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Scent

Nico Marshall’s living her best life. Her packaging
company’s turning a profit and she’s just been labeled Chicago’s
most promising up-and-coming artist. The only thing missing is
love. When she meets a beautiful woman on the train with an
indescribable sweet and sugary scent, Nico’s ready to make her
move.

Sophia Sweet doesn’t have time for distractions.
Never mind how fit and tan Nico is, or how she has the most
beautiful eyes ever. Sophia only has one goal: keep the family
business alive. Her third-generation chocolatier shop, Sweet Stuff,
is tanking. In a last-ditch effort, Sophia creates an upscale
version of their product and needs the perfect package to ensure
success.

When Sophia recognizes Nico from the train but
mistakes her for the packaging company’s warehouse employee, Nico
doesn’t bother to correct her. She’s been burned by women in the
past wanting her for her money. This time, she’s determined to win
Sophia over with her charm.
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“The characters—both main and secondary, including
the furry ones—are wonderful (I loved coming across Piper and
Shaylie from Falling), there’s just the right amount of
angst, and the sexy scenes are really hot. It’s Kris Bryant, you
guys, no surprise there.”—Jude in the Stars

“This book has everything you need for a sweet
romance. The main characters are beautiful and easy to fall in love
with, even with their little quirks and flaws. The settings (Vail
and Denver, Colorado) are perfect for the story, and the romance
itself is satisfying, with just enough angst to make the book
interesting…This is the perfect novel to read on a warm, lazy
summer day, and I recommend it to all romance lovers.”—Rainbow
Reflections

Temptation

“This book has a great first line. I was hooked from
the start. There was so much to like about this story, though. The
interactions. The tension. The jealousy. I liked how Cassie falls
for Brooke’s son before she ever falls for Brooke. I love a good
forbidden love story.”—Bookvark

“This book is an emotional roller coaster that you’re
going to get swept away in. Let it happen…just bring the tissues
and the vino and enjoy the ride.”—Les Rêveur

“People who have read Ms. Bryant’s erotica novella
Shameless under the pseudonym of Brit Ryder know that this
author can write intimacy well. This is more a romance than
erotica, but the sex scenes are as varied and
hot.”—LezReviewBooks

Tinsel

“This story was the perfect length for this cute
romance. What made this especially endearing were the relationships
Jess has with her best friend, Mo, and her mother. You cannot go
wrong by purchasing this cute little nugget. A really sweet romance
with a cat playing cupid.”—Bookvark

Falling

“This is a story you don’t want to pass on. A
fabulous read that you will have a hard time putting down. Maybe
don’t read it as you board your plane though. This is an easy 5
stars!”—Romantic Reader Blog

“Bryant delivers a story that is equal parts
touching, compassionate, and uplifting.”—Lesbian Review

“This was a nice, romantic read. There is enough
romantic tension to keep the plot moving, and I enjoyed the
supporting characters’ and their romance as much as the main
plot.”—Kissing Backwards

Goldie Winner Listen

“Ms. Bryant describes this soundscape with some
exquisite metaphors, it’s true what they say that music is
everywhere. The whole book is beautifully written and makes the
reader’s heart go out to people suffering from anxiety or any sort
of mental health issue.”—Lez Review Books

“I was absolutely captivated by this book from start
to finish. The two leads were adorable and I really connected with
them and rooted for them…This is one of the best books I’ve read
recently—I cannot praise it enough!”—Melina Bickard, Librarian,
Waterloo Library (UK)

“The main character’s anxiety issues were well
written and the romance is sweet and leaves you with a warm feeling
at the end. Highly recommended reading.”—Kat Adams, Bookseller
(QBD Books, Australia)

“This book floored me. I’ve read it three times since
the book appeared on my Kindle…I just love it so much. I’m actually
sitting here wondering how I’m going to convey my sheer awe factor
but I will try my best. Kris Bryant won Les Rêveur book of the year
2018 and seriously this is a contender for 2019.”—Les
Rêveur

Against All Odds

“Against All Odds by Kris Bryant, Maggie
Cummings, and M. Ullrich is an emotional and captivating story
about being able to face a tragedy head-on and move on with your
life, learning to appreciate the simple things we take for granted
and finding love where you least expect it.”—Lesbian
Review

