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Chapter 1

 


There was no way that he could move
now, not without drawing attention to himself. Instead, Jace simply
sat as still as he was able. The drama playing out in front of him
was one that he might have enjoyed under other circumstances, but
not today. Today he had other things he wanted to get finished.
When his brother looked his way, Jace tensed but didn’t so much as
let his fur ruffle.

“You want to weigh in on
this?” Jace yawned to show how much he wanted to be involved in
anything. “This is fucking insane. You of all people have to see
the stupidity in this.”

“And I’m standing right
here.” They both looked at their brother when he spoke. Gerard
didn’t look like he wanted to be there anymore than Jace did. “I’m
an adult, the last time I looked, and I’m pretty sure I’ve been
making decisions on my own for some time. I’m going to do this,
Mason. No matter how pissed off you get.”

“I forbid it.” They both
looked at Mason like he really had gone off the deep end. “And
furthermore, as the oldest, I say you are to…you are to go to your
room. And stay there.”

The burst of laughter had them both
looking toward the tree. Jace had no idea how long their aunt had
been sitting there, but from the looks of it, long enough. She
swung on the swing that had been there for as long as he could
remember and just smiled.

“You do know that he is
telling you the truth, Mason. You can’t no more order him around
than you can me.” Her swing went higher still, and all Jace could
think about was how carefree she looked, when they all knew that it
was a lie. “And if he wants to move into his own place, why do you
care? All of you could have left here ages ago. I’m an adult too,
in the event you missed it. Are you planning to send me to my room
as well? I’m telling you now that I’d enjoy it a great deal more
than your brother there would. You’ll have to fix dinner, of
course. Then there’s the laundry to be done. And I’m pretty sure
that the strawberries that I picked this morning aren’t going to
make themselves into jam even if you do order them to.”

“He thinks he’s going to
help out by moving somewhere else. How the hell is paying rent to
someone he doesn’t know going to help our situation?” Mason looked
at him, then back at Aunt Georgie. “You don’t want that, do
you?”

She stopped swinging and looked at
them all before putting her gaze back on Mason. “First of all,
watch your language. Secondly, it’s not our problem, Mason; it’s
all mine. You guys should have been out of the nest a long time
ago. I’ll deal with this as I have every other problem that has
come along. With grace and dignity.”

“You’re our family. All we
have. Of course it’s our problem too.” She got off the swing and
walked to them all. Jace wondered briefly if she was going to hit
Mason on the back of the head as she’d always done when any of them
messed up, but she only kissed Mason on the cheek as he continued.
“Aunt Georgie, we can’t abandon you. Not like this.”

“You’re not. I’m going to
go to the bank tomorrow and see what I can work out. Who knows,
perhaps there will be a miracle that will save not just the farm,
but you guys as well.” Jace watched her move away from them. Mason
looked like someone had just ejected him from the biggest game of
his life, and Gerard just looked depressed.

Jace stood up and shifted to human. He
was pulling on his clothes when Mason spoke. He wasn’t sure at
first who he was talking to, but realized after a few seconds that
it was him. He turned to look at him as he buttoned up his
shirt.

“I’m working as much
overtime as I can do. I’m exhausted as you are, and yet it seems
like we’re doing everything wrong.” Jace nodded at Mason. “We’re
going to lose this place…our only home, Jace. I’m not ready to lose
that too.”

“I know, but fighting with
Gerard is pointless. He needs to be closer to his job. The gas
money alone will help him pay his rent. And when this all goes
down—because we both know that it’s a matter of when, not if—when
it goes down, we’ll all need to have a place to live.” Mason nodded
and followed him as he moved toward the house. Jace had come out
here to be alone, but had been drawn into the family issues
instead. He was sick of all of this, but wouldn’t turn his back on
his family. Ever.

The farm had been left to them…all six
of the boys. Aunt Georgie had been their only living relative, and
came when they needed her when their parents were killed in a plane
crash that took the lives of a great many people. The compensation
hadn’t been a lot, but it had helped them for a long time. But the
farm, like a great many of them around their area, had been going
downhill for a long time prior to that. It had taken another twenty
years for the end to actually come.

The youngest of them, Gerard, had been
just five and Mason, the oldest, had been fifteen. Darin had been
thirteen, Jace had been eleven, Zack had just turned nine the day
before, and Logan was seven. Much too young to be alone, and too
stubborn even back then to give up without a fight. And fight they
had…for every nickel, every crop, and every head of herd they’d
tried to make it work with. Nothing had given them enough to catch
up on the back taxes and the much needed repairs.

