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Chapter 1

 Zack

“What the hell?” I mutter, taking Kate’s hand in mine, as we
leave the dance area. I catch Blake running for Ruby. “What’s going
on?” I shout.

“There’s a goddamn bomb planted in the barn, man!” Blake
says.

I
hesitate only for a second, and then I look at Kate, and with a
tight expression, I say. “Go get Myra and my mama. Head to the
Friedman’s farm next door. Mama’ll know where to go.”

The
Friedman’s farm was mutilated during a storm about ten years ago.
Since then, they built the best goddamn silo, bomb-approved. They
weren’t ever going to go through that again. Our ranch was safe
from said storm, but that’s how storms work, I guess. I watch a
truck at the bottom of the street peel by. “Hey! Heeeyyyy!” I
shout. Austin catches my glance and motions to me. His truck is
closest to the street. He and I exchange a glance. No words need to
be said.

I hop
into his truck and we tear off like we’re about to perform a
televised high speed chase on the six o’clock news. “I lay bets on
it that this is Terence and his entourage back at work again.” I
seethe.

“Lucky I was checking on the goddamn horses. Nobody could hear
them over the music. The motherfuckers took advantage of
that.”

“How’d you know it was a bomb?”

“I could hear something fucking ticking the second I walked in
there. Chocolate was over there sniffing the goddamn
thing!”

“How did they even get in there without being
noticed?”

“I guess we were all distracted. Couldn’t see the fuckers get
in there and didn’t hear the horses fussing over it.” He licks his
lips. “Gunner’s got the Sheriff on the line.”

“Good. Hopefully Maverick’ll get the horses out of the goddamn
barn in time. Did you see how much time was on the
bomb?”

“Yeah…like…six minutes. It was counting down in seconds. It
said something like four thousand.”

“That should be enough time to get everyone the hell out of
there.”

“You tell Kate to head to the Friedman’s Farm?”

I nod.
“Yeah. She’ll tell everyone to go there. We should be safe.
Just…maybe not the house.”

The
truck that we’re following sees us tailing them, and they tear on
to a side street. Austin makes a sharp turn, as we sway sideways,
and I grab my phone, using the Bluetooth to call Blake. He answers
on the first ring. “Hey.”

“Is everyone safe?”

“Yeah. Luckily my wife and I were smart and planned a small
wedding. It was easy to corral everyone over there quickly
enough.”

“Is the Sheriff there yet?”

A pause.
“Yeah. They just pulled up.”

“Tell them to send backup, man.”

“I don’t think we have a bomb squad here in Clarkstown,
Zack.”

“I know that, stupid, but at least send someone who can help
diffuse the goddamn bomb.”

“I wouldn’t worry about that. With today’s technology, they
can call someone from goddamn Israel to do it. Facetime, whatever.
Just…get the sumbitch that tried to cream us again, man. This time
for good.”

“We’re trying.” I comment. “Lucky Austin’s got a handle on the
wheel here.”

“Good. Keep me posted.”

“Yeah, you, too.”

I
squint, trying to focus, as I determine if that’s our boy Terence
in the truck. He’s not the driver, since the douche bag is wearing
a Stetson, and we all know that pretty boy Terence isn’t from these
parts.

“You got a pistol on you, man?” Austin asks.

“Yeah, man, I’ve got two of them. You?”

“One in my boot, but my other one’s in the
glovebox.”

I open
it up. Sure enough, Austin’s got a nice handgun in there. Checking
the magazine, I see that it’s fully loaded.

“There’s a box of bullets under the seat.” Austin
informs.

The
truck ahead makes another turn, into some detour area, that’s
cordoned off. He busts through the barricades, effectively clearing
the way for us, like an idiot. “This guy’s a fucking moron. Where’s
he going to?” Austin squeals.

“He’s just trying to lose us, partner. Keep on
him.”

Austin
gives me a look. “Give me a challenge.”

I grin.
Us Texas boys learned how to do all the basics in life after
learning to walk. None of us needed driving school growing up on a
ranch, and we didn’t need to visit the shooting range, neither. So,
unless these boys up ahead are trained professionals, they haven’t
got a prayer, once we catch up to them.

“You know anything about bombs, man?” I ask Austin,
curious.

“I know which wire to pull out to stop the boom. But that’s
from watching a little too much CSI.”

I lift a
brow. “I’m glad you called the Sheriff before giving that a try.
I’m not much into fried brothers.”

