
  
  
      
        
          Fooled in Texas

          
		      
          Sandy Appleyard

        

        
          
          Appleyard Enterprises

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2024  by Sandy Appleyard 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Don't Trust the Cowboy
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Books in This Series
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Keep in Touch!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Did you enjoy this book?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Author’s Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter 1

[image: image-placeholder]
Rene


His cocky eyes scan up and down my fancy dress.  He’s not taking no for an answer.  “I don’t date actors, asshole.” I add for good measure.  Of course, I knew that I’d run into the dickwad at some point, being in the industry.  Kayla Jones has been my star client and word’s been around for some time now.  However, I wouldn’t date an actor if you paid me to, despite the fact that Nixon Reynolds and I go way back. He knows it and I know it, but neither one of us has made any moves toward each other. 
I have my reasons.
I also wouldn’t take Nixon on as a client.  Not for a million dollars.  Not that he’s asked.  Every time I see that he’s on a new project, I thank God that said project isn’t bringing him back to his roots, back to Clarkstown, where we grew up.  That’s one of the reasons why I left and moved to LA, although I’ll never admit to that, and my story rings true in most people’s ears, given that I’m a talent agent, and most keep their feet planted firmly in California.  But nobody knows the truth.  Nobody except Nixon Reynolds, who’s staring me in the face, like he’s a puma, and I’m his coveted next meal.
“Oh, come on, Rene.” He chuckles, making my skin crawl.  “I haven’t seen you in how many decades?” He’s got a Hollywood face, with perfectly sculptured features, including a cleft chin and high cheekbones, giving him the stamp of stardom, also giving me the willies.  His hair has been coiffed perfectly for the occasion, as we both hobnob, during the Academy Awards after party.  
“And yet, it still hasn’t been long enough.” I point out icily.
“Give me some credit.  We were kids when it happened, man.  I can’t believe that you’re still mad about it.”
‘It’, meaning the most embarrassing moment of my life.  Clarkstown is a small town, no misunderstanding there, and good old Nixon took full advantage of that, just because he was so jealous that my daddy was richer than his.  I went to an ivy league school and got my degree, while he went to work at a factory, earning his tuition into acting school.  He’s just pissed because he had to pay his dues, and in his eyes, I didn’t.  But he knows nothing about me.  Not the new me, anyway.  
“My declination stands, Nixon.  I don’t date actors.  Never have and never will.”
He pops an hors d’oeuvre into his mouth.  “I find that hard to believe, considering that you’ve been an agent for so long.”
“Believe what you want to.” I’m about to walk away, but he stops me. 
“Come on, Rene.  Where’s your heart?  Are you just upset because I made it without you?”
“Don’t flatter yourself.”
“I’m not.  Word around town was that you really wanted to be an actress, and when I got into acting, you lost your mind and fled to LA.”
My face scrunches.  “That’s a lie.  Nobody ever said a thing like that to me.”
“And what are you basing that on?  Kayla’s word?  Remember, Kayla was high, then at rehab, and then in fucking Spain. Do you really think that she’s had her finger on the pulse of Clarkstown?”
“And what makes you think that I give a shit about what goes on in Clarkstown?”
“Well, maybe you should.  Your daddy’s had to clean up your mess since you left.”
“Bullshit.” I practically spit in his face.  “My daddy’s never said a word to me about anything like that.  And he’d never lie.” I don’t know why I’m even wasting my time with Nixon.  He’s always been a compulsive liar.  That’s how come he got out of jail, and probably the only reason, too.  I’m surprised his folks didn’t make him go to goddamn bootcamp when he was a kid, instead of shipping him off to acting school.  Sure, his roles are bad boys, and he plays them remarkably well, but still.
