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Prologue

 


“After getting to know the women just a
little bit, I think I can pull this off,” the tall golden skinned
man said to the two others in the room. One was a male with dark
skin and the other a female with olive skin.

“The trick to getting to her now lies in
getting close to her family,” the woman said. “Not just her wife
and children. Her human family. I don’t think she’s as detached
from them as she’d like everyone to believe.”

“What if she is?” the dark-skinned male
asked with a frown. “I’m not about hurting anyone who’s not a part
of this.”

“We don’t need to hurt them,” the woman
said. “We just need to infiltrate. Through them, we will have a
path to her. She doesn’t need to do anything except what we want
her to.”

“Which is?” the darker-skinned male
asked.

“She’s not invulnerable,” he said. “And this
time I don’t think there’s any need to include her friends because
if we fail, we’ll have tipped our hand.”

“So, we go in light and increase the
pressure if we don’t get what we need.”

“Are those we need to lead in place?” the
woman asked.

“Yes, and I’ve allowed some of them to
believe this was their idea, that we’re just backing them,” he
said. “They’re eager to do what they think has to be done.”

“It does have to be done,” the woman said,
her black hair gleaming under the light. “We have to get from under
her before this goes too far. Have you seen the portend?”

“I’m still not sure what it means for us,”
he said.

“It means Bridget is as much a threat as
McMasters,” the woman said. “She’s the one who put together that
group of bears. If her family had any idea that she’d engineered
such a powerful group, and hadn’t invited them in…”

“They would kill her and take it over,” he
said with a smile. “And being Autumn Court Queen without even
offering them any part of it? No, they’d never allow that to
stand.”

“Someone should make them aware of it,” the
woman said. “I’ve been playing an angle of my own.”

“What is it?” he asked.

“Jennifer’s mother. She has been looking for
her. Now that she has the information she needs, I think she’ll be
calling.”

He frowned. “Locane always said the woman
was a drunk. What use can she be to us?”

“She’s not drinking, and she’s more than
willing to insert herself into her daughter’s life. Money’s scarce
with Locane dead. She’s living hand to mouth and in a dump of an
apartment, but Jennifer could put an end to that.”

“Will she?”

“Who knows,” she answered. “All we need is
for her to insert herself. The man in her life has been more than
willing to do as I ask. Any day now, she should be making contact.
That will enable us to kill her and get close to Jennifer and the
babies.”

“So, we chip away at McMasters’s power base,
one block at a time?” the darker-skinned man asked. “We go after
the Autumn Queen, McMasters’s human family—”

“Her human family and Jennifer’s will be
instrumental in helping us bring Jorja McMasters’s empire crashing
down around her ears.”


Chapter One






Jorja McMasters sat behind her desk. Her
office was quiet as the person seated across from her waited,
breath held. She leaned back in her chair not sure what to say,
though. That was rarely the case for her.

The meeting was rather impromptu and
uninvited.

“I wouldn’t be here asking if we had other
options.” Anthony McMasters sighed roughly. “All of the stores are
doing poorly. We’ve had to sell off assets just to make
payroll.”

She remained silent as he told her what she
already knew about the business she had once hoped to run. Their
grandfather had allowed federal agents to alter his decision to put
her in charge of the then thriving jewelry store legacy.

“You’ve had to close stores,” she commented,
bringing her fingers together in a steeple before her.

Anthony nodded. “We have two locations here
left and the one I’m running. I might be able to keep it going
another six months, but Mike’s been a drain on my resources.”

“Cut him loose,” she said. “Anyway, why are
you coming to me? Why hasn’t the rest of the family just come
together to save the stores?”

“No one’s interested,” Anthony told her.
“Me, you, Mike, Allen, and Willow were the only ones that actually
cared about the business. It was a concern to the others because of
the money coming in.”

“And now?”

“Mike’s running things into the ground. We
need designs, we need gems—Mike sold off a good bit of the stock to
make payroll as well as to buy a car and house.”

She laughed, truly amused. She’d told her
grandfather her cousin Michael wasn’t the person to run things. He
couldn’t even run a pair of panties up a flagpole without help.

