
  
    [image: One Night Collision]
  


  
    
      One Night Collision

    

    
      
        CHASITY BOWLIN

        LARAMIE BRISCOE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Chasity Bowlin & Laramie Briscoe

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

    

    
      
        Epilogue One

      

      
        Epilogue Two

      

      
        About Chasity Bowlin

      

      
        About Laramie Briscoe®

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Damien

      "Your honor, for lack of a better term, this is crazy," I argue as I look up at the woman behind the bench. It's not often I use my looks to get my way, but I give her a slight grin, showcasing what I know is a dimple in my left cheek. "There's absolutely no reason my client would've purposely not paid her employee."

      "Are you sure about that?" the opposing attorney interrupts. "Because I can provide text messages."

      "Then why don't you?" I snap over at her. "We're waiting, counselor."

      From where I stand, I see her nervously looking back and forth between the judge and me. She swallows reflexively. "I can get it, but it'll take me a couple of days."

      "Thought you could provide it. Not that you'd have to go looking for it."

      She opens her mouth, and I cross my arms over my chest, waiting for what she's going to say. It's at that point the judge begins speaking. "I'll give you twenty-four hours, counselor. At that point, if you can't provide them? I'm dismissing the case. Twenty-four hours."

      It takes a lot, but I hold back the grin threatening to spread across my face. This is exactly how I imagined this going, and I'm thankful the judge saw it my way.

      "Court is adjourned until noon tomorrow."

      Her gavel makes a sound of finality, and I turn to my client. "We've got this. She's got nothing, which is why she's stalling. Chances are we won't have to come back tomorrow. I'll be in touch."

      "Thanks, Damien, I appreciate it."

      ------

      Fuck, it's been a long day. Three appearances and two phone calls. It's rough getting a practice going, but I'm doing the best I can. For years after graduating, I worked for someone else. After they pissed me off, I came back to Bellehaven, and went to work for someone else. Last year, I finally decided to strike out on my own.

      "Damien..."

      Glancing up at the voice coming through my front door, I sigh. It's Troy Lee. He always brings me a bleeding-heart case, and it typically is more trouble than it's worth. "What do you want?" He's used to me. To my grumpiness, and the way I never want to help him. Unfortunately, that never seems to prevent me from offering the very help he's typically here for.

      "Good to see you too, Damien. You act like I didn't pull your ass out of a couple sticky situations when we were in high school."

      Inhaling deeply, I count to five in my head. “Thank you, Troy. My brother thanks you, too. How long are you going to hold that over my head, by the way? I haven't been in high school in almost twenty years, but please keep bringing it up."

      "I will." He smiles brightly as he has a seat across from my desk.

      "Have a seat," I grumble. This is one of the parts that sucks about working in the town where you grew up. Everyone still thinks of you as the kid running the streets you started out as. "What can I help you with, Officer?"

      "Normally I wouldn't get involved in this, but my wife is involved in it."

      Shit a brick. "Please, go on. This gets better and better."

      "Lizzie's become pretty good friends with a new business owner in town. They've been working with the Women's Small Business Council, and the new owner is getting seriously fucked over by her landlord. Obviously, I can't get involved because it's a civil matter."

      "Obviously." I huff out a breath. Landlord/tenant disputes are the fucking worst. "Do you have the name of the person? Can you give it to me, or can you have her swing by here? I was about to leave for the day..." I let my words trail off.

      "Far be it from me to keep you longer than you'd like to. Her name is Maggie. I can give you her info, or have her stop in. Her place isn't far from here. Is there a better time than any other?"

      God, I'm never going to get out of here if I don't just give him something. "I have time in the morning. I don't have to be in court until noon. Tell her to be here between ten and eleven. I'll make sure I'm here and ready to meet a new client. Good enough for you, Troy?"

      "Perfect. Thanks for your help, Damien."

      "Yup," I answer, not adding that I really didn't have any other choice.

      As he leaves, I follow behind, closing the door and heading for my truck. When I get there, I take off my suit jacket and roll up the sleeves of my button-down shirt. If there's one thing I look forward to at the end of the day, it's being the country guy I am at heart. With the windows rolled down and Luke Combs cranked up, I leave behind the city of Bellehaven and head out into the county.

      The concrete and sidewalks give way to fields and grass, pastures full of horses and cattle. The tension in my neck and shoulders begins to ease the farther I get out of town. In another life, I'd be a fifth-generation farmer, but when tobacco ceased being a cash crop for Kentucky, we lost most of our land, and a good portion of our legacy. Today, our farm is modest. Barely enough for my mom and dad to survive, but big enough so that I can still keep my horse.

      Slowing down, I turn on my blinker and head down the drive, kicking up dust behind me as I go. When I park and get out of the driver's side, my dad comes ambling out of the barn. "Hey." I give him a wave. "How's it going?"

