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~Chapter One~

 


“I’m sorry, Miss Webber.
We did try to reach you several days ago when his illness took a
turn for the worst. But as he had no number for you…well, I am
sorry.”

CJ wasn’t sure what to say to the man
on the other end of the phone. She’d really had no contact with her
father for over seven years and his death—recent death,
apparently—didn’t really mean a great deal to her. She’d written
him off, pretty much the same way he had written her off all those
years ago.

“Is there anything I can
do for you, Mr. Patrick? I mean, do I have to see to…I don’t know,
arrangements?” She had no idea what she could do for him in death
that she couldn’t ever do for him in life, but she still made the
offer.

“Oh no, Miss Webber. He’d
had his arrangements made for several months before his passing.
There is the matter of his final resting place, but when you get
here we can settle on—”

“Mr. Patrick, I’m not sure
how well you knew my father, but we didn’t actually see eye to eye
on a great many things. And the decision regarding his final
resting place would be better left to someone who knew him
better.” Or at least cared about
him, she thought.

“Yes, I was…it was hard
not to know about your relationship with him in a town this small.”
CJ didn’t doubt that, but didn’t say anything. “Well, we could bury
him next to your mother, but as I understand it, they had not…we
were led to believe that…oh my.”

“Yes, that pretty much
sums it up. Don’t put him next to my mom. You can put him in the
trash for all I give a care.” When the man started to sputter, she
continued. “Look, put him somewhere at the other end of the
cemetery. Or better yet, put him in another cemetery altogether. Is
that one…Memorial Gardens…is that still in business?”

CJ hadn’t been back home in years and
wasn’t sure what was there now. She’d heard of cemeteries going out
of business, but never really cared why. She only hoped this one
was still there so she could be done with this call.

“Yes, Miss Webber, it’s
still there. I believe that would be in the best interest of all
parties concerned. Will you…I mean, are you going to be back here
in time for the services, or should I just…well, start them without
you?”

She smiled at his question. “Yeah, you
do that. I don’t know when I’ll be back that way. You have an
address now for any outstanding bills he had. My attorney will know
how to reach me again if you need anything else. All
right?”

“Miss Webber, your father
had done well in the later years of his life. There won’t be any
outstanding bills. And as I said before, he had already made
arrangements for his death, as well as making sure it was paid
for.”

CJ laid her head against the wall of
the building. She didn’t really need to hear that right now, but
knew that ranting to this man would do her no good. Instead, she
simply thanked him and hung up.

Going to her truck, she went to the
bed and lay down. She had an eight-hour layover, and her forced
rest time gave her too much time to think. She rolled to her side
and grabbed the remote for the little television she had bolted to
the shelf above her bed. After flipping through the six stations
and finding nothing to keep her mind off the phone call, she
decided to actually rest. It didn’t take her long to realize that
she wasn’t going to get any sleep.

She had been born Charlie Jane Webber,
but had been called CJ almost from birth. Her mom, Rebecca Jane
Whitehall, had been thirty when she was born. After years of trying
to have a child, she’d had CJ late in life. CJ’s father, Charles
Allen Webber, was forty, and hadn’t been too thrilled to have a
child, much less a girl, at that point in his life.

She’d been just independent enough not
to bother him too much. CJ seemed to know from the beginning that
he didn’t much care for her. But as she thought back now, she knew
she had tried to get him to notice her. She’d excelled in school,
which had only seemed to piss him off. But when she won a
scholarship to Harvard, he’d been happy. She’d be gone, and it
wouldn’t cost him anything.

When she’d graduated with honors at
nineteen, he had not come to the graduation and had forbidden her
mom to attend. It wasn’t until months later, when she’d come home
for a visit, that he told her in a drunken rage that he’d expected
more out of her than a law degree, and what the hell was she going
to do with it, being only a girl, anyway? But what she found out he
had done to her mom had her seeing red.

He had beaten her. Not just recently,
though that was bad enough, but all through their marriage. CJ had
been kept in the dark until she walked in on her mom, who was
coming out of the bath one afternoon without her robe, which hadn’t
been where she’d left it, leaving her skin exposed.

“What happened? Did you
have an accident? Mom, tell me.” CJ won the tug of war with her mom
and pulled back the towel she’d wrapped around her to hide the
worst of it. The bruises covered her back, and were all over her
legs and arms. “Mom?”

“It’s nothing, Charlie,
nothing at all.” She was the only one who had ever called her by
her given name. “Go on to your room and I’ll come down soon. All
right?”