“Jorja, the feds have been coming around
again, and Mike has threatened to tell them whatever it takes to
get you behind bars if you don’t help us.”

“Tell him that won’t get him a dime of my
money,” she replied coldly. “Even if I was to spend a day in jail,
Jena wouldn’t be at liberty to give you a penny either.”

“Just help us save this,” he insisted. “You
once loved the store as much as I do.”

“Once upon a time, I was eager to run
Diamond Glow, I had big plans to grow the business. I had designs
that would make the name even more recognizable, but now, I have my
own store.” She shrugged. “I have a new design coming out. Well,
two.” She smiled. One to commemorate the birth of her daughters and
a present for her wife.

“You were the best,” Anthony murmured. “Let
us have those designs,” he pleaded. “And the gems you were going to
use.”

She laughed again. “Come a little closer,
Ant, and say that into my good ear because I seem to be hard of
hearing.”

He gave her an exasperated glare but before
he could respond her cell phone rang, and Jorja reached for it.

“Hello?”

“Hi, sweetie,” Jennifer Blackdust-McMasters
purred in her ear. “Are you on your way home? We miss you.”

Jorja smiled. “I’m leaving now, angel,” she
said. “Do you need me to bring you anything?”

Jena laughed. “I’m over my chocolate era,”
she murmured. “No. I just want my wife to come home and spend the
evening with me.”

“And I’m going to do that. I’ll see you
soon, okay?”

“Promise? You’ve been working a lot in the
last weeks.”

“I’m sorry. I will leave right now. Love
you.”

“I love you, too. Black Diamond?”

Jorja grinned. That’s what Jena sometimes
called her. To the average person that was just an endearment, cute
and sweet. To her goblin, the fairy half of her, it was a sexy come
on.

It was a testament to how strong Jena
thought she was.

“Yes?”

“I mean it,” Jena said firmly, warmth in her
tone that reached through the phone lines to wrap around Jorja’s
heart.

She laughed softly despite Jena having hung
up. Jorja never thought she’d marry, even when her grandfather had
made it clear he wouldn’t think her fit to run his business unless
she had the stabilizing influence of a wife.

The marriage was supposed to be in name
only. However, Jorja was madly in love with her wife and would do
any atrocity for her and their twin daughters.

“Clive.”

The office door opened, and a tall darkly
tanned man’s face appeared. His black hair was cut short, and his
brown eyes were curious.

“Are we leaving?” Clive asked calmly, though
his gaze was now on her cousin.

“Yep. Show Mr. McMasters the door and wait
down there for me.”

“Will do,” he said. “Sir?” He held out a
hand gesturing to the door.

“Jorja, we really need to—”

“My wife misses me,” Jorja said getting to
her feet. “And I’m not inclined to disappoint her tonight.”

“Fine, but we really need to settle this. I
need a firm commitment.”

“Fish need water, but sometimes rivers dry
up,” she retorted. “Goodbye, Anthony.”

“Jorja, don’t do this. It’ll only create
unnecessary problems for us all.”

“Don’t start shit with me you can’t finish,”
Jorja growled and moved toward him but quicker than a rogue wave,
Clive grabbed him by the nape and jerked him from her office.

Jorja pushed out a sigh and turned to the
wall. Her goblin, the dark fairy half of her, wanted to go after
him and tear him apart. After the issue with her uncle and cousin
wanting to kill her wife and children, Jorja vowed to be quick in
eliminating possible threats.

She would kill anyone who even looked like
they wanted to come between her and her family or create problems
for her wife. There was no way she’d allow that.

She stared, unseeing for a full ten seconds,
wrestling the goblin under control. In the last weeks she’d
changed. The prophecy of two phoenixes being born in this realm had
come true. One dark and one light.

The dark had indeed devoured the light. But
a second phoenix had been born, and Jorja had been told this one
was gray, born of darkness and light.

This phoenix would someday become the queen
of the Summer Court.