Jace was leaving for his job when his
phone rang. He was almost afraid to answer it. He was getting more
and more calls about past due bills than ever before. Aunt Georgie
had been crying just yesterday about how they were going to have to
figure out another way to get grain for the cows. There just wasn’t
anymore credit.

“Jace here.” The silence
at the other end nearly had him hanging up, but the person started
coughing and he waited. As soon as they spoke, Jace was ready with
any number of reasons why the bill, whatever it was, hadn’t been
paid. But the man spoke first.

“Mr. Douglas? Mr. Jace
Douglas?” He told him that was right and cringed at being called
Mr. Douglas. He’d not been called that since high school. “I have
a…I would like for you to come to my office, please. There is a
matter of your back taxes that I’d like to speak with you
about.”

“Mr…what was your name?”
The man hurried through his name, and Jace could have sworn that
the man said he was an ass hit man at the end, but wasn’t sure.
“Mr. Clarke, I’m very aware of the back taxes. As well as the bill
at the vet’s office and the one at the hospital. We don’t have the
money. In a few days, if not sooner, there will be a bank man
coming out here to chain the door up, and we’ll be living out of
our cars. So if you want to talk about the taxes, it won’t do you a
fucking bit of good. We’re broke.”

Upon hearing the coughing again, Jace
hung up. He had to get to work, and waiting for the man to tell him
how much he owed and why wasn’t going to cut it. So as he drove
himself into town, he tried to think where he’d get the money to
put a deposit down on a dive, because at this point, it was all he
could afford. He was pretty sure it would be all any of them could
afford.