“It’s not bullshit.” He argues acidly.  “You have any idea how much flack he has to put up with, knowing that your client is a cokehead?”
My nostrils flare.  “Who is now an Academy Award winning actress, which is more than anyone will ever be able to say about you, Nixon.  Your roles are superficial and the only reason why they do well is because of your physique.”
Nixon earns these roles not only because by nature, he is a bad boy, but also because, admittedly, for a guy that didn’t attend the military, he sure could fool anyone, if he tried to pull off that he has.  “I’ll take that as a compliment.”
“Like I said.  Don’t flatter yourself.  At least Kayla has talent.  And earned talent.  I’m sure that you would know nothing about that.  You’re nothing but a guy who slept his way to the top, got himself a few handfuls of decent roles, some that were blockbusters, but your career is over the second that you stop bench pressing, Nixon.  Count on that.”  A woman holding a tray with pigs in a blanket walks past, and Nixon grabs two of them, popping one into his mouth.  The snack is fitting for him.  I lift a brow, but I don’t comment.  
He changes the subject.  “You never married, huh.”
I guffaw.  “Like your wife is waiting back at the table.  What makes you think you’re one up on me for that?”
“I’m not saying that, Rene.  I’m just making an observation.”
“How do you know so much about me, anyway.” I comment, watching Kayla chatting with her cast, introducing them to Beau, her new fiancé.
“How do you know so much about me?” He counters.
“I guess we both grew up in a small town.” 
“I guess so.” He pops the second pig in a blanket into his mouth, and then he takes a chug of the beer he’s holding in his other hand. 
“And how come you never married, Nixon?” I poke.  “Couldn’t find a girl with a small enough I.Q.?”
He smiles, showing his perfect teeth, making me nauseous.  God, he’s such an asshole, even though once upon a time he was anything but, to me.  “Haven’t found the right one.  Growing up in Clarkstown, well, you know how it is.  You meet a girl, and the whole world knows about it, so if you make one wrong move…” He trails off.
“You did nothing but make wrong moves.  Especially breaking the law, breaking hearts, including your mama’s.”
That hit a nerve.  He glares at me.  “You leave her out of this.”
I let it go.  It’s nothing for me to downplay his relationship with his mama, seeing as I don’t have one with my own, but that’s playing hardball, and so far, while Nixon is making me want to crawl out of my own skin, he’s also not hitting below the belt…yet.  It’s my turn to change the subject.  “I see your film didn’t get nominated.” I add, raising my tone slightly, rubbing it in his nose.  The truth is, none of Nixon’s films ever had a chance to be nominated.  While some of them were blockbuster hits, they didn’t stand a chance running against the contenders.  Sometimes it’s all about timing.  The production company that made Kayla’s film hit pay dirt, even with a hiatus, and taking way too long to finish filming, it hit at just the right time.
Surprising me, Nixon shrugs.  “I’ll get them next year.”  The look on his face says that it matters.  His career really does mean more to him than a ticket to getting into ladies’ panties.  And just as soon as I start to feel guilty for being such a bitch to a man I haven’t had any contact with since high school, he opens his mouth again.  “Besides, I’m fucking half the goddamn Academy.”
“And yet you still couldn’t get nominated.  Good job.”
He sneers. “God, you’re as stupid as you were back then, Rene.  I didn’t mean that literally.”
“And you’re even stupider, Nixon.  Why you even came over here to speak to me is a mystery.  I hate you.  I have since I last saw you, and that was when I told you that if I never saw you again, it would be too soon.”
He’s getting angry.  “I came over to say congratulations.”
My voice is firm, like I smell a rat.  “This isn’t the first Academy Award after party where we’ve crossed paths, Nixon.  What makes tonight so different.” 
His chest heaves for a moment, as his gaze moves to somewhere behind me. I suspect that he’s looking at something near his table, but I don’t dare turn around to see for myself.  “Look, just forget it, okay?  I’m sorry I took two minutes out of my night to come and say hello to an old friend.”