He
scoffs. “And that’s why I’m chasing the perp, instead of diffusing
the bomb.”

“Good call, man.”

We’re
driving through a construction zone, but with Austin’s truck, that
can all but drive up brick walls, we’re not worried. The truck
ahead is struggling a little bit, being a smaller truck with
smaller wheels. The truck’s at least ten years old to boot, so
we’re just waiting for the driver to get tired,
essentially.

Austin
tries to gain on the driver, hitting the gas harder, and I get
where he’s going. He’s going to take a stab at intimidating the
sumbitch. “You care about your truck, man?” I ask, knowing the
answer.

“Not if it means running this jackass off the
road.”

“Do it, man. Then we’ll head them up.”

“I got zip ties in the back.”

I
chuckle. “What every Texan boy needs. That, and a long length of
rope.”

He
kisses the truck’s back bumper with his front bumper, but it
doesn’t have much clout. “Hit it again, man.”

He does,
and it makes him fishtail a little.

“Shit, what’s that up ahead?” Austin asks.

I pop my
head out, hoping like hell that they don’t stick a pistol out the
window and shoot at me. Luckily, they don’t. “Looks like these
assholes are going to drive right over the goddamn cliff if they
don’t back off. Keep on them, man. But be ready to slam on the
brakes.”

“These things are brand new, man. So are the tires.” Austin
says, ready.

We watch
them keep driving, like idiots, past another set of barricades, and
right through a goddamn metal fence, braking once, but then
plummeting down a huge cliff, leading down to the highway, yards
below. “Fuck, they haven’t got a prayer.” Austin says, as we pull
over, watching them lose control, and roll once, listening to metal
crunch and glass shatter.

“Jesus Christ.” I mutter, as the vehicle folds, bending in
spots, old, rusted metal unable to prevent from buckling. The sound
is almost like fingers down a blackboard. “You want to go after
these idiots?” I ask rhetorically. There is another barricade at
the bottom of the cliff, right before the highway starts. Traffic
is moderate.

“Sure. Risk our lives to save two assholes who have tried to
cream our family…what…twice now? I don’t think so. Let them die a
long, painful death, waiting on the police to figure out a way to
get to them.”

“That’s exactly what I was thinking.”

“And that’s if they even make it. If nobody’s wearing a
seatbelt, they’re both done.”

Austin
pulls his phone out. “I’ll at least call the Sheriff. Let him know
what’s going on. Get him to send help out here to mop up the mess.
If these two clowns survive, that is.”

The
truck finally reaches the bottom of the cliff. It lands on its
side. There’s no movement at all. “Na, they’re both
toast.”

“With any luck.”

We hop
back into the truck, while I call the Sheriff, letting him know
that the perps are basically dead, and I indicate where they are,
and what condition it looks like they’re in. Of course, the Sheriff
isn’t available, since he’s at the ranch, so I leave a message, and
they seem as concerned as we are, that two idiots have been left
for dead. “We’ll send some personnel over with a tow truck and an
ambulance.” They say. I swear the dispatch operator is chewing on a
piece of gum, and seems more interested in that, then on the news
I’m delivering.

Austin’s
foot hits the gas, as we make our way back to the ranch as fast as
possible. Minutes later, we’re back, and to our surprise, there
isn’t a cavalcade of emergency vehicles lining the streets. They
haven’t even got a cruiser barricading the street off. Either
they’ve got the bomb diffused, or it’s just the fact that we live
in a small town, and they don’t know any better.

…either that or we’re all as dead as the perps at the bottom
of that cliff.

 



***

 


Blake

I see
Sheriff Ferguson and his son, Deputy Ferguson, trot up to the barn.
Maverick’s managed to get the horses to safety, and Gunner is
feverishly looking up how to diffuse a bomb on Google. I lift a
brow at him. “You think Google’s going to have an
answer?”

“I’ve looked up everything under the sun on the internet, man.
You’d be surprised.”

“How much time have we got left on that sucker?”

“Like…two minutes?” Gunner laughs nervously.

Sheriff
and son reach us. “How much time, boys?”

“Two minutes.” Gunner answers.

Ferguson
Sr. pulls his hat off, wiping sweat off his brow. “We haven’t got
any time for this.”

No shit, dickwad. “What do we do,
man? Can’t you call the F.B.I.’s bomb squad? Get them to talk us
through this?”

