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“Maybe my expectations for love were completely off?”At 30, Roy Winterfield could never have
anticipated moving back in with his parents, but after being left by his fiancée and losing his job,
options were limited. His heart and his trust wounded, Roy struggles to redefine his views on life
and love, believing he’ll never love again. Everything changes when, at a local farmer’s market, a
vendor selling fresh vegetables turns out to be someone from Roy’s youth—the only boy he’d
ever loved.“It was like every plant that grew was healing me, giving me life again.”Dakota Heart
has dealt with hardship his entire life. He lost his mother as a child, and after his father passed
away, he decided to put all of his energy into one project: The Heart Lifespring Gardens, a
permaculture food forest spanning the entire half-acre of his suburban backyard. He always
viewed the gardens as his source of healing and love, but he never thought that his fruits and
vegetables would bring him back face to face with his high school sweetheart—the one who got
away.“This whole thing has just gotten me all turned around.”The two former lovers find passions
quickly rekindling, but Roy needs healing, and Dakota doesn’t know if he can let himself fall in
love with him again. It may be up to Rosie, Dakota’s clever border collie and sole emotional
companion, to quietly keep the two men together. But can one dog, the healing power of nature,
and the warm memories of a past love keep fragile hearts from pulling apart?Bounty of the Heart
is a steamy contemporary M/M gay standalone story set in Southern California, and features a
feel-good HEA ending with no cliffhangers!

Among the more welcome titles is The Caffeine Advantage, detailing the many positive and life-
changing effects of strategic caffeine use. -- Slate (May 9, 2002)Dr. Paul Kulkosky Professor of
Psychology, Colorado State University The Caffeine Advantage will be an important and popular
book, indeed a boon to humanity! It is a wonderful work of popular science that will improve
many lives if read properly. A copy should be placed in every café! It should win public-service
awards and sell many copies. Reading it was a pleasure not unlike drinking coffee made from
freshly ground beans. -- ReviewOffers average morning self-medicators hope they too can
join...what an old ad campaign once dubbed "the coffee achievers." -- Boston Globe (October
27, 2002)This book could help the 90 percent of Americans who consume caffeine daily do so
without guilt. -- Chicago Tribune (October 20, 2002)To those obsessed with Starbucks: Your
Bible has arrived. It s called "The Caffeine Advantage." -- Chicago Tribune(November 4,
2002)Weinberg is one of the loudest voices in a
new school of caffeine advocates [who] aren't shooting from the hip. -- CBS News  Sunday
Morning (November 3, 2002)About the AuthorBennett Alan Weinberg is a leading authority on
the science of caffeine. In 1986 he founded a consulting firm specializing in pharmaceutical and
medical communications, serving many of the Fortune 500 companies. His work includes



developing Continuing Medical Education (CME) programs to train physicians in the diagnosis
and treatment of disease and in the use of pharmaceuticals. A graduate of Columbia College
and New York University School of Law, he has taught at Temple University.
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Preview: A Cup of JoeSUMMARY“Maybe my expectations for love were completely off?”At 30,
Roy Winterfield could never have anticipated moving back in with his parents again, but after
being left by his fiancée and losing his job, options were limited. His heart and his trust wounded,
Roy struggles to redefine his views on life and love, believing he’ll never love again. Everything
changes when, at a local farmer’s market, a vendor selling fresh vegetables turns out to be
someone from Roy’s youth—the only boy he’d ever loved.“It was like every plant that grew was
healing me, giving me life again.”Dakota Heart has dealt with hardship his entire life. He lost his
mother as a child, and after his father passed away, he decided to put all of his energy into one
project: The Heart Lifespring Gardens, a permaculture food forest spanning the entire half-acre
of his suburban backyard. He always viewed the gardens as his source of healing and love, but
he never thought that his fruits and vegetables would bring him back face to face with his high
school sweetheart—the one who got away.“This whole thing has just gotten me all turned
around.”The two former lovers find passions quickly rekindling, but Roy needs healing, and
Dakota doesn’t know if he can let himself fall in love with him again. It may be up to Rosie,
Dakota’s clever border collie and sole emotional companion, to quietly keep the two men
together. But can one dog, the healing power of nature, and the warm memories of a past love
keep fragile hearts from pulling apart?Written by Cody RyderCopyright© 2016 by Cody Ryder.
All rights reserved.No part of this publication may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or
otherwise, without express written permission of the copyright owner and publisher of this
book.This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either a
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people
living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.OnePowlton, California.Settled in 1885
as a small farming community, Powlton stayed an unincorporated community within San Diego
County until the late 1970’s. Even when it became its own city, Powlton was still tiny, with just one
main road going through the entire thing. And today? It definitely lives up to its nickname: “the
city in the country.” Although, considering it’s located just forty minutes north of downtown San
Diego—a real city with actual tall buildings and city things—it probably would be more apt to just
call it “the town in armpit of San Diego”.Powlton was where I grew up. I went to high school at
Powlton High, middle school at Powlton Middle, elementary at Powlton elementary—you get the
idea. As a kid, it was probably the best place to be. Plenty of places to ride your bike off-road, a
nice public swimming pool, the bowling alley to hang out with your friends, it was safe, friendly,
and close enough to things like Sea World and the San Diego Zoo. As I got older, though, this
sleepy one road town only made me restless. I had big dreams—dreams of the city, San
Francisco, of working on the cutting edge of my field, getting to ride up to my top floor office in a