“I started reading the book trying to dissect the
writing and ended up forgetting all about the fact that three
people were involved in writing it because the story just grabbed
me by the ears and dragged me along for the ride…[A] really great
romantic suspense that manages both parts of the equation
perfectly. This is a book you won’t be able to put down.”—C-Spot
Reviews
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Jolt “is a magnificent love story. Two women
hurt by their previous lovers and each in their own way trying to
make sense out of life and times. When they meet at a gay- and
lesbian-friendly summer camp, they both feel as if lightning has
struck. This is so beautifully involving, I have already reread it
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Blog

“Kris Bryant has written several enjoyable
contemporary romances, and Breakthrough is no exception.
It’s interesting and clearly well-researched, giving us information
about Alaska and issues like poaching and conservation in a way
that’s engaging and never comes across as an info dump. She also
delivers her best character work to date, going deeper with Kennedy
and Brynn than we’ve seen in previous stories. If you’re a fan of
Kris Bryant, you won’t want to miss this book, and if you’re a fan
of romance in general, you’ll want to pick it up, too.”—Lambda
Literary

Forget Me Not

“Told in the first person, from Grace’s point of
view, we are privy to Grace’s inner musings and her
vulnerabilities…Bryant crafts clever wording to infuse Grace with a
sharp-witted personality, which clearly covers her
insecurities…This story is filled with loving familial
interactions, caring friends, romantic interludes, and tantalizing
sex scenes. The dialogue, both among the characters and within
Grace’s head, is refreshing, original, and sometimes comical.
Forget Me Not is a fresh perspective on a romantic theme,
and an entertaining read.”—Lambda Literary Review
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“Ms. Bryant’s descriptions were written with such
passion and colorful detail that you could feel the tension and the
excitement along with the characters.”—Inked Rainbow
Reviews

Taste

“Taste is a student/teacher romance set in a
culinary school. If the premise makes you wonder whether this book
will make you want to eat something tasty, the answer is:
yes.”—The Lesbian Review

Touch

“The sexual chemistry in this book is off the hook.
Kris Bryant writes my favorite sex scenes in lesbian romantic
fiction.”—Les Rêveur
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Chapter One

“I’m sorry to do this, but I have to leave for
another meeting, and I don’t want to be late.” I looked at my watch
for effect, but I knew exactly what time it was and how long I had
to catch the train. Only a few minutes, and I couldn’t miss it. Any
other day? Sure, but not today. She caught the train only on
Thursdays. I stood and nodded at the partners and the sales staff
circled around the conference table, all eyes on me and my
interruption.

“I’ll catch you up, Nico.” Trish, my sister and part
owner of Tuft & Finley, winked at me from the center chair.

“Have a good night, everyone.” I avoided Trish’s
smirk. She knew what I was doing and why I was in such a hurry. We
had no secrets. I grabbed my messenger bag and my phone from my
office on the way out the door. My reflection in the foyer mirror
showed a slightly flustered woman in desperate need of a haircut,
but still attractive. I didn’t look my best, but it was the best I
could do right now.

I reached the platform with two minutes to spare. I
smoothed the creases in my pants, tucked my shirt deeper into my
waistband, and adjusted my belt so the buckle lined up perfectly
with the buttons of my shirt. It was too hot to wear my blazer, so
I carefully folded it over my bag and rolled up my sleeves to look
as casual as possible. I was trying to impress a woman who didn’t
even know I existed. When the doors whooshed open, I slipped into
the semi-air-conditioned car, where the pungent smells of exhaust
and metal pushed their way in as people rotated out. I caught a
whiff of overused cologne from the suit who had just vacated my
seat. For a moment, I considered moving, but I wanted to be in the
same place I was the last four Thursdays.

It was only a matter of time before she noticed the
familiarity of me in the same seat week after week. I adjusted my
bag under the bench and pulled out my tablet. I smiled when a book
I’d started late last night popped up on the screen. My day had
been so hectic I’d forgotten about it. I looked at my watch. We
would be at her stop in four minutes, and she would ride it until
two stops before mine.

With my first show less than three months away, I
needed extra studio time. To say I was nervous was an
understatement. One of my pieces had been noticed outside a
coffeeshop during a news story about an up-and-coming neighborhood,
and suddenly I was the next best artist in the greater Chicago
area. I knew my fame wouldn’t last, and my family really pushed me
to ride the wave while I could. My watch buzzed. I looked at the
message.

Have you made contact? Trish’s text made me
smile.

I picked up my phone and shot off a quick text.
In T-minus thirty seconds. I added a thumbs-up to show
confidence, more for myself than for her.

