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Tempest Covina...I never imagined I'd be a part of the world that Michael Williams lived in; his family was one of the wealthiest in the country.

My dream was always to help those who were less fortunate, especially the ones who were living with addictions. 

Until Michael entered my life. His piercing blue eyes almost made me forget about my dreams. Almost. 

I'd even considered giving up everything I'd worked for and just focusing on us. Michael had all the money in the world, he was the sexiest man I'd ever seen, and he was into me–me!

Until fate forced my hand. I received a phone call from an old friend of my brother's. I had to do the hardest thing I'd ever done and break off the engagement with the man I loved, or I would lose what I'd fought for my entire life. 

Michael Williams... I was the youngest son and was always the screwup until a new woman entered my life.

I was crazy for Tempest. When she was near me, all I could think about was what else I could do for her. 

She was sexy, brash, and outspoken. Did I mention sexy? 

I asked her to marry me, and she agreed. 

My life couldn't get better. She made me feel and do things I never thought I could.

Then Tempest walked into my home and threw the engagement ring I'd given her in my face - without an explanation.

I'd almost given up on us until I read a letter she'd left for me. 
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This book is dedicated to those amazing individuals who have the capacity to love without judging. That’s a God-given gift, and very few understand how selfless or exhausting working with addicted individuals can be. 
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Chapter 1
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Michael

I loved spending time with Tempest. She was sassy and brave and would make a great social worker one day. 

Recently I heard her talking about returning to Chicago. I didn't know if she meant for a visit or if she wanted to live there. I had to find a way to convince her to stay and that I needed her here. 

John could hire her to work for his Street Welfare project. 

Tonight I was taking Tempest and her Aunt Rene out to dinner, and after that, we were dropping Rene off at a friend of hers. Tempy and I were going dancing. She begged me to go with her, so she could teach me some of the newer line dances that were popular. I hadn't danced since high school, and I knew as soon as Tempy saw me on that dance floor, she'd crack up. We would both have a good laugh. She'd probably never ask me to dance with her again. 

I chuckled as I thought about it. 

We were trying out the new club in Seattle. She'd also invited a few of her friends to go with us. I didn't know anyone to ask since all my childhood friends were in jail or waiting prison sentences after raping and molesting my sister and many of her and Tempest's friends. 

I was glad I was never sucked into my old pal's world of deceit and molestation. 

I was dating Tiffany Chen at the time. Tiffany preferred doing more sophisticated things together. She'd never cared for my friends. I was glad about that now and that I hadn't insisted we hang out with them. 

As I pulled up in front of Rene's home and sat for a few minutes as I pondered our relationship. We'd already been together for almost six months, and only last month, I asked Tempest to marry me. She screamed yes before throwing her arms around my neck. That was the best day of my life. 

I loved Tempest so much that it physically hurt when I wasn't around her.

Someone knocked on my car window. I hadn't seen Tempy come outside, but it had to be her. I pushed the switch to lower the window and bit my lips to stop from smiling. 

I looked into her gorgeous eyes; they seemed a darker purple in this light. In my most serious voice, I asked, "Excuse me, young lady, but do you have any Gray Poupon?"

Tempy glanced over her shoulder, then bent down and whispered to me through the open window. "Shh, it's inside the vault, and I don't have the combination on me at the moment, but if you come back tomorrow, I'll be sure to grab it for you." 

She stood back up and tipped her head to the side. "Now, if you don't mind, my fiancé will be here at any moment, and I'm at a loss on how to explain what you're doing here. B-Bye." She finger-waved and turned to walk back toward the house.

"Stop. I'm coming with you." I raised the window and opened the door. I almost fell out of it in my haste to reach her. 

Tempy had her hand on the doorknob when she glanced back at me. "Sorry, buddy, but I've got plans tonight. Oh wait, you look vaguely familiar. I knew I recognized you sitting in that flashy car. You're the sexy beast I'm supposed to marry soon."

I raced up the front stoop and seized her in my arms. I whispered against her face, "This sexy beast can't wait." I pulled back long enough to focus on her eyes. "I love you, Tempest."

"I love you too, but if we don't let Aunt Rene know you're here, she'll fall asleep on the couch. She hasn't been feeling well today. It took a lot to get her to go upstairs and get dressed. 

"I promised her you'd take us anywhere she wanted to go for dinner, including the Mom and Pop café on the corner, down the street. I'm sure she's not going to want to go to her friend's house and play cards afterward, either."

"If the Mom and Pop store is where she wants to go, then that's where I'll take her. Even though I did want this night to be somewhere special." I covered Tempy's mouth with mine and kept it there until neither of us could breathe. 

