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SAM  

 

     Groaning at the stupidity of those two assholes, I slip out of the bar and follow them. I 

can't believe they are going along with this craziness. It was supposed to be a bros 

weekend. Reconnecting and all that shit, trying to get back to the way we were before we 

lost Tammy. Before Callum became a recluse and Ren an even bigger asshole, one intent 

on getting himself killed. Instead, we are chasing some pussy into the night, in the 

middle of butt-fuck nowhere. When Callum suggested this place, I didn't realise he 

actually meant nowhere. Even my fucking phone doesn't work, not that I have anyone to 

call. Everyone I give a shit about is on this trip but still, what the fuck sort of place 

doesn’t have phone reception in 2018? I almost turned the car around and drove away 

when we got to the ‘parking lot.’ Only the small, relaxed smile on Callum’s face - the first I 

have seen in six months - convinced me to give this place a go. 

     Not that this weekend is going great. The distance between us is clear to see, the 

silence strained with shared grief and anger. Not one of us knows what to say without 

stepping on a mine in the minefield that is our brotherhood now. Not even Ren, the 

asshole who kept us together all these years, knows what to say to make this better.  

     We all have our own reasons for turning to each other as a family and we found our 

own roles within it, each slipping into one to help each other and protect any 

weaknesses. Ren is who we depend on to wade through our bullshit and be our face to 

the world, Callum is the one who protects us all while making sure we stay in touch with 



the real world. Me? I’m the thinker, the practical one, or the recluse as Ren likes to call 

me. 

     But then everything changed and we were left reeling, our steady, boring life was 

ripped away leaving every one of us lashing out in anger, pushing each other away until 

we started to drift apart. But that can't happen. Those two are the only family I have left, I 

can’t lose them as well. Who else is going to put up with my hermit ways, or my lack of 

manners and social graces? I’m not stupid, I just don’t give a shit what anyone else 

thinks of me. It often leads to people thinking I am either crazy or a downright idiot. 

     Some drunk asshole stumbles past and tries to hug me, pulling me from my musings. 

I push him away in disgust before spotting the woman’s blue hair round the corner of the 

bar with Callum and Ren hot on her heels. I follow after them, trying to think of a good 

reason to leave them to it. Even if she is the hottest woman I have ever laid eyes on and 

she made my heart beat faster just looking into those eyes. 

     The lights from the main road and bar fade as I round the corner after them. The 

woman stands at the tree line, my brothers slowly approaching her.  

     “Let’s see if you can keep up, shall we?” She calls before turning and slipping into the 

surrounding forest like she belongs there.  

     “Nope, we are not doing it,” I shout at the two idiots. Ren throws me a cocky smile 

before following after her, but Callum waits for me.  

     “Come on Sammy, it beats sitting in that bar all night before stumbling back to our 

cabin all alone. It beats trying to forget.” With that, he follows after them. My heart 

smashes against my rib cage at the reminder, at the glimpse of pain that flickers before 

dying in his eyes. I would do anything for him, especially if it will help him heal. 



     “Fuck it,” I mutter as I go after my idiot friends.  

     I stumble through the trees, ducking branches as I squint into the darkness of the 

forest. Swearing, I trip over a rock and only just manage to catch myself on the trunk of a 

tree. I can see Callum just up ahead, moving smoothly through the trees and logs, 

making me want to throw something at him to ruffle his perfection.  

     It’s cold, it’s dark, and I can feel the ground squishing as I walk. The sound of an owl 

hooting has me grimacing, I’ve never been a fan of nature. I can appreciate its beauty, 

just from far away. Now, I’m trudging through an unfamiliar forest at night, after some 

random girl, just because her smile made me want things I have no business wanting. 

When I trip for the fifth time, I swear in frustration. I try to widen my eyes to see more but 

it’s no use. Nothing penetrates the thick shadows in here. Muttering a string of curses 

that would make a nun faint, I stumble along. Eventually, the trees break and my eyes 

widen at the view before me. I hesitate as I look around. 

     A lake sprawls in front of us, hidden by the trees, like some sort of tucked away oasis. 

The moon reflects off the still water, making it look like a mirror. A shore runs all the way 

around, with no one in sight for miles. Not even any houses or cabins. This far out, you 

can't even hear the music from the village, and the only light is from the night sky.  

     “It’s beautiful,” Comes a soft, velvety voice that has me instantly hard and thinking of 

sex.  

     I look over to see the blue-haired woman facing the lake, a smile twisting those plump 

lips. She flicks a look at the three of us before reaching down and pulling her top over her 

head. No hesitation, no hint of modesty. Her skirt goes next. 

     Callum wolf whistles as Ren shouts encouragingly. Me? My eyes are plastered to 



every inch of skin she reveals. Her full breasts are encased in lace, it lovingly molding to 

her. She has on a tiny lace thong to match her bra and I nearly swallow my tongue at how 

sexy she is. I’ve been with my share of women, all kinds in fact, but none have ever made 

me so hard, so fast. Usually, afterwards, I regret it and slip out before they wake up, but 

something in me knows that with her it will be different. The more my eyes drink her in, 

the more I think I might embarrass myself by exploding in my jeans, which are digging 

into my dick.  

     “Are you always this crazy?” I ask over the sounds of Callum and Ren stripping. She 

turns to look at me, the water lapping at her feet. The moonlight hits her, framing her like 

an angel. Those curves, that mouth, driving me crazy until I can't look away in case I blink 

and she disappears. 

     “Yes, don’t you want to feel alive? I might be crazy, but I want to enjoy everything. The 

rush of emotions, the adrenaline… What's the point of living if you don’t really live?” She 

turns away, slipping into the water, leaving us staring after her once again.  

     “What's your name?” I yell as the water reaches her shoulders, hiding her mouth-

watering body from view - to my disappointment. She turns so she can see me again, 

that smile on her face, one that I know will ruin me forever, one that makes my cold, dead 

heart beat again.  

     “Andy.”  

 