He walks away, pissed.  
“I’m not an old friend, asshole.” I sneer under my breath.  Kayla walks over to me and sees the look on my face.  I wipe it off real quick.
“Was that Nixon Reynolds?”
My only hope is that she can’t see the pasted-on smile.  After all, this is her night, and I don’t want anything to sully it.  “Yes.  Would you like me to introduce you?”
“No, that’s okay.  My head is already swimming with names.” I’ve introduced her to every producer, agent, director and everything in between.  It’s important to give her exposure.  This time, now that she’s won an Academy Award, is pivotal for her, and I don’t want her to miss the boat on any future opportunities.  
“Glad you feel that way.  Keep the producers and directors in mind, not the actors, they won’t get you parts in films.” I remind.
“Right.” She says, as if checking off a box.
I grin at her.  This time genuinely.  “So?  How does it feel?” 
She scans the room, as the ghost of a grin emerges.  “It feels phenomenal.  Like it’s a dream.”
“You and I, we’re going places, Kayla.”  I rub her arm.  “If you’re loving what you’re doing, I can make sure that you get every part that’s suited for you.”
“I’d like that.”
“Then that settles it.”
“But I don’t want you to think that you have to divide your focus, Rene.  You have other clients.”
My head tilts slightly, placing emphasis on what I’m about to say.  “Girl, as of this moment, you are my star client.  I’d be an idiot if I didn’t keep healthy focus on your career.  For starters, some of these agents are sharks, on the prowl for fresh meat, and it would be very easy for any of them to come and take you away from me, offering you way better.”
Kayla swallows.  “We have a contract, Rene.  And you’re my best friend.  I couldn’t even imagine leaving you, not just after all that you’ve done for me, but also because you’re the only one that I know will put her heart and soul into my career.  There is no dollar value for that.  Loyalty.  It’s a two-way street.”
“You’ve got that right, girl.” I give her a hug. “And I’m so fucking proud of you.  Like, you are my hero, Kayla. Honest to God.  And now you’re engaged, too.  God, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t just a little jealous.”
Her eyes widen, as her neck cranes slightly, and she grins, barking.  “You?  You’re not jealous of me being engaged.”
“Well, I am, just a little.  But only because you’re engaged, and you have an Academy Award. It’s like you’ve stolen the hearts of both your fiancé and your fans.  It’s…surreal.”
“You’re right about that.  Now I understand why people ask to be pinched when they’re in certain situations.  It really does feel like I’m going to wake up at any moment, and none of this will be true.”
“Believe it, baby.” Beau, her fiancé, says, as he sneaks up behind Kayla.  He snakes his arms around her waist and kisses her neck tenderly.
I use this moment to scan the room, checking on where Nixon is.  Something tells me that I haven’t seen the last of him tonight, and I want to be good and prepared for him.  It’s not my favorite thing, being surprised like that, and it shows.  He’s over at his table, talking to his co-stars and his director, his eyes not looking for mine, thank God.  Nixon Reynolds broke my heart, and I hate him for it.  Always hated him since that.  Funny thing, nobody else knows about him.  I never told Kayla about him, and she and I have shared enough.  It’s not that I don’t trust anyone to tell.  It’s more that I’d rather forget about him. And I have. 
Until tonight.
“Say, how long do we have to hang around this shindig?” Beau asks me.  “Not that I’m trying to steal my girl.  But…I’m trying to steal my girl.” He chuckles, and I can tell that only a small part of him is joking.  After all, he did propose to Kayla tonight, before said shindig.
“Kayla can stay as long as she wants to stay.  I’ve already done my part.  Her right hand has shaken every suit in this place.  But I will say that if you guys leave before the dancing starts, you risk not being placed in a magazine article, looking like drunken idiots.”
“Well, now, there’s two reasons to leave.” Beau teases.  He kisses Kayla on the cheek.  “I’m just kidding, love.  We can stay as long as you like.”
