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Chapter 1

 Chase

My hands grasp the hair at the sides of my head as my teeth
clench. “Are you fucking kidding me?!” I growl. “This? After
everything? Now? Now, you decide to tell me?” My voice is
unrecognizable. I’ve never been more pissed off my entire life. “I
have put thousands…no, millions…into this partnership! And
now, now you decide to tell me this!”

Cathy’s
eyes are downcast. Defeated. She knows that she fucked up bad, but
I’m not coming to her rescue. Not this time.

“So, when did this happen, huh? Right under my fucking nose,
wasn’t it! Only, I was too goddamn busy opening this here business
to notice that you were fucking around on me!”

“I wasn’t fucking around, Chase.” She says weakly.

“Like hell you weren’t!”

“I haven’t slept with him yet.”

“Bullshit. You slept with me
on the first date. I should have fucking
known.”

She
looks up at me, but only for a second. “I mean it, Chase. We
haven’t slept together.”

I raise an arm. “Then you’re
the fucking fool. You want to move in with a guy
that you haven’t even test-driven yet? Good luck with that.” I
scoff. “Especially with your little…problem.” I say, both shoving
it in her face and feigning discretion over a little issue Cathy
always had in the sack.

Her gaze
turns sour for a moment.

“That hurt?” I ask flatly, like I was fishing to hurt
her.

“It’s not a problem, Chase. And it doesn’t matter to him. He
knows about it.”

“Oh yeah? He knows that he ain’t never going to make you come
unless he goes to down on you? And that doesn’t bother him? And the
guy hasn’t even slept with you yet?” I laugh without a trace of
mirth. “Then you two are meant for each other. You’re
both fools.”

“Lots of women can’t do that, Chase.” She tuts.

“Sure. Lots of women also can’t stab the man that they
supposedly love in the back, either, but you sure managed to pull
that off nicely.”

“I didn’t mean to screw you over, Chase.”

“Like hell you didn’t.” I seethe, raking a hand through my
hair, standing in the kitchen, in the house that we just bought
together. The goddamn stove isn’t even out of the box yet. “If you
knew that you’d met someone else, you should have bloody well said
something a hell of a lot sooner. Now I’ve got this house and the
business to run, and bills to pay, and you’re going to go live with
some guy that you haven’t even fucked yet.” I shake my head in
disbelief. “Just…get the fuck out. Get out of my fucking face. I
can’t even look at you.”

“I’m sorry, Chase.”

“Bullshit.”

“I…I can give you money.” She stammers. “He has money. I can
help you.”

“I don’t need your fucking money, Cathy. That was never the
fucking issue.” I look at her squarely. “And you know it. I trained
in the military for ten years, learning how to do all this shit.
And you were all gung-ho about it. Hell, I think it was even
your fucking
idea.”

“It was. I know. I always wanted to do this.”

“And now you don’t. Now you want to be some trophy wife or
some shit. Saw that this business had actual fucking work involved,
and you got scared.”

“That’s not how it happened. He has a business, too. It
just….it doesn’t involve guns.”

“And suddenly you have an aversion to guns, huh.” I cluck my
tongue. “Well, ain’t that fucking convenient.”

“I just…I don’t know. I met him and it just happened. I don’t
want to work with guns now.” She shrugs noncommittally.

“Well, isn’t that sweet.” I say snidely. “You fell in love
again and somehow grew a conscience. Well, I’ve got news for you,
honey.” I scoff facetiously. “Your conscience is malfunctioning,
because you somehow managed to fuck me over, while trying to be a
do-gooder.”

“I didn’t fuck you over.” She says through gritted teeth. “I’m
being upfront and honest with you, aren’t I?”

I smile
at her sweetly, but my eyes are dark. “Upfront and honest, huh.
Seems to me that if you were being upfront and honest, you might
not have had anything to do with this guy, seeing as, you know,
we’re living together.”

“I don’t know, Chase. It just…happened.”

I’ve had enough. I grunt as I bend over to pick up a box of
her stuff. “I’ll tell you what else is going to just happen…” I open the front door
and toss the box out on the front lawn. “You’ve got five minutes to
get your shit out of here, or I’m tossing everything you own onto
the lawn and setting fire to it.”

“That’s mature.”

“Call it what you want, Cathy. It’s happening.” I insist with
a guffaw, looking around for more boxes of her stuff.

