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Last Call 

An Inspiration, Iowa/Calling It Short Story 
 

The last time Bobby Finn had been at the airport to pick up Jayne, she’d flown at him so hard 

she’d nearly knocked him over. She was that happy to see him—and the truth of the matter was he’d 

wanted to see her just as much. But that had been a year ago, another lifetime. Yet even now just the 

thought of seeing her lit him up inside—especially now, despite how unlikely it was that she would feel the 

same.  

Walking away from her was the hardest thing he’d done in his life. He’d had no doubt it was what 

she wanted, though, so it was exactly what he’d done. And although he still felt like he was dying a little bit 

more every day, when she’d asked him to meet her here today, he’d done that, too.    

I can’t face them alone, her text had said. I need you to help me through this.  

He wished he could say he didn’t know what she meant or that she was making a big deal out of 

nothing. There was a whole lot of “them,” however, and down to the very last one, they’d be nearly as 

heartbroken as he was when they learned the truth: the storybook romance of Bobby Finn and Jayne 

Malone—the one that had begun fifteen years before, the day Jayne walked into Bobby’s 6th grade 

homeroom, and carried them all the way through to making it big in New York City—was over. That it had 

been over for nearly six months, even though for three of those months they’d still lived together, trying to 

find the love and the light that used to overflow from both of them.  

He’d been trying to find it, at least. She’d given up long before he had, he’d finally had to admit. 

But he was as close to accepting it now as he’d ever be. Close enough, in fact, to know that this was the last 

time he’d ever see her. Getting through the next twenty-four hours was going to be almost more than he 

could take. But he would do it for her—and then he’d make sure to get out of her life forever. 

As he stared down at his phone, his thumb running over her picture as though it were her lips he 

was brushing across, he saw that she was texting something to him this very minute. Even now, despite all 

that had happened between them, there was a glimmer of hope that she might’ve changed her mind.  

Christ, he was pathetic. Whipped, as his friends had never hesitated to say.  
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Hell, yes, he was. It had been that way since he was eleven years old and he’d had no problem 

with that whatsoever. 

The dots that indicated she was writing something disappeared without any text showing up in 

their place. Then more appeared, followed once again by no text. This went on for a full minute, much to 

Bobby’s amusement. He could picture her sitting there with her blonde hair piled up on top of her head as 

she bit her lip and tried to think of the perfect thing to say. All she eventually ended up with, however, was:  

Just landed. Be there in ten.  

There was no question where “there” was. Even though they’d traveled separately from New York 

City to Des Moines, two days apart, no less, she knew he’d meet her at the gate. It was just what he’d 

always done.  

Of course that also meant he saw her before she saw him—saw the pain in her eyes as she scanned 

the crowd. Saw the flash of heat in her gaze when she saw him standing there; saw the way she shut it 

down a millisecond after that.  

That more than anything made him force himself to look away. It was bad enough that every cell 

in his body reacted to the sight of her. That even from fifty feet away he could practically smell the 

strawberry shampoo she used, could taste the sweetness of her tongue as it darted past his lips, could feel 

her muscles shift beneath his hand as he ran it down her side from shoulder to knee. But seeing the pain and 

the heat, knowing there was still something inside of her that felt for something inside of him… That hurt 

more than anything else. That was going to destroy whatever was still keeping him alive.  

“You came,” she said as soon as she was near enough for him to hear.  

It took everything he had not to wrap his arms around her and hold on tight. Instead, he reached 

for her bag even though he knew she was more than able to carry it herself. The dance troupe she was part 

of was more athletic than anything he’d done in ten years of playing football or the six years after that. 

Hell, she could probably carry him. “Of course I did.”  

Her eyes brimmed with tears as soon as he spoke. “You look good, Bobby,” she softly said. 

“Really good.”  

Right. Because all he’d done in six months was work and go to the gym. Punish himself for 

whatever he’d done that had made her distance herself from him, even though to this day he had no clue 
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what that was. Hell, he had wracked his brain for months trying to figure it out. Sure they’d fought over 

things occasionally—didn’t everyone? And she’d been understandably emotional after losing the baby, a 

roller coaster he’d been happy to ride with her, give her whatever he had to give. But one week they were 

talking babies and family and the next, well… And then the next it was all shot to hell and she’d just shut 

down. Had shut him out entirely. He’d been desperate to help her, had begged her to tell him what else he 

could do. But the most he’d ever gotten out of her was a sad smile and a shake of her head. God damn it—

she wouldn’t even let him see her cry, wouldn’t let him hold her…  

Even as whipped as he was there was only so much a guy could take.  