“We could give that a go, Pop.” Deputy Ferguson
says.

“Never mind this shit.” Gunner says, frustrated. “What about
the old well? Can we shove this fucker down that?”

“Well, we’ve got the place evacuated. Any debris would shoot
up like a goddamn cannon, but there’s nobody around to take the
heat from that.” I suggest.

“Let’s go.” Gunner says, picking the bomb up, like it’s a
newborn baby. “Get this shit out of here.” He runs and I follow
him, to the back of the barn, where our great-granddaddy built a
well, about a thousand years ago, I’d guess. Still has a bucket
hanging from the top and all. Mama swears we’re never backfilling
it, since it’s more of a family heirloom to her than the eyesore
that it really is.

I run
ahead of him and get the bucket ready to lower the thing down there
as quickly and as safely as possible. When we reach the old well,
he carefully places the bomb on it, as we desperately try to ignore
what little time there is left before it goes off. The rusted bits
require both of our hands to lower it down, while the Sheriff
watches the timer as well as he can. “Get it down as fast as you
can, boys. We’re almost out of time.” He says. I can see a bead of
sweat forming on his brow.

“Just relax, partner. We’ve got this.” I say, watching his
face turn slightly pale.

Gunner
and I are pedaling with our arms as fast as we can, making it a
team effort. “Dammit…run!” Ferguson says. I’m sure we have the
thing down almost as far as it’s going to go, so we run like hell,
taking cover in the wooded area off to the side of the barn. I
expect to hear the blast long before it actually happens. It seems
that the Sheriff blew his wad much faster. We hunker down by the
old treehouse, where us boys once dug a huge hole and covered it
with a plank of plywood.

The
blast goes off, as we all cover our ears. We’re looking around to
see any debris shooting up into the sky above the trees, but we see
nothing at first, then a few seconds later, it’s like a small,
budget daytime fireworks display. “There it goes.” Gunner says,
uncovering his ears. “Glad everyone took cover.”

When we
hear silence again, moments later, I say. “Yeah. God was with us
today, that’s for sure.”

“Y’all have any idea who did this, boys?” Ferguson Sr.
asks.

“Pretty sure it’s the same boys who showed up here with guns
not a long while back.” I answer. “Zack and Austin have gone to
chase the sumbitches down.”

“Good. I’ll call to get them backup.” Ferguson Sr. says,
pulling his phone out. We get out of the hole and walk back towards
the well to assess the damage. The earth has fallen into the well,
like it was never properly dug out.

“Well, look at that.” Gunner says, observing the fact that our
work, should we ever want to backfill it, is done. Aside from the
stones that now look like broken up teeth, scattered all around the
well, it just looks like some Kindergarteners were in the process
of trying to build a rudimentary fort. “I’ll be damned.”

I hear a truck pull up and see Austin and Zack running
towards us. “Y’all know you shouldn’t run towards a bomb, right?” I
joke.

“Did it go off?” he asks, looking around.

“Yeah. We shoved it down the well.” Gunner
explains.

“Everyone get out okay?” Austin asks.

“Yeah, they’re all over at the Friedman’s Farm.” I
explain.

“Did you get those sumbitches?” Maverick asks.

“They drove off the cliff by the highway.” Austin says. “I’d
bet money that they’re both dead. The truck’s old and rusted. Looks
like a chewed up can of tuna now.”

Zack
gestures to the Sheriff. “I let your boys know not to
rush.”

“Yeah, thanks.” Ferguson Sr. nods.

“Should we go and inform the crowd? See if everyone’s okay?” I
suggest.

“Yeah.” Zack says. “Maverick, Gunner, you mind staying
here?”

They
both shake their heads no. Ferguson Sr. is already on the phone. He
lifts his head. “Just make sure none of the guests leave. We’ll
have to take everyone’s statements.”

“Great.” I gripe. “Not the wedding reception I envisioned.
Ruby must be beside herself.”

“It’ll be fine.” Zack says, clapping me on the back. “A minor
setback. We’ll have everyone back on the dance floor in a
jiffy.”

“You think anyone’s going to be up for that after
this?” I lift my
brows.

“We’re Walters’, man. We look at the glass as half full,
remember? Hell, if daddy were still alive, he’d have everyone
dosey-doeing in the damn silo.”

I smile
at him. “You’re right. He would.”

A few
heads are outside the silo when we return. Mama is among them. No
surprise there. “Is everyone okay?” she asks, her face is laced
with concern.

