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Chapter 1

Jazzie watched as Nathan came toward her.
She’d been sitting in this stupid office chair for more than two
hours waiting for someone to come and relieve her. When she’d
volunteered to help out at the office for Payton she’d thought it
would be fun. But it was really boring.

“I didn’t know you were here,” he told her as
soon as he saw her. “I thought Lilliane would be here today.”

She could swear that he was looking for a way
to escape. It hurt her to know that he avoided her, but she simply
smiled at him and pretended that she didn’t notice. “Nope, just me.
At least for another hour anyway. I have another thing I have to do
and told Payton this morning that I could only spare a few hours
today.” He glanced at the doorway again and she sighed. “Why don’t
you do whatever it is you need then go, Nathan? You obviously don’t
want to be here with me.”

He looked at her sharply and she stood up and
walked out the door he’d been staring at. She thought about telling
him to watch the phones, but didn’t think she could speak around
the lump in her throat. She was nearly to her car when she realized
that she’d forgotten her purse. Oh well, there wasn’t anything much
in it anyway and there was no way she was going back to get it.

Jazzie knew she was in love with Nathan
Howard. She’d been nearly there for almost a month, but watching
him with Tonya and Connor, her niece and nephew, at Lilliane and
Shamus’ wedding, she’d taken the tumble. She knew that he thought
she was a lazy tease, always seemingly out of work and having fun,
but she actually had a good job that paid very well. Well, it paid
really well now.

She was Jasmine Blackwell, the bestselling
author of the most steamy romance novels ever to hit the market. Or
at least that’s what one critic had said. Others had said similar
things, mostly how her story lines and her characters came alive on
the page. She’d cut every one of them out and put them into a
notebook. She still couldn’t believe that people were actually
paying her to read books. She’d always assumed that everyone could
write if they wanted and had been surprised when she’d found out
that they didn’t. Her publisher said some of the mystic surrounding
her was that no one knew anything about her. And there had never
been a single picture taken of her that would lead anyone to
believe she was who she was.

She’d been writing stories in her head since
she’d been a kid. Not the sort that she wrote now. Those would have
been too much for a kid to deal with. But stories about a little
girl who was saved from her mean step parents by a nice rich couple
and taken away to live happily ever after.

It wasn’t until she got older that she
realized a few things. There was no such thing as happily ever
after, at least not to her kind, and that no matter how much she
wished it, she wasn’t her sisters and brother.

She loved them dearly. All of them. Cain, her
brother, made her feel like she could do anything she wanted, but
she couldn’t. Not really. There were times when she knew he
despaired of her ever being anything more than a flighty woman
without direction, but she’d proven, maybe not to him but to
herself, that she could do one thing and do it very well. And every
time one of her royalty checks came in the mail she knew there were
a few others out there that liked what she did as well. She pulled
up in front of her little house and got out. Her cell phone was
ringing when she got inside.

It was Nathan. She’d given him her number
once so that if he ever needed a friend to talk to he could feel
free to call her. This was the first time he’d ever actually used
it. She put it on the counter and set about pulling out what she
needed to make a salad. It wasn’t until she was finishing up her
lunch when she realized he’d left her a message.

She debated on just leaving it until she was
in a better frame of mind. But then she realized that that might be
a long time from now. She dialed her voicemail as she walked to her
office and unlocked the door. By the time she was sitting at her
desk, his voice came across the line.

“I wasn’t trying to get away from you. What a
silly thing to…why did you say that? I have never tried to get
away…Jazzie, I would like for you to call me back. We need to
straighten this out immediately.”

She laughed out loud at his tone. He sounded
like he was upset with her. She was smiling when she brought up the
first of three books she was planning on working on today. There
was no way she was calling him back. She had things to do and they
didn’t involve trying to tangle through the mess that was Nathan
Howard.

She was deep into the plot of the second book
when she realized that someone was laying on her doorbell. She
pulled up the monitor on her computer screen and groaned when she
saw who it was. She’d almost take Nathan over her mother right now.
Jazzie thought about ignoring the demand, but realized that even if
she wanted to her mother would wait her out and pounce on her when
she had to go outside.

She opened the door, but didn’t take the
chain off. Her mother frowned at her when she didn’t open the door
all the way for her. Jazzie had too much going on right now to fuck
with Guinevere Waite.