skyscraper every day and knowing that I was making something with my life. Powlton, with its
public pool, its one bowling alley, and its sleepy air of drowsy placidity only stifled me.And so, as
soon as I graduated high school, I left. I was off to college at UC Berkley to study business, and I
was living my dreams. Life then went exactly how I had hoped—in fact, better than how I had
hoped. During school, I’d met Alicia, the girl who would become my fiancée. Her father was the
vice president of a major technology, and after I graduated, he’d used his connections to help
me get a job that most new graduates could only dream of. I worked in my skyscraper office,
shared a nice apartment with Alicia, and was well on my way to living the perfect normal city life
that I had always seen for myself. We’d have a couple of kids, maybe a dog, move out of our
apartment into a condo and eventually get ourselves a house, maybe in San Carlos or
something.Things were perfect for eight years. Eight years, can you believe that? I proposed to
Alicia in our seventh year together, and she said yes. We had everything planned out, and
everything was going to be perfect. I thought that what I wanted was what she wanted, but I don’t
know, maybe I wasn’t paying attention. Maybe I was too wrapped up in making sure everything
fell neatly into place in my perfect little idyllic fantasy life, but I sure as hell can tell you that I did
not see it coming in the slightest. Hindsight is twenty-twenty as they say, and I looking back at
things now I can just make out the signs in my memories, I can see the hesitation, Alicia’s little
hints that she wasn’t happy and that things had changed for her.She ended it nine months ago.
We’d just been in the middle of making our wedding plans.“I care about you, Roy,” she told me
that day. I was on the ground in front of her, squeezing her hand in mine, tears streaming down
my face as I begged her not to go. “But I’ve been thinking about this for a long time. A really long
time. And it’s hard for me too, but I need to do this for myself. We’ve been together since college,
and I just feel like…I never got to live my life. I never got to explore, or discover me. It wasn’t an
easy decision for me, but I’m not ready to be Mrs. Winterfield. Mrs. Anyone.”I couldn’t say
anything to that. All I felt was hurt that she couldn’t feel free to discover herself with me. And no,
she didn’t cheat on me or anything like that, though from the recent Facebook posts I’ve seen of
her on some South American beach with her arms wrapped around the waist of some ripped-as-
fuck, swimsuit model diving instructor, it really didn’t matter. It hurt all the same, and I understood
exactly what she meant by “explore”.So there I was, my fiancée walking out the door of the
apartment we had shared for eight years, an entire saga—a whole decade—of my life crashing
down around me, and I was let go from my job a month later. Downsizing, they said. When it
rains, it pours. It really fucking pours.In the months that followed, I did what I could to get back on
my feet again, though my world was completely torn apart. It felt like I had gone crazy, like
everything I had known just didn’t make any sense. I was seeing things differently then, you see,
and I suppose it’s bound to happen when the reality you’ve lived in for so long suddenly gets
obliterated. I was alone in that apartment, where every corner shared some memory of our time
together, and where every morning, I’d wake up in our bed and wonder what the hell was
happening, what I had done to deserve this, where had it all gone wrong. I felt like my entire
existence was completely shattered.I was hitting up all my contacts from school, trying to find a



new job that could support my life in San Francisco, but I was coming up empty. Eventually, with
all the elements beating at me and my savings account dwindling to its bones, I decided to join
the masses of my peers who also couldn’t afford to live independently in this modern world, and
swallow my pride. It was back home for me.Back home to Powlton. Back with the folks.Back to
square one.TwoThe worst mornings were the ones after I had those vivid dreams.In them, I’d be
back in my old apartment in San Francisco, waking up to the smell of breakfast cooking and the
sound of Alicia singing from the kitchen. I’d get up and out of bed to the kitchen where she was,
her back facing me as she cooked at the stove, brown hair flowing down as she worked her
magic. I’d walk up to her and wrap my arms around her waist, and she’d look up to me and tell
me good morning. I’d kiss her on the forehead, the smell of her hair so vividly filling my senses.
Then I’d wake up. For the first few moments after coming back to consciousness, I’d be confused
about where I was. Same bed, different room. This was one of those mornings.The smell of
Alicia’s hair still seemed to linger around me as I looked over to my right where the doorway to
the kitchen should be, and caught an eyeful of blank wall. What the hell? I looked up and saw the
faint residue of the glow in the dark star stickers I used to have up all across the ceiling of my
childhood bedroom, and I remembered where I was. The sound of CNN on the television and
the call of birds outside my bedroom window. Alicia and I never had cable TV, and we hardly
heard the sound of birds from our city loft apartment.I let out a breath of air. “Right,” I muttered,
rubbing my eyes as I remembered where I was.My chest felt tight. It’d been six months since I’d
moved home, nine months since she’d left. I hated that feeling of want, of missing her, of memory
—because when I was awake I definitely wasn’t feeling that way about her. Of course I still
thought about her from time to time (okay, maybe a little more than that), but I’d at least come to
grips with the fact that wallowing in the pain of missing her was meaningless. I didn’t think I was
still in love with her, but did the dreams represent what I felt deep down inside?If she came
waltzing back into my life, would I crumble and beg her to take me back?I didn’t know.I threw
back the covers and without even thinking about it, quickly glanced over at the side of the bed
that Alicia used to sleep on. Dugh. Damnit. I’d brought the bed back from San Francisco with me
because it was nice, I’d spent a lot of money on it, and I wasn’t about to go back to sleeping in
my childhood twin bed. Now I was starting to wish I’d just sold the thing.Sitting on the edge of the
mattress, I took a few deep breaths and tried to clear my mind. The tightness in my chest was
slowly letting up, but her presence was still choking my mind. I looked over at the small
electronic clock sitting on my bedside table. Eleven. Another late morning, as usual. I’d always
been the kind of person who liked to wake up early so I could sneak in a workout before going to
the office, but ever since moving back home I’d found myself waking up later and later. It wasn’t
just because I was out of the job. I just was having difficulty finding the motivation.I opened my
blinds, went to the bathroom and took a quick shower, then went about my shaving routine. After
that, I changed out of my pajamas, slipping into a comfortable merino wool t-shirt and some
khaki shorts. On the dresser in a neat line lay my watch, iPhone, wallet and sunglasses, and I
went from left to right, taking the first two but leaving the wallet and glasses. I fastened the watch



