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Chapter 1

 Blake

With my
pistol drawn, my girl safe, locked in the house, I walk in slow
paces, to the stable. The horses only ever stir when there’s
something wrong. It’s like having a baby around. They have a
certain kind of cry. A safe one, and one that says call
nine-one-one. Horses are the same. They can sense evil. They can
sense danger. They can sense sadness. Ears like eagles, mama and
Zack appear from the front door, both carrying their weapons, too.
None of us need to exchange more than looks. We all know what to
do.

Zack
prowls out back, walking around the porch, and mama goes over to
the garage, to check between the cars. I head to the stable, in
case somebody was stupid enough to try to hide with the horses. I’m
inching my way through, when I hear a scuffle coming from the back.
I find Zack with a guy pinned to the ground, his knee in his back.
“Alright, loser. Where’s your partners?” Zack says, almost
nonplussed.

“Fuck you.” he mutters into the dirt.

He
receives a kick in the side in thanks for that comment. “Tell me
and I might not shoot you in the balls, asshole.”

“You wouldn’t dare.” He seethes.

Zack
points his hunting rifle at the back of the man’s ass, right about
where his googleberries would be.

“No! Don’t! God…dammit…” he mutters, almost crying.

“Talk, partner, or say goodbye to your little peanuts here. We
don’t fuck around in these here parts.” Zack says.

“Where’s Terence?” I demand, bending down, holding my pistol
at his temple. “Tell me or I’ll see it that your ugly unibrow gets
rearranged.”

“Shooting a man at close range is cowardly.”

“I think you mean shooting a man with his back turned,
jerkwad.” I say. “And you’re not from here, are you. I bet you’re
from Louisiana. Us Texans shoot anyone that’s a threat to our
family or our ranch. Around here, the sheriff pats us on the back
for doing his deed for him, too.”

“Blake!” I hear mama shout from the other side of the
house.

Zack and
I exchange a look. “Go.” He gestures with his head.

I rise
and start running over to the other side of the house. Mama’s
standing there, trying to pick the lock with a hairpin. “Ruby
didn’t answer the door, Blake. Something’s wrong.” She says. I
don’t have keys with me, nor does mama. “Step out of the way,
mama.” I say, making a run for it, and I drop-kick the door down,
busting the lock and doorjamb in the process.

“Ruby?” I call, walking through the seemingly empty house.
Mama’s right behind me when we see some dipshit standing by the bed
in our bedroom, holding his gun towards us, shaking so goddamn bad
I swear to God he’s shit his pants already. Ruby is sitting on the
bed with her hands bound with bungee cords. “You okay, darlin’?” I
ask, my voice laced with concern.

“I’m fine.”

“Why didn’t you shoot the sumbitch?”

“Because he chloroformed me and took the gun.”

“That’s right, so I’ve got two
guns. So you better give yours up.”

“Terence, right?” I ask conversationally.

He nods,
all proud.

“Well, Terence, you may have two guns, but you’ve only got two
hands. And by my count, there are four hands on this side of the
room, and two guns. Plus, you don’t know how to shoot to save your
life, so I’d say you’re sunk.”

“I know how to shoot, cowboy.” He says, nodding, like he’s a
dog who’s been offered a treat.

“I doubt that.” I chuckle. “Why don’t you tell me what you
want, there, partner? I’ll give you a minute to try your case
before I kill you.”

He
gestures to Ruby with his chin. “She’s coming with me. I’ll pay her
a handsome fee to marry me and have my baby.”

I smile
without a trace of mirth. “She lost the baby, asshole. And she’s
engaged to me.”

Mama
looks at me. Her face brightens.

“Not now, mama.” I shake my head, then I address Terence. “And
you’re obviously not concerned with the wellbeing of your baby,
seeing as you’ve just chloroformed the mom-to-be,
dickhead.”

“She didn’t lose the baby.” Terence says sourly, as if
consoling himself. He seems like he’s on the edge, about to lose it
any second.

“Terence,” Ruby says, groggily. “Don’t you think I’d be
showing a little more if there was a baby in here?” she says,
lifting her shirt slightly. “I miscarried like a month ago.
Evidently my body rejected your demon seed.” Ruby gives me a
knowing look, as she gets up. “And see?” she sticks her left hand
out for him to see. “We’re engaged.”