It occurred to her later that she
should have pushed. Her mother would have told her, she knew, but
CJ hadn’t pressed…neither had she asked again until a week later.
That time she’d found her mom throwing up blood, and the bruises
were accompanied by broken bones, three ribs. When her mom had
passed out, CJ called an ambulance. That was when she’d found out
so much about her parents’ marriage.

Her father had been hurting her mother
from day one. He blamed her for everything, from his inability to
hold down a job to their not being able to have a boy child. The
doctor explained that her mom had done a good job of hiding it from
everyone, but recently her father had become …meaner, he’d
said.

“Becky has been in here
several times over the past three months. The violence is getting
to be more and more dangerous.” CJ looked over at her mom while the
doctor explained. “If he keeps this up, he’ll kill her.”

CJ hadn’t left her mother’s side the
entire two days she was in intensive care. She hadn’t tried to
contact her father, and didn’t want him there anyway. When her mom
woke up, CJ tried to talk her into leaving him, but hit a stone
wall every time she tried. Ready to wash her hands of both of them,
she was sitting there wondering what to do next when the doctor
came in to talk to her mom.

The blood work had shown an elevated
white cell count and they wanted to run more tests. More tests, he
said, would help them determine if there was cause for concern or
simply a need for a bit more testing. Three days later, they had
learned there was no need for more tests. Her mom had
cancer.

It seemed as if she went from bad to
worse in no time. Within a few hours, they were moving her to
Hospice, and when there, they set her up on a drip…to make her more
comfortable, they’d said. It wasn’t until the second morning there
that they did a few more tests and found that her mom had a very
rare type of cancer, and that she had had it for some
time.

“If found early, we may
have been able to fight it better, but now…well now, Mrs. Webber,
it has taken its hold, and the only thing we can do is make you
comfortable.”

“Comfortable? I don’t
understand. Why can’t you operate, or give her chemo or something?
Fight it with something?”

The doctor looked at CJ, then at her
mom. A message seemed to pass between them that now, years later,
she understood. Then, it had only pissed her off. Her mom had known
she was dying. Not only that, but she’d known it for several months
and had hoped, she finally admitted to CJ, that her dad would kill
her and she would not have to suffer. She didn’t like him, she’d
said, but she didn’t know what else to do when she’d gotten
sick.

Her mom had lasted another month. In
that month, her father had come to the Hospice center only twice:
once when she was first admitted, the second time when her mom had
requested him to come. CJ had been asked to leave the room. Her
father had stayed for a little over twenty minutes, then left. Her
mom died three days later after slipping into a deep coma and never
waking up.

The funeral was a week later. She’d
been instructed to notify her grandmother, her mom’s mother. CJ was
shocked to find out that she had a living grandmother, and that she
didn’t like Charles Webber any better than her granddaughter
did.

He’d proven how much he hated his
daughter at the graveside. CJ had sat next to her father, with her
grandmother on her other side. When the minister had said his final
prayer, everyone had gotten up to pay their last respects. Phil
Campbell, a friend of hers from college, had approached her to wish
her well when her father had turned to her.

“She’s dead and I’m not
going to pretend any longer.” The hand that hit her knocked her
back against her mom’s casket, bloodying her mouth and blackening
her eye. “You stay the hell away from me. We’re through, you hear
me? You’re not my kid any longer. I didn’t want you in the first
place, and now that your mother is gone, you will no longer darken
my door.”

CJ didn’t move when he stormed off.
Hundreds of mourners had witnessed the scene, and she wasn’t as
much humiliated as she was stunned. Phil had helped her up and her
grandmother had helped brush her off. It wasn’t until she found
herself in a limo that she spoke.

“He really hates me,
doesn’t he? Why? I didn’t ask to be born. I didn’t…I have no
one.”

“Yes. I knew that he
resented Becky getting pregnant, but I never…I guess I should have
known the selfish bastard would do something like this. I’m sorry,
baby,” her grandmother said before pulling her into her arms. “But
you have me and this nice young man. I’ll bring you home with me.
We’ll be fine.”

Her grandmother, Angeline
Marston, had lived for another four years, and had made it easier
for CJ to, not accept her mom’s death, but to learn to have it hurt
a lot less. The old bat, CJ now thought with a smile,
had left her everything. As her mom, her grandmother’s daughter,
had left everything to her as well, CJ had a nice, tidy nest
egg.

When her phone rang about an hour
after talking to the funeral home, she didn’t bother looking at the
ID. There was only one person in the world with her number, and
that was her best friend Phil.