“You do, too,” he couldn’t help but say, hating the gruffness in his own voice. Looking away 

again, he ran his hand through his hair. “You always do.”  

When his eyes came back up to meet hers, however, any trace of sadness was gone and replaced 

entirely with fire—and not the I-want-you-so-badly-I-can-barely-breathe kind from a few moments before. 

This was fury through and through, enough so for him to take a step back in surprise. With a huff, she 

turned on her heel and burned a path out of the terminal.  

Well, okay, then. After taking a deep breath or two, Bobby’s hand tightened around the strap of 

her bag as he followed her.  

Her mood didn’t bode well for the forty-five minute drive back to their hometown of Inspiration, 

Iowa. But he found he was almost disappointed when, rather than lay into him for whatever it was she was 

angry about, she quietly climbed into his truck and said, “Mind if I sleep? I’m really beat.”  

“Fine,” he snapped, even though it wasn’t. Not even close.  

But it did mean he wouldn’t have to go into any details about what awaited her at home, which for 

him had been a whole lot of questions about why they weren’t engaged yet. Since Jayne’s mother was 

about a billion times the meddler that his own mom was—and since the two women had been best friends 

since first grade and planning the wedding of their children from even before he and Jayne had met—he 

was 100% sure their plan was to double-team him and Jayne. That unfortunately hadn’t occurred to him 

when he’d booked his ticket for two days before Jayne would be flying home. He’d walked into his mom’s 

kitchen to see her and Mrs. Malone lying there in wait. He’d been able to hold them off by explaining he’d 

come home a little early to hang out with his cousin, Mike, but the second everyone saw him and Jayne 
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together they’d know. There was no way around it. Especially if she flat-out refused to speak to him the 

way she was doing right now. 

Hell. He’d actually hoped the drive would help. In fact, he’d borrowed his grandfather’s truck for 

that very reason—a twenty-year-old pick-up with a radio that hadn't worked since the day Grandpa drove 

the truck off the used car lot—because Bobby had figured it would prompt Jayne to talk. Instead, it was just 

another void she didn't seem to want to fill. 

No—take that back. 'Want' was too strong a word. It was more that she didn't care to. Hadn't cared 

to do much of anything since that awful night. 

He stole a sideways glance. Bobby sometimes wished that she weren't quite so beautiful. Every 

time he worked the nerve up to say something, he found she just took his breath away, blinding him with 

her shining hair and gleaming eyes no matter how dark the night. It used to be that she'd catch him looking 

and not let him go. Now she just— 

He snapped his head back when his eyes unexpectedly met hers—saw something he’d thought 

long dead spark to life in hers.  

Shit. She was supposed to be sleeping. "Sorry,” he said. “I didn't mean to, uh..."  

Not at all prepared for the waves of emotion coursing through him after all the months apart, his 

words froze in his throat. God, he was pathetic. The first time she shows any life since before it happened 

and you blow it. What an idiot. What a fucking— 

"You can talk to me, you know," she said, twisting her body so that she was facing him. "I'm still 

Jayne inside; it's just the baby that's gone." Her hands went to her stomach—that she still did that surprised 

him, although it probably shouldn’t have—and the veil came over her eyes.  

That part didn’t surprise him at all. That look had shown up the night they’d lost the baby; he was 

well aware it signified the beginning of the end.  

She turned her back to him and looked out the window; her forehead touched the glass. "It's just 

the baby that's gone," she repeated quietly. 

Instinctively, he reached his hand toward her and then immediately pulled it back. If she’d barely 

let him touch her in the three months they’d stayed together after that night, there was no way she’d allow it 

now. And even if she had, he couldn’t deny that her response to his attempts to comfort her had been 
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almost as devastating as her losing the baby in the first place. The crying he could have taken; the flinching 

when he tried to comfort her, however... He’d never felt more helpless in his life. 

"Bobby!" 

He looked up in time to slam on the brakes and avoid hitting the deer that had darted out into the 

middle of the road. This time when his hand went to Jayne it stayed there—or, at least, it did until the truck 

had shuddered to a stop and he realized where his hand was resting: right on top of Jayne's, which were, in 

turn, clutching even more tightly now at where the baby had been. 