But that was the future. The here and now
was all that mattered, and Jorja clenched her fists feeling the
spark of pure dark power inside her. It was a black fire that was
woven into her. Compounding that problem was a bracelet on her
wrist that seemed to vanish just beneath the skin. It was a weapon
that she was still researching.

She’d put it on to prevent it being taken
from her and used against her.

Anger slowly receded, and Jorja turned back
to her desk releasing a rough sigh. She opened her desk drawer and
grabbed her bag from it.

The landline on her desk rang, and she
picked it up. “Not now, I have a headache,” she muttered and the
woman on the other end of the line grunted.

“I have a problem,” she said after a
moment.

“What is it?” Jorja asked patiently.

“Feds on my ass about Agent Gray,” she
said.

Agent Gray had once worked for Jorja as part
of security. Then, she hadn’t known he was an agent, but he’d left
her employee and gone to snuggle up with the caller full-time. As
it turned out, Agent Gray had been a mole who’d been good at his
job, yet somehow he’d gotten careless enough to be killed.

“So what?” Jorja asked. “It’s not like
they’re going to be able to make any connections, right?”

“Right.”

“Then, let it go, Bear,” she said patiently.
“Let them do their thing.”

Bear—or Bridget Bearenstien—was an ally in
business and was the Queen of the Autumn Court while Jorja was the
Queen of the Winter Court. It had been predicted that the fairies
in this realm would build their own version of the courts, and
Jorja had been thrown headfirst into it, though she’d never sought
to be a queen.

She had made Bridget her second because the
bear was almost her equal.

“They could start digging into the murders
of the family, into the drugs. The agent mentioned both.”

The drugs had been Bridget’s family’s
enterprise and then Bridget’s.

“Who gives a flip?” Jorja demanded. She
didn’t.

“I’m more worried about the drugs and my
cousin and his right hand’s murders than anything else.”

“I understand your concern, but I advise you
to just let it go. Don’t do anything to bring attention to
yourself. Let them investigate.”

“What if they start looking at you for those
murders?”

“What murders?” Jorja asked coolly. But she
knew exactly what Bridget was getting at. She just wasn’t about to
become an alarmist and let fear force her to do something that
could cause her regret later.

She had a family that meant more to her than
the bodies she’d left behind.

“Yeah. Okay. I didn’t really expect you to
admit to killing my family, but if they’re digging into Gray’s
murder they could start looking into the rest.”

Jorja remained silent, deciding not to
respond.

“Okay, I’ll keep you informed then,” Bridget
said. “I just want to remind you of what we discussed.”

“As far as?”

“My alibi,” she said.

Jorja laughed. “We need to meet,” Jorja
said, making a decision. “What are you doing later this
evening?”

“Meeting you at?”

“The condo,” she said.

“The casino?”

The casino was Jorja’s baby. A way to clean
some of her money, to hide it. There would be a spa and hotel on
site. The project had initially been one she’d been brought into
simply because she could get the license, unlike her partner.

Her partner had been a cartel that was now
dead. Well, the old guard was. The cartel was now being run by
Jorja’s old friend Kinsey. Kinsey wasn’t her partner. Jorja had
seen the double-cross coming and taken over the project. Now, the
casino was hers alone along with the Indian property she’d been
asked to partner in buying.

Jorja considered the fact this could be the
beginning of a set-up. She’d give Bridget the benefit of the doubt
because if the bear was double-crossing her, Jorja would allow her
to live just long enough to regret it.

“Eight,” Jorja finally said.

“I’ll see you then.”

Jorja ended the call and sighed harshly
before continuing out into the reception area where her secretary,
Alanni, was packing up to go home. The other woman was of average
attractiveness with dark eyes and gold skin.

She was a slim woman, though not by any
means thin.

“I’ll be in an hour late tomorrow, Alanni,”
Jorja said as she came to a stop in front of Alanni’s desk. “Has
that paperwork been filed?”

Alanni looked at her and smiled. “Yes. Have
a great evening,” she replied. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Go get a massage and have dinner on me,”
Jorja said. “Use your expense card to cover it.”