      "Can't complain. You here to ride Mustang? Been a few days."

      "Yeah." I rake my fingers through my hair. "Been a couple of trying days. Can't wait to feel the wind, and not have to listen to anyone bitching."

      "You would've been a great owner of this place if you'd chosen it, Damien."

      I nod, knowing he's correct, but the truth is, I didn't want to work that hard. While I prefer to wear ratty jeans, worn T-shirts, and boots barely holding themselves together, I also have a taste for expensive things. It's the weird dichotomy that's always kept me wondering exactly who I am. "I know, but my heart isn't in it. Heart isn't into much these days."

      He gives me a grin, face weathered with the passage of days spent out in the sun. "One day it will be, Damien. You'll meet a woman, settle down, and maybe then I can convince you to take this place over."

      Walking to the barn to change my clothes, I grin back. "Keep dreaming, old man. I'm not cut out for it."

      Hooking his thumbs in the loops of his jeans, he nods toward my truck. "Just like you weren't cut out for a truck? I remember when you swore up and down you'd have a BMW or a Mercedes. We can't change who we are, Damien. One day you'll realize just how much this place means to ya."

      But today won't be that day.
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      Maggie

      I double-check the address that Troy gave me. For a small-town lawyer, this is a pretty swanky office. Based on the engraved stone over the door, it used to be a bank. It’s held onto some of its Victorian charm though, despite the modern improvements. To say that the last thing I expected to do within my first month as a new business owner in Bellehaven was take legal action against my landlord is a huge-ass understatement. But every time I turn around, the guy is tacking on a fee, or trying to weasel out of paying for repairs that are structural and not just related to my business. He’s got three other tenants in that building, and I’ll be damned if I’m gonna pay to replumb the whole place for all of us.

      I get out of my parked van and hit the key fob to lock it. There’s nothing in it right now, but no point in tempting fate. Law offices attract criminals, and unlocked vehicles are an invitation.

      Taking the two brick steps, I push open the heavy glass door and step into a well-decorated and very posh reception area. The black-and-white tile floors are original. I’d put money on it. The reception desk probably is too. It’s old, mahogany, heavy as hell, and that kind of carving doesn’t exist in modern craftsmanship.

      Behind the desk is a woman somewhere from forty-five to eighty. She’s had enough work done to make it impossible to tell, but it’s good work and everything about her screams high maintenance.

      “Good morning. May I help you?”

      “Yeah. I’m Maggie Sloan. Troy James spoke with your employer about seeing me this morning.”

      She raises—barely—one perfectly microbladed eyebrow. “The landlord thing, right?”

      I nod, sighing in relief. “Yeah. The landlord thing.”

      “Just have a seat, sugar. Damien—Mr. Sizemore, that is—will be with you in just a minute. He’s on a conference call right now.”

      Taking a seat on one of the brocade chairs that flanks a coffee bar bearing an espresso machine that likely costs more than my monthly rent, I try to bite back my general distaste for lawyers. They are a necessary evil. But after a particularly nasty divorce from my cheating ex who managed to still make me look like the bad guy, it’s a knee-jerk reaction.

      After a couple of minutes, a heavy wooden door opens and an all-too-familiar man in a suit appears. “You!”

      The lawyer, with his blue eyes and dimpled smile, just leans casually against the doorframe with all the cockiness of a man who feels like the world is literally at his feet. “What? No flowers today?”

      I’m on my feet in an instant. “I’m sorry to have wasted your time. I’ll find someone else.”

      I’m out the door and halfway back to my van before I hear footsteps running up behind me.

      “Hold it! Hold on just a damn minute!”

      “Nope. Not holding on for a minute. Not for a damn nanosecond,” I snap.

      “Do you need help?”

      “Not from you.”

      “Maggie, just talk to me for a minute. I know we got off on the wrong foot, and I will own that it was completely my fault,” he says. “I was in a shitty mood and acted like an ass. But I’m a damn good lawyer and if your landlord is screwing you over, there’s nobody else in this town who can handle it better than me.”

      I whirl around. “Is that supposed to make it okay?”

      “I’ll handle it for free,” he says. “I will take your case, sight unseen, and I will do it for free.”

      I don’t like him. But I’m not an idiot. “Like no retainer free or just free free?”

      “Free free,” he says, drawing an X over his heart. “Troy wouldn’t have sent you to me if he didn’t think you needed someone good. I can help you, Maggie.”

      —-

      Ten minutes later, we’re back in his office. I’m filling out paperwork. There’s a big line drawn through his fee schedule. A fee schedule that makes my stomach hurt. If he wasn’t doing this for free, I couldn’t afford him. There are very few people in Bellehaven who know how little I walked away from my marriage with. Troy is one of them. He
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