Maybe this time you should, oh, I don’t know, SAY
HI???

We’ll see.

Ugh. Don’t make me ride the train with you next week
and force you to talk to her. Because you know I will.

Trish was my champion. She was deliriously happy in
her marriage and wanted the same thing for me. This unknown woman
was the first one who’d made my heart beat faster in almost two
years.

When the train lurched to a stop, her stop, I
tensed. I pretended to be engrossed in my book, but truthfully, I
was using my peripheral vision to find her in the crowd. When I saw
the familiar black heels on the ribbed floor in front of me, I
looked up and held my breath. She looked at me. For the first time,
we made eye contact. Her eyes were blue, like mine, but lighter. My
breath hitched, and my stomach fluttered. Before I could smile, she
looked away and took a seat on the same side, but in a different
section. I closed my eyes and waited. A sugary scent washed over
me, and I smiled as the wave of sweetness carried me back to my
childhood when my parents took us to Navy Pier on the weekends, and
Trish and I gorged on cotton candy, caramel apples, and chocolate.
She smelled delicious. Today it was definitely chocolate. Last
week, she smelled like buttercream frosting.

With both hands, she cupped a small white box, held
together with a red, silky ribbon as if it were the most important
thing in her life, resting on her knees. I glimpsed her through the
people who sat and stood in the space between us. Her hair was long
and straight and the color of dark honey. She looked cool and calm
while I sat fifteen feet away holding my elbows away from my sides
for fear of sweating through my shirt. Even though the temperature
inside the train wasn’t bad, I was nervous because today I was
going to talk to her. Maybe. Probably not. I sighed when I saw she
was wearing earbuds. Not that I had the courage to talk to her, but
it was just another obstacle I could list when Trish asked me if
I’d made my move and I told her the same thing for the fifth week
in a row.

Is she there yet?

She’s wearing earbuds, and about two million
people are standing between us. Or maybe I’m talking to her right
now, and your buzzing is distracting. I answered Trish’s text
and waited for the backlash.

That’s bullshit. Bawk bawk. I smell chicken.
Chicken and egg emojis followed her words.

I don’t even know what I’m doing or why I’m
trying. I have to stay focused on my art. I don’t have time to
date.

Total lie. I was busy, but I always had time for
love and romance. It had just been too long, and I’d forgotten to
make it a priority.

My phone rang. “Well, now for sure I can’t talk to
her.” I answered Trish’s call with a low whisper.

“Maybe if I make you sound all important, she’ll
overhear the conversation, and you can impress her with your
knowledge of whatever it is you do at Tuft & Finley.”

“You’re funny. Talking about myself probably isn’t
the best way to impress a woman. Tell me what I missed after I
left,” I said.

Our company was growing, and things were starting to
fall through the cracks. We needed to hire more people because we
were already spread too thin. Tuft & Finley had started in
college as an environmental recycle project that turned into a
packaging company. We never thought it would grow into a profitable
business. We all had different dreams and goals after college, but
it was hard to walk away from its success. We were all at the point
where we wanted to sit back and relax a little, but we were working
just as hard now as we did back then. We needed at least five new
employees to pick up the slack.

“We went over a few resumes and scheduled interviews
for a second-shift warehouse manager, two office assistants, and an
outside sales rep, since ours decided to get knocked up,” Trish
said.

I laughed because she was referring to our partner,
Anna Finley, who’d just found out she was pregnant with twins.
“Come on. You could do that job in your sleep.”

“Yes, but that’s exactly what I want. Sleep. When
was the last time we all had quality time away from the office?”
Trish asked.

“Didn’t you just get back from Cancun last
month?”

“Four days and we never left the room, but I don’t
consider that a vacation.”

The train went silent right as I said, “Stop it.
I’ve heard you have sex before, and my virgin ears are still
burning.” I glanced at Thursday, fearful she’d heard me. She made
eye contact and lifted her eyebrow. She had definitely heard. She
and the ten or so people between us. I noticed her earbuds were
out. When was it ever quiet on the L? “Shit.”

“What?”

The noise level went back up. “The whole world
inside this car just heard me, including Thursday.” I hated that I
was too chickenshit to talk to her and find out her real name.

“Perfect. You have her attention. Now go over there
and be wonderful you.” Trish had more confidence in me than I
did.