“Thank you,” she responded warmly. “I
appreciate your generosity.”

“No, ma’am, you’ve earned it.” Jorja gave
her a wink. “Call me only if it’s an emergency.” She headed for the
corridor where her private elevator was. She removed the key used
to unlock it and stuck it into the lock.

Jorja pushed the call button and waited for
the doors to open at the back entrance where Clive waited for
her.

“I have a feeling that guy isn’t going to
take no for an answer,” Clive said as they headed out to the
parking lot.

“Anthony can be persistent when he wants to
be,” she answered with a smile.

“Are you going to help them?” he asked.
“I’ve checked into it like you asked, and they’re drowning, but not
destitute. However, they are losing their reputation, and half the
stores they were dealing with have walked away from them.”

“No new designs, and Mike has no idea how to
talk to people, let alone run a business,” Jorja commented. The
jewel business was as rough as any.

A store’s reputation was only as good as its
next best piece or small collection, and Jorja had pulled her
collection when her grandfather had fired her. She’d decided to let
him figure out how he was going to do her job.

“Your cousin Trashay is trying to get them
back,” Clive told her. “She’s in charge of sales and marketing.
She’s doing well with what she has to work with. Willow oversees
the designs and gems. She can’t get quality stones any more than
she’s found a designer to replace you.”

“You don’t say.”

“The few good gems she did manage to get
were stolen and there is some speculation it was by Michael’s
lover.”

Jorja laughed softly. “Not a surprise. What
about their ability to secure loans? We were in good standing with
banks before I was fired.”

“The guy I talked to said, no way, but if
you were to go back to work for them, then they’d have no problems
giving them a loan because you’d be able to generate designs and
business to pay it back,” Clive told her. “If you don’t bail them
out, they won’t last beyond the first few months of next year.”

She nodded. “Mike didn’t understand that the
business didn’t just happen. People weren’t just begging to sell
our product or work with us. I busted my ass and so did my
grandfather to make that business work.”

“His personal finances aren’t much better.
He’s not broke, but he will be in eight or nine months. He’s
spending too much, and he’s made bad investments. He’s arrogant,
and he’s talking to feds.”

Jorja nodded. “That doesn’t surprise me.” It
was the reason she wouldn’t help them. She climbed into the
car.

“Are you going to save them?”

“No. Mike wanted this, and my grandfather
fired me,” Jorja replied quietly. “He didn’t think enough of me to
back me, to leave me the controlling interest, why should I save
it?”

“He was probably concerned he’d lose his
business if the feds got involved,” Clive said as he inserted the
key into the ignition. “It was his family’s legacy, the thing that
gave him his identity in a time where blacks were seen as
spit.”

“How much do you think that’s changed?”
Jorja asked. “I’m not out there busting my ass because I love
causing trouble.”

“You don’t?” he gave her a cheeky grin.

“I needed to make a living, and I decided
early on I was never going to be poor,” Jorja murmured.

“You didn’t grow up poor,” he replied. “Not
like me and like some of those who work for you.”

“But none of it was mine,” Jorja answered
coolly. “I always had a feeling my grandfather would find an excuse
not to turn over control of the business to me.” She shook her
head. “He was sort of old-fashioned. He didn’t think women should
be in leadership roles that didn’t involve charity work, a kitchen
or home, or the family.”

“You worked for him.”

“That’s all I did,” she muttered, turning
her gaze out of the passenger side window. All she had wanted was
his love and respect in the early days. Then, she’d said fuck
it.

All she needed was to respect herself and be
able to live with whatever she did.

“You think it’s hard to be poor and black in
America?” he asked softly. “Try being poor and white.”

“That’s your fault,” she retorted. “Whites
have more opportunities handed to them on a silver platter. If you
piss them off thinking another one is just around the corner and
it’s not, you can’t blame blacks or browns.”

“See what you just did?” he asked quietly.
“You assumed because of the color of my skin I would be given
chances you weren’t. But you came from a middle-class family. Even
a black kid with that kind of background is given preference over
poor white boys and girls.”

