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Sibling rivalry
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Sibling rivalry is a type of competition or animosity among siblings, whether blood-related or not. Siblings generally spend more time together during childhood than they do with parents. The sibling bond is often complicated and is influenced by factors such as parental treatment, birth order, personality, and people and experiences outside the family. Sibling rivalry is particularly intense when children are very close in age and of the same gender and/or where one or both children are intellectually gifted. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sibling_rivalry 
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Chapter 1
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Stomping away from her family partying on the deck, Roxanne strode towards the rented sports car parked in her family’s front yard. She was tired of the pitying looks and snide comments from her brothers and cousins. 

She was angry enough to pull Russel Mahoney from the car’s leather interior with her bare hands, even if he outweighed her by fifty pounds. He was making her look like a fool. 

Rapping her knuckles on the tinted window, she leaped back as the door was suddenly shoved open. Glaring as the huge redhead emerged from the low-slung car, she hissed, “You are supposed to be my fiancé. Don’t you think it’s time to get this farce started?” 

He tapped the earbud for his phone and eased the car door closed. 

Roxanne had spent the last hour listening to her family brag about her sister Janie all the while fielding verbal jabs about her own life while waiting for her asshole of a fake fiancé to get off his freaking cell phone so he could come meet her irritating family. She couldn’t take much more of their barbs disguised as concern. So what if she wasn’t a college graduate? She’d been on her own since she was sixteen years old. She would be a success too if the man she’d put her trust in hadn’t lied to her. “It’s not my fault. If Joey Vitali hadn’t betrayed me, I’d be a headliner and... and...” tears gathered in her eyes, but she refused to let them fall. Looking up at the fading sunlight filtering through the trees, she shoved the emotions aside. She was tired, scared and damn it, if he was going to be her fiancé fake or otherwise, he needed to act like it. She couldn’t do this by herself. “If you’re going to convince my family you’re my fiancé, then you need to start acting the part,” she said, heaving from the overwhelming weight of mixed emotions. 

She punched him.

“What the...” The jerk stepped away from her, scowling. “Let me call you back.” Tapping his ear, he glared at her; handsome in a slicked-back sort of way. He straightened to his full height, which was just shy of six feet, with dark hair that glistened auburn in the sunlight. She would have found the big Irishman attractive, if he wasn’t there to spy on her. 

Crossing her arms over her chest, she returned his glare. “Did you forget you have a part to play?”

He leered down at her cleavage, pulling her tube top away from her breasts, to take a peak. “I could get used to this fiancé thing,” he grinned as she slapped at his hand. The other still held a phone to his ear.

“I have brothers,” she growled.

“I think I can take a bunch of hillbillies.” He reached for her top again.

Roxanne sidestepped his hands narrowing her eyes. “We’re not hillbillies, or haven’t you noticed, there are no hills?” She resisted the urge to knee him in the balls, though she’d love to see if that would wipe the cocky grin off his face. 

Russel waved her off like she was a pest then had the gall to order, “See if you can find my other earpiece, I don’t want to tote this phone around all night.”

“Forget your phone, if we’re going to convince everyone you’re my fiancé, then you need to act like one.” Roxanne’s hands went to her hips. She knew she was acting like a fishwife but didn’t care. She didn’t want to be here playing whatever game Dina had devised. Leaving Kendra and Mikayla in Savannah made her feel guilty, helpless and angry. 

Russel reached for her top again, and Roxanne slapped at his hands. “What? I’m trying to act like your fiancé.”

“You’re acting like an jerk. My father and brothers already want to come over here and kick your ass. Do you want to give them another reason?”

Gently, he pushed her hair out of her face. “Sorry, I’m busy. I’ll make it up to you.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine, like I really care.” Roxanne turned on her heel, preparing to stalk off.

Russel grabbed her arm and turned her to face him. Pinning her to the car with his tree-trunk thigh between her legs, he boxed her between his arms, his hands braced on the hood of the car. 

“Let me go Mahoney, this isn’t funny.” She struggled to free herself. 

He leaned close, whispering, “I think we have an audience.” 

The heat of his breath against her face would have been sexy if not for the fear and anxiety stewing inside her. She cursed low in her throat and looked around. 

Russel cupped her face in his long-fingered hands, forcing her to look at him. “She’s in the bushes over there but don’t look. Pretend, you are into me. I’m groveling, making up with my fiancé.” He stared into her eyes, his voice barely a whisper. 

