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Dedication: To The Universe. Thank you for letting me know there are no true errors, just learning chances.

Playlist Selects

Here are songs from the “Error” playlist!

Feel free to follow the playlist on Spotify to find more songs I felt related to the novel.

1. Bartender – T- Pain ft Akon (Hip-Hop)

2.  Heaven – Kane Brown (Country)

3. You Make My Dreams (Come True) - Hall & Oates (Pop Rock) 

4. Swing Life Away – Rise Against (Punk Rock)

5. Weak – SWV (R&B)

6.  Epiphany – Staind (Rock)

7. Prior To You – Tyrese, Tank (R&B)

8. A Certain Romance – Artic Monkey (English Rock)

9. Invisible – Big Time Rush (Pop)

10. Find Your Love - Drake (Hip-Hop/Rap)

More songs:  https://spoti.fi/2ApsC1z 
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There’s a lot of internet porn out there. Like a ridiculous fucking amount. And I've clicked on some crazy sites. Have you ever seen a dude shove a fist up a chick's ass and spit on their own elbow? Oh, you're not into that? Me either. Found that out the hard way during a battle with a bottle of whiskey. Lost twice that day. Hey, don't fucking judge. Have a shot with me instead. You know you want to. No? Fine. More for me.

Disappointed with my latest search results, I mindlessly reach for something to drink from my nightstand. The sound of crashing bottles causes me to flinch. 

Fuck that was loud.

I glance at the mess and give my forehead a good rub. 

This is clearly a sign I need to go out to have a drink, don't you think? Wanna join me? Wanna see me naked? Total possibility if you get me a little more drunk. What do you mean how drunk am I right now? Does that matter? You're not prudish, are you? I don't wanna ride the prude train right now. No choo-choo for me!

Tabbing over from the open internet window of porn to the monitor I have set up, I watch the flashing dot of the tracking chip we planted in a sculpture The Devil is now hauling around the country.

The Devil, Drug Lord/Crime Lord, is a fucking nightmare. He gives an entirely different vibe to the whole Devil Wears Prada thing. And yeah, I know about that movie, my cousin Ben, who died a couple months ago, sat through it once to help him screw some chick. He was a freshman in high school and the girl he wanted to deflower required a little more effort than most girls who sleep with McCoys. Our reputation is typically enough. Everyone is just so fucking anxious to fuck a McCoy. Doesn’t matter which one. Doesn’t matter when. Doesn’t matter what number they are in the very fucking long line. My point is...wait what is my point again?

I tab over again to study the latest bank account of his that I'm helping drain.

The Devil looks like a stockbroker but behaves like a dictator at the end of his rope. To be fair – by the way something he’s never been with us– he’s definitely creeping to that point. Over the past month, since his men killed one of my triplet brothers, Daniel, I've passed the time drinking profusely and hacking into every possible thing I can involving him. Hacking is like breathing. It requires very little effort but ripping rug after rug from underneath him has turned destroying his life into an Olympic sport for me, and guess what? I want that fucking gold medal. This week alone I've forced three of his Swiss bank accounts to close, had two of his accounts here in the states frozen, and leaked to the Police Commissioner, through an anonymous tip, every location he has traveled to with the statue. Some of them are homes he hides in. Some have been allies. Others just safety sanctuaries he thought he had discovered. Regardless, the noose around that smug fucker's neck is tightening. And I love it. I. Fucking. Love. It. He deserves this shit and so much more. More that I may be able to deliver still just using the tips of my fingers. Do they make platinum medals? They really should. 

Without my eyes leaving the screen, I lean down to search for another bottle of liquor. 

I know I have at least a shot left in one.

When my efforts come up empty yet again, I grunt, shut my laptop closed, and stumble off my bed.

Definitely think tonight is a good night to go out to the bar. Find a little something to bring home and bury my misery in. Daniel style. It's not like porn can touch me back, and honestly? I think I'm getting callouses. Yeah. Exactly.
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I have seen some crazy board designs, but why on earth would anyone want one painted to look like a bloody toe? That's just so gross. I don't know what's wrong with people. Is it supposed to be funny because you can break your toe skateboarding? Do they think that's ironic? It's not ironic. It's moronic. I can see how easy it is to get the two confused. Happens all the time. Especially in my line of work and in my favorite sport.