The
second his head turns, and his attention is no longer on the gun, I
lunge at him. Mama grabs Ruby, getting her out of the way, so she
doesn’t get hurt. I pull the gun out of his hand, breaking a finger
or two in the process. “Give me the other gun or I’ll break all
your fucking fingers, asshole!”

He digs
into his back pocket and hands me the gun I gave Ruby.

“There any more of you goons around, or was it just you and
dipshit number two?”

“Just me and Glen, I swear.”

“One of you ladies go call the sheriff.” I instruct, pulling
Terence to his feet. He winces and whines from his broken fingers.
“Shut up or I’ll knock you out like you did my fiancé. I should
anyway, asshole.”

We hear
Zack come in the door. “Blake?” he calls.

“In here.” I answer.

“I called the sheriff.” He says.

“Good. We got two goons that are going to enjoy a nice stay in
the county jail for a while. See how your dead daddy likes that
arrangement, jerkwad.” I say, cuffing Terence in the
head.

Terence
looks at me like I’ve got two heads.

“Oh, you didn’t think I knew about that, did you?”

Ruby
interjects. “Just like you had me tailed, I had you tailed,
Terence. I knew all about your little plan, which is why I left
Louisiana and came out here. Changed my number and dodged you and
your sick game. Did you honestly think I’d fall for something like
that? Do you have any idea how sick and twisted that
is?”

He’s too
busy nursing his swollen appendages to pay much
attention.

She hits
him. “I’m talking to you, asshole!”

“You tell him, Ruby!” Mama says, cheering her on.

“I should have told Blake to kill you! What the hell were you
thinking!” she shouts at him.

Zack
walks up to him casually, so they’re almost nose-to-nose, but he’s
acting all nonchalant, then he nails him one right in the crotch.
Terence drops like a sack of potatoes. “Bet your fingers don’t hurt
now, do they.” Zack mutters, kicking him in the ribs as he walks by
him.

“Did y’all know your brother was going to propose?” mama asks,
setting her hands together as if in prayer.

Zack
cranes his neck.

“Mama, ‘lan sakes! I said not now!” I raise my
voice.

Zack
ignores the fact that I’m getting pissed off. “Y’all getting
married?” he says to Ruby.

Ruby
shows the ring to him proudly. I roll my eyes. “Jesus
Christ.”

“See, now, that’s a fine ring, Blake. Very tasteful but not
gawdy.” Mama compliments, as if surveying the jewel.

“Thank you, mama.” I smile too sweetly, still getting pissed
off. “Can we focus here?”

Zack
looks at me like I’m being stupid. “The Sheriff’s on his way,
brother. What’s the problem?”

I lift
my arms in the air. “Uh, what did you do with the other
goon?”

“Tied him up. He’s in the stall with Chocolate.”

“He’ll eat him if he moves.” I mutter. “We ought to put this
shit for brains in there, too.”

“Make him bleed first.” Zack suggests. “Chocolate’s like a
piranha.”

Terence
groans.

“You gonna try this stunt with anyone else, there, partner?
Because I’ve got eyes all over the place that can keep watch on
you. Y’all think you’ve hired good help, but us Texans, we’re like
military brothers. Consider yourself a dead man if any of my
friends find out about you.”

“No.” he grunts. “I promise.” Another grunt.

“And I don’t mean just here in Texas, neither. I mean, unless
you legitimately find someone stupid enough to marry you the
old-fashioned way, I’m going to be knocking on your door. And next
time I won’t be so nice. I’ll break every bone in your knuckle
headed body.”

“I won’t.” he grunts, putting a hand up in
surrender.

“Now, you apologize to my wife-to-be.” I add, grabbing him by
his hair, lifting him up.

His
chest is heaving. His face is as pale as a sheet. His hair is a
mess. “I…I’m…sorry, Ruby.”

She
nods, satisfied.

I push
him back down on the floor and put my knee in his back, just as we
hear sirens.

Mama
walks to the door. “That’ll be the Sheriff.”

I grab
him by his hair again, lifting him up. He cries out and winces but
manages to walk with me. We head outside to meet the Sheriff, as
Zack walks into the stable to grab the other goon.

Sheriff
Martin is a tall, gangly thing, but tough as nails. His partner in
crime is a younger version of him, and it’s his son, Ethan. “What
do we got here, fellas?” the Sheriff asks, adjusting his
belt.

“Two assholes.” I say. Then I point at Terence. “This is
Terence Daniels. Asshole number one.” I look at Glen, as Zack pulls
him out of the stable with much the same care as I did with
Terence. I look at Terence. “What’s your friend’s name,
partner?”