Roxanne rolled her eyes and crossed her arms over her chest. Russel Mahoney was a practiced lady’s man but she knew the type. He’d be fun for a one-nighter but don’t give him your heart. She’d had her share of those. “And what could you possibly say to make up with your fiancé whom you’ve been ignoring since you arrived?” 

“You could start by calling me Rusty, all my friends do.” 

She snorted. “I’m not your friend.” 

“You should be.” He stroked her face with a long, slender finger. 

His hands were those of a piano man except for the callus on his trigger finger. It was a reminder of why they were here. “Why would I want to be your friend?”

Brushing his lips against her temple, he whispered, “I’ve found out where the girls are being held.”

Roxanne froze. Her breath caught in her chest. She was afraid to hope. “You?” She pushed him back far enough to stare into his face. “Why would you be looking for the girls?” A shiver slid up her spine. Was she foolish to believe in Russel Mahoney?

Rusty sighed. “You don’t get it, do you?”

“Enlighten me.”

He tapped his forehead against hers before easing back. “I’m not one of them.” 

Roxanne smirked. “Yeah, then tell me where the girls are being held?”

“Why?”

“So we can go rescue them?” She said, exasperated, her heart threatening to explode out of her chest. 

Russel chaffed her arms. “It’s not that easy. They’re aboard ship. Out at sea.” 

“Can’t we call the Coast Guard or the Seals or somebody?” Roxanne pushed at him, eager to do something, anything. Tears blurred her vision. 

Wrapping her in his arms, he whispered, “I’m sorry...”

“Sure you are.” She pushed out of his embrace. “You’re one of them and I don’t know why I thought I could believe you.” 

Grabbing her hand, he pulled her back to him. “I’m not one of them.”

Shaking her head. “You’re just here to make sure I find the journal for Dina.”

He sighed. “She’s given me my own task.”  

“What, to spy on me?”

His body vibrated, his eyes narrowed, darkening with anger.  He inhaled through his nose, his jaw clenched. 

If Roxanne had any sense, she’d be afraid of him, but no one had ever accused her of having good sense. “That’s why they sent you with me, wasn’t it, to keep me in line?” She hissed. 

Rusty opened his mouth, closed it, then sighed. Finally, he said, “We’re on the same side, Roxanne.”

She sagged in his arms and begged, “Then let’s go rescue them and forget this charade!”

Shaking his head, he said, “It’s too dangerous and they’ve separated the girls.” He tapped his ear bud. “Hello?” He let her go and started walking away. “Damn, I’m losing signal. Cell service out here sucks.” He patted his pocket and discovering his other earbud, put it in, shoving the second phone into his pants pocket. “Yes, what did you find?” With his eyes crazed, he demanded. “Where can I get a signal around here?”  

“It might be better by the river,” Roxanne suggested. 

He started towards the waterfront. They had to pass the house and garden, go down the slope to the boat docks.

“Who are you talking to?” She demanded, trotting along behind him.

“What do you mean, you can’t find them now? Aren’t they still on the ship?” He stopped, and she nearly bumped into him.

Roxanne’s heart filled her throat. “Are you talking about the girls?” 

He waved her away, pulling his phone from his pocket to check his signal bars. 

She followed, fear twisting her gut. Oh god, what if Dina has already sold them? 

“How many phones does that boy got?” Her Grandmother Harrell asked as she trotted past.

“Hmm, looks like a drug dealer to me,” G-ma Doris replied.

“You’d know Doris,” Grandmother Harrell sneered. 

G-ma Doris flipped Grandmother Harrell the bird. Roxanne would have laughed if she wasn’t so afraid of what was going on with Kendra and Mikayla. She could feel the eyes of her family watching her, but she couldn’t worry about what they thought. She had to find out where the girls were being held. 

Rusty strode towards the pier. He barely acknowledged her family as they passed. His worry was obvious. She could see it in the lines of his face. He demanded, “Where can I get a signal around here?”

“Try the boat dock,” she said, praying it was true. Her face felt hot and fear churned her stomach. How was she going to pretend things were all right when everything was going to hell on a slippery slope? 

Rusty shouted into his cell phone, “I don’t give a fuck about that, I told you...” his voice faded as he followed Roxanne out to the pier. 