I continue scrolling down to review some of the layouts I've seen on my client's boards. Each one either lacks uniqueness or is branded so obnoxiously by their sponsor it looks less like something a person should skate on and something meant to be seen on the side of the highway.

Frustrated, I lean back in my leather computer chair. 

Is it so wrong to want something different? I blend in with everything else in life, so it would be nice to stick out a little here. To stick out in the one place I stand a chance at actually being seen rather than overshadowed. Or, more accurately, ignored. Ugh. Yeah. Get used to that while you’re hanging out with me. It happens. A lot. 

“Hey,” my stepsister, Angela, pops into my room, hand still gripping the doorknob, eyes everywhere around my room, except on me. “Have you seen my lacy white top?”

I redirect my brown stare from the computer screen to her. “The see-through one or the one that ties in the back?”

“Ties,” she says in an indecisive voice, almost as if she doesn't believe it herself. “At least, I think I'm looking for the one that ties. I'm pretty sure I let Lacey borrow the other one.”

Angela is the definition of a goddess. Everything every guy typically dreams of. She's petite and not afraid of a push up bra. Blonde, mostly natural, but doesn't mind spending the extra few hundred bucks to truly bring out the color. Most importantly, and the biggest fact might I add, is she has no problem being proud of the fact she's easy. Yeah. She's proud of that. She used to be Daniel McCoy’s ‘Tuesday Girl' when he was alive – may he rest in peace. Can you guess what she did on Tuesday afternoons? Go ahead. You seem pretty intelligent. It shouldn’t take too long for you to come to the most obvious conclusion. You know, sometimes I think she misses him more than she lets on. That, by the way, is just an intuitive speculation since it's not like she really talks to me about anything other than the whereabouts of her favorite clothes and coffee cups. Outside of that shit, she rarely acknowledges that I fucking exist. If she did, I would take the time to ask – in a polite tone – why she let herself be used like that. By him. She's not a useless airhead with no future. She's – hold on to your sweaters ladies and gents – brilliant. We're talking a semester away from finishing her degree early at med school type of brilliant. She’s so close to finally ditching this piece of shit city for one up north where she’ll complete her residency to become an obstetrician. That's right. You heard me correctly. She wants to help women have babies yet can't keep her own legs closed. Again, not quite irony, but at least it made you tilt your head a little in contemplation.

Watching her scan my room that looks military precision clean in comparison to hers, I shake my head full of wavy hair. “Nope. Haven’t seen it.”

“Shit,” she huffs at the same time she enters my room without permission. “How can I not know where it is?”  

Her search suddenly becomes physical and invasive as she begins to negligently move around my equipment bags. Under my breath, I mutter, “Sure. Come on in. Destroy my room looking for your favorite slutty top.”

“Tommy really likes me in that,” she explains while untucking my neon lime green bed sheets. “Well...he really likes me in that before he loves it on the floor.”

I scrunch my caramel colored face. “That’s...a lot of information.”

Angela pushes my mattress out of place to search near the headboard.

“And, I like just made my bed...”

“Likes when I wear the matching panties, too.”

A pillow is thrown haphazardly to the side nearly knocking over a lap. My voice meekly squeaks, “Careful.”

“Ooo, he prefers the landing strip look, but what if I surprise him and show up bare?” Angela’s hunt brings her to her knees to explore underneath my bed. “Guys like that shit as much as they like the landing strip look, right?”

“I don’t know.”

Her voice is somewhat muffled due to her face being out of sight. “As long as it’s not a full fledge tribute to the 70’s bush, they’re pretty happy.”

“Are they?”

“I mean who in their right fucking mind really likes bush? What kind of fucking, live in your mother’s basement weirdo are you if you like bush?”

“Can you...can you even hear me?”

Angela abruptly pops up, and for a split second, I think she may answer me.

That would be new. 

“Fuck my life,” her head dramatically falls backwards, “where is that shirt?!” 

Yeah, I didn’t think so.