“I’ll call you later.” I quickly hung up and sneaked
a peek at Thursday. She was back to being engrossed in whatever was
on her phone. When the train stopped again and several people
rotated out, I spotted available seats closer to her. I should have
made my move, but it would have been ridiculous to leave a
perfectly good seat near the door for one right next to her. Then
it would have been obvious that I was trying. I sighed and shot off
a text message.

Mission aborted. I’ll just enjoy the view when she
exits the train.

Gifs of people and animals fainting blew up my
phone. Even though they made me smile, I felt a ping of sadness. My
divorce from Mandy had destroyed me. I used to be confident and
knew how to talk to women, but Mandy had ripped my heart and my
confidence to shreds. Trish had spent the last eighteen months
trying to build me back up. The only good thing that came from my
deep depression was my art. It was dark and radiated anger, but
heartbreak sold, and I was using that negative energy to create
more pieces for my show. Nothing was more appealing than a tortured
artist’s soul.

TRIP HER! By mistake, I mean. Don’t let her fall on
her face. Oh, catch her!! How romantic.

I guess today isn’t my day. No worries. There’s
always next week.

I’m coming with you next time. I need to see what
you’ve been working on anyway.

How about you just drive over?

I took the train only because my warehouse studio
was in an industrial part of town. After I’d blown out my
luxury-sedan tires on nails and sharp metal pieces for the third
time, I gave up and started taking the L. My studio was right off
the platform. The noise didn’t bother me, and the rent was cheap.
When I had to transport pieces, I used my 1978 Ford F-250 with
wood-panel siding and a beat-up bed. It was an eyesore, but Lucy
was still reliable. I’d had her transmission replaced last year and
upgraded from an unused eight-track to a satellite radio system. It
was probably the most expensive thing about her.

No, thanks. I know about the nail bombs, and I don’t
want my car stolen.

I inserted an eye roll emoji. It’s not that
bad.

I shared the bottom story of a warehouse equally
with three other tenants. The second and third stories were blocked
off. We all had our own locked studios but had a common space that
housed a worn leather couch, two reclining chairs that didn’t
match, and two vending machines whose contents were questionable. I
swore the same bag of Funyuns was in there for over a year. I’d
donated a kitchen table with a bench and a refrigerator.

Ben, the owner of the building, worked on cars. His
overhead crane had rails that ran into my studio, and when I needed
to lift a piece onto Lucy’s bed or a larger flatbed, he helped out.
Sometimes we shared tools, but sometimes we wouldn’t talk for
weeks. The other two residents were artists, too. One painted
landscapes and played Ella Fitzgerald on loop. As much as I loved
hearing it, I needed Ben’s heavy metal when it was time to pound
out my anger. The other neighbor was quiet and brooding. I caught
glimpses of his black leather jacket and long black hair as he
slipped in and out of his studio and nodded when our eyes met
across the parking lot. He never talked much. Ben said he was a
photographer, but I never saw him with a camera or any kind of
equipment.

I put my phone down when the train slowed for
Thursday’s stop. I looked up when she walked by me, hoping we’d
make eye contact again, but she clutched her white box with both
hands and strolled by me as if I weren’t even there. I leaned back
and watched her step off the train and disappear into the rush-hour
crowd.

Where was she going? This stop was an older
neighborhood that had been upscale decades ago, but once the
suburbs of Chicago spread out, it was quickly forgotten. It lacked
modern conveniences like Starbucks and fast-food joints but boasted
Italian bakeries and diners that were open twenty-four hours. I had
no idea where she was going, but I decided that, one day, I was
going to find out.


Chapter Two

“Where do you think she goes? I mean, she must be
visiting someone because that neighborhood is mostly rows and rows
of greystones.”

“Maybe she lives there?”

“And takes the train home only one day a week?” I
asked. Trish and I were having coffee in her office, discussing the
meeting I’d skipped out on and everything I didn’t do on the train
but should have.

“You know, all you have to do is strike up a
conversation and find out. I really need to discover why this woman
is your kryptonite.” Trish topped off her cup and added a splash of
heavy cream and sugar.

“Maybe I’m just fixated on her because she’s
completely untouchable. Remember when I crushed on Dominique in
high school?”

“Remember when you dated Dominique in high school?
Yeah, you always get the girl. Let’s figure out why this mysterious
woman has you all flummoxed.” Trish leaned forward and put her
elbows on her desk. We both had the same color eyes, but I was
blessed with my mother’s long lashes, and Trish’s heavily applied
mascara couldn’t compare. She rested her chin on her linked fingers
and stared at me. “She’s beautiful, but she’s not friendly.”