to my wrist, quickly checked my phone for messages (though I knew there was no one who
would be contacting me), and then slipped it into my pocket. I detailed what I was going to do
that day in my mind – my typical morning routine, though my daily checklist had become pretty
thin:_ Look for job._ Don’t think about Alicia.I went downstairs. My mom and dad were sitting
around the dining table eating breakfast, my mom involved in whatever was happening on the
screen of her iPad, and my dad staring absently at the TV where some talking head was droning
on about the upcoming presidential election. My parents were retired now, both former
accountants for IBM way back in the day. I remembered how when I was young, my parents
would work all day, and then when they came home there would be a big emphasis on family
time at the dinner table. There would be no TV on, nothing, and the same deal for breakfast on
the weekends. Mom would cook up a big breakfast while dad talked or played with me, and then
we’d all sit down to eat and talk and laugh together.In high school, I was preoccupied with my
school life and my friends, and didn’t put much thought into the at-home dynamic, but now that I
was back home again I had become acutely aware that things had definitely changed.“There’s
cereal on the counter, if you want any.” My mom gestured over towards the boxes on the kitchen
counter.“I’m sure he knows by now, Carol,” my dad said. “It's Saturday, the cereal is always out
on the counter on Saturdays.”She tilted her nose down, looking over her glasses at him with
more than a hint of irritation. “I’m just reminding him, Joe.”I went over and poured myself out a
bowl of cereal. “You know,” I said, going over to the fridge to get the milk out, “do you remember
back when I was a kid? We used to have those big family breakfasts. I remember, mom, you’d
cook up all sorts of good stuff. These fat, juicy sausages, perfect bacon, grilled tomatoes. I think
that those were the only times I liked eating tomatoes as a kid. And that salad too. The salad was
great.”“You know, Roy? I asked your mother the same question. You know what she said?”“Cook
it yourself,” she filled in.“That’s right, she told me to go cook it myself.”I would’ve laughed, if not
for the thick passive aggressiveness behind their words. Ever since moving home, I’d noticed my
parents going through little spats like this. Micro-fights. Had they always happened, even when I
was younger? I couldn’t remember. Back then I’d always seen my parents as a perfectly happy
couple. I’d had friends whose parents divorced, or separated, or just were otherwise in not good
relations, and I’d always kind of assumed that nothing like that was going on between my folks.
Living at home with them as an adult these past six months made me re-examine things.It’s a
jarring thing to have your truths rearranged. It’s even more jarring when it happens multiple times
in succession. One moment I’d been engaged, with a career and on the cusp of what I saw as
“the rest of my life”, the next I was an unemployed thirty-year-old man living back home with his
parents. I’d been existing with this idea of my folks being the perfect happily married couple that I
aspired to be like one day, and now I was reassessing all my memories to try and figure out if I
really was just that unobservant about things.I mean, wasn’t that the cause of all this? My
inability to notice that Alicia was unhappy?Don’t think about Alicia, I scolded myself.Had mom
and dad been this way when I was in high school? I couldn’t remember. They were busy with
work, I was going out with friends and paying attention to other things. When was the last time I



even saw them kiss?Had I ever seen them kiss?Huh.I sat down at the dining table with my
cereal and began to tuck into it.“Why do you ask, Roy?” my mom asked.“Oh, just…I just was
thinking about it. Good memories.”“How’s your job hunt coming?” asked my dad, still looking at
the TV.“About the same,” I said. “Lots of applications, no responses.”“Have you tried going in and
applying in person? Handing in your resume. Companies like that, you know?”“Most places
would rather have the application sent in online now, dad,” I said.“Is that right?”My mom shook
her head incredulously. “We’ve discussed this before, Joe. Don’t you remember?”“Hm. Is that
right?”“Good lord,” she sighed under her breath. “Your dad is so forgetful these days; it drives me
crazy.”My dad smiled guiltily and shrugged. “Old age.”“It’s okay,” I said. I finished my cereal and
went to go wash the bowl out in the sink.“Roy?”“Hm? Yeah, mom?”She took her glasses off,
something she always did when she was about to say something serious. Dad turned down the
television. Uh oh.“How are you doing these days?” she asked.I blinked dumbly. “I’m okay,” I said,
“I’m doing better.” It was only partially the truth.“Yeah?”“Yeah, I’ve been thinking a lot about
everything. I mean, it's pretty much all I think about besides getting a new job—getting back on
my feet. But I think I’ve worked through the worst of it.”“It’s great that you’re working so hard on
getting a new job,” dad said. “It’s good to get back up in the saddle. But what about, um, your
dating? Are you seeing anyone?”I knew he knew the answer to that question. Asides from going
to work out, I hardly had left the house during the past six months. I just sat at home browsing job
listings, watching TV and doing my best not to look at Alicia’s Facebook. Cool, I know.“Joe,” mom
hissed at him. “We’re just concerned, Roy. Of course there’s no rush for this, you need to take
your time and go when you’re ready, but…have you thought about seeing someone new?”“No,” I
said quickly. “No, mom, I haven’t.” I felt a sudden and completely unexpected surge of irritation
bubble up from inside. “Of course I haven’t.”“Okay, honey,” she said. “But it’s been, what, ten
months since you two separated? Don’t you think—”“Nine months,” I corrected. “And eight years
together.”My dad held folded his hands on the table in front of him. “You don't need to make a
commitment, but it might be helpful to see new people to help you out of your rut, son.”“I’m not in
a rut.” I was just taking some time, just regathering myself.My parents looked at me silently for a
moment, looked at each other, and then looked back at me. My mom nodded. “Okay.”“Ultimately,
we know you know what’s best for yourself,” dad said.My heart had started to pound. God, and I
thought I had made good progress, but it was obvious that it really was just all bubbling below
the surface.“Thanks,” I said, taking a deep breath to calm myself down. I smiled. “I appreciate
you worrying about me. I’ll be okay.” I put the washed bowl away into the cabinet. Dad stared at
the anchors chattering silently on the TV.Mom spoke up. “You know, the Powlton farmers market
is today. We should go there and buy some fresh vegetables.”Dad frowned. “What, right
now?”“Yes,” she answered. “We could pick up some vegetables, and tomorrow, I’ll cook a big
breakfast. What do you think, Roy?”In all honesty, I didn’t particularly want to. All I felt like doing
was sitting around at home and contemplating my life, but I knew my mom was just trying to help
me feel better. Plus, I’d only just been reminiscing about our lost family breakfasts, how could I
turn that down?I smiled. “Alright, you’ve convinced me.”ThreeBounty of the HeartCody
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keep fragile hearts from pulling apart?Written by Cody RyderCopyright© 2016 by Cody Ryder.
All rights reserved.No part of this publication may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or
otherwise, without express written permission of the copyright owner and publisher of this
book.This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either a
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people
living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.Written by Cody RyderCopyright© 2016
by Cody Ryder. All rights reserved.No part of this publication may be reproduced, or stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the copyright
owner and publisher of this book.This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and
incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual people living or dead, events or locales is entirely
coincidental.OnePowlton, California.Settled in 1885 as a small farming community, Powlton
stayed an unincorporated community within San Diego County until the late 1970’s. Even when it
became its own city, Powlton was still tiny, with just one main road going through the entire thing.
And today? It definitely lives up to its nickname: “the city in the country.” Although, considering
it’s located just forty minutes north of downtown San Diego—a real city with actual tall buildings
and city things—it probably would be more apt to just call it “the town in armpit of San
Diego”.Powlton was where I grew up. I went to high school at Powlton High, middle school at
Powlton Middle, elementary at Powlton elementary—you get the idea. As a kid, it was probably
the best place to be. Plenty of places to ride your bike off-road, a nice public swimming pool, the
bowling alley to hang out with your friends, it was safe, friendly, and close enough to things like
Sea World and the San Diego Zoo. As I got older, though, this sleepy one road town only made
me restless. I had big dreams—dreams of the city, San Francisco, of working on the cutting edge
of my field, getting to ride up to my top floor office in a skyscraper every day and knowing that I
was making something with my life. Powlton, with its public pool, its one bowling alley, and its
sleepy air of drowsy placidity only stifled me.And so, as soon as I graduated high school, I left. I
was off to college at UC Berkley to study business, and I was living my dreams. Life then went
exactly how I had hoped—in fact, better than how I had hoped. During school, I’d met Alicia, the
girl who would become my fiancée. Her father was the vice president of a major technology, and
after I graduated, he’d used his connections to help me get a job that most new graduates could
only dream of. I worked in my skyscraper office, shared a nice apartment with Alicia, and was
well on my way to living the perfect normal city life that I had always seen for myself. We’d have a
couple of kids, maybe a dog, move out of our apartment into a condo and eventually get
ourselves a house, maybe in San Carlos or something.Things were perfect for eight years. Eight
years, can you believe that? I proposed to Alicia in our seventh year together, and she said yes.
We had everything planned out, and everything was going to be perfect. I thought that what I
wanted was what she wanted, but I don’t know, maybe I wasn’t paying attention. Maybe I was



