
“OLD TRICKS”

“TEMPTED Book4”

By

Catherine Tramell

Copyright on 2022 by QIR LLC. All Rights Reserved.

In no way is it legal to produce, duplicate, or transmit any part of this book in electronic, digital, or printed format without the proper and express consent of the author or copyright owner. The recording of this publication is strictly prohibited. Storage and republication of this book are also prohibited without the express consent of the author or publisher.

All copyrights not held by the author or publisher are used with the consent of the original copyright owner.

Don’t forget to click:

HERE

to receive your gift and exclusive offers for being a loyal reader.

CONTENTS


“PROLOGUE”

CHAPTER: 1

CHAPTER: 2

CHAPTER: 3

CHAPTER: 4

CHAPTER: 5

CHAPTER: 6

CHAPTER: 7

CHAPTER: 8

CHAPTER: 9

CHAPTER: 10

CHAPTER: 11

About the Author


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

“PROLOGUE”

[image: ]


[image: image]

T

he weather was crisp. Spring has just started to settle in. Flowers were budding and blooming all over the place. You couldn't pass a single street without seeing all the nooks and crannies of New York City crawling with flowers, with butterflies and caterpillars hovering over and around them. 

Ladybugs of all kinds and other insects made their way out of hibernation and settled into their spring reverie. Winter was over, along with other things. The heavy dread had lifted, and things felt as if they were going back to normal. 

Or maybe shifting into a new normal, because one thing was for certain, Angela had not felt this way for a long time. Angela was stuck in her thoughts, looking outside the cab window on her way to the John F. Kennedy Airport. As usual. 

The traffic was packed, and there was no way out of this enormous jam. But for once in a long time, Angela didn't seem to mind the long wait; she rolled down her window and felt the fresh breeze of spring air greet her; just the right amount of warm and cold. But she had to roll back her windows soon enough as the smell of piss and garbage replaced the scent of the wind. And per usual, there were slurs and taunts being thrown around by one driver to another as the traffic continued to be stagnant. 

Angela checked her mobile phone to see the time. An hour till her flight to Los Angeles took off. She needed to hurry up before boarding started. And so, in typical Angela fashion, she slipped a bunch of cash to the cab driver without thinking for a split second the amount of lonely she was throwing away, got hold of her bags from the back seat, and got out of the car. 

She was on foot on her way to the airport. And somehow, it got her there quicker. As she approached the airport, she saw a similar black SUV with black tinted windows parked outside the airport. A familiar face of a bald man appeared; it was Anthony. 

"My dear miss Angela, let me get a hold of those bags; he's waiting for you," Anthony had said. 

"No, no, thank you, Anthony. I can carry it by myself." It was true. She could carry it by herself now. Her abdominal pain had healed itself quite well. 

"I insist, Miss Angela. Please let me take the bags. They are only holding you back," Anthony persisted. Angela knew that this man was not going to take no for an answer today. So, she let him carry her luggage into the airport. 

Inside the airport, a swarm of busy passengers greeted Angela. Everyone living inside the bubble inside their own lives, grounded by their own worries and woes and having their own distinct destinations and journeys. She started to scan through the swarm of people to find the one person that she was eagerly waiting to meet. 

Adidas jacket, Nike sneakers. Nope, that's not him. 

North Face hoodie, Yeezy slides. That's not him either. 

Hawaiian T-shirt and a hat? Definitely not him. 

A perfectly tailored Gucci tuxedo with slicked-back hair and perfectly fitted loafers. Yep, that's it. That's her man. 

Angela made her way to David, who was also browsing through the huge swarm of the crowd probably looking for her. She crept up from behind him and hugged him. David didn't need to turn around to see who it was. The warm embrace was enough to let him know that he didn't need to search any longer. 

The person he was looking for was right there next to him. Angela slowly moved her way in front of David and gave him a peck on the cheek. 

"What took you so long?" David asked. “I was getting worried." 

"I just wanted to take a long way here, you know, soak in all the spring goodness. After the year we've had, my therapist says, it’s best if I try to find peace and calm in the little things," Angela replied. 

"Anthony could've picked you up, my love," David replied. 

"No, no, I prefer the cab. Really gives you the whole New York experience," Angela replied as they both chuckled at the slight sarcasm in her tone. 

"By the way, I'm really glad that therapy is working for you and you are getting over the PTSD from the shootout," David exclaimed. 