“Glen…Glen Draper.”

“Asshole number two.” I say, pointing at Glen.

“Terence here chloroformed Ruby and pulled a gun on her. Glen
had himself a nice pistol, too. Anyway, the moral of the story
here, is Terence planned on kidnapping my girl. He hired Glen to do
the dirty work.”

Sheriff
Martin frowns. “That true?” he addresses both boys.

They
nod, resigned.

“Alright, Ethan, you get Asshole Number Two, I’ll cuff Asshole
Number One.”

“Yes, sir.” Ethan nods.

After
the Sheriff reads Terence his rights, he looks up at me. “Come and
give your statements in the morning, Blake. It’ll take a while to
do up the paperwork, anyway. Maybell’s off this week on
vacation.”

“Sure enough.” I nod. “I’ll take Ruby here into the hospital
and get her checked out.”

“Good idea.” Zack says. “I’ll go with you.” He looks at mama.
“You gonna be okay here?”

“I’m fine, doll. I’ve still got my gun. I’ll make sure the
horses are settled and I’ll keep watch on the guest
house.”

“We’ll fix the door in the morning, mama.” I say.

He gives
us all kisses goodbye and waves the Sheriff and his son off. “You
make sure you give them what they deserve.” Mama says as the
Sheriff is about to drive off.

“You betcha.”

 


 



***

 


Ruby’s
still a little groggy as we sit in the Emergency Room. The doctor
takes some blood and does some other tests, as she lays in bed,
dozing. My hand is in hers the whole time as I rewind the events of
tonight. That stupid sumbitch ain’t ever getting within inches of
my girl ever again, that’s for sure. I think the message was well
received. Terence Daniels is not only out a mama-to-be, but he’s
also got no reason to come after Ruby ever again, since we’re
engaged. I feel bad for the way it came out with mama, but there
was no avoiding it, the way Terence and his asshole in crime came
after us, moments after I proposed.

My girl
is out like a light when I see Zack come in the door with Kate in
tow. She looks half concerned, half irritated, but that’s nothing
new. “Hey, how is she?” she whispers, seeing that Ruby is
sleeping.

“We’re just waiting on tests.” I answer in a soft
whisper.

Ruby’s
right hand is in mine, but her left is sitting flat at her side.
Kate sees the ring, and I follow her gaze. Her eyes just about pop
out of her head. Her mouth opens wide. She looks at me. “Is that
what I think it is?” she’s squealing softly, sounding like a
goddamn rat. If we weren’t in a hospital, it would be as funny as
hell.

“Yes, it is. But you didn’t see it. I think Ruby would have
liked to see your eyes come out of your head the way they did just
now.” I snuffle a laugh.

“Terence never even had a chance.” She smiles, shaking her
head. “Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

A doctor
pops his head in, waking Ruby, as he inadvertently slams the
door.

“Well, you’re all clear.” He says. “Just make sure she drinks
plenty of water to flush all that out of her body, and get plenty
of rest, and she’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure, doc?” I ask.

“Yes, she’s absolutely fine.” He nods, as he walks out the
door again, after I nod my thanks to him.

Ruby
rubs her eyes. “Thank God. Can we get the hell out of here? I’ve
seen more hospitals in the last little while than I’d like to see
in my entire lifetime.”

“Sure, sugar. Let’s get you home and to bed.”

“Hang on a second here.” Kate says flatly. “Are we just going
to gloss over this diamond sitting on your finger,
girl?”

Ruby
can’t hide the smile. “Oh yeah. Blake and I are getting hitched.
You want to come watch?”

I kiss
her on the forehead.

Kate’s
mouth flies open. “Oh my God, girl! Yes! Can I be your Maid of
Honor? Fat chance I’ll ever be one by my own sister.”

Zack’s
gaze shoots to Kate’s. “Y’all got a sister?”

“Easy, killer.” Kate says. “She’s the original party girl.
She’d never be interested in a down-home kid like
yourself.”

He
clucks his tongue. “She hot?”

“Quit it or you get the hose.” I say.

“She’s my fraternal twin sister. So that’s all a matter of
opinion.” Kate answers. “But she’d take one look at you and laugh
if you so much as flirted with her.”

Ruby
sighs. “Can we focus here? Yes, Kate, you can be my maid of honor.
Not that we’ve had a second to process this, since Prince Dickwad
came after me less than ninety seconds after my fiancé put the ring
on my finger.”

