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      I don’t think there’s a woman alive that didn’t spend at least some of her childhood dreaming of being a princess. Lord knows, Disney has done a good job at giving us every make, model, and description imaginable. They fueled the imaginations of the little girls that wanted to be the damsel in distress waiting for her prince charming, the ones that wanted to hang with a bunch of little short men and sing in the woods and then even those of us that wanted to kick ass and take names. To overcome whatever fate threw our way with flair and witty one liners and come out on the other side to cheering followers, a kingdom saved and the hot prince by our side.

      Yeah, you guessed it. I was the latter, and still all these years later, the girl inside of me screams to be set free and take over the world. She wants to wear the crown, be the hero, and tell the rest of the world to kiss her fanny.

      I guess I’ve gotten ahead of myself, which is pretty much par for the course. My name is Phoebe. I’m presently sitting in a dungeon. (Yes, they still exist. No, I had no clue.) Waiting for my half-sister, (Didn’t know one of those existed either.) to decide if I’m to be beheaded, hung, or shot at dawn.

      To say our long overdue family reunion was something that Jax, a retired Marine and my best friend, would call a FUBAR, is an understatement. It all started when my best bud and I were on our way to Frank’s Place, a sports bar with the best wings in a five hundred mile radius, to celebrate me finally passing the BAR exam. I say finally, not because I’ve taken it more than once, but because it was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do and now that I was officially a lawyer, I could justify the six-figure student loan debt staring me in the face.

      Thankfully, I had graduated in the top one percent of my class and landed a job with the top firm in the state. Unfortunately, if Helena, my bitch of a half-sister, has her way, it’s not going to matter. But I digress…

      Jax and I were walking down the sidewalk discussing the finer points of throwing darts when a tall, good-looking man with deep gray eyes and a dimple in his chin stepped in my path. My first thought was ‘Whoa! Break me off a piece of that?’ then ‘What the hell does he want with me?’ He held a black leather portfolio in one hand while his other disappeared into the interior pocket of his navy pinstriped jacket that was obviously made just to fit his incredible body. His baritone voice was rich and deep, and washed over me like a goblet of fine brandy. I felt warmed from the inside out and had to shake myself back to reality so as not to miss his words.

      “My name is Grant Hollingsworth with Hollingsworth, Musgrave, and Walton.” He held out his business card as he continued. “Am I correct in assuming you are Phoebe O’Byrne?”

      I felt Jax bristle at my side just as my brain restarted. The guy knew my name. He was looking for me and my intuition was telling me it was important.

      In any other circumstance, I would’ve been flattered that a partner with one of the largest, most prestigious law firms in the state was standing on a sidewalk in a less than stellar neighborhood looking for little ol’ me. But I learned early in life to listen to that little voice in my head, and at that moment, she was telling me I needed to hear what Grant had to say.  Grabbing Jax’s clenched fist and gently squeezing before he could say anything inappropriate or worse yet, throw a punch, I quickly answered, “I am.”

      Still holding out his business card for me, Mr. Grant Hollingsworth of Hollingsworth, Musgrave, and Walton asked, “Is there some place a little more private where we may speak?”

      Now, I know some of your brains have already cued the dramatic music and are screaming, “Do not be alone with that man!”

      First of all, ‘DUH’!

      Second of all, I have a six-foot eight-inch retired Marine who hits first and asks question later at my side. Many years ago, he became the big brother I never had, and let’s just say, he takes his job seriously.

      Not to mention, I’m no shrinking violet myself. At five foot eight and… (Did you really think I was gonna tell you my weight? Yeah, okay.) Let’s just say my curves have curves and like most women I look in the mirror and ask ‘Does this skirt make my butt look big?’ 

      I spent my formidable years being shuffled from one foster home to another because I have an uncanny knack for acting first and thinking later. During all those years and all those homes, I learned how to take care of myself. Then Jax came along. I can’t say I’m a good fighter, but I can talk my way out of damn near any situation. My last foster mom, Greta, the best woman I’ve ever known, told me that I could tell people to go to hell and they’d look forward to the trip. I guess that’s why I decided to be a lawyer, or maybe I just like to argue. But once again I’m off track. I do that a lot.

      I finally took the card from Mr. Hollingsworth’s outstretched hand while I considered how to answer. It was obvious we couldn’t continue to block the sidewalk. Goodness knew I was tired of being bumped into, and if I had to say ‘Excuse us’ one more time I was going to scream. The lawyer studied me with the eyes of a trained observer. A lopsided grin graced his lips for a split second right before I spoke.

      (Wonder what he knows that I don’t…besides everything.)

      “We were just on our way to Frank’s.” I pointed over his shoulder at the orange and green neon sign less than half a block away. “You’re welcome to join us.”

      “Phoebe,” Jax growled at my side. Squeezing a bit harder on his fist to let him know I had things under control, I waited for Mr. ‘Eight Hundred Dollars an Hour’ to respond.

      Turning to the side and motioning with all the grace of a dancer, the lawyer responded, “Lead the way.”

      Giving Jax a look that said ‘Listen first, hit later’ I dropped his hand and nodded my head for him to lead the way. Figuring if I didn’t stay between my best friend and the attorney, that the poor lawyer would end up maimed in some way, shape, or form, and it would be a shame to see something so pretty harmed. Jax was not happy and was sure to accentuate the point by grumbling something I couldn’t quite make out as he passed me.

       Yeah, I probably should’ve listened. I’ve been known to leap first and look later, but the little voice in my head was yelling ‘Go! Go! Go!’ and she’d never been wrong. But if I was being honest
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