“I want you to open this door, young lady. I
would like to have a conversation with you and I am not going to do
so in the doorway.” She actually took a step forward as if Jazzie
would comply. “Now, Jasmine. I’ve been out all day and I want you
to make me some dinner and put me up for the night.”

“No, Mother. I told you at Lilliane’s wedding
that until you make it right by her, you and I are through. I told
you this the day before yesterday and, again, yesterday.” Jazzie
started to push the door closed when her mother pushed back.

“You can’t expect me to like that gimp, do
you? I mean, what if he breeds with her and she has a gimpy baby?
Why how will anyone expect me to love it if—”

“First of all, Shamus was shot. He was
injured in his leg by a madwoman who took him to try and lure
Lilliane to him. Second…you know, I don’t give a shit if you
understand the difference between being born with a defect and
having one forced on you. And I’m certainly not going to explain to
you that as her mother, you should love who she loves regardless of
what he looks like.”

“Oh don’t be ridiculous. Who on earth would
expect me to love a deformity like that?” Guinevere stomped her
foot. “Open this door, Jasmine, or so help me, I’ll make you suffer
with the likes you’ve never imagined.”

Fear rippled down Jazzie’s spine. It was
there so quickly and with so much force that she nearly did open
the door. But just as she was pushing the door closed to slide the
chain, she stiffened. She wasn’t a child anymore and she could
certainly decide who did or didn’t come into her house. So instead
of pulling the door open and telling her mother to go away again,
she closed the door and turned the lock. She was nearly to her
office again when she heard the doorbell sounding.

She sat down hard. And once there she had to
bend at the waist and put her head between her knees. She kept
telling herself that she wouldn’t throw up, she wouldn’t throw up
until the feeling started to recede. She wasn’t herself completely,
but she did feel a little less sick to her stomach by the time she
sat back up. And, thank you very much, the doorbell was silent.

The memory that had caused her to fear her
mother was right there now. Jazzie had tried her very best to
forget the nights when she’d been a child. Her father was an
abusive man, more than abusive; he’d been damn right sadistic.
There were times growing up that Jazzie had wondered if he’d kill
her.

But the night that she had been held her down
while he…he’d raped her had been what had caused her to fear the
dark.

She’d been seventeen. Not a great age for a
kid like her. She wasn’t as pretty as her sisters, especially not
as lovely as the twins, Sin and Lilliane, but she could hold her
own in looks. What had set her apart of the other teenagers was
that they all thought her odd. She supposed she was. She liked to
have fun and she didn’t really need a lot of people around to do
so.

Quinn and Cain had already moved out, Gracie
was in her senior year of high school, and she was a sophomore. The
twins, Sin and Lilliane, were still in junior high. She’d been
studying for a test the next morning when her mother had knocked on
her door. She’d thought that weird as she’d never done it before,
but didn’t really think anything about it at the time.

“Hello, Jazzie. Your sisters are out on the
town. You should have gone with them.” Jazzie remembered that her
mother sounded funny, her voice slightly higher pitched. And when
she got closer to the bed where Jazzie was sitting she realized
something else. It wasn’t her mother.

The woman that had entered the room looked
like her mother. The hair was different, the same color she
thought, but styled differently. Where her mother had always worn
hers in a tight bun at the back of her head this woman had hers
down and curled. Her father coming into the room and removing his
belt made her shift her attention to him rather than try and figure
out who the woman was.

She tried to think quickly. She’d didn’t
think she’d forgotten to do her chores and she knew that she’d not
been in trouble at school lately. She did cover for Sin once, took
back a library book that was overdue and conned the woman into not
charging her any fees, but she was sure that wasn’t it. She tossed
her books to the floor and tried to get to the closet to lock
herself in.

The month before, Cain had installed the
lock. There was a latch at the bottom of the door they all knew
about but had yet to use. She was nearly there when she felt the
first lash of his belt land across her back. She went down
quickly.

She could only reason that she’d hit her
head. She didn’t remember being put on the bed. She certainly would
have fought more had she known. She also wouldn’t have let them tie
her legs to the bottom of the bed and gag her. The woman was at her
head, her father at the foot. All her attention was centered on him
and not what the woman was saying to her. Not until she realized
that she was telling her father how much he was going to enjoy
this.

“You fuck that pretty pussy and I swear to
you, Roscoe, I’ll give you the blow job of your life. That wife of
yours will never give you anything like I can do with my
mouth.”