“Prince Dickwad is going to enjoy a nice long stay in the
county jail, and once they get finished with him there, he’ll never
so much as think about you again.” I state with conviction. “And if
his brother has any brains, he’ll fire his ass once he finds out
about his stay in said jail.”

“Terence will figure a way to get out.” Kate reasons. “The boy
is loaded and he’s relentless, evidently. But no, he won’t be
busting down your door any time soon, seeing as you’re useless to
him now.”

“High five for being useless.” Ruby says, lifting her hand.
All three of us high five her.

“Alright, darlin’. Are you about ready to blow this pop
stand?”

“So ready.” She says as I help her off the bed.

“How’s your head, Rubes?” Kate asks.

“Fine.” She frowns. “Now that I’ve slept for a while, I don’t
feel woozy anymore.”

“I’m installing security cameras at your office tomorrow,
darlin’.” I state. “Not taking any chances on any more
trouble.”

“Are you guys going to have an engagement party?” Kate
asks.

“Well, that would be a great way to introduce her to the
family.” Zack suggests. “She hasn’t met Gunner or Maverick
yet.”

“How about we throw one after the horse show this weekend?” I
offer.

“That’s a great idea. We’ll all be there, anyway.” Zack
says.

“Well, wait.” Ruby interrupts. “You haven’t met any of
my family
yet.”

“Or mine.” Kate scoffs.

I chuckle at her. “Why does it matter that I meet
your family?”

“We’ve been best friends for ten years, Blake. Take a hint.”
She says righteously.

“Fine. Do we want to just get the wedding over with this
weekend? While everyone’s already here? Because it sounds like this
is going to be quite a shindig with the guest count
alone.”

Ruby
intervenes. “No. Let’s not…give everyone a heart attack.” She
touches Kate’s arm. “We’ll meet everyone that we need to at this
shindig on Saturday. I don’t want to overwhelm Emma.”

Zack scoffs, feigning shock. “Have you met our mama?”

“No, she’s right, Zack.” I agree. “Let’s keep things low key
for a while. We haven’t had anyone over since daddy’s
funeral.”

“Alright. Fair enough.”

“How about we all go over to my folks’ place on Sunday? That
way you two can just come over?” Kate suggests.

“That’s fine by me.” I say as Ruby nods her
agreement.

“Well, what about me?” Zack says. “Don’t I get to come over
and meet your family?”

“You just want to me my sister, but
much. And you can forget it. Like I said,
she wouldn’t be interested in you.”

“Not if you don’t give it a chance.”

Ruby
interjects. “Zack, she’s right. I’ve known her sister Kayla for a
long time, and she’s…not your type.” Ruby’s face almost registers
warning, like Zack is better off steering clear of her.

“Zack, put your hormones back in your pocket, so we can get
out of here.”

He lifts
his arms. “Fine.”

 



***

 


“How are you feeling, love?” Mama asks as we arrive home,
going to the main house, first, just to put mama’s mind at
ease.

“I’m fine. The tests were all fine.” Ruby says.

“Doctor says to give her plenty of rest and water and she
should be fine.” I add.

“Sheriff Martin says that they’ve got those boys booked and
all. They’re ready for your statements in the morning.” Mama says.
“But there’s no rush. I already went in to give mine.”

“You already went, mama?” Zack asks, surprised.

She
waves. “I wasn’t getting any sleep until you guys got back, anyway.
The horses are all good and I had a look at that door for you. The
lock’s still good, just the jamb needed fixed. I bet you Gladys can
take care of that right quick.”

“Good work, mama.” Zack says, patting her on the
back.

Mama’s
face brightens. “So, tell me,” she takes a step towards Ruby,
pulling her left hand up to her face. “When are we having this
wedding?”

“Isn’t it gorgeous?” Ruby gushes.

I can’t
help the smile on my face. “Ruby’s the bride, mama. It’s up to
her.”

“Y’all can get married right here on the ranch if you want.
Ranch weddings are so beautiful, darlin’. I got married here, too.
It’s a family tradition.” She lifts a hand. “Oh, but, if that’s
what you want, love. It’s your wedding.”

“Thanks, mama.” I say, biting my tongue, stifling my
words.

Ruby
looks at me with a warm smile. “I’d actually love to get married
here. It’s so beautiful, I can’t think of any other place that
could top it.”

I kiss
her forehead. “You’re such a doll, sweet pea.”

