurt from craning it over his shoulder to watch
for obstacles and idiot drivers.

Emmett sighed.

He couldn’t wait to hang up his safety vest and hard
hat: Fishing trips with the guys. Hot afternoons under the willow
tree in the back yard, with a cold brew in hand and the cat on his
lap. Sleeping in every morning.

Fourteen minutes left.

I’d better get my butt back to the public works
yard.

The opening bars from “Witchy Woman” blasted from
his cell phone.

“Hi, sweetie. What do you want me to pick up from
the store this time?”

“Some new vacuum bags. Then when you get home I
need help moving furniture so I can get rid of all the cat hair. We
need lawn garbage bags too, so you can clean the gutters and gather
the
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