Roxanne glanced back at the family, embarrassed they’d overheard his tirade and wary they’d figure out this was all a charade. Her stomach churned, fearing what Dina was up to now. The woman was a sadist; she enjoyed making people hurt. Roxanne knew if she was going to gamble with the woman and win, she had to keep her emotions in check. She tugged at the tube top as it slipped and rolled. The outfit had been another of Dina’s demands. She hadn’t realized the importance of the outfit until she’d seen her sisters’ expressions and knew she’d lost respect points in their eyes. Not that she’d had many. But that was Dina’s plan, wasn’t it, to undermine her family’s regard for her? To make them doubt her sincerity. 

She closed her eyes as she listened to her family making music together. Swallowing the lump in her throat at the reminder they didn’t need or miss her contribution. It didn’t matter whether she became a headliner, she would always be the other sister. Not the smart sister or the ambitious one, if she was lucky, she was called the pretty one, sometimes even the talented one. Usually, she was just known as the screw-up, the family member they all tolerated but whose company they didn’t seek out. Blinking back tears, she shrugged and led Rusty to the end of the pier. Her brothers and sisters didn’t trust her, they’d never wanted her around. It didn’t matter, she would just go back to her life in Savannah. Once Kendra and Mikayla were safe, they’d open a deli or something, maybe a little speak easy.   

Sounds of the party floated on the breeze. The old lighthouse at the pavilion came on automatically as the sun set. Roxanne’s heart sank. Mahoney could never fix this. You only get one first impression. Growing up, she’d heard her mother say it often enough to know they’d never give him a second chance. Rusty disconnected the call and smiled at her. “Okay darlin’, let’s go meet the fam.” 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2
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Remy woke to a raging hard-on. He’d not suffered a dry spell like this since he was a teenager and just discovered sex. Of course, back then 24-7 hadn’t been often enough. He staggered out of bed and decided he needed a shower before he could contemplate coffee or anything else. 

He turned on the shower, stripping as he waited for it to get hot. His cock ached with its need for release. It’d been way too long since he’d had sex with another person. He missed Dina. No, that was a lie. He missed the way they’d been when they first got together. She’d been... He poured bodywash into his hand and lathered up, moving his hand up and down the length of his cock. Shaking his head, his thoughts drifted to a lovely dark-haired woman with almond-shaped eyes and a heart-shaped face. Sothy wasn’t beautiful like the sophisticated ice queen, but there was an innocence and earthiness to her that was both seductive and girl next door sweet. “Fuck.” He cursed. He didn’t want to think about Sothy Chhan. His hand moved faster as he gripped himself harder. He tried to bring Dina’s image back but the compact, athletic body with the dark sinewy arms and legs overshadowed her pale beauty. He groaned, his release close.

“Remy?” 

Shit! Like a douse of cold water, his mother’s voice shattered the image, and he lost the momentum. 

“Remy, I brought fresh towels and... oops, sorry. I didn’t realize you were. Oh, I’ll just leave these here.” 

Remy heard the door close and just stood in the shower until the water turned cold. “Really?” He wanted to growl, but he could only laugh. What had he expected? His family had no concept of boundaries. Turning off the water, he reached for one of the fresh towels his mother had left. “I need to get my own place.” Thirty-six years old and getting caught jacking off by his mother. That had to be a new low. 

He came out of the bathroom to the aroma of fresh coffee and cinnamon rolls. “Ah, so that’s why she came by.” He sighed. It was a nice gesture, but if he was going to stay, they need to set some ground rules. He laughed as he poured himself a cup of coffee. Yeah, Liz Harrell wasn’t going to abide by anyone’s rules but her own. He just needed to find his own place. 

He’d thought moving back to Leeward would relieve some of his stress, but being around his family was nearly as bad as being with Dina. He was beginning to wonder if leaving her hadn’t been a hasty move. At least there had been sex. Well, maybe not recently, but at one time... That’s all these fantasies about Sothy were. He was just horny and needed to get laid. An image of the young mother, naked and in his bed, nearly had him running back to the shower. He shook his head. “No! You are not interested in a ready-made family. Sothy is not your type.” 

He needed to get to the courthouse to speak with Jorge and he was going to have a face to face with the assistant district attorney if he had to stalk her to her house. He reached for his cell and cursed as coffee sloshed over his last clean suit. That’s another reason you need your own place, he thought, so you can have a decent-size closet. 

Remy grumbled about his life as he went out to his car. When he’d agreed to take Jorge’s case pro-bono, it was because he knew the man was innocent. He felt it would be an open and shut case. “Yeah, well, that was before Dina got involved.” He still couldn’t understand what she had to gain by dragging out Jorge’s trial and sending the man to prison for murder. Even if he killed Todd Bryant, it was manslaughter at best. It definitely wasn’t premeditated. He felt as if he was trying to play catch-up in his own life. He had no clue what was going on, and it was pissing him off. 