Jazzie closed her eyes and tried to will her
father to go away, to stop what he was doing. She begged the woman
to shut the hell up and leave her alone. But he didn’t and neither
did the woman. Then when he’d finished…finished hurting her, they’d
left her there. Left her tied to the bed until her mother had come
in.

She had blamed Jazzie for it. Guinevere had
slapped her so many times that Jazzie had become dizzy. It wasn’t
until her mother had worn herself out that Guinevere had told her
that if she told one person what had happened, told one single lie
about what her father had done, she’d make her suffer with the
likes she’d never imagined.

When her phone rang again, this time a tone
that made her smile, she got up to go to the kitchen. She grabbed
up the phone and was giggling when she said hello to her sister
Gracie.

~~~

“I’m sending you something for your birthday.
I designed this creation and as soon as it was done I thought, this
is so Jazzie.” Grace waited for her sister to comment. When she
didn’t right away she got worried. “What’s happened? Did Mother do
something to you? That stupid bitch needs to mind her own fucking
business.”

Gracie heard her sister sob. She wished she
could go to her, comfort her in some way, but she knew that she
couldn’t. She couldn’t move back home because of her secret. One
that would make them all hate her forever.

“She’s not the only one. I was…why do you
think Nathan hates me? I’ve never done anything wrong to him.” A
short bark of laughter had Gracie smile. “Okay, maybe I have given
him one or two reasons to be upset with me. But the guy is too
stiff for words.”

“And you’re in love with him.” Jazzie started
to stutter, but Gracie cut her off. “You can try and deny it all
you want, but I saw the way you looked at him. Like he was a pound
of dark chocolate and you were PMSing.”

“He doesn’t like me,” Jazzie said softly. “He
avoids me and, just this morning, he accidentally came into the
office where I was and he practically trembled in fear I’d do
something to him.”

“Have you told him how you feel?” As soon as
she laughed again, this one bitter and hard, Gracie knew that she
hadn’t. “You should just tell him. Or jump his bones. I’m pretty
sure that’ll make him notice you.”

“Yeah, I’m sure he’ll run for the hills too.
I can’t do that to Alyssa. She and her brother are making great
headway into becoming family again. No, I’m thinking I’m going to
just stop going by the office and hide out at my house.”

After telling her sister when she’d be
shipping out her package they hung up. Gracie wondered long after
she’d gone home if her sister would be able to keep away from
Nathan Howard. He seemed to be a man who didn’t think he was good
enough for anyone, much less her flighty sister.


Chapter 2

 


Nathan waited for over two hours for Miss
Waite to call him back. While he’d been waiting he’d made a list of
things to say to her. He was working on the third page when his
sister walked in. She seemed to be a little upset. He waited until
she made sure her water bottle was safe before he spoke.

“I had a tiff with your sister-in-law. She
seems to be under the misimpression that I avoid her.” Alyssa,
apparently satisfied with her bottle, opened it and took a long
drink. “I don’t want her to think such things.”

“Jazzie, I’m guessing? You do avoid her.” She
smiled at him before she continued. “She can be a bit much at
first, but she sort of grows on you. Would you like me to say
something to her? I know that she teases you badly sometimes. But
she means well.”

He thought about it for all of two seconds.
“No, I should. I was making a list. I want us to have a clear
picture of where our boundaries are so that we can work together.
She makes me…uncomfortable sometimes.” It was more than that and he
knew it. She made him aware of himself. Not just as a person, but
as a man. He’d never had that reaction to another person before, at
least not that he knew of. Most of his life had been spent in a
blur of drugs and alcohol. Mostly the drugs part, he supposed.

He’d taken his first drink at eight. He and
his brother had been wandering around a party that his parents had
been giving, bored out of their minds. Robert, his then
six-year-old brother, had taken the first drink out of the wine
bottle left on the table. He’d told Nathan that he had to get his
own. He’d opted for a bottle of scotch.

They had both gotten sick. Very sick, as a
matter of fact. Their mother, Shannon Howard, had told them that
she hoped they’d learned a lesson and left it at that, but their
father, Nathan the third, had taken a different approach. He’d
beaten both their asses.

At the time, Nathan had hated the man. He’d
had no right to judge them on taking a little drink and had said as
much to his uncle Samuel about it. Samuel had agreed and, whenever
there was another party or a group of them together, he made sure
that his favorite nephews had their own little stash of liquor and
that no one found out about it. It was his road to destruction.

By the time he was thirteen he was a drunk.
And when alcohol didn’t work as well to make him feel good he
started on drugs. By the time he’d found out he wasn’t Nathan’s son