“Yeah, mama. We’re all fine. Can’t say the same for the well,
though.”

“Oh, who cares about that damn well.” She scoffs, hugging me
close. “I’m so glad you boys are okay. Where are Gunner and
Maverick?”

“They stayed back with the Sheriff.” Zack answers for me,
seeing Kate holding Myra, coming towards us.

“Did you get Layton?” Kate asks.

“No, but I’m pretty sure that Terence and his partner in crime
are dead. They drove off a cliff.” Zack answers.

“Well, that means that Layton is still at large.” Kate says.
“I could swear to it that that was him driving past.”

“Well, tell it to the Sheriff, darlin’.” Zack says. “We’ll get
everyone’s statements, too.”

“Is everyone okay?” I call out.

We hear
hoots and hollers, just like when the DJ called out moments ago to
the crowd. And I think maybe Zack’s right. That this is just a
wrinkle in tonight’s festivities. “Anyone feel like partying
still?”

“Well, we all survived, so I say we have two reasons to
celebrate.” Kate states.

We hear
some woots in agreement.

“Well, come on, then.” I call out. “The Sheriff can get
statements while we continue dancing then.”

I
gesture to everyone to head back to the ranch. They all follow,
including the Friedmans.

“Was that the dang thing there blowing up in the sky like the
Fourth of July?” Clay asks.

“Sure was.” I answer. “We threw it in the well so nobody would
get hurt.”

“That was smart, Blake.” Mama says, patting me on the
back.

“I’m sure sorry about all this.” I say to Ruby.

“As long as everyone’s okay, it’s fine, Blake.” My new wife
says. “That’s all that matters to me.”

I kiss
her on the lips. “I knew I married the right girl.”

 



***

Zack

Myra is
none the wiser, dancing with mama and Gladys. She’s completely
unscathed from all this. “She’s a tough old girl, isn’t she.” I
comment to Kate.

“After what she’s been through, I can’t say I blame her.” She
says, and then I kiss her on the mouth.

“And you?” I ask her.

“As long as you’re okay, Zack Walters, I’m fine,
too.”

“I’m just fine.” I state, kissing her again. “I just wish I
had better news on Layton. I’m pretty sure it was Terence in the
truck with the other asshole. Not sure where Layton is in all this,
but he must have taken off ahead of the other truck. We only tailed
the one vehicle.”

“I told Sheriff Ferguson that I’d swear on a bible that that
was Layton in the truck. The man actually looked me straight in the
eye.”

“Well, they’ll seek him out for questioning at any rate, at
least. Not sure what happens after that though.”

“The man should burn in hell.”

“If the police didn’t get to the other truck, they might be as
good as burned in hell.”

“And you say they drove off a cliff?”

“That’s right. That old truck didn’t have a
prayer.”

“I’m glad that you two got away okay.”

“Never had a doubt in my mind, love. We Walters boys are
survivors.”

She
smiles. “I know. I just hope that you can survive living under a
roof with two females and a baby, too.”

I place
my hand on her belly. “That there could be our son, too,
darlin’.”

“This is true.” She grins. “I bet you can’t wait to start
telling people, can you.”

“Remember you were talking about me getting you a shirt
before?”

She smiles, recalling. “You want me to get
you one,
too?”

“Wouldn’t hurt.”


Chapter 2

 Kate

I don’t
know. Something just clicked in me. While I was dancing with Zack.
He was looking into my eyes, with that look that’s always there
whenever our eyes meet. The look that says everything that it needs
to. That he loves me deeply, and that he’s sees himself in my
future, and me in his, forever. It just came out. The ‘I love you’,
I mean. Call me crazy, because I’ve had so many opportunities to
tell him how I truly feel about him, but I chose that moment. The
fact that I’m carrying his baby just makes it all come full
circle.

We
didn’t plan it this way, and it took everything in me not to show
my peril while we were getting Ruby ready for the wedding, but Zack
and I couldn’t be happier about it. Myra, too. She’s such a great
kid. And she’s a great secret keeper, too. Not one word uttered
about the fact that she’s going to be a big sister to anybody. She
promised and she’s kept her promise. I’m so proud of her. We
haven’t decided when we’re going to start telling people, but it
will definitely be after the dust settles with Ruby and Blake’s
wedding.