He sighed. “And now I need to go to the dry-cleaners.” Well, at least I’ll get to see Sothy. He groaned, that was so not what he needed. He hummed as he drove into Leeward, a smile hovering on his lips. 

***
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REMY DIDN’T HAVE TIME or the energy for a romance. Hell, he’d barely gotten out of the last one with his testicles still attached. So why am I stopping by the laundromat on my way to the courthouse? He argued with himself. I need my suits dry cleaned since I sent most of my suits to storage. He reasoned. Your sister works next door, she could have dropped off your suits if you’d asked. With a glare at his reflection in the rearview mirror, he attempted to still the voice of reason in his head. Even to himself, he was loath to admit that he just wanted to see Sothy. The woman had intrigued him ever since Janie had sent him to the laundry to see who’d arrived after she’d discovered Mrs. Ellen on the floor. Mrs. Ellen’s granddaughter was everything Dina Johnson was not, especially a mother. If he didn’t have time for romance, he certainly didn’t have time for two little girls, no matter how adorable. Of course, being referred to as Prince Charming had been a balm to his ego. The memory of their first meeting never failed to put a smile on his face.

With a sigh, he climbed out of his Lexus and grabbed his suits. Who was he fooling? If his life wasn’t so crazy and she’d have him, he’d take the whole bunch of them, including Mrs. Ellen. 

The bell above the door jingled, announcing his arrival.

Rathana skipping from the office as he stepped into the laundry. 

“Prince Charming,” she greeted with a squeal of delight. 

Remy laughed, a feeling of lightness he’d not expected filling him like warm bubbles or indigestion. “Princess Rathana, to what do I owe the honor of your presence this morning?”

Cocking her head to the side, he could see her thinking how best to answer him. With a toothy grin, she explained, “Mommy is taking me to school because I have a project to take inside and it’s too big for the school bus.” 

“Oh wow, what kind of project is that?” He asked, but before the words were out of his mouth, she’d grabbed his hand and pulled him to look at the castle she’d built. “Oh, wow, this is fantastic Rathana. Did you do this all by yourself?”

“No, Mommy and Sophea helped me.” 

They’d made it from cardboard, paper tubes and construction paper, and a few other things Remy didn’t recognize. 

“We didn’t think about how difficult it was going to be to transport when we were building it,” Sothy said as she joined them.

Remy met Sothy’s dark, intelligent eyes and stood a little straighter. He wouldn’t admit she made him weak in the knees. 

She smiled. “I have to take Rathana to school.”

He nodded. “This looks amazing.”

Sothy patted the little girl’s shoulder. “Are you ready?” 

The little girl bobbed her head. 

“Are you dropping off those suits?” She asked. 

Remy held up the three suits he’d brought with him. “Yeah, but I can bring them back later.” 

“If you don’t mind, just leave them. I’ll write up the ticket when I get back and take the cleaning slip over to Janie,” she offered. 

Remy nodded and set the suits on the counter. “Would you like me to help you take the castle to the school?”

Sothy shook her head. “No, that’s not necessary, but I would appreciate it if you could help me get it to the van?” 

He carried the monstrosity to the van while Sophea opened the door, and Rathana skipped beside him. 

Sothy put a sign on the door saying she would be right back, then hurried to catch up. She grabbed the front before it could topple over. 

“I’ll follow you in my car and help you get it inside the school.”

“Oh, no, Remy, you’re busy. I’ll get the janitor or someone to help me. We don’t want to bother.”

Remy smiled and shook his head, not telling her how much she already bothered him. Just being near her made him want things he couldn’t have, but he couldn’t stay away. “It’s no trouble. I’m on my way to see Jorge, but we don’t have court today.”

She nodded, and he followed her to the school. It was the same school he’d attended from kindergarten to fourth grade. He carried the unwieldy craft project through the glass and metal doors and down the white and gray painted cinderblock halls that had changed little since he was a student. Colorful craft projects decorated the sterile walls, adding a bit of life to the institution, but nothing could take away the World War Two utilitarian design. 