On a heavy sigh, she finally meets my gaze for the first time since she entered. “Hey, how long have you been standing there?”

I know what you’re thinking. Is she serious? Is she really that unaware of my presence and so self-absorbed that she had a conversation with me two minutes ago yet has no recollection of it? The answer is yes. The answer will always be yes because it’s always been yes. And to make matters worse? This is a perfect example of the existence I call my life.

Angela doesn’t wait for me to answer before she asks, “Have you seen my white top?”

“The one that ties in the back, you know, since Lacey has the see-through one?”

“Right!”

“The one that Tommy really likes you in?”

“Ohmygod, that’s exactly what I’m looking for! Have you seen it?”

“Did you check the laundry room?”

She hums to herself in contemplation. “Huh. Did I?”

“Maybe you should? Maybe you check there instead of continuing to wreck my shit?”

My stepsister gives a brief glance to the space she just ruined. “It was like that when I came in here.”

Brilliant and kind of a bitch. Did I forget to mention that? Oh, you picked up on that all on your own? See. I knew you were smart.

“We'll probably swing by the bar tonight,” she announces as she heads for the door. “Grab a couple free drinks. App on the house. You know the drill.”

Upon her disappearance, I simply push my black box frame glasses up my nose and let out a deep sigh of defeat.

That's right folks. She's about to leave the house to finish her residency while I help kick drunks out of a fairly busy local bar. Don’t get me wrong. I love working at Mickey's. I really do! It's an odd home away from home type of thing. It helps keep my actual passion financially afloat, and to be fair, it's also gonna help get me an apartment, so I can stop living at home. Oh, before you look at me like that, I’ll explain. Angela and I both live at home for two very good reasons. The first, to save money. The second, our parents are rarely ever here. They travel so much this house is more like their vacation home rather than the one they live at. For as long as I can remember, it's always been this way. When we were younger, we had rotating nannies who kept an eye out on us. Sometimes, I think my mother couldn't stand the idea of being around me too long. Even when she was home, she kept her distance, unlike her husband who couldn't get enough of his little girl. Angela’s dad married my mom when we were both four. He does Pharmaceutical Rep stuff, which I think is where her need to be in the medical field comes from. My mom, on the other hand, she does website maintenance and updates for various businesses. Huh. Funny how she managed to pass that love down to me despite the distance. Eh. Sort of. I prefer to cut and alter videos rather than tinker on sites, which is something I can do too, I just don’t like to. I like to edit help documentaries. Create sponsor bait. Tribute compilations. That sort of thing. Believe it or not, it's a little harder to find a use for my degree when every asshole with a camera or a cell phone puts up their shit on YouTube. And yes, I am on YouTube, let's not talk about that right now.

I flop back down in my computer just as a text causes my phone to vibrate across my wooden desk. 

Spencer: You're gonna be late for work.

Of course, Spencer is insisting I’m late for work. He does this type of shit all the time. He thinks he knows me better than I know myself. He doesn’t, but of the few friends I have, he definitely knows me the best of them.

Me: No.

A smug smile slithers onto my face.

Hey, it’s earned! Spencer, my dear sweet Spencer, is a fucking know it all, so on the rare occasions where he’s wrong, I’m allowed to gloat. I’m allowed to relish in the rareness of errors.

Spencer: Actually look at the time beside my message.

I sassily mock my device prior to fulfilling the request.

“Oh shit! I’m gonna be late!” 

Spencer: You are terrible with time.

“Shit.Shit.Shit,” my voice mumbles while rushing to get my hands onto the keyboard.

Another vibration summons my attention mid tap.

Spencer: See you when you get here twelve minutes and twenty-two seconds AFTER your shift was supposed to start.

His asshole comment doesn’t warrant a response.

Yup. That’s Spencer. Anal retentive and arrogant as all hell.

I quickly log out of my accounts and exit the sites containing one of my passions, yet again putting the things I love in life on hold for the things I do in life to get by.

Don't we all do that? Isn't that the definition of life?
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“No. No. No.”  Ted, a retired Marine and bar regular, says to current buddy. “A chick like Azura is off the market.” 