“The wicked bastard is
dead, huh? Are you going to celebrate or just have a huge party in
honor of the occasion?”

She smiled at his greeting. “Nah, I
thought I’d go and piss on his grave next time I’m in town.” She
shifted on the big bed. “What’s up?”

“Do I need a reason to
call my dearest and oldest friend? Can’t I just call and say hi,
how’s it hanging?”

“You could, I suppose, but
as I have nothing hanging, as you put it, and you know that I’m
your only friend, that doesn’t cut it.” She smiled when he snorted.
“So I ask again, what’s up?”

“I bought you something
today with your money. You’re going to stop this driving shit now,
as you promised some time ago, and become stationary so we can have
an occasional dinner together. There’s even a house in the deal for
you.”

She had promised him that she’d give
up the life of a trucker once her father was gone. She couldn’t
remember the why of that now, but at the time, she had thought it
was a sound idea. CJ closed her eyes and tried to think of a reason
for her not to give up the road.

“Phil, I—”

“No. I won’t hear anything
other than, ‘Thanks, Phil. Give me all the details of this
wonderful opportunity.’ Say it, CJ…tell me what I want to hear. I
miss you.”

She looked around the cab that had
been her home for over six years. She loved her life as a driver,
and wondered again why she’d said she would give it up.

“Thanks, Phil.” CJ closed
her eyes again. “Let me finish this run and I’ll be there in a few
days. Can you make arrangements to have Grandma’s house opened for
me? Do I still own it?”

His laughter was what she needed.
“Yes…I didn’t sell it. But you should know that your mom’s house is
yours again also. You own it free and clear now. I’m making
arrangements to have it sold, if you want. There’s a company
wanting to buy it that had approached your father about it several
times during his life. Of course, he couldn’t sell it, but now that
he’s gone, they have contacted me. What do you think?”

What did she think? Her mother had
brought the house to their marriage, and when she’d died had left
in her will that CJ would get the house so long as she let her
father live there until his death. CJ shuddered to think what he’d
done to the house, and was sure that he’d done nothing to maintain
it. She’d told Phil to make sure that the roof stayed fit and some
other things, but other than that, she didn’t care.

“Let me think about it.
Send in a cleaning crew and have the place cleaned out of his
things. Box them up and give them away, I don’t care. When I get
there, I’ll have a look at it and we’ll decide then.”

CJ hung up after making arrangements
to have him contact the company she was carrying for. As she owned
her own rig she could simply go to her grandmother’s and stay there
with it. She was an independent driver, so she had no contracts to
break or any kind of equipment to return.

CJ closed her eyes. She had another
eight hours to drive tomorrow to drop and hook this load, and a
delivery on the other end to a local company. Then she would be
finished. She’d had a moving home for so long she wondered how hard
it would be to get used to living in a house again.


~Chapter Two~

 


Austin Force looked at the man across
from him. Phil Campbell had been a hard man to track down, and even
harder to nail down to an answer. Austin wanted that property and
he wanted it yesterday. His growing pack had been after that
property for over a decade. His father before him had wanted it,
and now he wanted it. Wolves needed a place to run, and Austin,
alpha of this little pack, was trying to make it happen.

“What do you mean your
client is thinking about it? If it’s more money, I can tell you
right now that I’m already offering you more than the fair market
value for it. If he thinks he can rob me then he’s got another
think coming.”

Phil shifted in his chair and Austin
nearly smiled. The guy was nervous. Good…the more nervous he was,
the more Austin thought he’d put on his client.

“No. No, it’s not more
money. It’s just, with the death recently, my client wants to have
a look around. It’s a great deal to think about right now. Plus, CJ
is a trucker and hasn’t been home in some time.”

Austin could just see this guy. Long
hair pulled back in a greasy ponytail graying at the temples. A
beard that would be dirty from donuts and other bits of food he
didn’t want to think about. He’d wear loose-fitting clothes so that
as his ass expanded, he could still keep his pants up over the
ample belly he’d gotten from sitting on his brain all the
time.

He knew it was a cruel and
probably wrong description of this guy, but frankly, he was pissed.
He wanted to get this house bought and his mother moved into it
before she drove him nuts. Or
nuttier, he thought with a laugh. But he
really wanted the land.

It was rich and fertile, full of
wildlife and trees to cover them when they ran. Austin wanted to
run free on his land without worry that someone else, someone with
a gun, could come on and kill what was his. Old man Webber had been
like that. The man had even put electric fencing around his
property, like he had something to hide.