too wrapped up in making sure everything fell neatly into place in my perfect little idyllic fantasy
life, but I sure as hell can tell you that I did not see it coming in the slightest. Hindsight is twenty-
twenty as they say, and I looking back at things now I can just make out the signs in my
memories, I can see the hesitation, Alicia’s little hints that she wasn’t happy and that things had
changed for her.She ended it nine months ago. We’d just been in the middle of making our
wedding plans.“I care about you, Roy,” she told me that day. I was on the ground in front of her,
squeezing her hand in mine, tears streaming down my face as I begged her not to go. “But I’ve
been thinking about this for a long time. A really long time. And it’s hard for me too, but I need to
do this for myself. We’ve been together since college, and I just feel like…I never got to live my
life. I never got to explore, or discover me. It wasn’t an easy decision for me, but I’m not ready to
be Mrs. Winterfield. Mrs. Anyone.”I couldn’t say anything to that. All I felt was hurt that she
couldn’t feel free to discover herself with me. And no, she didn’t cheat on me or anything like
that, though from the recent Facebook posts I’ve seen of her on some South American beach
with her arms wrapped around the waist of some ripped-as-fuck, swimsuit model diving
instructor, it really didn’t matter. It hurt all the same, and I understood exactly what she meant by
“explore”.So there I was, my fiancée walking out the door of the apartment we had shared for
eight years, an entire saga—a whole decade—of my life crashing down around me, and I was let
go from my job a month later. Downsizing, they said. When it rains, it pours. It really fucking
pours.In the months that followed, I did what I could to get back on my feet again, though my
world was completely torn apart. It felt like I had gone crazy, like everything I had known just
didn’t make any sense. I was seeing things differently then, you see, and I suppose it’s bound to
happen when the reality you’ve lived in for so long suddenly gets obliterated. I was alone in that
apartment, where every corner shared some memory of our time together, and where every
morning, I’d wake up in our bed and wonder what the hell was happening, what I had done to
deserve this, where had it all gone wrong. I felt like my entire existence was completely
shattered.I was hitting up all my contacts from school, trying to find a new job that could support
my life in San Francisco, but I was coming up empty. Eventually, with all the elements beating at
me and my savings account dwindling to its bones, I decided to join the masses of my peers
who also couldn’t afford to live independently in this modern world, and swallow my pride. It was
back home for me.Back home to Powlton. Back with the folks.Back to square
one.OneOneOnePowlton, California.Settled in 1885 as a small farming community, Powlton
stayed an unincorporated community within San Diego County until the late 1970’s. Even when it
became its own city, Powlton was still tiny, with just one main road going through the entire thing.
And today? It definitely lives up to its nickname: “the city in the country.” Although, considering
it’s located just forty minutes north of downtown San Diego—a real city with actual tall buildings
and city things—it probably would be more apt to just call it “the town in armpit of San
Diego”.Powlton was where I grew up. I went to high school at Powlton High, middle school at
Powlton Middle, elementary at Powlton elementary—you get the idea. As a kid, it was probably
the best place to be. Plenty of places to ride your bike off-road, a nice public swimming pool, the