His phone was ringing at his desk when
he arrived. Instead of answering it, he ignored it for now. Jace
had to be on the floor by two and it was coming up on that now.
Pulling on his coat and hat, he moved to the kitchen to begin the
night’s meal plan. By the time the first order was given to him,
Jace had not only forgotten about the call, he’d completely pushed
the rest of his woes to the back of his mind as well.

~~~

“Your father wishes a word
with you.” Holly just winked at Kent as he poured her tea. “He is
very upset with you. I think he’s just discovering your plan to be
a better Snow than he is.”

“Dad knows he’s the best
at being whatever he wants to be. Just ask him about it. I’m sure
he’ll tell you that he invented money and that everyone should come
to him when they want to print more.” Her dad kissed her head as he
walked past her and sat at the table with her. “Don’t you,
Dad?”

“Of course. I’m a Snow, am
I not?” He nodded at Kent when he asked if he wanted coffee. “What
is it I’ve heard about you taking the bank to task? Not that I
don’t think you have a point, but the next time someone comes to me
about your behavior, I’d like a heads up.”

“I’ve been looking into
some property around town. And I’ve been…I’ve purchased a few of
them before the bank had a chance to foreclose on them. Did you
know that they usually get more for the land than what is owed in
back taxes? And that the family sees none of it?
Outrageous.”

“It’s called cost of
living, love. And it’s the American way to make more than you owe
on something.” He picked up his fork before looking at her with a
frown. “What do you mean, you’ve purchased a few of them? How
many?”

“I’ll have to consult with
Mr. Clarke. He’s got it all straight.” Her dad just stared at her.
“Oh all right, five of them. And if I can get this guy to talk to
him today, one more. And it’s the one that I really want to save.
I…it belongs to Georgina Douglas.”

Her dad put his fork down and looked
at her. She could see the spark of interest in his eyes. He’d known
Georgie Douglas longer than her. He looked to be thinking hard on
something and she sipped her tea while he did it. Her dad, unlike
her, wasn’t one to work out his problems aloud, but
internally.

“How much do they owe? And
I mean grand total.” She told him. “How did it…the bank did that to
her, didn’t they? Waited until the amount was unobtainable and then
hit them with it all at once?” She nodded.

“Not only that, but the
feed mill—the one owned by the bank too, by the way—has done the
same thing. Her amount there is…Dad, they’ve charged her more
interest on what she owes than the amount she charged. The cattle
will starve if they don’t get what they need.” Her dad stood up and
asked her to follow him. They were in her office before she could
tell him the rest. “Dad, there are men out there, her nephews. And
they’re going to lose it all as well.”

“I remember Norman and
Zelma Douglas. Nicest people I’ve ever met.” He picked up his phone
and continued while he pressed buttons. “To leave their children
behind like they did. I’d never…I wish you would have told
me.”

“I found out only a couple
of days ago.” She waited while he spoke to Mr. Clarke on the phone.
Even from across his desk she could hear the man. He was terrified
of her dad; most people were. But he said he’d go to find Jace
Douglas today and if not, then he’d go to the farm. “Dad, what are
you going to do?”

“What should have been
done years ago…step in and help them.” He leaned back in his chair
and stared out the window as he reminisced. “Georgie used to give
you lessons, do you remember that? You were so set on being the
next greatest horsewoman, and I didn’t have the heart to tell you
no. I was terrified that you’d be hurt. But Georgie told me if I
didn’t let you try, you’d go out and do it on your own, and then
where would I be? So I let you take lessons.”

“I was afraid too. I
mean…I knew that Mom was killed by a horse. But I needed to make
myself…it was important to me that I wasn’t going to let her death
beat me. I had to be better than the horses.” He nodded and smiled
sadly at her. “Dad, I never hurt myself when I was with her. She
treated me…she treated me like I was one of her own.”

“She would. Georgie has
the kindest heart I know.” Holly watched her dad as he was lost in
his memories. When her own phone rang, she moved out of his office
because his had rung right as she was going to answer. Holly nearly
didn’t answer the call from Jeff Hardgrave.

“Hello there, my love.
What are you doing today? Lazing about, watching your soaps and
eating those little cakes you like?” She wanted to hang up on him.
He was the most annoying man she had ever dated. One date with the
man and he had been…annoying was all she could think of. And why he
still hung around after she told him repeatedly that she was not
marrying him was beyond her.

“No. I don’t watch
television, I am not lazy, and I haven’t had so much as a cupcake
in ten years. And stop calling me love. I’m not your anything.” He
laughed, which annoyed her even more. “What do you want anyway? I’m
very busy.”

“I thought we’d have
dinner together. I know of this very nice little place that serves
the best cake in the world. Or so they’ve advertised. I could take
your father’s plane there and we could make a night of it.” Holly
strangled her phone. It was that or hunt the man down and tell him
no again.

“I am not going to go out
with you, Jeff. We are not dating, we never have. I know that you
work for my dad, but we are not dating. Stop asking me.” His
chuckle had her ending the call. “Fucking moron. I have no idea how