The first time he’d met the guy,
Austin had been out running. The man had drawn a gun on him and had
he been a better shot, Austin would be dead. As it was, he’d only
had a few rocks scrape his skin bloody. He’d never been happier to
hear that someone passed than he had when the old bastard died.
When Austin had heard of his death, he’d done a small jig. His mom
had tisked at him, but frankly, he’d been too happy to care. And
now this relative from nowhere had come around.

“When will this CJ person
be back? I’d like to get things finalized before winter. And I’d
like to get the house cleaned up.” Austin shuddered when he thought
of the state of the house Webber had lived in. “The man wasn’t
exactly a clean sort of guy.”

“Be that as it may, I
cannot give you a date until CJ is back. The load that is being
delivered now is the last one, then after that it will take about a
week to drive here. The rig is CJ’s, but the rules of a driver
still apply whether there is a load attached to it or not. You will
just need to be patient, Mr. Force. As soon as I hear from CJ, I
will let you know.”

After the lawyer left, Austin sat in
his office. This CJ person had better be willing to sell. That was
all he could think of. He wondered how this trucker was related to
Webber. Austin picked up the paper again. The man’s obit read more
like a list of transgressions than something one would think to
read about in the paper.

He’d been unemployed, but had won the
lotto about three years ago. Spending his money foolishly, he’d
lost more in the last few months on ridiculous deals and scams than
Austin had made all of last year. Winning over seven million
dollars had not made the man any smarter, it seemed. In addition to
scams and bad deals, he’d also invested in a bar that had gone
belly up in the first month after opening. Austin was pretty sure
the place was still for sale. The obit had also said he was a
widower and had no children.

Austin had his family, three brothers
and a sister that he loved with all his life; and then there was
his mother and her sister. Austin just couldn’t imagine life
without family. He heard his brothers in the hall and thought maybe
there were days when he would like for them to live a little
further away from home, but he still loved them. Putting down the
paper, he walked out into the hall to see what they were arguing
about.

“What the hell is this?”
Blood soaked the front of Connor’s shirt, and Gordon looked like
he’d gone three rounds with a heavyweight. Neither of them looked
as if they were finished, either. He looked at Connor to get an
answer. It was that, but not what he wanted to hear.

“He said that he was going
to take out Chantal Betts. I had already told him I was going to
ask her.”

Austin tried to remember who she was,
then he looked at his brothers. “Girl with the big…front? Either or
both of you could date her and she’d never know the difference. So
what’s this all about?”

Gordon looked ready to belt Connor
again, but only managed to get knocked on his ass by Austin for his
trouble. “Stay there, or so help me you won’t get up for a week.
Answer the fucking question.”

“We have dated her. Both
of us…the same night, but she likes me better. I told him that I
wanted to take her to the movies, and he said skip the movies and
just fuck her.” Gordon started to rise again, but stayed put with
just a look from Austin.

Austin turned to Connor. “And you?
What’s your beef with his taking the girl out first? And so help
me, if either of you tell Mom we’re having this conversation, I
will personally make your lives a living hell.”

Connor flushed. “I hate going
second.”

Austin looked at both men. They were
men at twenty-six, he knew they were, but there were days when he
would have sworn they were only ten. Identical twins, women had
been falling all over them since they’d figured out that the two of
them liked women. Austin often thought they had known that from
birth, but said nothing.

“I’m reasonably sure there
are more women out there that would sleep with either of you if
asked. Why not just find another girl and do whatever it is you
want? So long as she is okay with it. If I ever hear of either of
you—”

“Never,” both of them said
at the same time. Then Connor finished. “We don’t have to force
anyone. They think we can ‘cause of our name, but we don’t. We know
you’d castrate us if we did.”

“Damn right.” Austin
looked at the hall and the mess they’d made. “Ten minutes to get
this cleaned up or I’ll tell Mom why her flower pot is smashed
up.”

With a grin, Connor reached out a hand
and pulled his brother up off the floor. They both started to set
the hall to right when Gordon called back to Austin.

“When was the last time
you were laid, Austin? Gotta be at least a hundred years or
so.”

Austin felt a moment of anger, but let
it go. “For that I’m going to tell every woman I know you have a
pencil dick and that you can’t satisfy them no matter
what.”

Austin went down to the kitchen to
find his mother standing next to the stove, stirring something that
smelled like garlic. She turned to him when he entered.

“You do know that I heard
every word you told them, right?” Then she did something she’d not
done since he was a child…she hit him with the wooden spoon. “Shame
on you, Austin Jackson Force. Your father would have been a bit
more discreet about his advice.”