“Okay, okay, Chase.” She raises a hand, and also raises her
fanny off the kitchen chair. “I’ll get my stuff and leave, okay?
Just…don’t lose your head.”

“I’d say you’ve lost your
head.”

She doesn’t respond, but instead she starts picking her stuff
up off the floor, her shoes, her bags, which are all haphazardly
tucked here and there. We’ve only been here for one night. Last
night. She wasn’t even home. I should have known.
Hasn’t slept with him, my ass, I
think to myself. Where did she sleep last night then? I can’t even
think about it. It’s making me sick. Like the gentleman that I am,
I help her by picking up her stuff, and tossing it out onto the
lawn, like I promised.

It’s
actually kind of fun. I make a point of opening her boxes of lady
things and throwing them on the lawn, clear as day, so everyone can
see what kind of whorey items Cathy owns. Her face is beet red as
she tries to place them back in boxes discreetly, while watching
cars drive by. A car full of male teenagers drives by and rolls
down the window. “What’d you do, ma’am?” the passenger giggles,
voice cracking with adolescence.

“Fuck you.” Cathy seethes.

I smile.
“She fucked around on me, that’s what.” I say flatly.

“Thanks, Chase. Do you want the whole neighborhood to know?”
she says snidely.

“Hell if I care.” I shrug. “I just moved here. Nobody knows me
yet.”

With a
smirk, she tucks her boxes into her car, clearing the front lawn,
and then she goes back inside for another load. Cathy didn’t bring
much. Another clue I should have tuned in on. My guess is that
she’s been planning this thing all along, and she just wanted to
make sure that all her ducks were in a row with this other asshole,
before pleading honesty with me. I’m the fool, really. Never looked
for any signs. I was too busy getting ready to open up my business
and move into my new house with my girlfriend.

Ten
years on battlegrounds in Afghanistan, ten years of running from
gunfire, while learning how to build guns and war machines, a whole
decade of dodging enemies, and this is the moment when I feel true
betrayal. True anarchy. I gave Cathy my heart. Told her I loved
her. Invited her to live with me, and even asked her to be my
partner in my first real move towards making something of myself
other than a soldier, and this happens. Son of a bitch. I’m a fool.
I should have read the signs. She never told me she loved me back.
That should have been my first clue.

Sure, we
had a lot in common. Cathy was raised around guns. I went to the
military to learn how to build them. We had lots to talk about. And
the sex, shit, the sex was out of this world. But I’ll admit it was
a hasty decision, us moving in together, that is. We kind of
chomped at the bit, diving in headfirst without thinking, deciding
to open a business and buy a house together. Thank God everything
is in my name. I’m not ashamed to admit that my bank account is
very healthy. The income I earned while I was in the military was
nothing to cry over, and I banked every penny.

It helps
that I come from a rich family, too. I’m the only one in the family
to join the military, but with a Florida-born father and a Spaniard
mother, both raised among winemaking families, my parents opened a
vineyard after they married, full of plentiful returns that saw me
and my siblings enjoy a comfortable, if not affluent, upbringing.
The decision to join the military came after I realized I wasn’t
fit to squish grapes for the rest of my life. My maternal
grandfather, an old-world Spaniard, had an amazing gun collection,
and it always roused my interest. That’s where my calling came
from.

Cathy
and I met at a gun range. A bit of a tomboy, but also one of them
hardass women that doesn’t take shit from anyone, she is. That’s
what attracted me to her. After spending ten years cooped up with
mostly men, and only women who bang you up against the wall and
call that sex, I got used to it rough. Cathy seemed perfect in that
respect. Not a girlie girl, not a wallflower, either, Cathy and I
meshed well together. At least that’s what I thought. What
happened, I really can’t tell you. I figure she just found someone
with a fatter wallet. I never really told her how much I’m truly
worth, and that’s something I’ll forever keep mum on, especially
after this.

“So, who is he?” I ask, not hiding the snark from my voice.
I’m following her around the house, helping her pick up her shit,
so I can fire it out the door with satisfaction. “He some
pretty-boy lawyer or something?”

The look
on her face is telling. My blood boils. “So, I know the son of a
bitch, then, don’t I.”

I mentally run down a list of everyone I know who’s a rich,
backstabbing pretty boy, but I come up clean. I don’t mix with shit
like that. In fact, up until about five minutes ago, I
thought Cathy was
one of the good ones.