When I
saw Layton in the truck, I knew something terrible was about to
happen, but I also saw the focused, ‘nobody fucks with me or my
family’ look in Zack’s eyes, and I knew that everything would be
okay. Myra was calm and collected, too. In fact, aside from a few
screams from a couple of the drama queens who shall remain
nameless, the whole ordeal came and went almost seamlessly. We
hunkered down in the neighbor’s silo, and Zack’s mama said that we
would be completely safe there. Thank God Ruby and Blake had a
small wedding, and we all fit inside the silo.

The
Friedmans were ready, too. Mr. Friedman had a hunting rifle in hand
at the ready in moments. These people have clearly seen their share
of strife and aren’t willing to back down from anything. My heart
was at ease the whole time. The only person I was worried about was
Zack. But despite my initial feelings about him when we first met,
that man has proved that he’s a force to be reckoned with. Those
Walters boys are something else. It was a matter of ten or twenty
minutes until the whole thing was over with. The only thing on my
mind now is Layton. If he’s still at large, and if he had something
to do with this bomb, then this family is in a heap of trouble. And
it’s all my fault.

“Hey, baby, are you feeling tired?” Zack asks me, as the night
grows later and later. Myra’s asleep in my mama’s arms, and mama
looks to be in her glory. With Myra not being a baby anymore,
moments like that don’t come around too often, and mama’s lapping
it up.

“I can see that Myra is. Why don’t I tell mama to take her
upstairs to your old room?”

“I already did, darlin’. But your mama doesn’t want to move.”
Zack chuckles.

“That’s what I figured.”

“How are you doing, darlin? I mean, after all the shit that’s
happened tonight? You okay?”

“As long as you and Myra are okay, I am, too.”

He
smiles, leans in, and kisses me on the mouth. “I love
you.”

“I love you, too.” I say back, staring at his lips.

“Man, I love it when you say that now, baby.”

“I’ve always loved when you said it. I just…wasn’t ready to
say it back.”

“I know it.” He kisses me again. “I’m sure glad that you are
now.”

We dance
a little more, swaying to the soft music, that’s winding down the
night’s festivities. We’re staring at each other, taking turns
sliding fingers through each other’s hair. I can’t get enough of
him. Zack is the love of my life. The fact that we’re having a baby
together…just feels right, now. “I want you to help me raise Myra,
Zack. You know, like, adopt her, like you suggested
before.”

“Well, I’ll be damned, darlin’. Any more sweetness comes out
of your mouth today, why, you’ll have to pinch me.”

“I just…I figured that you didn’t realize what you were saying
when you asked. You were basically saying that you wanted to make
an eighteen-year commitment to me and Myra.” I scoff. “But I guess
it’s all the same now that I’m expecting our baby.”

He grins
warmly, leaning his forehead on mine. “Man, I like you pregnant,
Kate. Y’all seem to have finally let me inside that heart of
yours.”

“You were always there, Zack.” I state. “It was my stupid head
that wouldn’t let you past.”

 



***

“Really?” I say, dumbfounded.

Ruby
lifts a hand. “Don’t get me started.”

“But…why wait? You two just got married. Why wouldn’t you go
on a honeymoon?” I ask, as we sit in between meetings at the
office. We just saw a client out the door a few minutes ago, and
another one is expected in about a half an hour. Business is
booming, and I get it that Ruby wants to capitalize on it, but most
of her work we can coordinate online.

“Blake wants to wait so I can get settled in here first.” Ruby
explains. “I’ve only been here a short time, and he still wants to
hire more hands for the ranch, so we can build another guest
house.”

“Why do y’all need that? I thought the house that you two are
living in now never got used before you moved in.”

“Well, Blake’s mom wants to have another house.” She shrugs.
“I’m thinking that she’s planning on having her entire family
living on the lot eventually. And with both Austin and Maverick
back, she’s afraid that they won’t have any room.”

“But they have their old rooms, don’t they?”

“She figures if they have their own places, they’ll stay for
good.” Ruby shrugs.

I go to
lift my bottle of orange juice to my lips and wince. The lid goes
back on and I put it back on my desk. “So, no honeymoon then,
huh.”

“No. And honestly, I’m fine with it. We’re going to go away
and visit my family here and there, anyway.” She waves. “What’s
wrong with your orange juice?”

“Smells like ass.”

“Let me check.”

I give
her the juice. She opens the lid and sniffs it. “Smells fine to
me.”