He rubbed his hand and smiled at her.
“Yes, he would have, but then we both know he would have grounded
them from seeing the girl too. Fat lot of good it would have done,
but he would have done it.”

She pulled a large pot from under the
counter and began filling it with water. He knew she was building
up to something so he got a beer, sat at the table, and waited. But
he couldn’t get the comment out of his head about his dating…or
lack of it.

It had been a while. He tried to think
just how long, and decided that if he had to work at it that hard
then it had been longer than he thought. Ten, maybe eleven years?
At least since his dad had died. He really didn’t have time, not
now. He looked over at his mom when she sat down.

“You need to get out more.
You can’t just be here for the rest of your life and not have
someone to love.”

“I have you to love. I
don’t need anyone else. Besides, finding a woman who can cook as
good as you would be impossible.” He took her hand in his. “I’m
happy, Mom. Very happy.”

She snorted and stood up. “I’m going
to start finding you women like this Chantal girl if you don’t
start finding someone to see on your own. You might be a bit more
relaxed if you did get laid once in a while.”

Austin really wished he’d timed his
drink a little better. The beer he had in his mouth spurted out and
went up his nose, flaring up when it hit his sinuses. Between the
burning in his nose and his embarrassment, he wasn’t sure he’d ever
recover. Coughing and choking, he tried to say something to his mom
about her and her comment. She simply smacked his hand with the
spoon again.

“Oh, don’t look at me like
that, young man. How on earth do you think you got here? Under a
rock?” She turned her back to him and put the pot of water on the
stove. “Go and get cleaned up. Dinner will be in seventeen
minutes.”

Austin got up and kissed her cheek.
“Yes, ma’am. And just so you know, I’m not looking for a one night
stand, but the one. She’s out there. I’m just waiting for
her.”

“You can’t find her if you
don’t look. You have to look to find the right girl, Austin. Please
don’t close yourself off. I need you to be happy.”