“You don’t know him, but you know of him.” She explains vaguely,
pissing me off.

“What, is he some kind of celebrity or something?” I ask with
a pissed off chuckle. That would be option number two in my book.
If the guy’s not richer than me, then he has to be
famous.

“He is. And I don’t think that I should tell you any more
about him.” She explains carefully, knowing full well that I’m on
the edge.

“Why? You think I’m going to go after him or something? You
think you’re worth that much, do you? I didn’t risk opening a
business, just to end up behind bars on account of you being a
fucking whore, you know.”

She’s
not convinced. She’s also not going to tell me who this fucker
is.

“Fine. Does he know about me? Did you tell him what kind of
stunt you pulled on me?”

“He…knows.” She answers unconvincingly.

“Sure.” I cluck my tongue. “So that’s why you don’t want me to
know who he is. You’re afraid I’ll squeal.”

“I just don’t want his reputation ruined, Chase.”

“Lame. If he’s with you, honey, his reputation is already
ruined.” I snuffle. “You think you’re all that, do you. You think
being a betraying whore is what he deserves, do you? Well, good
luck to the both of you.”

Her
phone beeps from her back pants pocket. She looks at me.

“That him?” I ask, enjoying this. “He waiting for you
somewhere? What’d you do, Cathy? Tell him that you were going out
for lunch with a friend or something?”

Her face
is blank. She’s trying to make it look like she’s just distracted,
looking for more of her stuff. There’s nothing left. “Why don’t you
answer it?” I goad.

“Because I don’t…”

“You don’t what…you didn’t tell him about me, did you.” I
guess. The look on her face says that I’m right.

Her
phone rings, and for a split second, she looks at me. I can see it
in her eyes. She’s terrified. It looks good on her.

“Go ahead and answer it.” I sigh, bored. “God forbid you make
the poor guy worry over your
ass.”

Slowly,
as if still thinking about it, she pulls her phone out of her back
pocket. Her hands are visibly shaky as she presents it, and she
fumbles. Her phone falls to the floor, face up. I see the display.
Cathy was stupid enough to save her man’s number under his real
name. I smile. Her eyes meet mine for another second, as she
panics, picking her phone up, as it goes to voicemail, and she
fumbles to put it back in her pocket.

The name
on the display is Corey Fox, an actor-turned-author from one of
them soap operas that Cathy watches. The only reason why I know who
he is, is because she went to a book signing and had him sign his
stupid, useless book about his torn childhood that led him to a
career in showbusiness. “So, him, huh. That guy you go ga-ga over
on daytime television.”

She
nods, not giving me any eye contact. “We met at the book signing.
He asked for my number and it took off from there.”

“You realize that he’s probably knee-deep in chicks given that
job, right. You’re probably not his first choice.” I snort,
enjoying this way too much. He’s probably got six girls on the
side. He’s one of them pretty-boy types. With a perfect face,
teeth, hair, the works. He’s built pretty good, but, not to sound
conceited, he doesn’t have the military pipes that I do. He’s got
the average gym body. The type that the chicks love. I’m a little
burly for some, but it was never a problem for Cathy.

“He loves me.”

“Sure.” I laugh. “That’s sweet. And you’re sure about that?
Even without sleeping with him?” This just gets better and better.
“I suppose he doesn’t mind that you’re not sleeping with him, if
that is, in fact, true, since he’s probably got a dozen other
ladies on the side, you know, for when he gets bored of
you.”

Her face
falls. That hit a nerve. Her eyes are slits. “He loves me more than
you ever did.”

“Well, that’s good. Because I never loved you.” I
lie.

“Liar.”

“That’s the pot calling the kettle black, isn’t it.” My voice
is flat.

“You loved me. You said so yourself.”

“I said it once after I blew my wad. Did I ever say it when we
weren’t in the sack?” I ask righteously.

She
bares her teeth. “You’re such an asshole!”

“And you’re a lying, whorey bitch!” I spit back. “At least I
was honest and trustworthy. I was just trying to be successful and
do something that we could both be proud of!”

“Bullshit! You just wanted someone to answer the phones and
clean your house, Chase! You never wanted me to actually be part of
the business! Why do you think you wouldn’t put my name on
anything!”

“Is that what this is about, huh?! You’re jealous!”