else to get rid of him.”

“Try having him arrested.”
Her dad came up behind her and laughed as he answered her question.
“I’ll have another talk with him. Perhaps I could tell him you have
a suitor, as he likes to call himself. Or I could fire him. But he
is good at what he does.”

“No, don’t fire him. But
I’m going to have to do something.” As if on cue, her phone rang
again and it was him. She simply pressed the key to send it to
voicemail. “I’m going to be in my office all day. I have a few
errands to run later, and I’m thinking of making my way out to the
Douglas farm. Would you like to go?”

“I wish that I could, but
I have several meetings myself. Let me know if you need any help
with the farm. I’m serious about helping you with it. Georgie is a
good woman. And I’m going to look into the bank. Perhaps it’s past
time to see what the hell is going on with them.” She nodded and
picked up her bag with her things in it. Her dad kissed her on the
cheek and left a few minutes before she did.

Her phone was ringing as she got into
her car. It was Mr. Clarke this time.

“I’ve an address where you
might meet Mr. Douglas. He’s not the oldest, but it’s the only
number that I have for the household. And while I was at it, I took
the liberty of paying a few of the outstanding bills that we talked
about yesterday. Without a phone, it will be most difficult to get
in touch with them.” She asked him what other bill she’d paid
through his help. “Just caught up the other phones as well. And
there is a little matter of the grocery store. I wasn’t aware that
they still allowed people to charge their food.”

“Me either. Look into that
for me. Perhaps there are a lot of nasty people in the world that
are trying to take more advantage of the family.” He said that he
would. “Give me the name of the store where he works and I’ll go by
there. What was his name again?”

“This one is called
Zachery. He goes by Zach, however.” She told him she was on the
way. “Miss Snow, there is more you should know about. Miss Douglas
has an appointment with the bank in an hour. If I were you, I’d
head there instead of the store. You might be able to help her
better there.”

She turned her car right instead of
left at the end of her drive. “I’ll go there. Can you meet me there
as well? I asked Dad, but he has meetings all day.”

“I can do that. However, I
will be a little late. I have an appointment at eleven with another
land owner. They have ten days to come up with the funds or they
will be out. This one is the last on your list, if you don’t count
the Douglas farm. And if you don’t mind me saying so, Miss Snow,
you are close to becoming in no better shape than the people you’re
trying to help.”

“I know. I have enough to
pay off the taxes on the Douglas place and I’ll…I’m going to have
to go to Dad for a loan.” Mr. Clarke snorted. “It’s not a business
if he gives me the money every time I need to have
more.”

“No. But you are one of
the wealthiest families in the country. I’m very sure that your
father can afford to give his only child a little extra to help her
make a dream come true.” She was sure he would, but that wasn’t
standing on her own two feet. “I have a call from your father. I’ll
see you at the bank shortly.”

Holly was at the bank just as Georgie
was pulling in. It hurt her to see how much the woman looked
weighted down; more so knowing that Georgie was working harder to
keep what was hers more than any of the others Holly had helped.
But it was a good plan. A very sound plan, and she was going to
make it work.

“Georgie? It’s Holly Snow,
do you remember me?” The hug that the older woman gave her brought
back so many memories that she had to fight the tears. When Georgie
pulled back and looked at her, Holly no longer even tried. She was
crying as well. “I’ve been trying to contact you for
ages.”

“I’ve had some…I’ve been
sort of busy. Oh my, how you have turned into a lovely young woman.
Goodness, your father must be proud of you.” Holly told her that he
was. “We have to catch up, child. Why don’t you come out to the
ranch and let’s see if you’ve forgotten any of the lessons that I
taught you?”

“I’m not even going to
embarrass myself by showing you how little I’ve practiced. But I do
want to talk to you. It’s about the bank.” They both looked up at
the large imposing building. “I want to help you and your family.
I’ve been looking into things for you and a lot of other ranches,
and I think I can help you catch up.”

“Oh dear, that’s very
sweet of you, but I can handle them.” Holly was shaking her head.
Georgie looked at her, then at the bank again, before continuing
without looking back. “How did you find out?”

“I’ve been…there are more
farms going under than not. And when I had Mr. Clarke look into it,
your name came across my desk. I can help. I want to help.” Georgie
turned then, and she could see what it was costing her to tell her
no. “Don’t do that. Don’t tell me no, Georgie. I want to help you.
I told Dad about it this morning and he said that he wanted to help
you as well. He said you were a good woman and had done so much for
us that he wanted to help you as well.”

“We’re nearly under,
child. It would take a great deal more than your pen money to save
us.” Holly nodded and told her she knew how much. “I can’t do that.
I can’t let you use your money to help us. I’m not even sure…I
don’t know if I’ll ever have the money to pay you back. And there
is so much more than what we owe the bank. So much
more.”

“I know, Georgie. I know
it all. I’ve been…let’s go and talk to the banker and get this part