His friend casually counters, “Have you asked her?”

“Don’t have to ask. It’s obvious.”

“You could be wrong.”

“I’m not.”

“How do you know, if you don’t ask?”

“She’s too good not to be taken. She just doesn't wear her ring to give idiots like you hope.”

There’s an immediate blush to my face followed promptly by an embarrassed head shake.

Okay, so you see Ted, right? He looks like he could be twins with Dwayne Johnson. He could eat me as a pre-workout snack and still be hungry. What? Oh, the problem? He's not at all my type. Plus, it's best not to date the customers, particularly regulars. I will be the first to admit he is one helluva good piece of eye candy, though. Not to mention, when he goes on rants like this, which happen more often than you’d think, they do make me feel sort of special and contemplate breaking that go to rule. Don’t worry. I won’t. At least not for a guy I probably have absolutely zero in common with other than similar taste in hot wing flavors. 

“Go ahead,” Ted pushes between the last sips of his beer. “You don’t believe me, so ask her. Ask her for yourself.”

“Okay, I will.” His attractive blonde-headed friend sits up taller, fixes his tie, and latches his crystal gaze onto me. “Azura, are you currently unavailable?”

“You mean like emotionally?” I playfully sass at the same time I drop my hands on my hips.

Ted lightly laughs at my retort while his friend tries again. “I mean, are you currently single?”

“I am, but you aren’t.” 

His eyebrows instantly pull together in confusion.

My head tips the direction of the hand he used to adjust the navy-blue accessory around his neck. “Faint tan line on your ring finger.”

He quickly places it in his lap. “Good eye.”

“The real question is, did you take it off at the office or in your car?”

“Or once you saw hot the bartender was?” Ted pokes at his friend whose face is starting to flush.

“My gut tells me it was right around the end of beer one. About two to four minutes before this whole conversation started.”

Ted’s friend guilty cringes prior to mumbling, “Good instincts.”

“Not my first day on the job.” I state on wink. 

Not great with making it to work on time but pretty amazing at knowing how long it takes most people to go from married to single for the night. I’m usually right on the nose. It’s my one of favorite games to play. Hey, gotta have fun at work somehow, right? 

When Ted starts to laugh, I politely ask, “You two need anything else right now?”

“Wings?” He throws the idea out at his friend who instantly nods his agreement. Afterwards, he smiles back at me. “Wings it is, doll. You know how I like 'em.”

“You bet your ass I do.”

Ted flashes me a large grin that’s met by one equal in size. 

Just as I make my way over to the machine, I hear Ted swiftly criticize his friend’s behavior, “Wanna explain that ring shit? You and Sky having issues again?”

The conversation becomes one I don’t care to hear, so I drown it out and quickly type in the order making sure to add his preferred modifies of extra sauce and a side of tabasco. 

Once I’m finished, I grab the bottle of Jack Daniels, walk to the opposite end of the bar, and teasingly dangle it in front of Destin McCoy. “Ready for a refill?”

“Nah,” he sloppily hisses. “Didn't you hear? Jack and I broke up.”

I smile much too wide at his lame joke.

Ugh. Don't give me that scowl. I can't help it. Destin McCoy is not only one of the infamous McCoy brothers, he's a part of the even more legendary Triple D. Triplets so damn identical most people can't spot the differences. I guess when you've been longing for one in particular as long as I have you start to notice everything about them.  Sure, his body has matching sleeve tattoos to his brothers and the thin yet muscular shape, but his eyes are more toffee colored than in comparison to their brown. He rocks a tongue ring when they're not busy trying to play live action three card monte with themselves. A tongue ring that if I do say so myself, I've spent many nights dreaming about between my legs. I swear, he owes me some serious cash back for the batteries I've had to buy over the past couple of years. As if those things don’t make him stand out enough, there’s his clean scent cologne, the way he likes to run his middle finger along the rim of his drink, and of course, how he hums along to basically every genre of music that comes through the speakers, which is always playing here at Mickey's. Keeping it going along with the liquor flowing is one of the more important rules around here. It tends to put smiles on the workers as well as the patrons faces. This bar is home to a wide variety of individuals like Ted, the infamous McCoys, teachers, nurses, college kids, and even me in a way. You know that last thing really says something special about this place. Generally speaking? I don't feel at home or like I belong anywhere. 