“Yes, exactly. Which is why I need you to get into it, too. It has helped me grow leaps and bounds, and it could do the same for you,” Angela insisted. 

"Nah. I'm better off. There's too much unpack in my life, you know. Besides, I can diagnose myself; bad childhood. There you go. And who needs therapy when I've got you." 

They both smiled at each other as David leaned in to give Angela a peck on her cheek. 

“Final boarding call for Flight 306. I repeat, final boarding call for Flight 306 flying from New York to sunny Los Angeles.” 

"I guess that's us," David said as he got hold of the bags from Anthony. 

"Give May my love," David said as he made his way to security and then clearing. Angela and David were flying business class in no time. 

Seven hours later, they stood in front of the giant campus of Stanford University. It has been a long while since Angela had been here. It was almost as if she was going back to her roots. It reminds her of her hard work, determination, and grit. 

All the nights she had spent awake studying, all the challenges she had faced to prove everyone wrong, and all the battles she had fought and waged to climb up the ladder because opportunities were not just handed to her. She had to work for them. 

It all started here. Her journey of being one of the most respected and renowned lawyers in the world anywhere. She defied all odds of capitalism and went ahead and opened a firm solely to serve the people. It was as selfless as it gets. And again, it all started here. 

As David and Angela walked on campus hand in hand, Angela couldn't help but smile and feel proud of how far she had come and all the feats she had achieved. The campus was lined with posters reading "Congratulations to the graduating class of 2024," "Farewell Class of 2024," "Good luck to the class of 2024." Graduation ceremonies are always bittersweet. It reminds you that the future is uncertain, and you don't know what lies ahead and where you will end up. But it is also sweet because the memories give you the courage to move forward, and a platform like Stanford is sure to land you in some of the best places this world has to offer. 

As David and Angela walked through the campus, Angela was reminded of all the little stories and memories of her time as a law student at Stanford. 

"David, come right here," Angela exclaimed. She took David under the bleachers of the stadium. “This was where everyone would carve out their names before graduating. I don't know if they still have the same tradition. But umm, look here." 

David had not seen Angela this excited in a long time. It was good for her. He couldn't help but admire her beauty as she was filled with passion and a happy spirit. It made him smile. Her smile was, after all, illuminating. He quickly moved his eyes to where Angela was pointing. And there it was, Angela's name carved on the underside of the bleachers. 

As Angela and David stood there for a few moments more, someone on the speaker announced, "Esteemed parents, guests, students, friends, and colleagues, please settle down. The ceremony is about to start." 

David and Angela made their way out of the bleachers and onto the football field, where chairs were sprawled out in all corners. They took the closest seat to the stage and settled in. 

The director gave a speech, followed by the guest of the honor, and then one by one, students walked onto the stage and got hold of their degrees while the crowd cheered them on. There were pictures being taken from all corners of the ground. 

Most people were overcome with joy and pride, while others were sentimental. And that's when the name was called out, "Next up, we have Toby Cameron. Toby has a distinction in criminal law. Despite having trouble in his studies and losing his dear friend Darren Joyce, during his education, Toby has graduated with first-class honors. Give it up for Toby Cameron." 

Angela and David rose from their seats and clapped as hard as they could. Angela was even hooting and shrieking while David laughed and shot videos. Toby heard their cheers on stage and waved at them. 

At that moment, everything felt surreal. Toby was graduating after everything he had been through, and David and Angela were finally together.
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A

ngela shuffled through the crowd, trying to get hold of David. Where did he suddenly disappear to? He never left her on her own, so why now? She kept running in one direction and then another but saw no sign of him. 

She tried his number and kept dialing it. He was not responding, and the call was going straight to voicemail. She started to send him a voicemail, "Hey David. What is this? Where are you? Is this a prank? I'm worried. Call me." 

She made her way out of the crowd and couldn’t think straight. What had just happened? She called him again and left another voice note. And then another, and then another. She kept ambushing him with voicemails until his inbox was full, and she couldn't do so anymore. That is when she tried Anthony, but he wouldn't pick up either. She tried to call May next, but May's phone was switched off. That's strange, she wondered. 

She thought to herself, what if their Mafia nemesis had gotten to him? Angela had started to panic by now. Her breath was getting heavy, and she was breathing faster. She kept walking and walking until a man pulled her back. 

"Watch it, lady! Hey! You almost walked in front of that car." Angela had lost sense of her body. She had forgotten she was still here. She tried to collect herself and thanked the man who quite possibly had just saved her life. 

Then she called
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