“I think you’re the one that’s jealous, now,
Chase!”

“Jealous?” I bark, taking a step closer to her. “Why would I
be jealous of Corey Fox? The soap opera star who lied about his
shitty childhood so he could sell some books because his acting
career is in the toilet?!”

Her
chest heaves. Her jaw muscles are working. “You asshole! That’s not
true!”

“Like hell it isn’t.” I say, almost laughing. “You know how
many actors do that? Write a book because they know it’ll sell and
they’ll make more than their acting salary? Happens all the time,
Cathy. And I read that book, you know. Remember? We read the shitty
thing together. Half of that book is so fluffy I felt like a
fucking muppet wrote the goddamn thing!”

Her
hands are on her hips. “Oh yeah? Well, at least he has a heart!
You…you’re so rough and tough…you don’t know what it’s like to be
sensitive, Chase! You never came down to earth for me
once!”

A ‘v’
forms between my brows. “What the fuck are you talking about,
freak? Come down to earth?”

“You never told me how you felt about things. All you ever
wanted to talk about was the military and guns.” She says, her
voice cracking.

“That’s because you wanted to talk about them, too!” I squeak.
“That was our thing! If you had a problem with that, then maybe you
should have said something sooner! You know…before we opened up a
fucking gun business together!” I shout.

“I never wanted to do that, Chase!” she cries out, as her
phone starts ringing again.

“Then why the fuck didn’t you tell me, you fucking idiot! You
only had…what…three months, while we looked for a building!” I
yell.

“Because I didn’t want you to not do it on my
account!”

“Then why are you bitching about me not putting your name on
anything then!”

Her
fingers go into her hair. She’s losing it. Her phone is still
ringing. As she grasps her hair, I’m shaking my head. The woman is
a psycho. “Answer your fucking phone!” I order like a drill
sergeant.

Hands
shaking, she releases her hair. As she pulls her phone out of her
pocket, she answers it, and I can’t wait to hear what she says to
this asshole.

“H..hello?” she answers, her voice shaky.

You can
hear a pin drop. I can hear the fucker’s voice in the silence. Yep,
he sounds like a dipshit, alright. “Hi, baby. What’s going on? How
come you didn’t answer your phone?”

“Um…I’m just…I’ll be over shortly, okay?”

“Listen…baby…we’ve got trouble.” He says, and I feel my ears
perk up.

“Wh…what…what do you mean?”

My smirk
betrays me. I can’t wait to hear what this fucker’s gotten himself
into. Perhaps someone investigated some of the facts in his story,
and found out that the guy is a phoney? Perhaps he’s got some other
chick pregnant on the side? A disgruntled wife? Oooo…another guy
one of his current girlfriends found out about?

“Uh…Lisa…found out about you.” I hear him admit. The
hesitation in his voice is hilarious. I can hear the testosterone
level in the room plummet. He probably keeps his balls under the
kitchen sink in a glass jelly jar.

“What?” Cathy shrieks, and her fingers go back in her hair.
She’s not going to have much left at this rate. “Lisa?”

Bingo.
Either it’s scenario b or c that I theorized. I fold my hands over
my chest, pleased with myself.

“Yeah, she’s…on her way over. She’s mad.”

Cathy’s
mouth opens wide. “She’s what?” another shriek. “How did she even
find out where I was?”

“It’s a long story, babe.”

Yeah, I’ll bet.

“Wh…what…what am I supposed to do?”

“I don’t know, Cathy. Get the hell out of there, and don’t
tell fuckface about her. Let Lisa beat the shit out of him.” A
little scoff, and suddenly I want to punch the guy even more than I
did five minutes ago.

Cathy
looks at me, realizing that I can hear everything that she’s
saying. What a fucking idiot. Then again, even if she left the
room, I would have followed her, just to eavesdrop. This is way too
much fun. I’m grinning, holding back the laughter. She swallows,
terrified. “O…okay.” She says.

“Okay, babe. I’ll see you soon. Love you.”

I give
her a look as if to say, ‘come on! Are you really buying this?’.
“Love you, too.” She says, numbly, and hangs up.

“So, that’s love?” I scoff. “Really?” I shake my head. “The guy just
threw you under the fucking bus, you moron.”

“He did not!” she whines, looking more like a child that was
just accused of taking the last cookie, than a girl in her
interesting predicament.