and that his uncle was his actual father the man who could have
saved him from himself was dead. Nathan, the man who had beaten his
bottom on more occasions than not, died and left him to his sister.
He was lucky that she was just like her dad.

Alyssa brought him back to the present with a
short laugh. “She’ll love that. I’ve never met anyone more afraid
of lists than she is. I wonder at times how she gets what she needs
at the grocery when she goes. I love her to death, but she is the
most scatterbrained woman I’ve ever meet.”

Nathan didn’t know why, but he had a feeling
that Miss Waite was a lot smarter than anyone was giving her credit
for. He didn’t say that to his sister, but he thought Jasmine might
need to be watched a bit closer. He only nodded and added one more
thing to his list.

“I was wondering if I could talk to you about
the project we discussed the other day? I was wondering if you’ve
given it any more thought.” He wanted to take on the library
project with all his heart, but he didn’t want to fail his sister.
“I have some more numbers for you, if that helps.”

“I looked over what you gave me the other
week. I think it’s a great idea. But I only have one issue.” He
felt his heart thud. Here it came; she was going to tell him that
she’d decided on someone else to head the project. “You’ll have to
have a staff and an office. I hate that I don’t have the room for
you on this floor. Do you think you could see your way to have your
office up here and the staff on the lower floor? At least until
your building is completed?”

He was so ready to tell her that he’d help
whoever she’d picked out to head it that it took him several
moments to realize what she’d said. He could only stare at her as
she waited for his answer. He asked her to repeat it.

“I want you to stay on the top floor with me.
I love having you close at hand and Connor knows that all he needs
to do is toddle down to find you. I think he’ll miss you being
where he can find you too. Especially if you take your drawer of
little cars from him.”

“You’re letting me do it?” His voice squeaked
with pleasure. “I don’t know what…thank you, Alyssa. I won’t let
you down. My office? You want…” Nathan took a deep breath before
continuing. “Your dad used to have them in is drawers, you know.
The cars. He would give me one every time I came into his office
when I…before I…before I screwed up.”

“I know. I found them in his desk after…when
I was cleaning things up. And you didn’t screw up, Nathan. You were
misled and, because of that, you got sidetracked. You’re not going
back there again so we move on and up, right?” She stood up and
went toward the door as she continued. “Connor might not have known
our dad, Nathan, and he was our dad, but he has you to teach
him things that I can’t. You’re his biggest hero right now and I
love you for it.”

After she left he reached for his phone. He
was going to try and reach Jasmine again, but his office phone rang
before he could pull hers up on his cell. He frowned when he saw
the number. What could she want?

“Mrs. Waite, what can I do for you? If you’re
looking for Cain or Alyssa, they are both—”

“What on earth would I want that woman to
talk to me for? She would simply hang up on me anyway. No, dear
boy, I’ve called to speak to you.” Guinevere Waite was not a nice
person and Nathan hated to think what she’d want from him. “I was
wondering if you could help me find some drugs. I need something to
help me—”

“I don’t know anything about drugs, Mrs.
Waite. I’ve…you’ll have to see your doctor if there is a problem
that you feel is only solved with a pill.” He was trembling with
the need to slam the phone down on her. “I’ve been clean for a long
while now, as you know.”

“Yes, yes, I’m aware of the little party that
your…sister”—she made it sound like a dirty word—“gave you
when you hit your one year mark. Total waste of time and money, if
you ask me. You type of people always go back on the sauce. It’s
only a matter of time before you do. No, I need you to find me
something to help me relax. I’m sure you have contacts still. A man
like you will need to keep in touch with the lowlifes just to keep
your finger in the pot.”

Nathan wanted to think she was kidding him.
But he knew better. She’d been anything but civil to him and his
sister since he’d met her last year. She was never anything but a
bitch and right now, he wasn’t in the mood to fuck with her.

“How you live with yourself daily is beyond
me. You are the most horrid woman I’ve ever met.” He stood up as he
felt himself getting more and more pissed. “I will only say this
the one time. I do not know any ‘lowlifes,’ as you put it. Maybe
you should look at the people you hang out with before you go
pointing your finger at others.” He slammed the phone down so hard
he felt it vibrate up his arm.

It took him ten minutes to calm himself down
and another five before he thought he could drive. He grabbed up
his coat and decided he needed a break. Alyssa had a gym put in the
offices last year when they’d moved to this newer building and he
decided that he could use a good two or three hours down there
before he went home. Nathan thought maybe he should invest in one
for his house too.