Rather than the flinch he'd become used to, however, the moment he realized he was touching her 

hand, there was a jolt of lightning strong enough to fuse their fingers together. Stronger, almost, than the 

one he'd felt the first time they'd kissed. Than anything he’d felt since. And just like that, he could feel her 

walls crashing down. "Jayne..." he said at the same moment she leaned forward and whispered his name. 

The moment was interrupted by a strident horn that turned out to be attached to a 16-wheeler—one 

suddenly taking up a whole lot of the rearview mirror. There wasn't even time to swear. With a yank of the 

wheel, Bobby got them off the road. Another split second or two and the semi would have clipped them.  

Holy shit.  

Holy fucking shit. 

After the dust cloud settled and he'd mostly stopped shaking, Bobby muttered, "There you go. 

Shows exactly how much I'd suck at being a father anyway." 

“That’s not true,” she whispered, her expression fierce for a split second of a moment before the 

spark disappeared. In its place was that smile again; that achingly sad smile. Jayne’s head went back to the 

window and she dully stared outside. The fact that they’d nearly been flattened due to his outright stupidity 

didn’t seem to faze her at all. "At least you didn't actually kill us. You have me for that." 

What?  

He stared at her as her words hit him. Did she…? Did she seriously think she was to blame?  

Well that was…  

Christ. That would certainly explain some things. He knew she hadn’t been thrilled about getting 

pregnant when she did. That being a professional dancer was all she’d ever wanted and that having a 

baby—even if it was something they’d planned on eventually—had been difficult for her to come to terms 
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with, especially as she was finally settling into something solid after five years of pounding the pavement 

along with the billion other dancers in New York. For as much as he’d wanted to shout news of her 

pregnancy to the rooftops, he’d kept himself quiet. Had, in fact, been exceedingly careful to keep his own 

thoughts on the matter as close to the vest as he possibly could. Had kept her from seeing the way his heart 

had shattered when the doctor came in to tell them the news that the baby was gone. 

But it hadn’t occurred to him that she’d blamed herself. That maybe even she thought he did.  

“Jayne…”  

For as much as he suddenly understood, he had absolutely no clue as to what he should do or say. 

He certainly wasn't about to agree with her. But, as he'd learned that night, reassuring words weren't 

welcome either. If the flinches weren't enough to make that clear, there were the late night trips to the 

bathroom, the ones where she’d waited until she thought he was asleep to leave their bed and then weep for 

hours behind the locked door. 

Feeling as inadequate now as he had then, he looked down at his hands, squarely set on the 

steering wheel. Should he be trying to convince her to get back together? How much he loved her? That 

working through this together was better than trying to do it apart?  

Or should he just be letting her get on with her life.  

He had no idea what was for the best; right now, in fact, the only thing he was thinking was that 

this was a mistake. This whole trip had been a mistake. If they hadn't been coming home for the 4th of July 

for each of the six years since they’d moved east, he wouldn't have thought twice about bailing. Let the 

families and friends know he and Jayne had broken up from a distance, let them get over it in their own 

way, and then show up once it was no longer more important than news like that should be. Jayne had said 

she wanted to go, though ("We should tell them in person. Or else they might not believe it’s true.") so he 

had booked the tickets as usual and then reserved himself a room at the local motel so he’d have a place to 

escape to when he couldn’t bear it anymore.  

The only saving grace was that they hadn't told anyone about the baby.  

Then again, that sucked too, since he'd spent a good portion of the previous day watching his 

nieces and nephews play, all the while thinking how he'd expected to be making an announcement of his 

own. Not the one their moms wanted—they would much rather he and Jayne be married first—but close 
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enough. They'd made it highly clear how much they each wanted more grandkids; he figured they'd have 

been able to live with the unplanned, out-of-wedlock thing once they got over the shock.  

Clearly knowing what he was trying to find the words to say—and not wanting his comfort any 

more than she ever had—Jayne’s eyes narrowed.  

And then out of the blue she hit him with a question that never in a million years would he have 

expected: "Who's Michaela Rose?"  

Startled, Bobby turned to her. Had he heard her right? God, he hoped not. That wasn’t a question 

he was ready to answer. "What?" 

"Michaela Rose. You’d say her name at night," Jayne answered, voice hardening as she looked 

down at her hands. They'd moved from stomach to lap. The steel in her voice left no doubt as to what she 

was asking, especially as she coldly added, “Every damn night until I couldn’t take it any more.” And then 

all the anger she’d clearly held back—the life inside of her that he’d so desperately wanted back—was 

front and center unlike anything he’d seen from Jayne ever before. "What the fuck, Bobby? Who the hell is 

Michaela freaking Rose? And why was she the one who made you cry?" 

