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I was so looking forward to the weekend with Audrey. She was my BFF from high school, and the only reason I kept coming back to the small town I grew up in on college breaks.

Well, her and her father. But Audrey's father, Michael, was not going to be at their cabin this weekend. It would be just us two girls, sitting in the hot tub, drinking cool wine, and bitching lightheartedly about the problems in our lives.

And I also didn’t have to stay at my childhood home and watch my own father slowly drinking himself to death while watching sports on tv 24/7.

My mother died when I was fourteen. A car crash that my father survived. But he had never forgiven himself for her death.

Over the past eight years I had watched him slowly degenerate.

But Audrey's father had kind of taken his place. Giving both of us lifts to and from school and activities, and cooking BBQs at the weekends.

I slowly started spending more and more time in Audrey’s house than I had in my own. But I had seen Audrey's father less in the last few years, as both Audrey and myself went off to college. But my thoughts often turned to him. When I would see something stupid or funny, on social media I would share it with him. And he always liked everything that I posted.

But still, I never seemed to outgrow my schoolgirl crush on him. Even now at twenty one, when I was much too old to have a crush on anyone, I still compared every boy I dated to him. Which resulted in not having many second dates.

And no third dates, if you know what I mean.

Not that anything could ever come of my fantasies about Audrey’s father. I am sure that he still thinks of both his daughter and me as little girls. So whatever feelings I might have were destined to remain a fantasy.

Not to mention what making a move on her father would do to my relationship with Audrey.

I once again put such thoughts out of my mind as I flick the windscreen wipers to full speed. I am heading up to the cabin in my own car, with Audrey coming along later, and the rain is starting to get very heavy. If it doesn’t ease up soon we won’t be getting into the outdoor hot tub at the cabin this weekend.

But still, sipping cold wine as we lounge about on the sofas inside the cabin will be nearly as good.

The whole point of the weekend is to just hang out and de-stress. We had both been working hard on our finals. And now that we had both finished our exams we were ready for some relaxation. And what better place than out in the woods with no phone service and no internet to distract us.

“Digital detox” might be all the rage these days. But Audrey's father has been taking us out to his cabin several times a year to “get back to nature” as he calls it, ever since we have known each other. And it’s a ritual that we have continued during our college years.

Though these days Michael, Audrey's father, is usually too busy to come with us.

I often wondered what it would be like to “get back to nature” with him.

I sight out loud.

There I go again having all these wild fantasies about my best friend’s father.

But, truth be told, my feelings for him is why I have never gotten serious with any of the handful of guys I have dated during my life.

Yes, I was a twenty one year old virgin.

Something I have never revealed even to Audrey. And I could definitely never tell her the reason why.

Once again I push all these thoughts out of my mind and concentrate on driving in the rain. I am using my mother’s old car. The one they didn’t have the accident in. My father had not replaced his car.

I sigh again thinking about my father. But I have never been able to get him to open up about his feelings. When I come home to check up on him he keeps all the conversations casual and superficial. We never talk about the accident or anything of any importance. Definitely never about our feelings.

I can’t help worrying about him. But I have also come to accept that there is not much that I can do to help him either.

Once again I drag myself from my thoughts and back to the present.

I am driving through the small town that is nestled in the valley at the foot of the mountain. It is little more than a main street, still inhabited by mom and pops stores.

I slow down, watching the people scurry back to their cars, huddled against the rain. I even see a couple of the stores closing up early. Looking up at the sky all I can see are angry clouds. I guess not many people are going out shopping in a storm.

As I drive slowly over the bridge at the end of town I look out and see that the river is higher than I can ever remember seeing it before.

The water level is almost up to the level of the roadway in the bridge.

But considering that the rain is so heavy that it is like driving through fog I am not surprised that the river would be so high.

I don’t know if it was the wind, or the age of the bridge, but I am sure I feel a few shakes as I drive across.

But soon I am back on solid ground and heading up the single road that runs out of town and up the mountain where the cabin is.

I see a couple of other people on the road. All driving pickup trucks and looking like outdoors people as I catch glimpses of them passing in the rain. They are all heading back down the mountain.

The car skids a little as I take a sharp bend.

I slow down, remembering that the tires are probably nearly as old as the car. I know that my father drives to the store every second day, but that the car is not used for anything else.

I skid again. The rain is so heavy that it is forming a film across the surface of the road.

But I have driven up to the cabin many times. In fifteen minutes I will be safe and dry. And opening the first bottle of wine as I wait for Audrey to join me.
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I give the cabin one last walk through as I prepare to head down the mountain. I definitely don’t need to be here while my daughter and her friend, Emily, are hanging out for the weekend.

I glanced out the kitchen window to the hot tub which I’ve cleaned today. I’ve put the cover back on because the clouds are rolling in and a light rain had started to fall as I had finished cleaning it. However, now the rain was getting much heavier and I was beginning to doubt if they would get to use the hot tub this weekend.

Thoughts of Emily in a bikini flash across my mind and I briefly fantasize about holding her subtle body in my arms as our bodies intertwine.

Then I chide myself for once again having such inappropriate thoughts about my daughter's best friend. A girl I’ve known since she was fourteen. 

Not that she was fourteen anymore. At twenty one she could give any girl a run for their money. And my thoughts often turned to her. The fact that she shares a constant stream of funny observations, from incorrectly spelled signs to cute puppy pictures on her social media just made her all the more appealing. The combination of a hot body and a sensitive soul is almost irresistible.

But she never mentions any boyfriends. Unlike my daughter's feed, which was full of party photos featuring the steady stream of hot guys my daughter sequentially dates.

All in all, I would much rather Audrey come up to the cabin with Emily than any of those "party people”. Not that I can have an opinion on the sex life of my adult daughter. Or her friend, I remind myself as I try to clear thoughts of Emily from my mind.

Let’s not follow down that train of thought, I say to myself. Or I will end up sounding like a dirty old man.

Because that is what she must think of me. The father of her best friend. Hardly the object of her romantic interests.

I once again put those thoughts to the back of my mind and head for the front door.

Just as I am opening the door the phone rings.

This far from town there is no phone or internet reception, and I want the girls to be able to call if they need me. So I had a good old fashioned landline put in. Even though the phone company had charged me by the mile for laying the line, it was still cheaper and more reliable than a satellite link.

I also considered it the best of both worlds in terms of connectivity. I am still in contact in the event of an emergency, but there is no distraction from social media or online streaming.

I lift up the receiver.

"Hello," I say, knowing very well that the only person who could be calling was my daughter Audrey.

"Hi, Dad. You're
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