Kayla looks at me.  Her entourage is scattered, socializing with Hollywood’s elite, having the time of their lives.  But, Kayla, as much as she’s lit up the stage tonight, and in her film, is very simple and down home, just like me.  I may come off, at times, as a social butterfly, but I’m also known to fly back to my roots, in the bowels of Clarkstown, where I can rent an old motorboat from the docks, and cruise my way throughout the tiny hidden waterways, where nobody can find me, and it’s just me and nature.
Truth be told, it’s been too long since I did that, but after meeting Nixon Reynolds tonight, I’m itching to jump on a plane, headed home, where there’s no chance of seeing him, or anybody, for that matter.  And just as I’m thinking that, his gaze meets mine.  It’s hard to read.  But then, that’s Nixon’s way.  Since high school, one could never tell if he’s being sultry or stupid.  Tonight is no exception.  It’s too late to move my gaze quickly from his, as that would be telling, that I’m looking for him.  “Excuse me for a moment.” I tell Kayla and Beau, who are conversing with Judge, Kayla’s co-star, who has just appeared.
Walking towards him, his eyes don’t leave mine.  Part of me feels like I’m being petty, holding such a grudge for all this time, and I’m on the cusp of an apology for my childish behavior, when he rises, meeting me halfway.  “Not finished with your brow beating, are you?” He asks me.
I make up a quick lie.  “I was going to the washroom, actually.  But thanks for, as always, being self-absorbed. Not everything is about you, Nixon, but your guilt shows.”
He points in the opposite direction. “Washroom is that way, Rene. But nice save.”
“Just where do you get off, anyway?” 
“I don’t know what your problem is, lady, but I didn’t buy it. Anything you’ve got against me should have died in high school.  I have not put one iota of effort into looking you up over the years, or is that what the problem is here?  You still feel like I owe you an apology for something I did decades ago, which, by the way, I never did a dang thing to you.  That shit is all in your head.”
I had a die-hard crush on him.  He knew it.  He embarrassed me, making me think that we had mutual feelings, when he didn’t.  Asshole. Lucky for him, he didn’t take it all the way, being as impressionable as I was at the time.  I’d a never gone through with it, mind you, but I would have let him get away with a lot more than he planned on doing to me.  Then he went and ripped the tag off my panties and spread the rumor that only I knew was untrue.  No other guy would go out with me until I went away to college.  Far away.  “I bet you still have the tag to my Fruit of the Looms, don’t you.” I sneer. 
“Don’t you wish.”
“You were just that sick.  I’m sure nothing’s changed.”
“I see nothing’s changed for you, either.  You’re still a spoiled, too big for her britches, gal.  You never could just be normal, could you.  Always had to go over and above.  I bet you didn’t lose your virginity until college.”
“No thanks to you, asshole.”
He ignores my statement.  “You could never get over shit, either.  Hell, that’s why you never had any friends, Rene.  Nobody could ever make any fucking mistakes around you.  I’m surprised that you took on Kayla, knowing that she’s a coke head.”
“Was.  Was is the key word here.  And I forgave when it was entitled.  Most of them didn’t deserve the time of day.  Some I thought did, but I was wrong.  Woefully wrong.”
He snickers.  “Man, I wish I really got into your pants.  I bet that’d done you a world of good.”
“I’m sure you made up for it, what, with the thousands of women you’ve fucked since you got your first audition.”
He smirks at me, like he’s so fucking proud.  “I thought you had to use the washroom, Rene.  And I’ll note that you were the one that sought me out here, this time.”
“I just wanted to make sure that you weren’t going to sneak up on me again.”
He changes the subject, and it suddenly feels like we’re catching up, making my skin crawl again.  “You go to school to lose the accent?”
“Same as you.”
Then, as I’m just about to end the conversation, telling him exactly what I still think of him, Beau approaches, and ruins my whole night.