bowling alley to hang out with your friends, it was safe, friendly, and close enough to things like
Sea World and the San Diego Zoo. As I got older, though, this sleepy one road town only made
me restless. I had big dreams—dreams of the city, San Francisco, of working on the cutting edge
of my field, getting to ride up to my top floor office in a skyscraper every day and knowing that I
was making something with my life. Powlton, with its public pool, its one bowling alley, and its
sleepy air of drowsy placidity only stifled me.And so, as soon as I graduated high school, I left. I
was off to college at UC Berkley to study business, and I was living my dreams. Life then went
exactly how I had hoped—in fact, better than how I had hoped. During school, I’d met Alicia, the
girl who would become my fiancée. Her father was the vice president of a major technology, and
after I graduated, he’d used his connections to help me get a job that most new graduates could
only dream of. I worked in my skyscraper office, shared a nice apartment with Alicia, and was
well on my way to living the perfect normal city life that I had always seen for myself. We’d have a
couple of kids, maybe a dog, move out of our apartment into a condo and eventually get
ourselves a house, maybe in San Carlos or something.Things were perfect for eight years. Eight
years, can you believe that? I proposed to Alicia in our seventh year together, and she said yes.
We had everything planned out, and everything was going to be perfect. I thought that what I
wanted was what she wanted, but I don’t know, maybe I wasn’t paying attention. Maybe I was
too wrapped up in making sure everything fell neatly into place in my perfect little idyllic fantasy
life, but I sure as hell can tell you that I did not see it coming in the slightest. Hindsight is twenty-
twenty as they say, and I looking back at things now I can just make out the signs in my
memories, I can see the hesitation, Alicia’s little hints that she wasn’t happy and that things had
changed for her.She ended it nine months ago. We’d just been in the middle of making our
wedding plans.“I care about you, Roy,” she told me that day. I was on the ground in front of her,
squeezing her hand in mine, tears streaming down my face as I begged her not to go. “But I’ve
been thinking about this for a long time. A really long time. And it’s hard for me too, but I need to
do this for myself. We’ve been together since college, and I just feel like…I never got to live my
life. I never got to explore, or discover me. It wasn’t an easy decision for me, but I’m not ready to
be Mrs. Winterfield. Mrs. Anyone.”I couldn’t say anything to that. All I felt was hurt that she
couldn’t feel free to discover herself with me. And no, she didn’t cheat on me or anything like
that, though from the recent Facebook posts I’ve seen of her on some South American beach
with her arms wrapped around the waist of some ripped-as-fuck, swimsuit model diving
instructor, it really didn’t matter. It hurt all the same, and I understood exactly what she meant by
“explore”.So there I was, my fiancée walking out the door of the apartment we had shared for
eight years, an entire saga—a whole decade—of my life crashing down around me, and I was let
go from my job a month later. Downsizing, they said. When it rains, it pours. It really fucking
pours.In the months that followed, I did what I could to get back on my feet again, though my
world was completely torn apart. It felt like I had gone crazy, like everything I had known just
didn’t make any sense. I was seeing things differently then, you see, and I suppose it’s bound to
happen when the reality you’ve lived in for so long suddenly gets obliterated. I was alone in that



apartment, where every corner shared some memory of our time together, and where every
morning, I’d wake up in our bed and wonder what the hell was happening, what I had done to
deserve this, where had it all gone wrong. I felt like my entire existence was completely
shattered.I was hitting up all my contacts from school, trying to find a new job that could support
my life in San Francisco, but I was coming up empty. Eventually, with all the elements beating at
me and my savings account dwindling to its bones, I decided to join the masses of my peers
who also couldn’t afford to live independently in this modern world, and swallow my pride. It was
back home for me.Back home to Powlton. Back with the folks.Back to square one.TwoThe worst
mornings were the ones after I had those vivid dreams.In them, I’d be back in my old apartment
in San Francisco, waking up to the smell of breakfast cooking and the sound of Alicia singing
from the kitchen. I’d get up and out of bed to the kitchen where she was, her back facing me as
she cooked at the stove, brown hair flowing down as she worked her magic. I’d walk up to her
and wrap my arms around her waist, and she’d look up to me and tell me good morning. I’d kiss
her on the forehead, the smell of her hair so vividly filling my senses. Then I’d wake up. For the
first few moments after coming back to consciousness, I’d be confused about where I was.
Same bed, different room. This was one of those mornings.The smell of Alicia’s hair still seemed
to linger around me as I looked over to my right where the doorway to the kitchen should be, and
caught an eyeful of blank wall. What the hell? I looked up and saw the faint residue of the glow in
the dark star stickers I used to have up all across the ceiling of my childhood bedroom, and I
remembered where I was. The sound of CNN on the television and the call of birds outside my
bedroom window. Alicia and I never had cable TV, and we hardly heard the sound of birds from
our city loft apartment.I let out a breath of air. “Right,” I muttered, rubbing my eyes as I
remembered where I was.My chest felt tight. It’d been six months since I’d moved home, nine
months since she’d left. I hated that feeling of want, of missing her, of memory—because when I
was awake I definitely wasn’t feeling that way about her. Of course I still thought about her from
time to time (okay, maybe a little more than that), but I’d at least come to grips with the fact that
wallowing in the pain of missing her was meaningless. I didn’t think I was still in love with her, but
did the dreams represent what I felt deep down inside?If she came waltzing back into my life,
would I crumble and beg her to take me back?I didn’t know.I threw back the covers and without
even thinking about it, quickly glanced over at the side of the bed that Alicia used to sleep on.
Dugh. Damnit. I’d brought the bed back from San Francisco with me because it was nice, I’d
spent a lot of money on it, and I wasn’t about to go back to sleeping in my childhood twin bed.
Now I was starting to wish I’d just sold the thing.Sitting on the edge of the mattress, I took a few
deep breaths and tried to clear my mind. The tightness in my chest was slowly letting up, but her
presence was still choking my mind. I looked over at the small electronic clock sitting on my
bedside table. Eleven. Another late morning, as usual. I’d always been the kind of person who
liked to wake up early so I could sneak in a workout before going to the office, but ever since
moving back home I’d found myself waking up later and later. It wasn’t just because I was out of
the job. I just was having difficulty finding the motivation.I opened my blinds, went to the