Bobby stared at her, his mouth falling open. The glimmer of hope burst into a brilliant sheen.  

She thought he’d cheated on her? She actually thought he’d cheat? He’d never strayed and 

wouldn’t in this lifetime or the next.  

A smile came over his face. Because all that outrage could only mean one thing: she still cared. No 

one could be that angry over someone they didn’t still want to be with; at least he hoped to hell not. It was 

such a rush to the system—and so completely off-base—that he laughed. 

Big mistake, of course. She glared at him and then whirled around, pushing the door open with 

enough force that she may have broken it. She was out of the truck before he could call her name; out of the 

truck and swiftly walking up the road from him and away. 

Shit.  

"Jayne!" He jumped out of the truck and ran after her, all the while forcing himself to wipe the 

smile off his face. Reaching her, he grabbed her arm. "It wasn't like that." 

Yanking her arm away, Jayne just kept walking. "That's what you said the last time." 
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The last time. Oh, for Christ’s sake. The “last time” was right when they’d moved to New York 

after college and she’d insisted they at least try and date other people to see if what they had was enough to 

last them a lifetime. A lifetime together was never something Bobby had doubted, but he’d gone along with 

her so she could get it out of her head. Whipped, as previously established. The ironic thing was that the 

only other woman he’d liked enough to meet up with was gay and going through an equally asinine process 

in an attempt to appease her parents. Nothing remotely romantic had happened.  

Jayne had not considered that either ironic or amusing, which was why Bobby chose not to make a 

big deal out of the fact that he still regularly met Jess for coffee. It was passive aggressive bullshit. He 

knew this full well. But he also knew how badly he needed to see that spark of jealousy flash through 

Jayne’s eyes every once in a while. That little bit of proof that he still meant as much to her as she meant to 

him. And for the first time in what seemed like forever, she was showing that in spades.  

So, fine. She wanted an explanation? He’d be more than happy to tell her all about Michaela Rose: 

"She’d have had blonde hair, just like you." 

Jayne's wrapped her arms around her body, sniffling loudly as she kept up her pace. 

"Would wear it in long braids, though, with purple ribbons." 

That made Jayne slow down a little, although she didn't quite stop. 

 "Would have kicked every boy's ass from New York to Iowa, whether she got her mom's crazy-ass 

legs or not." 

He could see from the way she froze in place that she was finally getting what he was saying. It 

would be kind of hard not to when Jayne’s legs—strong enough to either propel her into the air or hold him 

in place beneath her—had been a topic of conversation between them since they were sixteen and she’d 

gotten some idea in her head that she needed to be twenty pounds lighter than she was.  

When Jayne turned around, she was still holding herself tightly and her head was ducked down. 

But she had the first genuine smile on her face that Bobby had seen in months. Though it was tinged with 

sadness and tears and relief, he found it radiant enough that speaking would be an issue if he had to do it 

anytime soon. It hit him hard, spreading warmth throughout his whole being. When she began to speak, he 

was so grateful for the feeling that he almost missed what it was she was actually saying: "Your last name 

is Finn, Bobby. You can't have a baby named Michaela when that’s your last name.” 
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He had no idea what she was getting at, which was probably why she added, “Mickey? Mickey 

Finn? That would be a horrible thing to do." 

Her exasperation almost had him smiling. And it wasn’t that he disagreed; but, to be honest, that 

train of thought had never occurred to him. By the time he’d started thinking of the baby as having a name, 

he’d also realized by then, well… "I figured you’d decided you didn't really want to marry me.” She’d 

certainly gotten good at avoiding situations where the subject might come up. “So, you know, I thought I’d 

get the first name, you’d get the last..." He shrugged. "Mickey Malone isn't really that bad." 

Her face turned sad again, although this time the icy bitterness that seemed to have taken up 

permanent residence was gone. In its place was that anger again—red, hot, and searing as she said, "So 

that’s it? We weren’t getting married? After all this time you just went and decided that for us? That's not 

the kind of decision you get to make alone." She started advancing toward him and, like any man who 

knew what was good for him, he started retreating. He stopped only when his back hit the truck, leaving his 

chest wide open to the somewhat painful jab from her finger as she snapped, "We were supposed to talk 

about it. You’re supposed to ask and I'm supposed to get to answer." 