  
  Chapter 2
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Nixon


She’s about to go off on another tirade when a fan comes up to me.  He was with her earlier, and I think he’s like, Kayla Jones’s fiancé, or something.  “Oh, man!  I loved you as Herc!  You were phenomenal!  I’m Beau.  Beau Inglewood.  I hear you’re a local Clarkstown boy, too, man.” He says, almost rambling, shaking my hand like it’s a contest to see who can shake harder and faster. 
“Yeah, that’s right.” I paste on a smile.  It’s usually the chicks that I’d rather lay it on thick with, but I’ll make an exception, seeing as this dude’s almost as built as I am, and he’s from my neck of the woods.  “It’s nice to meet you.”
“Oh, the pleasure’s all mine.” Like an idiot, he turns to Kayla, and introduces her, like I don’t know who she is.  “This is my fiancé, Kayla.  We just got engaged earlier today, as a matter of fact.”
This is where I lay it on thick.  I take Kayla’s hand and kiss it.  “So nice to finally meet the woman that’s stealing everyone’s hearts.” 
Her hand lies limp in mine.  Her voice weak and tentative, like she’s a small child, shy and not expecting the welcome.  “You’re…too kind.” She doesn’t even say my name she’s so nervous.  If it weren’t for her large fiancé standing right next to her, I wouldn’t try to ignore the growing hard-on in my dress pants.  
“Congratulations on the Academy Award.  I didn’t see the film myself, but I hear it’s very good.”
“Thank you.” Is all she says, going for nonchalant, as she pulls her hand away from me.  
“So, what’s your next project?” I ask her.
“We’re not privy to say yet.” Rene replies, jumping right in, like the well-versed talent agent that she is.  Frankly, I’d be disappointed if she didn’t.  
“Ah, come on. How are you going to top that?”
“She’ll do just fine, Nixon.  And she wouldn’t be the only actress to earn two Academy Awards, either.”
I lift my hands in the air, feigning defeat.  “Hey, sweetheart, I wasn’t trying to offend.”
“No, he was just trying to point out that, well, I suppose it’s like becoming a New York Times Bestseller from your first book, right?  How do you top that, other than to do it again.  Am I right, Nixon?” He asks, genuinely trying to back me up and prove a point.
“I know what he meant.” Rene says, trying futilely to hide her ire for me.  “But, like I said, she’ll do just fine, and again, we’re not at liberty to say anything about any future projects…yet.”
And that’s when we’re interrupted, yet again, but this time by one of the staff here at the venue.  He addresses Rene, pulling her away from us for a moment.  Can’t say I feel unsettled by her sudden departure, since she was getting under my skin, anyway.  Beau is unscathed, like he doesn’t even notice that she’s speaking to the guy, like there’s some covert operation going on right under our noses.  “So, what made you get into acting, Nixon?” He asks with his arms crossed over his chest, very enthralled by the fact that he’s been given an opportunity to converse with me.  It’s sort of heady, so I go with it, seeing as Kayla’s attention is on Rene.
“It’s something I always wanted to do.  I loved Indiana Jones movies and the like, and I went away to my cousin’s once, when he lived in LA.  We went hunting for celebrities and found one or two.”
“Yeah?” His interest is piqued.
“Yeah, we actually found Harrison Ford, as a matter of fact.  He was in a deli, picking out meat.”
“Did you go over and say hello?”
I wave.  “Na, I was just a kid.  It was more fun just to watch him.”
“Really?  Hell, I would have gone over there and asked him a million questions.  You ever see him since?” 
“No.” I name off a few that I have seen, aside from my co-stars.  Most of the movies that I’m in, since my career took off, I’ve been the lead actor.  
“That’s some life you live, Nixon.” Beau says, as Rene nods and walks back to Kayla, who hasn’t taken her eyes off her agent since she left.
This is when Beau comes back to reality.  “Something wrong, Rene?”
Rene looks at me, giving me a fleeting glance, like she wants me to leave, like she expects me to walk away and give them privacy.  Like hell I will.  It’s a free world, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to be hustled out of here like a dog.  But then she realizes that I’m not going anywhere, so she starts talking in fucking code, like I’m Lassie or something.  “Kevin’s here.” She says to Kayla.