bathroom and took a quick shower, then went about my shaving routine. After that, I changed out
of my pajamas, slipping into a comfortable merino wool t-shirt and some khaki shorts. On the
dresser in a neat line lay my watch, iPhone, wallet and sunglasses, and I went from left to right,
taking the first two but leaving the wallet and glasses. I fastened the watch to my wrist, quickly
checked my phone for messages (though I knew there was no one who would be contacting
me), and then slipped it into my pocket. I detailed what I was going to do that day in my mind –
my typical morning routine, though my daily checklist had become pretty thin:_ Look for job._
Don’t think about Alicia.I went downstairs. My mom and dad were sitting around the dining table
eating breakfast, my mom involved in whatever was happening on the screen of her iPad, and
my dad staring absently at the TV where some talking head was droning on about the upcoming
presidential election. My parents were retired now, both former accountants for IBM way back in
the day. I remembered how when I was young, my parents would work all day, and then when
they came home there would be a big emphasis on family time at the dinner table. There would
be no TV on, nothing, and the same deal for breakfast on the weekends. Mom would cook up a
big breakfast while dad talked or played with me, and then we’d all sit down to eat and talk and
laugh together.In high school, I was preoccupied with my school life and my friends, and didn’t
put much thought into the at-home dynamic, but now that I was back home again I had become
acutely aware that things had definitely changed.“There’s cereal on the counter, if you want any.”
My mom gestured over towards the boxes on the kitchen counter.“I’m sure he knows by now,
Carol,” my dad said. “It's Saturday, the cereal is always out on the counter on Saturdays.”She
tilted her nose down, looking over her glasses at him with more than a hint of irritation. “I’m just
reminding him, Joe.”I went over and poured myself out a bowl of cereal. “You know,” I said, going
over to the fridge to get the milk out, “do you remember back when I was a kid? We used to have
those big family breakfasts. I remember, mom, you’d cook up all sorts of good stuff. These fat,
juicy sausages, perfect bacon, grilled tomatoes. I think that those were the only times I liked
eating tomatoes as a kid. And that salad too. The salad was great.”“You know, Roy? I asked your
mother the same question. You know what she said?”“Cook it yourself,” she filled in.“That’s right,
she told me to go cook it myself.”I would’ve laughed, if not for the thick passive aggressiveness
behind their words. Ever since moving home, I’d noticed my parents going through little spats
like this. Micro-fights. Had they always happened, even when I was younger? I couldn’t
remember. Back then I’d always seen my parents as a perfectly happy couple. I’d had friends
whose parents divorced, or separated, or just were otherwise in not good relations, and I’d
always kind of assumed that nothing like that was going on between my folks. Living at home
with them as an adult these past six months made me re-examine things.It’s a jarring thing to
have your truths rearranged. It’s even more jarring when it happens multiple times in succession.
One moment I’d been engaged, with a career and on the cusp of what I saw as “the rest of my
life”, the next I was an unemployed thirty-year-old man living back home with his parents. I’d
been existing with this idea of my folks being the perfect happily married couple that I aspired to
be like one day, and now I was reassessing all my memories to try and figure out if I really was



just that unobservant about things.I mean, wasn’t that the cause of all this? My inability to notice
that Alicia was unhappy?Don’t think about Alicia, I scolded myself.Had mom and dad been this
way when I was in high school? I couldn’t remember. They were busy with work, I was going out
with friends and paying attention to other things. When was the last time I even saw them kiss?
Had I ever seen them kiss?Huh.I sat down at the dining table with my cereal and began to tuck
into it.“Why do you ask, Roy?” my mom asked.“Oh, just…I just was thinking about it. Good
memories.”“How’s your job hunt coming?” asked my dad, still looking at the TV.“About the same,”
I said. “Lots of applications, no responses.”“Have you tried going in and applying in person?
Handing in your resume. Companies like that, you know?”“Most places would rather have the
application sent in online now, dad,” I said.“Is that right?”My mom shook her head incredulously.
“We’ve discussed this before, Joe. Don’t you remember?”“Hm. Is that right?”“Good lord,” she
sighed under her breath. “Your dad is so forgetful these days; it drives me crazy.”My dad smiled
guiltily and shrugged. “Old age.”“It’s okay,” I said. I finished my cereal and went to go wash the
bowl out in the sink.“Roy?”“Hm? Yeah, mom?”She took her glasses off, something she always
did when she was about to say something serious. Dad turned down the television. Uh oh.“How
are you doing these days?” she asked.I blinked dumbly. “I’m okay,” I said, “I’m doing better.” It was
only partially the truth.“Yeah?”“Yeah, I’ve been thinking a lot about everything. I mean, it's pretty
much all I think about besides getting a new job—getting back on my feet. But I think I’ve worked
through the worst of it.”“It’s great that you’re working so hard on getting a new job,” dad said. “It’s
good to get back up in the saddle. But what about, um, your dating? Are you seeing anyone?”I
knew he knew the answer to that question. Asides from going to work out, I hardly had left the
house during the past six months. I just sat at home browsing job listings, watching TV and doing
my best not to look at Alicia’s Facebook. Cool, I know.“Joe,” mom hissed at him. “We’re just
concerned, Roy. Of course there’s no rush for this, you need to take your time and go when
you’re ready, but…have you thought about seeing someone new?”“No,” I said quickly. “No, mom,
I haven’t.” I felt a sudden and completely unexpected surge of irritation bubble up from inside. “Of
course I haven’t.”“Okay, honey,” she said. “But it’s been, what, ten months since you two
separated? Don’t you think—”“Nine months,” I corrected. “And eight years together.”My dad held
folded his hands on the table in front of him. “You don't need to make a commitment, but it might
be helpful to see new people to help you out of your rut, son.”“I’m not in a rut.” I was just taking
some time, just regathering myself.My parents looked at me silently for a moment, looked at
each other, and then looked back at me. My mom nodded. “Okay.”“Ultimately, we know you know
what’s best for yourself,” dad said.My heart had started to pound. God, and I thought I had made
good progress, but it was obvious that it really was just all bubbling below the surface.“Thanks,” I
said, taking a deep breath to calm myself down. I smiled. “I appreciate you worrying about me. I’ll
be okay.” I put the washed bowl away into the cabinet. Dad stared at the anchors chattering
silently on the TV.Mom spoke up. “You know, the Powlton farmers market is today. We should go
there and buy some fresh vegetables.”Dad frowned. “What, right now?”“Yes,” she answered. “We
could pick up some vegetables, and tomorrow, I’ll cook a big breakfast. What do you think,