“Seriously?” He grabbed her wrist.  

No. No freaking way. She didn't get to be mad at him—not about this. Every time he’d brought up 

their future she had said she wasn’t ready to talk about it. And that horrible night, the first night she’d had 

off in ages, which was why he’d finally decided to have it out with her once and for all, she’d refused to 

even hear him out.  

"I wanted to!” he heard himself yelling—heard the frustration and hurt and devastation from the 

last six months come out in his words no matter how much he tried to contain it. “I asked you not to go out 

with your friends that night. I told you I wanted to talk.” Hell, he’d had the ring and flowers and 

everything. “But you…" Christ—he was even gripping her arm so tightly there was a red mark on her skin. 

Letting go, he looked down at the ground. "You said no. You didn't even want to discuss it." 

Rather than try to defend herself, her hands fell to her sides. "That's why you wanted me to stay 

home? It wasn't because...?" Her arms went back around herself and she starting trembling—no, shaking. "I 

thought..." She emitted a sound that started out as a sob but ended as a laugh. 
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Great. Another reaction he had no idea what to do with. He may have—reluctantly—accepted she 

didn't want his comfort, but he sure as hell wasn't quite ready to join in on the laughter. Not at this point; 

not until she'd at least given him a sense of what was so funny. "Maybe you want to let me in on the joke?" 

"No," she answered, although it was so quiet it seemed to be mostly directed inward. "I really 

don't." 

Fuck. He wanted her more than anything else he’d ever known. She was all he’d ever wanted; and 

since she was part of every single aspect of his life from middle school on, he wasn’t sure it was possible to 

get enough distance for that to change. Hell. All he had to do was look up at the evening sky and he was 

reminded of her thanks to the insanely cheesy gift he’d given her at the wise old age of fourteen when he’d 

had the idea to name a star after her. But even that memory was better than it should be because she’d done 

the same for him for his eighteenth birthday. He’d been a week away from leaving for his freshman year at 

Ohio State and she’d wanted to make sure that all he needed to do to be reminded of her was to look up at 

the sky, and there he’d see their stars shining brightly together.  

Damn it. Even if he’d thought about moving home after all of this, he had no choice but to stay in 

New York. It was so damn bright it was probably the only place in the world he wouldn’t have to be 

reminded of those goddamned stars all the time. Because even after the last six months—during the last 

several of which he’d been actively trying to envision being with someone else—he couldn’t see loving any 

other woman the way he loved her.  

But he was done playing games. Done dangling at the end of this rope she was holding above him. 

"I'll tell you what.” Folding his arms across his chest, Bobby set his gaze over her shoulder. “You take all 

the time you need. I'll be in the truck if you decide you want to clue me in." He knew it wasn't the most 

mature of things to do, but honestly, being the strong, solid, I'll-be-there-when-you-need-me type guy 

hadn't exactly been an overwhelming success either. 

He was being a complete and utter jackass; this was clear even to him by the time he was to the 

cab. By that point he had kind of committed though, and it felt even worse to turn around and go back. He 

did manage not to slam the door at least.  

Leaning his head back against the seat, he took a deep breath. 

She was my baby, too. 
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He knew how juvenile, even petulant, that sounded and yet he couldn't deny it was a pretty 

dominant train of thought of late. 

Knowing this had probably been his only chance certainly didn't do anything to help. If it hadn't 

been for the complete failure of their birth control, Jayne wouldn't have gotten pregnant in the first place. 

Despite her obvious devastation—or maybe because of it—he wasn't sure she'd ever want to try again. She 

clearly had no interest in trying again with him. And whether this relationship was doomed or not, he 

couldn't see himself ever moving beyond it. Every time he tried, he found himself wandering back. He 

figured this was what his life was meant to be; hoped that when she finally ended it once and for all, he'd 

somehow manage to find his way. Having something to live for—a little girl or boy to brighten up the day, 

well... 

She was my baby, too. 

Bobby looked at the glove compartment. The thing about borrowing Grandpa's truck was there 

was usually a bottle of J.D. stashed within reach. He was beyond tempted to grab it. The passenger door 

opened before he could make a move, however. Climbing up into her seat, Jayne picked up the 

conversation right where it had been left off, saying, "I thought you didn't want me to go out that night 

because you were afraid I'd hurt the baby. That, because of my dancing, I was hurting the baby and that you 

thought I should be taking off at least that one night. And then..." She looked away as her eyes filled up 

with tears again. "I thought you thought it was my fault. I figured you hated me; that you’ve spent all this 

time hating me as much as I hated myself." 