I shrug
nonchalantly, taking it back from her.

“You hungry? Want to grab a bite before these other guys show
up? I can head up to the sandwich place if you want.” Ruby
offers.

“Sure. Yeah, I’m starving.” Which I am. This baby is making me
constantly hungry. It’s just subtle little things that turn me off.
So far, I’m not getting morning sickness, just food
diversions.

“I don’t think I’ve ever heard you use that word before.” Ruby
snuffles. “You want me to grab you another orange
juice?”

My face
looks like I just ate a lemon. “No…thanks.”

Ruby
returns in five minutes, and the room is filled with the smell of
fresh bread. I’m voracious and gobble down my sandwich in record
time, and then I start eying the half-eaten portion of Ruby’s
sandwich. She chuckles. “Would you like it?”

“No, I’m fine.” I lie. I’m still starving.

“Is your blood sugar off today? I’ve never seen you so
hungry.”

“No, it’s all good.”

“You should check it, Kate. Seriously. I’m getting a vibe from
you.”

Just to
appease her, I rummage through my purse, trying to find my meter,
and clumsily, I end up knocking it over, spilling the contents all
over the floor. The ultrasound photo floats in the air, landing
right side up. I try to grab it, but it’s too late. “Shit.” I
mutter, seeing Ruby look at it. “I…shit….” I stammer.

She
looks at me. “Is this…what I think it is? Are you
pregnant?”

I give
her a knowing look. “No, I stole someone else’s ultrasound photo.”
I don’t mean to come off as bitchy as I do. “The top has my name on
it, Rubes.”

Her hand
goes to her mouth as a short gasp comes out of it. “Oh my God!” I
can see her eyes are dancing. “You’re pregnant.” She says it like
I’ve just contracted a bad case of head lice that I originally gave
to her, and it’s the perfect revenge.

“Yes, I am.”

She
starts laughing. I’m not sure if she’s happy or if it is really
just funny. “What are you laughing about.”

“Well…you. Little Miss prim and proper got knocked up.” She
snorts.

“Tact…ever heard of it?” I say facetiously. “And to think I
didn’t tell you earlier, so I wouldn’t upstage your wedding. I
should have announced it during my speech.”

Another
laugh. “Oh my God! And this is Zack’s baby, right?”

I’m
flippant. “No, it’s Raul’s. The Latin lover I keep hidden in my
guest house that I never told you about, either.”

She
ignores my answer. “Does Zack know? And if he doesn’t, can I please
be there when you tell him?”

Ruby is
enjoying this way too much and pissing me off. But I love her, so I
play along, bristling. “Of course, he knows, my God. He was there
for the ultrasound. Thank God he doesn’t carry a purse around, too,
otherwise he’d have probably knocked over his copy of the
ultrasound photo as well.”

“Anyone else know?”

“Just Myra.”

Her eyes
widen. “Oh my God! She must be on cloud nine!”

“Well…yes. I mean, there’s a slim chance in hell that her
natural daddy’s going to let her see her new baby brother or sister
out in goddamn Mexico, so this works for her
beautifully.”

“You and Zack going to get married?”

“Hell if I know. I’m just working on not losing my mind over
all this. There is a human being growing inside of me, on top of
all the bullshit with Layton and with the adoption papers, the
wedding, the bomb…shall I go on?”

She’s
laughing again. “It sounds like a trashy novel, doesn’t
it.”

“Only my life…and thanks. I’m glad my life sounds too cliché
to be true.”

“I’m just so…happy that you’ve finally fallen for a guy. You
can stop being such a grump.”

“You’re just full of kindness today, aren’t you.”

“I can’t wait for you to get, like, fat and stuff.”

“Zack and I have a bet for how fast Blake knocks you up, too,
just for the record.” I lie, just to get a rise out of
her.

She
sticks her tongue out at me. “How’s your orange juice?”

“Fuckoff.”

 



***

 


Zack
smiles at me. “So, she razzed you, did she?”

“She enjoyed it way too much, frankly.”

“I’m sure my brothers will poke fun, too.”

“I told her not to say anything.” I tell him over the phone.
It’s almost quitting time, and Ruby’s on a conference call in her
office, with the door closed. “Hopefully she’ll keep her mouth
shut, but with the tongue she had earlier, I can’t make any
promises.”

“That’s okay.”

“Are you sure? Your mama








































































cover.jpg
Séu}gy Appiey&rd