“Must’ve missed that TMZ headline,” I flirtatiously giggle. “Sorry to hear that happened.”

“Shit happens.” Destin shrugs indifferently and pushes his empty glass at me. “People leave you. Then you die.” 

My mouth twitches to express my actual condolences, yet the words aren’t given a chance to actually leave.

“Whatever, who fucking cares.” He shrugs a second time. “Jim and I, on the other hand, have started to fuck like crazy. Talkin’ doggy, froggy, loggy style, so if you could hook me up with more of that, it'd be appreciated. Ghost version if you've got it.”

“Comin' right up...” I sigh and turn to retrieve his request doing my best to ignore the line of comments that don’t sit well with me.

I can't imagine the pain he's going through. God, I wish he'd talk to someone. Anyone really. Grief is something that you shouldn’t hold inside. It can be as dangerous to your system as the liquor flowing through his veins. Sad thing about him being here? This is the first time I've seen him since Daniel, one of his triplet brothers, death. And, believe me. I’ve been hoping to see him every shift. I’ve watched the door night after night after. Nothing. Now that he’s here, I wouldn’t mind being the ear to hear. That shoulder to cry on or face to reminisce with. Problem is, how do you reach someone who barely registered you were alive before tragedy began to consume them? Oh, who am I kidding? Aside from a couple regulars and video clients, no one really registers that I'm around. Never have. 

Once I’ve swapped the alcohol bottles, I grab him a fresh glass and pour it on the rocks. Almost as instantly as it reaches his grip, it’s gone. He chugs it back, wipes away the excess with the back of his hand, and taps the rim with his middle finger, wordlessly commanding a refill. 

I immediately pour another shot size amount over the ice.

Destin unhappily frowns at the quantity and hits the glass again.

My hesitation to add more is obvious.

“To. The. Top.”

Against what can only be considered my better judgment, I fulfill his rude request. “Did you drive here tonight?”

He moves the glass away once he’s satisfied and looks over his shoulder. “Nope.” 

Disappointed by the known action, I sigh, “Well, that's good at least.”

Destin doesn't reply. He simply starts humming to “The Chain” by Fleetwood Mac and waving to a blonde in a back booth who’s there with what appears to be a bachelorette party or sorority sister outing. 

Guess it’s good to know some things will never change? What? I know. I was trying to be pathetically optimistic. 

I defeatedly stroll away to check on the other customers at the counter in between filling the incoming orders from the tables. The night continues on as smooth as any Friday night does. Business booms, drinks are demanded at outrageous paces, and I'm once again proud I've managed the art of handling everything perfectly behind the bar as a woman one show.

It took some time, but eventually, Mickey trusted that I could manage being the only bartender on Friday nights. It does some pretty amazing things for my pockets, plus it lets me request many Saturday nights off without having to be worried about taking a financial hit.

Finally, it's last call, and I'm thankful Ted typically waits until everyone is almost out before leaving himself. 

We do have a door guy; however, I wouldn’t call him a bouncer. According to Ted, Steve scares no one.

My second favorite regular kicks his chin towards Destin whose head is lying on the bar. “You sure you got that?”

I steal a quick glance at the humming hottie who somehow still looks undeniably cute. His hooded eyes and seemingly peaceful smile have me unconsciously picturing how peaceful he probably looks sleeping.

Do you have any idea how many times I’m pictured myself drifting off beside him?

“Azura.”

Realizing, I must’ve been staring for too long, I snap my stare back to Ted and put on a sweet smile. “Yeah...I'll take care of him.”

“I can stay.” His gives the side of his face a concerned scratch. “Really. You know I don’t mind.”

“I know you don’t, Ted. It’s one of those reasons your tab is always lower than it should be.”

The corners of his lips curl upward.

“Honestly, I’ll be alright. You can go.”

“You sure?” He cuts Destin another narrowed glance prior to expressing more concern towards me. “Word around this city is those McCoys are dangerous.” 