Her words overwhelmed him. The emotion hit so hard all he could do was close his eyes and turn 

his head away. And it did put a different light on things. He could kind of see where the laughter had come 

from; he felt a bit of hysteria coming on himself, in fact. Relief might even be the way to describe it. 

Because he knew this was her taking that first step back towards him. He could practically see the ice 

around her start to thaw. For the first time in months he tentatively reached out his hand thinking she might 

actually take it. "You thought wrong." 

Flashing a smile that seemed without any shadow at all, she said, "Seems like." She reached over 

and laced her fingers through his, staring down as though she'd never seen a pair of hands entwined in such 

a way. "Maybe next time you decide I’m not going to marry you, you should ask me first if I want to weigh 
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in." Then a tear tracked down her cheek and she pulled her hand away. Looked out the window again. 

Leaned her head against it and closed her eyes.  

It was strange that that was the moment he truly saw her. That after fifteen years together, he 

thought he’d seen the truth of her time and time again. But somehow he’d never seen this. He’d seen the 

brilliance of her but not the shadows; had never seen her fears or her doubts. And it was like he was 

suddenly seeing her for the first time. He reached out for her. Took the tendril of hair that had broken free 

from its elastic and brushed it behind her ear. “Do you want to get married, Jayne?” Funny that he didn’t 

really know the answer to that. That he’d assumed she did, assumed he was the one she’d want to marry, 

and then, as she’d so clearly stated, had single-handedly decided her answer would be no, was painfully 

clear. But they’d never actually spoken the words, not once in their entire lives. And he had no clue as to 

what her answer would actually be. “Do you want to be married to me?”  

Somehow, even though her eyes had opened and she’d turned to him, she’d gone perfectly still.  

“Because I want to be married to you,” he said, deciding that, regardless of what her answer might 

be, she should at least be aware of how he felt. “I want that more than just about anything I’ve ever wanted 

in my life.”     

“Bobby…” she finally said, her voice a scratchy whisper.  

Without giving her a chance to finish her thought, he looked back at the road and shifted into gear. 

“But you need to want it as much as I do.” Waiting for a truck to speed by, he gunned the gas and got back 

onto the road. “So maybe you could think that over and let me know what you decide.” 

It wasn’t meant as an ultimatum. He just…  

He just needed to know if it was time to get on with his life. If maybe he was holding on to 

something that had run its natural course a long time ago and he’d been too content with the comfort of it 

all that he hadn’t even realized it.  

They drove the rest of the way in silence. Or, rather, with her pretending to sleep and him 

pretending not to notice that she was doing everything she could to hold herself together since he knew 

how much she hated to cry. How much she hated even more when he acknowledged it, and that was how 

she’d felt before she got pregnant. Now? Fuck no.  
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So it surprised the hell out of him when he pulled to a stop in front of her parents’ house and 

turned to see that there were tears streaming liberally down her face.  

“Do you ever wonder what would have happened with us if we’d just met in a bar somewhere?” 

she asked. “If maybe you didn’t know every single dream I’ve ever had and every single way I’ve failed?”  

He didn’t bother telling her that she hadn’t failed at anything. That he’d never met anyone half as 

capable as she was at achieving whatever it was she set out to do. Forcing himself not to reach for her 

again, he put both hands on the steering wheel and clutched it tightly. “I have no doubt whatsoever that 

whatever moment in time we happened to meet is the moment I’d fall in love with you.”  

With an exasperated shake of her head, she let a sound out that was half laugh, half sob. “I’m so 

broken, Bobby,” she said. “Just so messed up inside. There are so many pieces of me scattered around, I 

don’t think even you can find them all and fix me.”  

Hell. “Jay—” 

She surged forward before he could even finish saying her name, cupping his face in her hands, 

her mouth covering his. As much as he’d wanted to taste her again—as much as he’d craved it—he felt the 

air leave his lungs, tasted the salt of their mingled tears.  

And there was no question in his mind that this was their last kiss.  

Trembling, she jerked away. Blindly reached behind her for the door and then grabbed her 

backpack and scrambled out.  

He watched as she rushed up the steps; watched the joy on her mother’s face when the door 

opened up. Watched the understanding come into the woman’s eyes as she saw him sitting in the truck just 

a moment before Jayne collapsed into her arms.  