“Really?” I laugh. “Because he just instructed his girlfriend
on where to find you. In my book, he just squealed on
you.”

“It’s not his girlfriend…it’s his…” she trails off foolishly,
trying to cover up for him.

“Wife?” I assist.

Her neck
cranes back. “No!”

I smirk. “Then girlfriend…because I’m assuming that you
wouldn’t have to run from his disgruntled Aunt.”

“It’s…complicated.” She says, grasping straws.

“I’ll bet.”

And just
as I’m about to break into song…

…there is a knock at the door that sounds like an angry
gorilla is trying to bust in.


Chapter 2

 Summer

My foot taps on the floor nervously, as my leg is draped over
my other leg, and I watch the clock on the wall as it tick tocks
past my interview time. This is my seventh interview in as many
weeks, and I’m no further ahead than I was after graduation. It
doesn’t matter what job I apply for. I never get it. Mama says I’m
shooting to high, looking for jobs that I’m not qualified for, on
account of having no experience. But that’s crap. I have
experience. Plenty of it. It’s just not paid experience. Evidently, that’s
different.

You see,
my uncle owned a business, up until about three months before I
graduated. It was a glass business. Windows to be precise. But he
closed up shop and retired with my aunt, selling the business. The
new owners wouldn’t take me and my uncle wasn’t apt enough to make
that part of the deal. I wasn’t taking the job, anyway, since the
new owner was a little handsy for my liking. I spent nights,
weekends and summers working with my uncle, sometimes with pay,
sometimes without. I almost wish I hadn’t put on my resume that it
was my uncle’s business. Nepotism is frowned upon, I suppose, but I
figure they should look beyond the fact that it was my uncle’s
business, and focus more on the fact that I was honest. No
dice.

Anyway,
I’m hoping that this isn’t for naught, since the ad for the job
said that this is a new business, and it clearly is, since there is
still tape on the glass entrance doors, and cardboard runners along
the length of the foyer to the front desk, where I’ll hopefully be
sitting. My mama isn’t pleased that I applied for this job, since
it’s a weapons manufacturer, but that doesn’t bother me. The
position pays well and, like I said, it’s a new business, so it’s a
great way to start out. Sure, I’m young, and the ladies that I’ve
followed on other interviews trump my experience, but I’m also
uncommitted, I’m not married, I’m without kids, and hell, I don’t
even have a boyfriend. Just ask my uncle how many hours I put into
his place, over and above my studies.

Finally,
I’m greeted by a guy who looks super pissed, and not willing to
look beyond my scant resume. My hopes sink as he gives my hand a
quick pump and leads me into an office with Styrofoam ends still
taped to the edges of the oak desk. His name is Chase Pickens, and
he looks like a force to be reckoned with. My armpits start getting
damp with nervous perspiration immediately. I can actually feel the
muscles in my ankles giving way, and I’m terrified that I’m going
to fall flat on my face, if he shows me the door after five whole
minutes.

He rakes
a hand through his hair as he takes a seat in his desk. “Forgive
me, but I’m a little bit unprepared.” He says.

“Oh, that’s okay. Do you need to see my resume and references?
I have them both right here.” I say, speaking twice as fast as
normal, showing my nerves. My leather portfolio jiggles as I open
it, betraying my determined persona. I hand him the sheets of
paper, stapled together, and he nods his thanks. “I know I don’t
have any paid experience.” I explain, and then I bite my
tongue.

“Glass business?” he asks, perusing my resume.

“Yes. He sold the business and retired a few months ago. Just
in time for my graduation.” I explain, feeling much like a broken
record. I could say these lines in my sleep.

“And you don’t mind working for a gun manufacturer?” he asks,
looking up at me for a second.

“No, sir. Not at all.” I shake my head.

He sets
my resume down and gives me a ‘level with me’ look. “Calling me
‘sir’ makes me look around for my drill sergeant.”

“Oh. I’m so sorry.”

He
raises a hand. “I spent ten years in the military. That’s all I
meant by that. I’m not an advocate of violence, but I am an
advocate of defence.”

“I understand.” I nod obediently.

“This place isn’t fit for business yet, as you can tell, but
I’m running it on my own, and not fairing well. I need someone to
come in here and all but take over everything aside from
manufacturing. I’m hiring a load of people that I’ll need help
interviewing, too.” He licks his lips. “Do you think you can handle
all that?” I’m about to answer when he stops me. “Please, call me
Chase.”