Sothy led him to the office, where they had to sign in. Remy had not thought beyond helping get the castle into the building, but he should have. He’d lived in Leeward nearly all of his life, and everyone knew everyone and their business. Sothy was uncomfortable with the scrutiny from the ladies in the office who found his assistance very interesting. He could tell because even the principal had come out of her office to see. Remy would have liked to say she was checking out the castle, but since he was pretty sure she’d learned his shoe size and the type of boxer he was wearing, he wasn’t sure she’d even noticed the castle. 

“Remington Harrell, my goodness, I’ve not seen you since graduation,” a woman in a pale pink sweater set and pearls with a name badge that read Beatrice Allen put out a pale, freckled hand for him to shake. 

He took her hand but couldn’t place the pale-haired woman. She was too old to be one of his classmates and too young to be one of his teachers. His lack of memory must have showed.  

She grinned. “You don’t remember me, that’s all right. I started the year you graduated. Miss. Wallace, the librarian, or that’s who I was then. I’m Mrs. Allen now.” 

Remy nodded, vaguely remembering the woman. He balanced the castle on his thigh and squeezed her hand. “Sorry, it’s a little awkward.”

“Oh, that’s quite all right,” she replied in her deep southern drawl but didn’t release his hand. 

Remy was balancing on one foot, holding the castle and trying to pull his hand free without upsetting everything.  

“Let go of the man’s hand, Bea. Really, you would think you’d never seen a handsome man before. The boy has three younger brothers, two uncles, his daddy’s not too bad either, and I don’t know how many rapscallion cousins there are running around now.” She winked at Remy. 

Cyna Jones was the only woman in the office he knew. Widowed young, the mother of one of his school friends, she had to be nearing retirement. She’d been at the school since her husband passed, and she’d become the family’s only source of income. Mrs. Jones rolled her eyes and asked, “How’s things going with Jorge?” 

Remy shrugged. “We’re getting ready for trial. We got the charges lowered. That should help the outcome.”

“Oh, you’re Jorge Claudio’s lawyer?” The principal asked. 

She was nearer his age, but new to the area. Remy had read an article in the local paper about her coming to Leeward. She looked at him with interest and began asking pointed questions about his plans for staying in Leeward. He noted the lack of a ring on her finger and cringed. “I’m juggling my time between preparing for Jorge’s trial and trying to keep the phosphate plant operational.” 

Unfortunately, his admission didn’t deter the woman. 

Mrs. Cyna grinned and shook her head. “Just sign your name there Remington and I’ll get you a visitor’s pass.” She handed Remy temporary pass that said visitor and his name. Sothy had a laminated permanent pass with her name and parent/volunteer printed on the bottom. 

Remy raised a brow. 

Sothy shrugged. 

Mrs. Allen and the principal, whose name he couldn’t remember, kept asking questions.

He was thankful Sothy navigated the niceties. “I really need to get back to the laundry and I can’t impose any longer on Mr. Harrell’s time.”

Rathana smiled up at the ladies. “I have to show my teachers my castle.” 

The women nodded, complimenting the little girl’s creative efforts.  

Remy smiled at the women. “Yes, and Jorge is waiting for me. We should deliver this castle and get back to work.” He would have sprinted from the office in his haste to get away if not for having to maneuver the enormous castle that took both he and Sothy to carry. “Thank you,” he whispered as they escaped down the silent halls. 

Sothy quirked a brow. “For what?”

“Rescuing me from those women.”

She chuckled. “I didn’t realize you were such a catch.” 

He snorted. “I’m heterosexual, have all my teeth and I’m employed.” 

Sothy didn’t reply as they’d arrived at Rathana’s classroom.

Once again, his presence made a stir, but this time for a different reason. Rathana introduced him as Prince Charming. It took a bit more maneuvering to extricate himself from the first-grade classroom.  

Sothy laughed as they walked out to the parking lot together. “You can add Prince Charming to your resume.” She grinned. 

He chuckled and shook his head. “I don’t think the position pays well.”

She waved and drove off. Remy shoved the feelings that threatened to overwhelm him down deep inside. He didn’t have time to fall in love; he had a trial to plan for and a phosphate plant to save. Sothy came with a ready-made family, and he’d never even thought about having children. An image of him and Sothy playing with the girls filled his head, and he sighed. The image flickered from his thoughts when his cell phone chimed. Jorge would have to wait. He turned right out of the school towards the phosphate plant. 
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“The Town that Sex Built.” Roxanne read the information Tracy had sent Janie and grinned. Well, this assignment just got interesting. Her smile faded when she thought of Kendra and Mikayla. “How do these old journals fit in with what Dina has planned?” She shivered and took the keys to one of the camp trucks and headed into Leeward. 