I have no idea who the fuck this Kevin guy is, so I just tune out, looking around, seeing if there’s a piece of ass that looks good enough for me tonight, aside from Kayla, but I’ve got a snowball’s chance in hell of getting anywhere with her, and even less of a chance getting anywhere with Rene, even though I know that she likely still carries a torch for me.  
“What’s that asshole up to this time?” Beau says, instantly growing angered.
“Wait, who’s Kevin?” I ask, suddenly interested.  Anything that changes this dude’s attitude that fast is worth investigating.  I’m a sucker for drama.  Hell, look at my roles.  All of them end up on the receiving end of trouble.
“Kayla’s ex.” Beau answers, but my glance goes to Rene’s for a split second, and I’m thinking, based on her expression, that she had a whole other answer ready for me.  “And he was up to no good at her premiere, so I can’t imagine that he’s got anything better up his sleeve.”
Kayla interjects.  “What do they say he wants?”
“I don’t know what that asshole’s got cooked up, but he’s apparently going off to security about someone breaking into Maverick and Ellie’s room.”  Rene replies.  “I’m thinking that he’s full of shit.”
“He might be.” Beau states.  “But how does he even know that they’re here, and it wasn’t long ago that someone was after Ellie, right?”
Kayla’s eyes change.  “Shit.”
“I think it’s worth checking out, darlin’.” Beau says.  “You stay here.”
“Hey, man, I’ll go with you.” I say.
“I’d love for you to, man.  But I’ve already got backup.  Maverick and Zack are here, and between the three of us, plus security, we can take down that little shit, no problem.”
“Dude, look at me.” I point to myself.  “Are Maverick and Zack as big as you, man?”
He doesn’t argue.  “Well, what about security?  I don’t want anyone tackling you in the goddamn street on my watch.”
“This isn’t a pissing match, Nixon.” Rene seethes.  “Now is not the time.”
I ignore her.  “I’ve got better combat training than any of the security guys and your friends put together.  Have you not seen my films?”
“Well, I just figured that was acting.” Beau admits.
“Let’s go.” I pat him on the back.  Beau makes one gesture overhead to his buddies, and it’s like a telepathic message has been sent.  While I do have bodyguards for certain things, this event is not one of them.  Fortunately, for the most part, I can take care of myself.  I do have bodies for cover, to watch around me, or to see things before I see them, but at a place like this, where my room is coupled with all the other celebrities here, and my car is parked alongside a dude as popular as me, or more, I don’t carry an entourage.  As such, the security guy that approached Rene, follows us, bringing with him two others.
“Nixon, this is Zack and Maverick.” Beau says, making the introductions.
“It’s a pleasure.  Not under these circumstances, of course, but you know what I mean.” Maverick says.
“That goes ditto for me.” Zack adds.
“So, what’s the story on this Kevin guy?” I ask as we walk.  It’s evident that we’re on a mission, but with all the hooplah going on in the main auditorium, nobody seems to care right now.
“He’s a douche bag.  He and Kayla had a baby together, but he was a deadbeat, and he showed up at her premiere.  Had some guy pay him off for dishing about Kayla’s former drug addiction.  I’d like to plow this guy, personally, but Kate, her sister, took care of it the last time he showed up.”
“Sounds like a guy I could pound a few into.”
“Take a number.” Zack says.
“I don’t imagine he’d be too much of a challenge, considering Kate already beat the shit out of him.” Maverick adds.  “You know anything about bombs?” 
“We have a protocol.” One of the security guys says.
“So, where is Kevin?” Zack asks the security guard.
“He’s headed over to the hotel with a couple of our men.”
“Good call.  Seeing as we can’t beat the snot out of him in company.” Beau states.
“What do you think the chances are that he’s full of shit, and this is just another game of his?” Maverick states.  “The guy is a compulsive liar, a thief, and a lowdown jerkoff weasel.”
“You really need to form an opinion, dude.” Zack jokes, slapping him on the back, mid stride.
“Are they even going to let us into the hotel?” I ask security.  “Don’t they have to put in some sort of bomb threat?”
“Technically, yes.  But we’re under strict orders not to pull that sort of thing here.” The taller security guard says.
“Are you kidding me?” I squeak.  “What happens if this shit is for real?  We’ll all die.”
“Let
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