“We don’t know that she’s not friendly.”

“She didn’t smile at you when you smiled at her, and
you have the best smile in the world. And you are the epitome of
cool. I mean, I know your confidence is tender right now, but trust
me, people are drawn to you. Always have been.”

“Then she’s not gay.”

“My straight friends all want to fuck you.”

I smiled. She wasn’t the first person to tell me
that. “Maybe she’s into femme women, not tender butches who
weld.”

“Everyone’s into artists. And you are barely
butch.”

I snorted at her generalization. I had on slacks, a
button-down shirt, sensible wingtips, and I wore makeup only when I
was sick or had a party to go to. And even then it was very
minimal. My dark hair brushed my collar and swooped across my
forehead. I was constantly running my fingers through it to push it
away from my eyes. Trish thought it looked adorable. I gave her the
that’s-not-the-look-I’m-going-for scowl. “Your straight friends are
into me?” I was deflecting because I didn’t want to continue this
conversation. I wouldn’t put it past Trish to follow me to the
train station and strike up a conversation with Thursday.

“Put it this way. I will never leave you and
Kimberly in a room alone together.”

I waved her off. “Oh, please. She’s so married, it’s
ridiculous.”

“Oh, she’s married, but she’s not dead. And she
always talks about you like you’re the cat’s meow.” Trish held up
her finger to stop me as she anticipated my crude retort about
pussy.

I laughed. “Well, you don’t have to worry about me
and Kimberly. She’s cute and all, but I’m not about to be her
experiment. Those never end well.” I cringed when I remembered my
first mistake with a straight woman. And my second. It seemed to be
a lesbian curse. Inevitably, we fell for a straight woman. I now
avoided them like the proverbial plague. “Let’s talk more about
business. When does Anna plan to take maternity leave?”

“I think she’s planning on taking half a year,
starting in three months. I have a feeling she’s going to want to
become a hands-off partner after the babies are born. It’s smart
for us to plan ahead. You need to sit in on the interviews though.
She’s very emotional right now, and I need a levelheaded person to
help make this decision.”

“That’s fine, but in the meantime, I need to figure
out how we’re going to do a generic box set for randomly sized
toys.” I held up two figurines from a video game, Alien Alliance,
that were different sizes. This was going to be hard since the
company was going to just randomly fill the twenty-compartment box
with a selection from three hundred character figurines.

“You might just have to make all the sizes the
same.” Trish shrugged. She was the consultant who made every person
feel like their project was the most important thing to our
company.

I was responsible for sitting in the meetings,
taking notes, and designing the product. “That’s too boring and too
easy. Besides, you don’t want the figurines to rattle around.”

“It’s not like they’re going to break. They’re
plastic. You’ve got this. I’m not worried.” Trish always said
that.

“I’ll head to my office and get started.” I was
already planning a cardboard design with sliding compartments.
These projects were fun. Plus, the clients were young and excited
about the success they were experiencing, so their thrill was
infectious.

“Don’t think I’ve forgotten about Thursday,” Trish
yelled as I was almost in my office.

I waved her off even though she couldn’t see me. I
needed to focus on this project, but mentioning Thursday threw me.
What was it about her that made me so nervous? I used to smile and
laugh with strangers, whether I was attracted to them or not. Now I
couldn’t even find the confidence to talk to a beautiful woman. My
last relationship had truly destroyed me. I don’t know how I’d
allowed myself to get that low, but I vowed never to do it
again.

My work phone rang. Clearly Trish wasn’t done with
our conversation. “I know, I know. Thursday. Next Thursday. I’ll
make my move.”

“You know I love you, right?” she asked.

“I know. I love you, too.”

“I only want you to meet her because…” She let the
unspoken words rest between us.

“Because my track record sucks.”

“Samantha was a bad relationship. And I can’t even
talk about Mandy yet.”

“Samantha was a really bad relationship,” I said.
She was my college sweetheart and the reason for my inability to
hold down a relationship. I had never known anyone more determined
to settle down with somebody financially secure. At first, I
thought it was just youth and how we all wanted to make money when
we were done earning our degrees. We had big plans for the
exorbitant salaries we dreamed of making. Samantha and I were going
to travel Europe together after graduation, but then she realized
that artists didn’t make the kind of money doctors, lawyers, and
business graduates did. She strongly encouraged me to take a few
business classes, which I did, but dumped me the minute a woman
with a trust fund and a membership to a country club showed up in
her life.