Jorja laughed. “In an alternate
universe.”

“In your case, I think they call it pretty
privilege,” he responded. “You’re easy on the eyes and smart. Yeah,
you’d have gotten the nod before me.”

Jorja snorted in annoyance.

“Did you have to really fight for anything?
In a classroom did the teacher pick you over the snotty nosed white
kid?”

“Everybody got picked over that kid,” Jorja
muttered.

“That’s my point. Poor white trash is
nothing but black in white skin.”

“At any rate, I’m not one to judge by color.
It’s a poor determination of skill, intellect, and loyalty.”

“Color blind?” Clive asked quietly.

“Color is just a variation, a hue of
humanity to me,” Jorja answered coolly. Her family had had to fight
for everything, but Jorja hadn’t taken that for granted. She’d
taken advantage of the opportunities their wealth had afforded to
ensure she could provide something even better for herself.

“You’re one of the few people who I wouldn’t
doubt if you said some of your best friends were other than
brown.”

Leigh and Kinsey were good examples. But
then, so was her wife. She had appreciated the color of Jena’s skin
for the lovely shade it was, but it was her smile and beauty that
had caught her eye. The woman that Jena was, was what kept Jorja
interested in her.

The essence of who a person was, made them
friend, foe, or family to Jorja.

“I’m going to block Willow’s number from
Jena’s phone. Tell Apple if Willow manages to contact her, not to
relay any of her messages.”

“You’re going to play hardball,” he
commented.

“I’m just doing what I think is right for my
wife,” she told him coldly. “Willow’s been calling Jena trying to
convince her to get me to help them. If they want to talk to me,
they need to do it direct.”

“Gotcha,” he said. “It’ll be done as soon as
we get to the house, but they are your family, Jorj. Don’t shit on
them because I have a feeling it’s going to be—”

“They can’t touch me without proof, and Mike
doesn’t have any. All he has is fear in his eyes and an inability
to work for what he wants,” Jorja snapped. “It’s not my job to pick
up the pieces.”

If her grandfather had just supported and
trusted her, she’d have left Diamond Glow to protect it. At the
same time, she would have ensured they had enough designs to keep
them afloat along with the gems they needed to make them.

Now, the business he loved would fall, and
she would do nothing, nor would she allow Jena to do anything to
save them.


Chapter Two






Michael McMasters pushed out a rough breath,
his gaze still on the screen. The truth was a stark vision before
him.

Sales were down on most of their products.
The only ones still doing well were the last pieces his cousin had
created. They were over a year old and none of them were the
designs she had been working on when their grandfather was
killed.

There was no sign of those designs and
naturally the gems had all been lost when the building had been
burned to the ground—or so they believed. After all, Jorja had put
those gems into the vault as far as his grandfather had known.

Mike was still certain Jorja had been behind
that, pissed off because their grandfather had decided not to put
her in charge. He didn’t think she’d meant to kill them. However,
he was certain she’d meant for the store to be heavily damaged to
teach their grandfather a lesson.

He’d deserved to be head of the business and
Mike admitted he didn’t know everything, but that didn’t mean he
shouldn’t have been Jorja’s boss. After all, the business had been
handed down to males not women of the family. Certainly, that had
to have been for a reason, right?

Jorja had just been selfish, thinking of
herself rather than the family and the business that should be
carried on.

After all, McMasterses stuck together.
That’s what his Aunt Jessie used to tell them all the time. So,
Jorja had an obligation to help them. That meant coming back to
work for the family.

The phone on his desk rang and he picked it
up. “Michael McMasters.”

“Monsieur McMasters, this is Cybelle Boyer.
I’m calling to tell you we’re going to have to cancel our contract
with you.”

“You can’t do that,” he exclaimed, a sick
feeling in the pit of his stomach.

“I’m afraid I can,” she replied patiently,
her French accent heavy. “You are not living up to the terms. We
were supposed to receive earrings and a bracelet from you but have
not done so. The deadline is passed. I gave you an extension
already.”