The teal WBCS van was parked on Main Street. People poked their heads out of their businesses and homes to see what was happening but ducked back behind closed doors when Tracy Harrell and her cameraman, Darius, began setting up their cameras and lights. With the help of two young, muscular camera assistants or grips as she’d often heard them called, they had everything set up in record time. Roxanne admired the muscular young men as she watched from the shadows of the old brick hotel at the corner, which had been a furniture store ever since she could remember. 

From her position Roxy could see the library but only part of Main Street. Feeling too exposed, especially if either of her sisters looked this way, Roxanne moved behind the store to think through her next move. For all of her years spying on her siblings as a child, she wasn’t sure how to go about it as an adult. 

Crossing the road, she darted behind the pharmacy and hardware store and made her way across the side street to the back of the laundromat before coming up into the little reading garden that separated the laundry from the library. Ducking behind a tulip tree, Roxanne could hear Tracy giving her spiel as she walked down Main Street towards the library. She waited, holding her breath and hoping to go unseen.

“Welcome to Leeward, North Carolina, a sleepy little town on the Innerbanks of the Carolina coast. It hardly looks like a place where a crime syndicate would be located. But just a few months ago, several prominent members of this town were arrested in one of the nation’s largest sex trafficking scandals. As you can see, the town looks like a ghost town now. Businesses are boarded up. For sale signs are popping up on lawns and posted on buildings. Lee Creek Mining Company is being managed by its legal representatives. The town is in chaos and it all started with a book.  

I’m Tracy Harrell and this is WBCS News’ The Town that Sex Built.” 

Roxanne smiled despite her nerves. Tracy sounded fantastic. This documentary would surely make her career. Hopefully, one of larger news programs would pick it up and run it. 

Tracy moved closer. Roxanne stilled, trying not to make a sound. Her heart was pounding so loud in her ears she feared they would pick it up on audio.  

“In this portion of our exclusive documentary, The Town that Sex Built, we will meet our local librarian, Janie Harrell and discover how she and her team learned the history of Leeward’s darker side and how that information was used to make the recent arrests.” 

The camera guy, Darius, gave a nod and lowered his camera.

Tracy relaxed seeming to change from her on-scene persona to the real person in the blink of an eye. 

“We’ll get everything set up in the library.” Roxanne waited as the men disappeared inside the old grocery store turned library.

Tracy followed. 

From the big picture window, she could see both her sisters. 

Janie was grumbling as she watched the tech guys set up the sound and lights inside the library.

Tracy waved her hand dismissively. 

Janie shook her head and tried to move away. A bright pink blush stained her cheeks. She didn’t appear to be happy about being in the documentary. She kept bowing her head. 

Roxanne frowned. Janie had never been outgoing, but she’d never been shy. Studying her sister, the way she hunched her shoulders, hiding her body in those shapeless jumpers, her heart pounded. Who hurt you, sis? When had she lost her confidence? Once upon a time Janie had been fearless. This wasn’t her smart, obnoxious sister. Why hadn’t she realized this before... Janie was hiding. Was she punishing herself for getting pregnant as a teenager? Nah, that wasn’t it. Surly, Janie wouldn’t just give up because she’d made one mistake. Roxy looked at her sister through clearer eyes. 

Roxanne followed one of the camera grips into the library and hid amid the bookshelves. He grinned at her, probably thinking she was a fan. She winked. He blushed. Darius yelled at him and he hurried off. She hoped he wouldn’t give her away.

Unable to hear what was being said, Roxy watched as Tracy guided Janie to sit behind her circulation desk. Tracy looked to be giving her a pep talk. Roxanne’s thoughts nagged at her, as she continued to ponder why Janie hid her brilliance at a small town library instead of getting her master’s degree in math or science. She should be working in some lab somewhere or for NASA? Why was she wasting her talent here? Staring at her sisters through the gaps in the books, Roxy shook her head. Damn, she might be even more fucked up than me. She had never considered why Janie acted the way she did. If she hadn’t met Mikayla, she probably wouldn’t care now. But she’d met Mikayla and Kendra, and because of it, she’d changed. She studied her sisters. Were the three of them so different? She shook her head, stifling a snort. Yeah right, her mother had always made it clear she wasn’t as smart as the other girls. She had to get by on looks and talent. Well, I’ll show them once I rescue Kendra and my niece, they’ll see who’s the smartest.  

Janie looked as if she was going to be sick. Roxanne felt a twinge of
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