~~~

Drew watched Nathan move from one piece of
equipment to the other. The man was going to have a heart attack
before the end of the day if he kept this pace up. He’d already
done forty minutes on the treadmill and another on the stair
machine. If he did that long on the bike, Drew decided that he was
going to put the guy up for the next Olympics. He moved over to the
bike next to him and handed him a bottle of cool water.

“Drink it slow or you’ll get cramps.” Nathan
nodded but didn’t speak. “You want to talk about it?” A grunt was
all he got. “Or I could just wait until they rush you to the
hospital for heart failure and have the doctor give you something
that’ll make you talk.”

“I don’t do drugs anymore,” Nathan snarled at
him. “And I don’t know any fucking lowlifes that I can get any from
either. I’m clean, damn it.”

Drew nearly laughed, but from the look the
other man was giving him he decided he might live longer if he
didn’t. Instead, he just kept up his own pace with the bike until
Nathan started to slow. Before Drew could ask if he wanted to talk
about it Nathan stopped moving.

“She said she wanted something to help her
relax. I’d like to give her something to relax. A bullet between
the eyes comes to mind.” Drew didn’t say anything as Nathan
continued. “She said that the party my sister gave me for my
one-year was a waste of money and time. Do you know how much that
meant to me to have her do that? Plenty, I can tell you. Then that
bitch…how the fuck did she have such wonderful kids and be such
a…such a cancer on the earth?”

Nodding his understanding and knowing who
Nathan was talking about made Drew wonder the same thing.
“Guinevere is something else, you got that right. I take it she’s
the reason for the hyped up exercise program you’re killing
yourself over.”

“She called right before I left my office.
She said that I would be back on the sauce again soon enough.”
Nathan took another swig of water. “I don’t know anyone who could
stand to be around her all the time. How do you do it?’

Drew laughed. “I don’t. I only talk to her
when I need to and have my secretary answer the phone so that I
don’t have to. I told you to hire one last month. See what I meant
by having a built-in call screen?’

“I’m going to do it first thing in the
morning,” Nathan mumbled. “I’ll have to hurry or I’ll be wearing
out the equipment down here.”

Both men went to the shower, cleaned up, and
changed. Drew was glad that his boss and sister-in-law had decided
that having private showers instead of open ones when he stepped in
the bath and saw Allen Davidson there. The man would come down for
about ten minutes and work out then hang around the shower room
until someone came in he could invite to dinner. Plus, the man had
to weigh all of four hundred pounds, not a sight that Drew wanted
to see naked. He was dressed and waiting for Nathan twenty minutes
later after assuring Allen that he and Nathan had a business dinner
they had to go to.

The two men did end up at The Court of Small
Clams together. And business was the furthest thing from either of
their minds. Drew suggested they call the other men, Shamus and
Payton, who asked if they could bring along Cain to round out the
night. They were just getting their salads set before them when
Drew mentioned Guinevere.

“She actually called you to ask for…I don’t
know why I’m surprised. Not about her calling you, because I can’t
tell you enough how sorry I am she did that, but trying to get
something illegal. I refused to give her anything stronger when she
came by my office last week,” Cain said as he took a pull on his
beer. “She said she was having problems sleeping in that ‘horrid
house’ I’d put her in. Do you know how much I could get for that
house on the open market right now?”

Drew answered for him. “One point three
million. I know, I had to have it appraised for you last year. I’m
sorry to say this, Cain, because I know she’s your mom, but she’s
nuts. And Nathan came down to the gym while I was there to burn off
some of her nastiness.”

It was well after midnight when the men went
their separate ways. Drew could tell that Nathan had something on
his mind. The man had checked his cell phone several times before
they’d left. He wondered if it was a girl and decided that he hoped
so. Nathan was too nice of a guy not to have a bevy of women
hanging around. Drew crawled into bed with his wife and thought
this was the way to be, happily married, with children sleeping
just down the hall from them.