The only bright side to any of this was that their families were so close, his own mother would be 

well aware of what had just happened long before he walked in his own front door. Which was going to be 

a while anyway, because he wasn’t going back there. Instead he headed into town, a spot opening up right 

in front of Deacon’s Bar and Grille as if the gods of getting shitfaced drunk knew he had all of two minutes 

left of holding it together.  
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Even better—Max Deacon, one of the best guys Bobby knew, was behind the bar. And proving he 

was probably the best bartender in the world, Deke had three shots of whiskey waiting on the bar by the 

time Bobby crossed the dining room.  

Downing one before he even sat down on the stool, Bobby handed over his keys. “I’ve got a room 

at the Baymont up in Ames. You can add the cab fare to my tab.”  

“Naw, man,” Deke said, shaking his head and gesturing towards the other end of the bar where a 

few of his other friends sat. “You’re with us tonight. Don’t worry one bit; we’ll get you through.”  

 

* * * 

  

The thing about spending half your life attached to someone was that it was nearly impossible to 

become unattached. Despite spending the next two months actively avoiding just about everyone from 

Inspiration—and despite being half a fucking continent away—Bobby knew everything about what Jayne 

was doing: 

Jayne quit her job with the dance troupe.  

Jayne had stopped dancing altogether. 

Jayne was moving back home to Iowa.  

No matter how much he tried to focus on building a new life, Bobby ached for her. Ached for 

what they’d had. Ached for what he’d thought they would be.  

Then one night he was sitting there in the pub across the street from the apartment he’d moved 

into with Jess—New York rent wasn’t cheap, after all; he was grateful to have someone to help split costs. 

Jess had insisted on setting him up with yet another friend of hers—“She’s straight, Booby; I swear!”—and 

after several weeks of pestering he’d finally given in, as he tended to do every three or four times she asked 

just to get her to stop bugging him. But even though the friend was nearly an hour late, Jess refused to let 

him leave. She’d just gone up to the bar to get their second round of drinks when the waitress came by and 

placed a Pina Colada in front of him.  

Confused, he sat up straight. “I didn’t order this.” And of all things a Pina Colada? God help him 

if he’d admitted to any one of his friends that he had a weakness for drinks that came with umbrellas in 
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them. There was only one person in the world who was aware of that fact and he was still trying 

desperately to get used to the fact that he’d never be seeing her again.  

The waitress gave him a smile as she nodded her head back towards someone behind her. “It’s 

from the lady in the blue dress. She wondered if you might like some company.”  

Trying to hide the lack of interest that had surely come over his face, he glanced up over the 

waitress’s shoulder, and… 

His mouth went dry as everything else faded away and he saw Jayne standing at the bar next to 

Jess. Her hair was brighter than the sun, her blue eyes wary yet still sparkling with life. The deep blue dress 

she wore skimmed over muscles and curves that his own body recognized no matter how hard his head 

tried to forget.  

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice failing him as his heart thudded to an abrupt stop. He’d like that so 

freaking much. 

Though he’d seemingly lost conscious thought, his body acted on its own, sliding out of the booth 

and standing as she approached. When she reached her hand up to his face, he clutched her wrist, leaned 

into the warmth of her long, slender fingers at his jaw.  

Just like the last time he saw her, tears streamed down her cheeks. But the smile in her eyes made 

it clear that something had changed.  

“So,” she said, her voice laced with emotion, “it turns out that when you break into a thousand tiny 

pieces, it’s too hard to pick them all up, so they just kind of sit there becoming less and less important as 

each day goes by. And then you end up realizing that all along you’ve only ever needed just the one thing.”  

She took a step closer, bringing her body right up against his. He had no choice but to let the hand 

not clutching hers fall to her hip and pull her in the rest of the way.  

“I want to be married, Bobby. I want to be married to you.” With a contented sigh, she brought her 

other hand up to his chest; laid her head against it. “It turns out that I can live without you if I have to, but I 

don’t like it. Not even one little bit.”  

And later that night, while holding her tight against him, he looked out the window to see not two, 

but three stars shining so bright that they twinkled even through the lights of New York City.  
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Turning so that she was facing him, Jayne looked up and smiled as her eyes settled on their light. 

Then she kissed him, and the tightness in his chest began to release its hold.  

“Good night, Michaela Rose,” she whispered. “We’ll love you forever.”  

And everything seemed possible again.  
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