straightened out. Then we can go and have a nice lunch and talk
about the rest of it.” Georgie looked like she wanted to say okay,
but Holly just grabbed her arm and led her into the bank. “I have
this great place in mind where they serve those little meatballs
like my aunt used to make. You remember her? Aunt
Caroline?”

“Worst cook in five
counties.” Holly laughed and said that was her. “I heard that she
passed away recently. I’m sorry to hear about that.”

“Me too. I miss her all
the time.” Entering the bank together caused heads to turn. She
knew it was because of her name, but thought very little else about
what people thought of her. Usually it was good things, but there
were a few, like the bank manager, that thought she should have
been using his bank and not her father’s. It was one of many sore
points that she and the banker exchanged harsh words over when they
were together.

They had to wait for fifty minutes. In
that time not only had Mr. Clarke shown up, but also a few people
from her office. Two of them left, but one, Sharon Guest, her
personal assistant, stayed. Holly was talking to her dad when they
were finally called back. Nigel was close to getting her dander up,
as her aunt used to say, and he still might.

“I’m not sure why you
thought it necessary to bring someone with you, Miss Douglas, but I
assure you that this is just about a done deal.” Holly gripped her
hand when Georgie started to talk to the banker. “Here, Georgie;
you just need to sign over the deed and we’ll take possession right
away. Then all this fuss will be over with and you can
find—”

“I’m not going to sign
anything. I’m here…I’d like to know the balance of what I owe.”
Holly had told her to ask, and when he seemed to sputter about her
question, Georgie asked him again. “The amount. Surely you know how
much you think you’re going to foreclose on me with. I’d think if
you don’t know it right off the top of your head, with all the
extra time you had while you made us wait, I’d be afraid to put my
money in a bank like yours.”

“Well, it’s a good thing
you don’t have any then, isn’t it? I have no idea what you think to
gain by this show of temper, Miss Douglas, but if you’d just sign
the papers, we can—”

“She’s not signing the
papers. I’m going to pay her debt off.” Mr. Rogers looked at Holly,
then at Georgie. His burst of laughter made her pissed, but she
held her temper as best she could. “And when I do pay this off, I’d
like the deed turned over to us, please. Today. I have a notary
waiting to mark it as paid in full.”

“You think you can just
come in here and pay off this debt like you own the place?” Holly
nodded. That was exactly what she thought. “We want this property,
and don’t think we don’t know about the others you’ve gone in to
help as well. They’re going to be contacting you as soon as
tomorrow that they’ve changed their minds. I will have all their
deeds back by the end of the day.”

“Not this one, you won’t.
Either tell me how much the outstanding amount is, or I’ll call
someone who will help me.” She had meant her dad, but he assumed
the police and laughed at her when she stood up.

“The police won’t do shit
to help you. And sit your pretty ass down. Miss Douglas is going to
do what she’s told or she’ll be out on her ass by tonight.” He
shoved the file at Georgie. “It’s all marked. Sign it and get out
of my bank. Riff raff like you should know better than to try and
run your own farm. It’s a small wonder you were able to make it
this long, but I want it over now.”

The next few minutes were a blur of
anger. Holly remembered picking up the wooden name placard on his
deck and swinging it, but not much more than that. As she was
tackled to the floor, her purse flying, she saw Sharon knocked back
as well. Fuck, her dad was going to be pissed.


Chapter 2

 


Mason drove like a man possessed. He
supposed that he was. He’d never been so angry in his entire life.
That fucker had hurt his aunt. Mason glanced over at Jace when he
told him to slow down.

“If you kill us before we
get there, Aunt Georgie is going to be even more pissed at us. She
already said to not come down.” Mason huffed. “Well, that’s what
she said. She said someone was coming to get them and she’d be home
for dinner. Oh shit, I forgot to get out the hamburger before you
tore me out of the kitchen. I’m blaming it all on you if she’s mad
about that.”

“Yeah, like any of us were
going to wait at the house after that call.” Mason did lighten the
pressure on the gas pedal. “Did she say anything else? Like what
the hell the man had been thinking about, arresting her? Mother
fuck, I hate that prick. Jones has been a pain in my ass since I
went to ask him for a car loan ten years ago. Motherfucker is going
to pay if she’s got a single hair out of place.”

As soon as they pulled in front of the
police station, Mason tried to calm his cat. Being a cougar had its
advantages, but right now the only thing he could think of was
shifting and going in and tearing the throat out of every one of
the assholes. He looked at Jace when he laughed again.

“I’m thinking that if we
do that, shift and go in on a killing spree, we’ll end up shot or
worse yet, behind bars too. And the only bar I want to be around is
one that serves cold beers. Not one with bars on the windows.”
Mason stretched his neck as Jace continued. “I’m sure that it’s
just a simple misunderstanding, and once we find out what it is, we
can take her home.”

“Sure it is.” Mason looked
at the door as cops went in and out of the door. “That man on the
phone, the one that called you a few minutes ago, what did he have
to say about this?”