I considered the poor college life charming and the
quintessential American experience: the mountain of debt when I
graduated, ramen noodles and peanut-butter sandwiches as a daily
staple, and a degree that would serve me no purpose other than to
say I went to college for four years. Trish was there when Samantha
broke up with me. I thought she was going to knock her lights out.
It took all my strength to hold her back. I was heartbroken, with
substantial debt that I racked up trying to buy Samantha nice
things to keep her happy.

“And don’t worry. I’m not going to fall in love with
someone who has such different goals from me. I won’t do that
again. My true love will love me for me.”

I thought that comment would get me a heavy sigh,
but Trish surprised me. “I would give anything for Samantha to see
you now, baby sis. Successful business and a famous artist.”

“Oh, stop. I’m sure she’s forgotten about me by
now.”

“Good riddance.” I heard the bite in Trish’s
voice.

“It won’t happen again.” The Samantha Incident had
really hardened me. Once Tuft & Finley was up and running, I
had a few hours here and there for myself, so I hit the gay bars
and blew through a lot of women. My reputation five years ago was
questionable. Trish had to stage an intervention and get me back on
track. Breaking hearts around Chicago wasn’t good for me or the
business. I took a step back from my life, and that’s when I met
Mandy. God, what a fucking manipulator. She made Samantha seem
tame.

“Don’t worry. I won’t make that mistake either. As a
matter of fact, I’m going to hang on to your debit and credit cards
the next time you date somebody. I’ll dole out cash when you go on
dates.”

“I almost want this to happen. Almost.” I couldn’t
think about how many tens of thousands of dollars Mandy stole from
me over the course of our joke of a marriage without wanting to
throw something or cry.

“You’re too nice and generous. This would be so much
easier if you liked men. They are so easy to read.”

“No, thanks. You and Rob are wonderful, but I’ll
find somebody after I’m done with my show. Right now, that has to
be my main focus.”

“And your video-gaming clients.”

“Let me get to work. Hey, thanks for looking out for
me.”

“That’s what family does. We look out for one
another. Go to work. You have a deadline.”

I hung up, smiling. Even though my love life was
shit, my home life was strong. Our parents were only about thirty
minutes from work, and my mother baked cookies or muffins for the
company every Friday. It was nice to see her during the day because
my nights were for welding. Even though she tried hard not to play
favorites, she had a soft spot for me because I wore my heart on my
sleeve like she did. Trish took after our father: headstrong and
all business. I looked at the clock. Only a few more hours of
design work, and then I could head to my studio and lock myself in
it for the weekend.

Sometimes I slept in Lucy, and sometimes I crashed
on the couch in the communal area. Ben cared only when he wanted to
do the same. A sofa sleeper for my studio was probably a good idea.
There was plumbing for a shower in the small bathroom, but I never
got around to putting a showerhead on it. My life would be easier
if I did and kept a change of clothes there. I worked better when I
was clean. I was used to the smell of welding, but it wasn’t
pleasant.

I made a list of what I needed to get done this
weekend and then jumped online to buy new things for my shop. My
summer was going to be intense. Truthfully, I didn’t have time for
Thursday or any other woman until after my show. At least that was
the lie I told myself.


Chapter Three

“When’s your show again?” Ben held the door open for
me on his way out.

“September tenth. Why? Are you going to be
there?”

“I told you I’d help unload your sculptures. Of
course, I’m going to be there.” Ben was a nice guy, but if people
met him in a dark alley, they would assume he had a collection of
bodies in barrels hidden somewhere on the closed-off second and
third floors. He stood well over six feet, shaved his head, and
sported a giant black, bushy beard that gave off a murderous
lumberjack vibe.

“I don’t think they’ll need your help since they
have a crew who does it.” I couldn’t tell if he was offended or
sad, so I quickly added, “But I would love to have you around as a
supervisor. I’ll let you know when I find out. And thanks, Ben.
You’re the best.”

He grunted and continued his trek down the stairs
until he reached his white windowless van. It didn’t help how
people perceived him, but Ben didn’t care. He was great at his job,
and people waited months for him to work on their classic cars. He
offered to beef up Lucy for me, but she was perfect the way she
was.

I unlocked my studio door and threw my bag onto my
new sofa sleeper. I was the proud owner of a matching set of
furniture, a coffee table, two new
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