Mama’s
about to burst. “My first son to get married, and he’s following
family tradition.” She shakes her head. “My cup runneth
over.”

“Mama, don’t start.” Zack warns, good-naturedly. “What if they
change their minds?”

“Well, that’s okay.” She says and means it. “They’ve only been
engaged a couple of hours. It’s their wedding.”

“Thanks, mama.” I say. “We should get some sleep.”

“You two go on to bed, then. We’ll see you in the
morning.”

We all say our goodnights, and I take Ruby’s hand in mine as
we walk to the guest house, which we can now call
our house. “Shouldn’t we
stay in the main house for the night, since the lock’s broken?”
Ruby asks.

“Darlin’, we can sleep with the door wide open if we want to.
You saw earlier how fast those horses let us know when something’s
amiss.”

“That’s true.” She smiles. “Especially with my gun-toting
husband-to-be sleeping right next to me.”

“I love it when you say that.” I snarl playfully, kissing her
on the mouth. We get into the house and undress for bed. Even
though I know that I’d love nothing more than to make love to my
new fiancé tonight, to celebrate our engagement, it’s probably best
to leave her be and let her rest, so I snuggle in behind her in
bed, holding her close. Once I kiss her on the lips and tell her I
love her, she cuddles into me.

“I can’t decide if Kate and Zack get along, or if they hate
each other.” She comments, speaking softly in the night. “You know
your brother better than I do, what do you think?”

“Zack’s a funny sort, see. It’s not what he says but it’s his
behavior that’s a better indicator about how he feels for someone.”
I pause, licking my lips. “See how he went and got you those female
things that you needed when you had your miscarriage?”

She
nods.

“That’s because he truly cares about you. He wouldn’t have
done that for you otherwise.”

“So, it’s difficult to tell then, seeing as he fixed Kate’s
car, but that’s also because I was in it.”

“True. Yeah, you’ve got a point there. He goes out of his way
to point out Kate’s crustiness, but he’s still around her, and,” I
chuckle. “He sure wanted to get her riled up tonight about her
sister.”

“Oh, Blake, believe me, he doesn’t want to get involved with
Kayla.”

“Why, love? She can’t be that bad being related to
Kate.”

“They’re like Jekyll and Hyde, Blake. She’s not for
him.”

“What’s so awful about her, sweetheart?”

She
sighs. “Blake, right now, it’s just too painful to talk about, and
I’m not sure how Kate would feel about me telling you. Is that
fair?”

I kiss
her head. “Well, sure, love. I get it. Respect. I wouldn’t expect
anything less from you.”

“Well, you’re going to meet Kayla soon enough, especially with
us getting married.”

“That’s alright, love.”

She
sighs. “I really hope so.”


Chapter 2

 Kate

Ruby
walks in just as I’m settled at my desk. “Good morning. I wasn’t
sure if you would be coming in later or not.”

“Good morning.” She smiles, setting her laptop down on her
desk. “I slept enough. Besides, I had to pull myself away from
Blake, or I’d end up spending the day with him.” she says,
blushing. “You ever had such an attraction to a man
before?”

“Can’t say that I have. Well…once.”

She pops
her head back out of her office. “Spill.”

“Slav.” I shrug, reminding her of the private investigator
we’d hired to hunt down Terence. “He and I had some serious
sparks.”

“Really. How come it didn’t work out?”

Another
shrug. “It was a work relationship. You know how those
end.”

“Ugh. Don’t remind me.”

“I was just way luckier than you. He let me go without a
hitch.”

“Now that you don’t work for Layton anymore, if Slav didn’t
get married, would you…rekindle things with him?”

My eyes
widen. “Hell, yes. He was a god in bed. Best I ever
had.”

“Wow.” She shakes her head. “Blake’s very good. I guess you
could say that he’s very god-like, too.”

“Chemistry is important.” I agree. “You don’t have that,
you’ve got nothing.”

I change
the subject. “Emails are light so far this morning, but we’ve got
that guy coming in an hour, so I’m going to send you his paperwork
in just a second.”

“Perfect. Thanks.” Her eyes go to my desk. I framed a picture
of my niece, Myra, and set it on my desk. She and I are dressed in
matching Minnie Mouse costumes for Halloween. The picture is my
favorite, from this past Halloween. “Oh, I love that picture of you
and Myra. I stole it off Facebook.”

“Yeah, I love it, too.” I smile, looking at it. “She’s the
sweetest kid.”

“She is.”

“I just hope she stays that way.”