“I've handled them drunk and sober.” A small sigh comes from me as I look longing at Destin again. “Trust me. He'll barely even realize I'm helping him.”

Ted grunts his disapproval, “His loss.”

When I turn back around, I simply press my lips together unsure of what else to say.

“He should consider himself fucking blessed that a wonderful woman like you has his back even when he’s too stupid to see it.”

Guess my crush on him is that obvious to everyone who is not him. 

I try to lighten the conversation. “You mean too drunk to see it.”

“Do I?”

The slightly older male stands to his feet, flashes me a warm smile, and tosses his tip on the bar. He follows the handsy couple who had been dry humping in the far corner booth out the door, and I lock it behind them.  

I finish the remaining closing duties while Destin drunkenly hums along to the music that’s still playing. His accuracy in notes and timing all is over the place as is his energy and volume. There’s no pattern or even apparent reason why he hums Whitney Houston more precisely than Whitesnake or why the beat to “You Make My Dreams (Come True)” by Hall & Oates is easier to follow than “Bottoms Up” by Trey Songz. What I adore most is his happiness remains even across the different styles, like he’s just happy to have music playing.

Pretty sure, that sets him apart from his brothers, too. They tend to talk trash about anything outside their go to genres.

When I’m finally all finished, I lie my head to face his from my side of the bar. “Hi...”

“Hi...”

“Need a ride?”

“My lexabition to foqrukulate has failed.”

Care to translate?

“Oh, is that what happened?”

“Uh-huh.”

“So...yes, you need a ride?”

“Yes,” Destin answer at the same time he closes his eyes. “Or, I sleep here. Sleep here good.”

My fingers twitch with the urge to stroke his somber face. Instead, I grip my keys tighter and sweetly try to persuade him otherwise, “You know what's better than sleeping here?” 

“Hm?”

“Sleeping in your bed.”

“Bed,” he repeats. “Bed. Bed good, too.”

“Can I do that? Can I take you there?”

“Yes.” He manages to lift his head, though it immediately begins to sway. “You...You may take me to bed.”

God, if only that was the invitation he was offering. Oh, and of course, I would prefer that invite to be while sober. It’s the only way I’d really take it.

With a bright smile, I hop onto the bar, slide across to the other side, and slip his arm over my shoulder. 

“Holy shit,” he drunkenly mutters. “It's like you’re an acromat!”

Before you ask me why I let him get this drunk, I didn't. I told his waitress to stop serving him liquor, which she did, but women kept sneaking it to him when they thought I wasn't watching, something that’s, by the way, hard to do with a busy bar. I deserve an extra trip for my impeccable ability to babysit while serving up a round of Flaming Dr. Peppers for some chick’s twenty-first birthday. And, before you even ask, no. I could just kick him out. I told you. Mickey's is home to the McCoys. Besides, most nights he slips home with one of the groupies before that's even an issue.

I carefully maneuver him around stools and chairs to the side door near the kitchen that’s for employees only. Getting across the threshold is easy. Having him stay upright while I lock the door is not.  

The instant I’m finished, I make eye contact with Steve who seems puzzled by the sight. “You're not supposed to take them home, Azura. You're not a taxi service.”

“Your head is shaped like a fushroom,” Destin drunkenly declares.  

Steve snaps as we approach my black car, “What the fuck is a fushroom?” 

“A fucking mushroom?” I guess.

“No.” Destin quickly shakes his head. “Whoa...mobo sickness.”

Motion sickness. See. He's wasted.

“A fushroom,” the drunken McCoy starts after a hiccup, “is the tip of your dick, dude. Duh.”

Oh, that he chooses to say clear as day?!

“Did he just-”

“Yes,” I swiftly cut him off. Opening my passenger door to help Destin inside, I politely inform, “He did just call you a dickhead in a roundabout sort of way.” 

“Motherfuc-”

“However, he’s way too far gone to care.” 

“’Member that song ‘Gone’? By Backyard Boys?” Destin wrongly interjects. “Sh. Don’t sell no one. But, I slow dance to it wuncest with a frilly clute click that Dew made me dump
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