“But that was just a jumping off point,” he
insisted. “My grandfather was killed and—”

“Monsieur McMasters, I understand, but this
happened almost six months ago. I expected you to get your designer
to follow through, but I can see this contract means nothing to
you. I was looking forward to carrying two one-of-a-kind pieces
from your chief designer, Jorja McMasters.”

This was Jorja’s fault. They couldn’t afford
to lose another contract.

“I’ll call you back and straighten this
out,” he said. “In the meantime, what about the eternity
pendant?”

The woman laughed in his ear. “The piece is
attractive, but not what we are looking for,” she replied.

“Just give me another deadline, and I’ll get
Jorja to send you the designs.”

“Don’t bother. Au revoir.”

Dead air followed and Mike let out a growl.
Jorja was going to help him fix this or—

The office door opened, cutting off his
train of thought.

“I’m sorry, Mr. McMasters,” his secretary
said, giving him an apologetic look as his cousin barged in.

“Never mind,” Mike replied, irritated. “What
do you want, Willow?” Willow was his younger cousin who worked for
him.

“I want you to get your act together.”

“You need to talk to Jorja,” he muttered.
Jorja and Willow were on better terms than he and Jorja. Mike was
sure Jorja would at least give Willow some money if Willow
asked.

“About what?” she asked with a frown.

“About the collection she was making for us
before Grandfather was killed,” he retorted. “Without that
collection we’re going to lose all foreign contracts. They don’t
want the necklace the new designer designed. They keep saying it’s
junk.”

“That’s because it is,” she told him icily.
“I told you those diamonds and emeralds were substandard. Jorja
always got the good stuff. She managed to—”

“If she doesn’t get back to work for
us—”

“Do you seriously think she’s going to work
for you?” Willow demanded. “Hell, no. I don’t even want to work for
you. You don’t listen, Michael, and you expect everyone else to do
all the work.”

“Your job is to work,” he snapped. “You’re
just jealous because I’m the one running the show.”

She laughed. “You’re running it right into
the ground. There’s not going to be anything left when you get
done.”

“Shut up.”

“This wouldn’t be happening if you’d just
get your head in the game. We’re losing money every day. The only
thing that’s keeping us afloat is the fact Jorja’s work is classic,
but people want more of her designs and if she puts them out there
under her own label, we’re done for.”

He knew she was right. “I’m going to call
her. She’s going to give us some designs, or I’m going to tell the
feds I know for a fact she was smuggling diamonds. I’m going to
tell them I saw her.”

Willow frowned. “You’re going to lie?”

“If that’s what it takes to bring her down a
peg or t—”

“From what I’m learning about her, that
could be dangerous,” Willow said. “The feds told me they think
she’s the reason we lost the other store and our grandparents. The
reason my parents died.”

He snorted as he picked up his cell phone
from the table. “Jorja wouldn’t have killed them,” he muttered.
“She’d rather beat Grandfather and rub his nose in it than kill
him.”

“I know that,” Willow retorted. “But the
point is, they’re still investigating her for that. All you’ll do
is make her life hard.”

“So what?” he demanded as he input Jorja’s
number. “She’s making mine hard. She can help us or lose business
herself with people thinking she’s a crim—”

“Hello?”

“Hey, Jorja.”

“What do you want, Mike?” Jorja asked
frigidly.

“Have you talked to Anthony?”

“I’m not helping you, and you can talk to
the feds until you’re blue in the face with pink stripes,” Jorja
replied.

“If you don’t give us some designs and get
me some high quality gems—”

“Do your worst, Mike,” Jorja told him. “The
feds are always on my ass and all they have to show for it is shit.
So, go for it.”

“You’re such a jealous bastard,” he snapped.
“Why couldn’t you just let me have control of the store while you
continued to do what you do best?”

Jorja laughed, the sound truly amused.
“Because you couldn’t lead your dick to the fucking toilet let
alone run a business successfully.”

“You b—”

“If you want to know how that’s done, take a
lesson from Grandfather. Study his scrapbook of fame and then think
back to how I handled meetings. Oh, wait. You don’t have any memory
of that because you were never there even when you were.”