I nod
once, giving him a blank look. “Okay. Yes, I can handle it. My
uncle, God bless him, was very absent-minded and sloppy. As much as
I love him, he didn’t look after the business well, which is why he
sold it in the end. I took care of everything except sales, that
was his department. I handled it all, plus focused on my studies.
I’m not afraid to get my hands dirty, and I’m not a delicate
person, so working with guns doesn’t intimidate me at
all.”

He
changes the subject, and I take that as a good sign. “You ever
shoot?”

“No.”

“Ever want to learn?”

“Not…particularly. But I’ve heard that it’s quite a stress
release.” I go for bold. “Maybe after working here for a while I’ll
give it a try.”

He grins
a little, and I take that as him being impressed.

“You graduated at the top of your class.” He observes, looking
at my resume again.

“I did.” I confirm. “I was on the Dean’s list several
times.”

“And you just want to do administrative work?”

“It’s a start.” I nod. “And with my experience, an entry-level
job is fitting for me.”

“You majored in Marketing.”

“Actually, I did a double major.”

“Oh?” he lifts his brows.

“Also in Communications.”

“So, how come you didn’t become a journalist or a radio
personality?”

“It wasn’t for me. I’m fine when it’s one-on-one, but I nearly
wet my pants when I’m put in front of a crowd.”

He
smiles to himself, looking at my resume again. “Where do you see
yourself in five years?”

I hate
this question. It’s so personal yet impersonal. And I never answer
it to anyone’s satisfaction. So I decide to go for bold and answer
it using a different angle. “Five years ago I was in my last year
of high school. If you’d asked me that then I would have answered
much different.”

“Oh yeah? What would you have said?” he seems intrigued. He
rests one leg over the other leg, and I notice how beefy he is.
It’s very obvious that he’s been in the military. Not to mention he
sits like his back is against a ruler.

“I probably would have said that I would be running my own
glass business.” I answer, going for cute.

“So, you want to be a business owner?”

“Not exactly. But I want a start. This wasn’t the start I was
looking for and frankly, so far, nobody’s been wanting to let me
start anywhere. At this point I’ll take what I can get. A new
business strikes my fancy better than an established one. Some may
say that’s foolish. I know my mama does. But it’s my life and I’m
here to do the best that I can. I said the same thing with my
schooling, and I said the same thing with my uncle’s business. You
see how I did on both counts.” I decide to stop while I’m ahead and
avoid ruining it.

He licks
his lips and draws in a deep breath. “Well, Summer. Frankly, I
don’t know how to interview, but I do know how to read my gut, and
it’s telling me to hire you.”

My eyes
widen.

He
chuckles softly, setting my resume down. “I hope like hell that you
know how to interview, because otherwise I’m screwed.”

“I can learn.” I nod. “I’ve been the victim of enough of them
lately.”

That
gets a small, curt smile. “When can you start?”

“Now.” I say levelly. “I’ve been looking for eight
weeks.”

He nods,
very impressed. “Bring a void check with you tomorrow so I can pay
you. The salary offered in the ad is shit, if you’ll pardon my
language. It was actually a typo.”

My eyes
widen. The salary being offered is very generous. It was one of the
reasons why I figured I didn’t have a prayer getting this job. He
continues. “Which is why I need someone with attention to detail,
because unless it’s the magazine of a gun, I couldn’t give a shit
about detail.”

“I can fix whatever ad you like. I can do it now if you give
me your login credentials.”

“Good. Do you know how to set up a computer?” he nods towards
the front desk. The computer is still in a box.

“I do. I set my uncle’s up for him.”

“Good. You need anything, I’ll set you up with a hefty petty
cash fund. Just keep the receipts, okay?”

I nod,
listening intently. “Yes.”

He lifts
a finger. “I just want you to understand one thing and one thing
only, okay?”

My
stomach drops. I feel like when I was three and my dad told me that
if I ever lied, he would take my favorite doll away and set fire to
her. My dad is a tough guy but it’s because of his scary methods
that I’ve got a thick skin. “Definitely.” I say levelly.

“I trust you as of right now. You betray that trust, you’ll
never get it back, mark my words. I’m not a fool and I won’t ever
be played for one.”

I nod
once, meaningfully. “Got it.”

He runs
off a list of things that need
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