Chapter 3

 


“This is going to be huge, you know that
don’t you? My goodness, Jazzie, where do you come up with these
story lines? If this series sells anything like the last one did
you’re going to be big.”

Jazzie only listened to her publisher with
half an ear. She was still in the middle of the book she’d had to
leave when she’d been summoned to this luncheon with Chastity
Midland. She wouldn’t have come, but the woman said she had
something big to share.

“I know. My last royalty check was big enough
that I could pay for my house. Next I want a new car, so I hope
you’re right.” Jazzie had put the house in her pen name and they
all thought she was renting the house she’d moved into six months
ago. “I have to get something more reliable before winter.”

Chastity didn’t say anything, for which
Jazzie was glad. Chastity couldn’t understand why her bestselling
author didn’t just go and apply for a loan to get what she wanted
and Jazzie couldn’t make her understand that she was too afraid to
get into debt. If she couldn’t pay for it when she wanted it, then
she simply saved until she could. It was that simple.

Even with the success of her books she was
afraid that people would suddenly figure out who she was and stop
buying them. Then she would be in hock to her ass. No, her way was
better for her. Every time she got a check she was amazed. It blew
her away to see that people were actually putting out money to buy
her books.

“You said you had some good news. Please tell
me that that guy at the office has finally asked you out? That’s
wonderful news.” Jazzie frowned when Chastity laughed and said no.
“Then what? I really need to get back. I left Devin tied up on the
bed and his girlfriend trying out some nipple clamps on him.”

“Oh my, I can’t wait to read that one. No,
this is about the Montgomery Series you wrote. I have someone who
wants to make it into a movie.” Chastity handed her a thick
contract as she continued. “They said they want to start putting
out the feelers for actors right away. There was talk from him that
that Bacon woman has already agreed to do the…are you all right,
love?”

No, she wasn’t. A movie deal? She was just
getting used to people buying her books. How was she supposed to
deal with people watching it on the big screen? Jazzie picked up
her glass of water and drained it. Then reached for her tea to do
the same. She was dizzy and scared and nervous all at the same
time. She felt the air in the room smother her. She knew that at
any moment she was going to pass out when, suddenly, she was
looking at the floor and someone was pressing her head down.

“Stay there, damn it. What the hell is wrong
with you anyway?” She tried to sit up, but Nathan pressed her back.
“I said to stay there.”

“You can’t expect me to answer your stupid
question if my head is between my legs. Let me up, damn it, I’m
fine.” He let her up slowly, but didn’t move away when she was
upright. “I’m fine. Now go back to whatever you were doing and
leave me be.”

“I was leaving when I heard this woman”—he
nodded toward Chastity—“shout your name. And there you were wilting
like a hot-house flower. What did you do, skip breakfast?”

“No, I did not skip breakfast. She and I were
talking about something and I had a slight…fright. But I’m better
now so go away.” She looked over at her publisher when she cleared
her throat.

“I’m Chastity Midland. I’m a very close
friend of Jazzie’s. And you would be?” Jazzie was suddenly glad
she’d asked her publisher to never ever, ever tell anyone who she
was.

“Leaving,” Jazzie said as she turned her back
on Nathan. “I’m sure you have plenty of things to do outside of
this building.”

She wasn’t really surprised when he took
Chastity’s hand and kissed it before telling her his name, but
nothing could have prepared her for him pulling out a chair and
sitting at their table. She looked at him shocked, and he simply
winked at Chastity.

“She doesn’t like me even though I just saved
her from falling on her face in a very busy restaurant.” He started
to pick up the contract she’d laid on the table when she’d gotten
scared.

Jazzie snatched it from him with a glare. “Do
you mind? I am in the middle of something here and it doesn’t
involve you.”

He took the contract back and had it open
before she could get it. She tried to get it back, but he must have
read some of it before he looked at her. His face might have been
funny if she wasn’t sure he’d read enough to figure out just what
the contract was about. He flipped through a few more pages before
he set it back down on the table.

“I thought it was a job offer or something. I
had…how long?” She didn’t answer so he turned to Chastity. “How
long have you been working for her?”

Jazzie had to hand it to Chastity, she didn’t
say anything. She did, however, gather up her things to go. She had
her jacket on and the check in her hand before she looked at both
of them.

“You two work this out. Jazz, I told you this
would happen sooner or later.” She picked up the contract and
handed
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