Roy?”In all honesty, I didn’t particularly want to. All I felt like doing was sitting around at home
and contemplating my life, but I knew my mom was just trying to help me feel better. Plus, I’d only
just been reminiscing about our lost family breakfasts, how could I turn that down?I smiled.
“Alright, you’ve convinced me.”TwoTwoTwoThe worst mornings were the ones after I had those
vivid dreams.In them, I’d be back in my old apartment in San Francisco, waking up to the smell
of breakfast cooking and the sound of Alicia singing from the kitchen. I’d get up and out of bed to
the kitchen where she was, her back facing me as she cooked at the stove, brown hair flowing
down as she worked her magic. I’d walk up to her and wrap my arms around her waist, and she’d
look up to me and tell me good morning. I’d kiss her on the forehead, the smell of her hair so
vividly filling my senses. Then I’d wake up. For the first few moments after coming back to
consciousness, I’d be confused about where I was. Same bed, different room. This was one of
those mornings.The smell of Alicia’s hair still seemed to linger around me as I looked over to my
right where the doorway to the kitchen should be, and caught an eyeful of blank wall. What the
hell? I looked up and saw the faint residue of the glow in the dark star stickers I used to have up
all across the ceiling of my childhood bedroom, and I remembered where I was. The sound of
CNN on the television and the call of birds outside my bedroom window. Alicia and I never had
cable TV, and we hardly heard the sound of birds from our city loft apartment.I let out a breath of
air. “Right,” I muttered, rubbing my eyes as I remembered where I was.My chest felt tight. It’d
been six months since I’d moved home, nine months since she’d left. I hated that feeling of want,
of missing her, of memory—because when I was awake I definitely wasn’t feeling that way about
her. Of course I still thought about her from time to time (okay, maybe a little more than that), but
I’d at least come to grips with the fact that wallowing in the pain of missing her was meaningless.
I didn’t think I was still in love with her, but did the dreams represent what I felt deep down inside?
If she came waltzing back into my life, would I crumble and beg her to take me back?I didn’t
know.I threw back the covers and without even thinking about it, quickly glanced over at the side
of the bed that Alicia used to sleep on. Dugh. Damnit. I’d brought the bed back from San
Francisco with me because it was nice, I’d spent a lot of money on it, and I wasn’t about to go
back to sleeping in my childhood twin bed. Now I was starting to wish I’d just sold the
thing.Sitting on the edge of the mattress, I took a few deep breaths and tried to clear my mind.
The tightness in my chest was slowly letting up, but her presence was still choking my mind. I
looked over at the small electronic clock sitting on my bedside table. Eleven. Another late
morning, as usual. I’d always been the kind of person who liked to wake up early so I could
sneak in a workout before going to the office, but ever since moving back home I’d found myself
waking up later and later. It wasn’t just because I was out of the job. I just was having difficulty
finding the motivation.I opened my blinds, went to the bathroom and took a quick shower, then
went about my shaving routine. After that, I changed out of my pajamas, slipping into a
comfortable merino wool t-shirt and some khaki shorts. On the dresser in a neat line lay my
watch, iPhone, wallet and sunglasses, and I went from left to right, taking the first two but leaving
the wallet and glasses. I fastened the watch to my wrist, quickly checked my phone for



messages (though I knew there was no one who would be contacting me), and then slipped it
into my pocket. I detailed what I was going to do that day in my mind – my typical morning
routine, though my daily checklist had become pretty thin:_ Look for job._ Don’t think about
Alicia.I went downstairs. My mom and dad were sitting around the dining table eating breakfast,
my mom involved in whatever was happening on the screen of her iPad, and my dad staring
absently at the TV where some talking head was droning on about the upcoming presidential
election. My parents were retired now, both former accountants for IBM way back in the day. I
remembered how when I was young, my parents would work all day, and then when they came
home there would be a big emphasis on family time at the dinner table. There would be no TV
on, nothing, and the same deal for breakfast on the weekends. Mom would cook up a big
breakfast while dad talked or played with me, and then we’d all sit down to eat and talk and
laugh together.In high school, I was preoccupied with my school life and my friends, and didn’t
put much thought into the at-home dynamic, but now that I was back home again I had become
acutely aware that things had definitely changed.“There’s cereal on the counter, if you want any.”
My mom gestured over towards the boxes on the kitchen counter.“I’m sure he knows by now,
Carol,” my dad said. “It's Saturday, the cereal is always out on the counter on Saturdays.”She
tilted her nose down, looking over her glasses at him with more than a hint of irritation. “I’m just
reminding him, Joe.”I went over and poured myself out a bowl of cereal. “You know,” I said, going
over to the fridge to get the milk out, “do you remember back when I was a kid? We used to have
those big family breakfasts. I remember, mom, you’d cook up all sorts of good stuff. These fat,
juicy sausages, perfect bacon, grilled tomatoes. I think that those were the only times I liked
eating tomatoes as a kid. And that salad too. The salad was great.”“You know, Roy? I asked your
mother the same question. You know what she said?”“Cook it yourself,” she filled in.“That’s right,
she told me to go cook it myself.”I would’ve laughed, if not for the thick passive aggressiveness
behind their words. Ever since moving home, I’d noticed my parents going through little spats
like this. Micro-fights. Had they always happened, even when I was younger? I couldn’t
remember. Back then I’d always seen my parents as a perfectly happy couple. I’d had friends
whose parents divorced, or separated, or just were otherwise in not good relations, and I’d
always kind of assumed that nothing like that was going on between my folks. Living at home
with them as an adult these past six months made me re-examine things.It’s a jarring thing to
have your truths rearranged. It’s even more jarring when it happens multiple times in succession.
One moment I’d been engaged, with a career and on the cusp of what I saw as “the rest of my
life”, the next I was an unemployed thirty-year-old man living back home with his parents. I’d
been existing with this idea of my folks being the perfect happily married couple that I aspired to
be like one day, and now I was reassessing all my memories to try and figure out if I really was
just that unobservant about things.I mean, wasn’t that the cause of all this? My inability to notice
that Alicia was unhappy?Don’t think about Alicia, I scolded myself.Had mom and dad been this
way when I was in high school? I couldn’t remember. They were busy with work, I was going out
with friends and paying attention to other things. When was the last time I even saw them kiss?