“That Aunt Georgie and his
client were arrested and taken to jail. He mentioned that his
client was harmed but not how badly, and that her father was on his
way.” A huge limo pulled up beside them and they both watched as
the very well-dressed man went inside. “I’m assuming that’s someone
for the bank.”

Mason just nodded. They should go in,
but he was almost afraid to. Not that he didn’t want to get his
aunt, but he didn’t want to have to kill someone today. He’d
already had a bad enough day as it was. When Jace got out of his
truck, Mason followed. Might as well get it over with.

The station was quiet. Not like there
was no music playing in the background, but it was quiet enough to
hear a pin drop. The well-dressed man was standing at the large
window that he knew was the place to pay tickets and to get
information, and he did not look any happier than the man behind
the glass did. Mason had a feeling that the cop on the other side
was glad for the bullet proof glass.

“And if she had one single
scratch on her that she didn’t have this morning when she left my
house, either of the women, I will personally make your life a
living hell. Do you understand me?” The jowls on the cop shook as
he nodded. “Bring. Her. To. Me.”

Mason might have laughed if he wasn’t
concerned that the man would turn his wrath on him. The man had a
serious temper and Mason was impressed. In fact, it made his cat
sort of calm just listening to the man. When he did turn, he stared
at Mason and Jace for several seconds before he put out his
hand.

“You’re the Douglas men,
aren’t you?” Mason nodded, and Jace said yes. “You look like your
father. Wonderful man, your dad. There’s not a day that goes by
that I don’t think about him and your mother.” They both shook his
hand, and Mason realized he was human.

His voice was strong but no longer
pissed. He spoke to them like he was their friend with neither of
them having a clue, if the look on his brother’s face was any
indication. Before he could ask him who he was and how he knew
their parents, a cop came around the short gate and cleared his
throat before speaking.

“She said she won’t come
out until you go back there and talk to her. She’s thinking that
we’re lying to her. I don’t know why.” All three of them snorted,
and Mason smiled. There was something about this man that he really
liked. Jace moved closer to the cop and sniffed him. The cop backed
away.

“He’s not lying.” Mason
nodded and noticed that the man did as well. “Whoever it is you’re
waiting on won’t come out until you go back. And so you know, he
smells like Aunt Georgie too.”

“Georgie is back there as
well? Damn it all to hell and back. Where are they? And you’ll take
these men back with me as well.” Almost as soon as the words were
out of the man’s mouth, they were headed to the cells. “My name is
Palmer Snow. My daughter is the pigheaded one that is making
demands.”

“I heard you, Dad. I’m
hurt, not deaf.” The voice came from deep within the cells. As they
got closer to the end, Mason could smell blood. While not a lot of
it, it was fresh. When Aunt Georgie stood up in front of the other
woman on the tiny cot, he rushed forward. She started crying the
moment she saw them.

“I had no idea that was
going to happen. He was angry the moment we told him we were there
to pay off the loan.” Mason started to ask her what loan when she
continued. “He just told me to shut up and sign the papers, like he
was going to take the farm no matter what. Then he called me riff
raff. Riff raff? Where did he get off calling me names? Then Holly
hit him and…and…. I just don’t want to be here.”

“Are you hurt?” She waved
him off, and he could see the blood on her dress. “I’m going to get
you out of here. I’m not sure how, but we’ll think of
something.”

“They’re both leaving.” He
looked at Mr. Snow as he had the cop that had led them down here
open the door. He rushed to the bundle on the seat and held her
while he continued to speak. “I’ve had my lawyer pay the fines, and
the banker is being taken care of as well.”

He lifted the girl’s face up and Mason
felt his cat stir. Had his aunt not touched her hand to his arm, he
might have shifted. Christ, it looked like someone had taken a bat
to her face. Mr. Snow was talking to the woman in his arms, and
Mason could feel his anger like it was his own. But he was calm and
never raised his voice as he soothed her. When they stood up she
staggered slightly, and Mason moved to help her. Jace knocked him
back.

“Don’t touch her.” Mason
nodded, not sure what was going on, but backed up another step.
“Just…please don’t touch her. I’m having a hard enough time calming
him because of her father. But fuck, it hurts.”

“Jace, look at me.” Jace
growled low but watched the younger woman, ignoring their aunt.
When she said his name again, harder this time, he finally turned.
Mason could see how hard it was for his brother not to shift. “What
are you feeling? Tell me how you feel about this woman.”

Mason watched his brother struggle
with conversation. His cat was nearly too close to the surface for
him to tell the difference between the two of them. And Mason
thought the cat was winning. Finally when he spoke, Mason didn’t
know whether to laugh or…well, laugh.

“She’s mine. My mate. I
have never felt this way, but my cat knows what she is.” Aunt
Georgie nodded and smiled. “It’s not funny. I want to fucking tear
his throat out. Help me.”

“Oh, there is no helping
you now.” She looked at Mr. Snow and smiled. “Does she have a clue,
Palmer? Any idea at all?”

He shook his head and
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