Austin didn’t say anything, but hugged
her and left the kitchen. He wanted to say he would try, but he
knew that it would be a lie. Austin wasn’t ready to settle down.
Hell, he wasn’t ready for anything right now. There was enough on
his plate trying to keep his family together.

~~~

Phil hung up the phone. The sale was
final, and now all he had to do was convince CJ that this was what
she wanted. He leaned back in his chair and thought about
her.

CJ was his best friend, no doubt about
it. They’d met in college all those years ago and had hit it off
wonderfully. They’d dated once or twice, but they decided that it
was just not right. When her mom had gotten sick and she’d called
him one night, he had listened to her pour out the entire story
about her father, and then flew to her side when Rebecca had passed
away. The fight at the cemetery had inspired him do everything in
his power to make her happy.

He looked at his notes again without
moving. She was going to be pissed about this purchase. But she’d
told him from the first day she’d become a driver that he had carte
blanch on her money.

“Just make me comfortable.
I don’t want to be doing this forever, so make me comfortable.” And
he had. More than comfortable…he’d made her very
wealthy.

He understood why she’d become a
driver. She’d been one hell of a lawyer, but she’d had to stay put
to make it work. Her father would always find her, and when he did,
he would make her life difficult until she had to move on. Charles
Webber didn’t want his daughter to be good at anything, so she’d
cut herself off from everyone but her grandmother and Phil and
taken to the road. Then, when her grandmother had passed away, Phil
was her only contact.

Buying the bar her father had failed
at was his crowning glory. She would run it, and do it with
success. Then when she did, Phil was going to go to the cemetery
and piss on the old bastard’s grave.

His phone ringing brought him out of
his daydream of doing just that.

“Mr. Campbell, Miss Webber
is on line one. She said to tell you if you have someone in the
office to get rid of her. I told her you were alone.” Phil smiled
at his secretary. “She believes that you’re having a ‘nooner,’
sir.”

Laughing, Phil picked up the phone.
“I’m not having a ‘nooner,’ as you so eloquently put it. I don’t
have time, what with taking care of your crap all the
time.”

CJ snorted before speaking. “You
should. Get laid, I mean. Might make you smile more. I’m coming
back now. I’m about…I think about seven and a half hours
out.”

“You think you’re seven
and a half hours out, or you are seven and a half hours out? Either
way, I’m ready for you. But since you’ll have your rig, you’ll have
to stay at your house and not Grandmother Marston’s. You won’t even
know the old prick ever lived there.”

She was quiet on the other end and he
waited. Trying to get her to do something he thought was best was
difficult at best, but trying to prod her along only made her more
stubborn.

“I haven’t decided what to
do with it yet. Maybe it’s just as well if I stayed there for a bit
anyway. Did you get my envelope?”

He picked up the overnight envelope on
his desk and dumped the contents on top of it again. “Yes, I got it
this morning. How about if we hold off on most of this stuff until
you get here? There are some things you don’t know yet, and I would
like to talk to you about them face to face.”

Phil picked up the list of things she
wanted done. Selling off the houses was first on the list; the rest
of her grandmother’s things—stocks, bonds, and her jewelry—were
secondary. CJ didn’t know that her father had money in the bank
when he died, and as his only surviving family, she got that as
well. He wanted to talk to her about that and the house she’d grown
up in.

“All right. I’ll go there.
I should be there about two or so if I don’t get caught with too
many hours. I’ll call you when I get up.”

“Okay, we’ll have dinner
together and make plans to meet in the office.” He hesitated for a
few seconds. “It’ll be all right, CJ, you’ll see. We can maybe go
into practice together finally.”

She was laughing when they hung up. He
wanted her as his partner more than anything. She was brilliant,
and her knowledge of the law still amazed him.


~Chapter Three~

 


Austin was on a run. He loved the very
early mornings with everything so quiet. He was just rounding the
end of his property when he saw the Webber house. It was dark as
usual, but there was a big fucking truck parked in the drive. He
moved closer to see if someone was moving in, and realized it was
this CJ person’s truck. Pissed for no other reason than he was, he
went up on the porch and looked around.

He could smell that someone different
had been there, but not knowing who, he shifted and went to the
forest edge to get the pack he had dropped when he’d seen the
truck. Pulling on his pants, shirt, and tennis shoes, he went back
to the house and knocked on the door, wincing when he realized that
he had pounded rather than knocked.

Austin couldn’t hear much on his side
of the door, but knew that someone was inside. The longer he stood
there waiting, the angrier he got. He tried to calm himself, but
couldn’t think past the fucking lawyer not telling him CJ was back
in town, and that this sleazy bag hadn’t contacted him yet. Austin
kept pounding on the door until he heard someone
yelling.

He stepped back when the door was
snatched open. Austin was glad that he’d taken the step just far
enough back to where he could still hold on to the doorjamb. Christ
almighty, he needed to hang on.

The furious woman standing there was
gorgeous. Even in her fury, she was a sight to behold. A t-shirt
hanging down to her knees did little to hide the ample curves and
long legs. When the door had pulled open, Austin saw her breasts
leap and bounce from the movement, and his cock jumped in his
jeans.

“What the fuck do you
want? Because I swear if you’re here to sell me encyclopedias, I’m
going to shoot you right between the fucking eyes.” She lifted her
hand to brush hair from her face as she snarled at him, and he
watched her shirt stretch across her taut nipples.

“I’m here to….” His mind
drew a complete blank. Austin couldn’t take his eyes off
her.

“You’re here to what?
Drool? Make an ass of yourself? You’re doing a fine job if that was
the plan. I’m going back to bed.” As the door started to close, he
remembered he’d been pissed. He grabbed the door before she could
close it in his face.

“No. You’ll tell me where
to find CJ. I have a few words I’d like to say to this asshole. One
of which is about not contacting me as soon as he came into
town.”

The woman laughed. Austin could feel
it as though it was heat scorching his skin. Then she knocked his
hand away from the door and started to slam it shut. He stepped in
just as the door would have connected with the frame.

She didn’t so much as move to her left
as she leapt to it. The gun was in her hand before he could think
to get out of its way. She pointed it at his chest without a single
waver as he was pressed against the now closed door.

“You’ll take your ass out
of my house this minute or I will use this. You’re in my house,
which means that I could shoot you and get away with it.” Her calm
voice had the opposite effect on him from what he was sure she’d
meant to give. Then it occurred to him what she’d said.

“What do you mean, ‘your
house’? This house wasn’t put on the market yet. And if that
fucking ass of an attorney sold it to you under my nose, he’s going
to have—”

She pressed the gun to his chin,
bringing her body within inches of his. “You hurt Phil and I will
tear you apart limb by limb. I’m CJ Webber, you moronic ass, and if
you’re that company that wants to buy this place from me, then
you’re going to be shit out of luck.”

His body reacted to
hers…not just her body, but her scent. Need coiled in his body. His
beast, close to the surface because he was mad, snarled at him to
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