“If Grandfather was here, and he needed
you—”

“I’d tell him to fuck himself,” Jorja cut
him off harshly. “That’s what he did to me. You want to keep
Diamond Glow alive, sell it while it still has some value.”

“J—” Mike started and stopped, realizing
there was nothing there but dead air. “Bastard!” he cried and
slammed his fist down on the table. “I’m going to get her for
this.”

The office door opened, and he turned. His
cousin Anthony came in, his expression grim.

“We know,” Willow said. “Mike just got off
the phone with Jorja.”

“She’s not going to help.” Anthony shook his
head. “I’m going to have to go back east. I have a store and a
family there.”

“I need you here,” Mike protested.

“I can’t help you, Mike. I told you I’d
stick around and try to get Jorja to help, but she’s not going to,”
he said. “I think she’s bitter about the fact Grandfather gave
control of the company to you and fired her.”

“He fired her?” Willow asked and Mike heard
the surprise in her voice. The shock on her face echoed his
own.

Their grandfather had treated Jorja like the
golden child.

“Why?” Willow asked, confused.

“The feds said she killed someone.” Anthony
sighed. “Not just someone but Simms and his family.”

“That woman stole some of Jorja’s designs,
but I don’t see her killing her over them. She’s good. She comes up
with new stuff every year. She could have just written that off,”
Willow said.

“She was pissed,” Mike remarked, shaking his
head slowly. “She could have killed them.”

“They said she set Simms’s store on fire
first with him and his daughter and son inside,” Anthony said.
“They didn’t die, but still…”

Willow exhaled roughly and paled. Mike felt
the fear in her eyes straight to his toes.

“She didn’t,” Willow whispered. “She
wouldn’t.”

“There’s no proof,” Anthony said quietly.
“But the feds believe she did. She’s done worse according to the
agent I talked to. She’s killed. He gave me pictures. Remember the
Montgomery family?”

“They were trying to make Grandfather sell,”
Willow said. “Why?”

Anthony removed an envelope from his back
pants pocket and tossed it onto the desk. Willow picked it up and
opened it, taking out the contents.

“Oh, my god,” she whispered and threw the
pictures on the desk and walked to the window with a hand on her
stomach.

Mike picked up the stack and continued going
through it. The horror of the dead bodies slammed into him making
his stomach roil. He’d just thought she was a bastard, but she’d
done this…

“The entire family including the kids were
all executed, and they believe Jorja was there, took part in the
killings.”

“Grandfather was right,” Willow said softly.
“The day he died I was here. I heard an agent tell Grandmother that
he had to cut her loose because she was a monster. She’d eventually
turn on them.”

“She hasn’t turned on us,” Anthony said.
“But if you push her, Mike, that might be you. That’s the only
reason I’m showing you those.”

“I guess you better rethink lying on her to
the feds,” Willow murmured, facing her cousin.

“Mike,” Anthony growled.

“Jorja owes it to us,” Mike snapped. “Those
designs the foreign companies dumped us over are Diamond Glow
property. I have a right to have them back.”

“I’m sure Simms thought she owed him
something, too,” Anthony remarked. “Especially after setting his
store on fire with him inside of it. All he got was dead, though.
Not only that, but his accounts also came up damn near empty. They
think Jorja drained them.”

Willow shook her head. “My god.”

“I’m not even sure I believe she did any of
that,” Anthony said quietly. “But I don’t want to put my family in
a situation to have to find out.”

“I’m going to talk to her,” Mike said. Jorja
had a ruthless streak which was one of the things he envied about
her. She knew how and when to bring out the big guns. “In person.
She can either do it, or I’m going to feed the feds whatever lines
that will keep her on their radar. I’m going to tell them I heard
her say if she couldn’t run the store then Grandfather couldn’t
either.”

“That could get her arrested for murder,”
Anthony exclaimed. “Don—”

“Then, Jennifer, that dumb twit, will be
easy prey. She’ll give us whatever we want.”
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