Had I ever seen them kiss?Huh.I sat down at the dining table with my cereal and began to tuck
into it.“Why do you ask, Roy?” my mom asked.“Oh, just…I just was thinking about it. Good
memories.”“How’s your job hunt coming?” asked my dad, still looking at the TV.“About the same,”
I said. “Lots of applications, no responses.”“Have you tried going in and applying in person?
Handing in your resume. Companies like that, you know?”“Most places would rather have the
application sent in online now, dad,” I said.“Is that right?”My mom shook her head incredulously.
“We’ve discussed this before, Joe. Don’t you remember?”“Hm. Is that right?”“Good lord,” she
sighed under her breath. “Your dad is so forgetful these days; it drives me crazy.”My dad smiled
guiltily and shrugged. “Old age.”“It’s okay,” I said. I finished my cereal and went to go wash the
bowl out in the sink.“Roy?”“Hm? Yeah, mom?”She took her glasses off, something she always
did when she was about to say something serious. Dad turned down the television. Uh oh.“How
are you doing these days?” she asked.I blinked dumbly. “I’m okay,” I said, “I’m doing better.” It was
only partially the truth.“Yeah?”“Yeah, I’ve been thinking a lot about everything. I mean, it's pretty
much all I think about besides getting a new job—getting back on my feet. But I think I’ve worked
through the worst of it.”“It’s great that you’re working so hard on getting a new job,” dad said. “It’s
good to get back up in the saddle. But what about, um, your dating? Are you seeing anyone?”I
knew he knew the answer to that question. Asides from going to work out, I hardly had left the
house during the past six months. I just sat at home browsing job listings, watching TV and doing
my best not to look at Alicia’s Facebook. Cool, I know.“Joe,” mom hissed at him. “We’re just
concerned, Roy. Of course there’s no rush for this, you need to take your time and go when
you’re ready, but…have you thought about seeing someone new?”“No,” I said quickly. “No, mom,
I haven’t.” I felt a sudden and completely unexpected surge of irritation bubble up from inside. “Of
course I haven’t.”“Okay, honey,” she said. “But it’s been, what, ten months since you two
separated? Don’t you think—”“Nine months,” I corrected. “And eight years together.”My dad held
folded his hands on the table in front of him. “You don't need to make a commitment, but it might
be helpful to see new people to help you out of your rut, son.”“I’m not in a rut.” I was just taking
some time, just regathering myself.My parents looked at me silently for a moment, looked at
each other, and then looked back at me. My mom nodded. “Okay.”“Ultimately, we know you know
what’s best for yourself,” dad said.My heart had started to pound. God, and I thought I had made
good progress, but it was obvious that it really was just all bubbling below the surface.“Thanks,” I
said, taking a deep breath to calm myself down. I smiled. “I appreciate you worrying about me. I’ll
be okay.” I put the washed bowl away into the cabinet. Dad stared at the anchors chattering
silently on the TV.Mom spoke up. “You know, the Powlton farmers market is today. We should go
there and buy some fresh vegetables.”Dad frowned. “What, right now?”“Yes,” she answered. “We
could pick up some vegetables, and tomorrow, I’ll cook a big breakfast. What do you think,
Roy?”In all honesty, I didn’t particularly want to. All I felt like doing was sitting around at home
and contemplating my life, but I knew my mom was just trying to help me feel better. Plus, I’d only
just been reminiscing about our lost family breakfasts, how could I turn that down?I smiled.
“Alright, you’ve convinced me.”ThreeThreeThreeThree
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Deirdre, “Bountiful. You had everything...until you lost it. The bad luck is all of sudden like
toppling dominoes. The pain is so deep and profound, it's hard to even get out of bed. Let alone
even attempt to function daily. And having to crawl back to Powlton, California (a suburb of San
Diego) & actually home to Mom and Dad after a job loss is the last straw.How can a figurative
"broken heart" hurt so bad? Why do you feel it deep down in your soul? How can it be possible
to still wake up daily and continue to endure? How come he still feels so lonely even though he
lives with his parents? This has been Roy's existence for the past several months. He feels
hollowed out. So overwhelmed by emotions, in order to protect himself he has stopped feeling
anything, especially to do with love. His mother sees something must be done. Roy is so bereft
nothing can get him out of his funk. He is so distraught that his mother has to find a way to get
him out of his deep morass.Roy reminiscences about happier times when he was younger when
their family enjoyed engaging, fun filled breakfasts involving fresh vegetables. This prompts his
Mom to suggest they all go to the local farmers market. Reluctantly Roy and his Dad agree.
Everything he does seems like an out of body experience. He's just an observer of life around
him. Until various vendors begin to remind him of his life with his ex-fiancee. These painful
memories he has no interest in recollecting. Then he hears a voice and sees a face he hasn't in
many years. His first love, his first (boy)friend in high school, Dakota. Older, but a very welcome
sight.On that day he experiences the first hairline cracks in the block of ice encasing his heart.
Accompanying his old friend home to his organic vegetable and fruit gardens, Roy meets
Dakota's Border Collie. She was named Rosie after Dakota's deceased mother. Her presence
has made Dakota not feel so lonely, especially after the death of Dad, whom he was very close
to. Rosie also begins to affect Roy's life in positive, often comforting and sometimes protective
ways. Not only are Dakota's gardens bountiful with produce, can he have the same bountiful
effect on Roy's heart?I thoroughly enjoyed this sweet romance. This is my second time reading it
and found I liked it even more than the first time. The release of the sequel A CUP OF JOE
prompted this reread. I'm very glad I got the chance to revisit the first book.”

gralor, “A great well written read. A fun romance and a feel good book with developed characters
and a solid story line. I recommend this book.”

Sue Allen Milkovich, “BEAUTIFUL WARM ROMANCE. This beautifully written story about Roy
and Dakota, left my heart full with warm feelings. I love stories like this because it gives you hope
that if one door has closed, another can be opened. The addition of Rosie as a primary
character, shows that you know a lot about companion animals. I have my own and she has
changed my life. This is a terrific book with a beautiful story. I HIGHLY RECOMMEND THIS
BOOK!!!!”

Toni kure, “Review of Bounty of the heart. I Can Hardly describe how good this story make me



feel. It so sweet and beautiful. It makes u Think without losing it beautifull story, im greatfull that i
read it. U cant help Fall in love with Dakota and Roy. If u only buy one book this mounth this
sould be it. I Can truely recomend this book. As an ARC reader i resived this book for free in
return for an hounest review. Hugs toni”

Jeff Maxson, “Well written and a joy to read!. Good storyline. Very enjoyable.”

Daniel Chupe-OHanlon, “Five Stars. GOOD”

Ebook Library Reader, “Second chance. Roy is down on his luck with his relationship and career.
He moves back home and meets Dakota, his boyfriend/ best friend, from high school. They
rediscover what they had, it is still there but stronger. And praise to Rosie, the dog. This story
hasa HEA.If you like a low angst, reconnect story  read this.”

The book by Cody Ryder has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 40 people have provided feedback.

SUMMARY Chapter 1 Chapter 2 Chapter 3 Chapter 4 Chapter 5 Chapter 6 Chapter 7 Chapter
8 Chapter 9 Chapter 10 Epilogue Thank you for reading! Preview: A Cup of Joe
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