“They usually don’t. My mom said that when me and my brothers
turned into teenagers, all bets were off.”

“My mama can say the same thing about Kayla.”

“How’s she doing? I haven’t seen her for a while. Is Myra
still living with her dad?”

“Kevin? Yeah. Kayla hasn’t asked to see her for a while. I’ve
been over to visit a couple of times, but his wife doesn’t like me
much.”

“Yeah, you’ve mentioned that.” her face scrunches. “At least
you get to see her.”

“Evidently I see her more than Kayla does.”

Ruby’s
face looks like she’s going to puke. “That’s rough. What does your
mom say about all this?”

“Breaks her heart. I always make sure that when I go see Myra,
that I take her over to my folk’s place, too.”

“Your parents still don’t get along with Kevin,
huh.”

“Nope. It’s sad, really. Like Kevin was going to marry my
basket case of a sister. Who can blame him.”

“He was always a decent guy.”

“Who had every intention of marrying my sister. Until she fell
apart.”

We’re
interrupted by the phone ringing. We both go back into work mode
and all but burn the morning off with working, meetings, emails,
and then before we know it, it’s lunch time. I see Zack’s truck
pull up to the front. “You expecting Zack?” I call into Ruby’s
office.

“No? Why? Is he here?” she asks popping her head out the
door.

I
gesture with my chin. “He’s just getting out of his
truck.”

We watch
him enter the front door. “Afternoon.” He says gallantly, lifting
his Stetson off his head for a moment. He has a box in his hand.
“Just came to install this here security system.”

I fold
my arms at my chest. “Isn’t that something a security company would
do?”

“No, ma’am. Blake got one special just this morning from a
local guy. It connects right to your cell phone…and to Blake’s. Any
trouble, we’re not waiting for no security company to call us
first.”

I’m not
convinced. “Then why isn’t Blake here to install it, if he made the
purchase?”

Zack
answers so honestly, I feel bad for the way that I’m grilling him.
“Breeder called about the horse show this weekend. He had to go
meet up with him. I don’t do the breeding, frankly, I
just…err…help, so Blake’s the one to deal with that. I can handle a
hammer and a screwdriver just like him, though.” He nods his head
and his face changes. He looks smug. “Unless you don’t think I can
handle such a task, and you want someone better
qualified.”

Scratch
that. Guilt is gone. “Get bent. I just don’t want to look at your
ugly face all afternoon when I’ve got better things to do,
asshole.”

“How about you stare at my ass then?”

“I wouldn’t be able to tell the difference,
jerkwad.”

“Guys, guys!” Ruby shouts. “The sexual tension between you two
is unnerving. Why don’t you just go to the kitchenette and get it
over with!”

We both
look at Ruby like she’s just called us both cocksuckers. “What the
fuck! Where did that come from!” I shriek.

“It’s obvious that you two are attracted to each other.
Just…go screw and get it over with, so I don’t have to listen to it
anymore!”

“I wouldn’t fuck this asshole if someone put a gun to my
head!” I shout.

“What if he was the last man on earth!”

“I’d demand a recount!”

 



***

 


Zack is
fiddling with the contraption that he’s just mounted at the front
door. He’s placed smaller versions of the same contraption in the
windows, too. Him pressing buttons and making beeping noises is
driving me insane. “If you don’t stop with that soon, I’m going to
shove that screwdriver up your wiener.” I seethe.

He looks
over at me. “Hey, lady. I just baked you some shutthefuckupcakes.
You want one?”

“Fuck you. On second thought, the screwdriver won’t fit up
your little cocktail weenie. It has a better chance up your nose or
your ass.”

“Cool it, you two.” Ruby warns from her office. Then her phone
rings and she shuts her door, probably because she’s afraid that
we’ll fight and a client will overhear.

The desk
phone rings and I answer it. I see Zack watching me from the corner
of his eye, so I toss a pen from the cup on my desk at him. He
catches it, pissing me off, and he tucks it behind his ear. I hear
him mouth, ‘cocksucking bitch’ under his breath, and I consider
heaving my coffee mug at him, but I don’t. Last thing I want to do
is put a divot in the wall and lose our deposit. When I finish the
call, I hang up. “Did you get a nice look, asshole?” I ask
softly.

“Just…never thought you could paste on such a fucking fake
façade, that’s all. You’re all nice and juicy to the clients,
because you’re hungry and all, but to nice guys like me, you’re
nothing but a crusty old bitch. I ought
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