She broke off the kiss and pulled her head back. "Michael, every time I'm with you, it's special. We don't have to do fancy for that. We'll let her have her fun at dinner, and then later, we can get nasty on the dance floor together. I can't wait to see you squirm."

"Are you referring to my dance moves or my lovemaking skills?"

"I guess you'll have to wait and find out."
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"MICHAEL, THANK YOU for dinner. Tempy told me you wanted to take me somewhere more extravagant, but honestly, I would have felt uncomfortable in one of those fancy restaurants. I know I would have embarrassed you when I used the wrong fork." Rene was almost finished with her apple pie. 

I chuckled. "Aunt Rene, I could never be embarrassed by what you do. I've never eaten here, and the food was much better than where I'd made reservations. Thank you for suggesting it." 

Tempest reached for my hand under the table and squeezed. "Michael and I loved having you join us. But we've got other plans, so we'll take you home when you're finished with your dinner."

Rene picked up her napkin and quickly wiped her face. "I'm sorry. Here I sit, taking my sweet time with dessert. It's not like I haven't had pie before."

I squeezed Tempest's hand harder. "Rene, you don't have to rush. The club stays open late. Please relax and enjoy your dessert. There's no hurry, right Tempest?"

Tempest scowled at me, but not blatantly. Rene hadn't seen it. "Whatever you say, Michael. But if we don't get there soon, it will be overly crowded, and we won't find a table. The club is brand new, and you know how fast people funnel into the new places." 

Rene had already pushed her plate away and was reaching for her jacket. "Rene, let me help you with that." I pulled my hand from Tempest's and hurried over to the other side of the table to Tempy's aunt. "We'll do this again, and I'll try the meatloaf. It smelled delicious. It's not something we have at home."

Tempest pushed herself away from the table and stood up. "Aunt Rene, I'm going to use the lady's room before we go. Did you want to join me?"

"You go on ahead, Tempy. I'll wait here with Michael and keep him company." Rene linked her arm with mine and grinned. "I can't believe that you've never had meatloaf. I used to make it myself, but it's too much for one person. Tempy isn't a fan of my cooking. She complains that she misses her mother's food. I was the one who taught Ritta to cook in the first place."

I didn't know what to say since my mother had never cooked for me. "Well, if I don't have meatloaf here, I'll wait and try yours. I'm a bit jealous; we grew up with servants cooking. I remember wishing that my mother baked before Christmas. I never had the chance to make Christmas cookies.

"Rene, I'm not sure what's taking Tempest so long, but I can pay the bill while we wait." 

I enjoyed the small café and the food. The owner of Don's Diner made us feel welcome and thanked Rene for coming. He was close to her age, and when she asked about his wife, Janice, he teared up and told her Janice died of complications after having back surgery. Rene seemed genuinely upset by the news. 

"If you don't mind, Michael, I'd like to speak with Donald alone. Then I'll check on Tempy."

"That's fine. Take your time; I'm in no hurry." Rene walked away, and I sat back down at the table. What in the world was taking Tempy so long in the bathroom? Had she gotten sick since we arrived? Perhaps she'd started her period and was having cramps. She told me that sometimes her cramps laid her out for the first few days of her cycle. 

In a way, I hoped that was the case. I wasn't a good dancer, and I preferred spending time alone with my girl rather than going out and watching other men ogle her. She had no clue how gorgeous she was. 

Rene walked back toward me. "Poor man. He's been such a good friend. I wished I had heard about his wife passing. I need to visit here more often." She released a big sigh, then peered down at me. "I'll check on Tempy."

"Thank you. I'll wait for you by the front door."

Don waited for me at the register. "Rene raved about this place, and she was right. Your food was amazing. Your wife would be proud of you for doing so well. I will come back."

"Thank you. And when you return, be sure to bring my friend with you. Rene used to frequent here more often. But once we get older, things change, and not always for the better. 

Don rang up the final bill, and I put it on my credit card. I left him a large tip but waited to hand him the receipt until I saw Rene heading in my direction.

She shook her head. "Tempy will be here in a few minutes. She was on the phone. I asked her why you would use a cell phone while sitting on the toilet. How unsanitary can that possibly be?"

I wondered why she'd be on the phone in the restroom myself, not because of the unclean aspect, but because she felt like she had to hide in the bathroom to call someone. She'd done it the other day while walking by Puget Sound. Her phone buzzed, then after she looked at the screen, she excused herself and went into one of the small restaurants to use the bathroom. 

I wasn't blind, and I wasn't stupid. 

Tempest walked back from the bathroom, rubbing her hands together. "Don, the hot water doesn't work in the lady's bathroom. I hate washing with cold water." 

She smiled at me and leaned in to kiss my cheek. "Are we ready to go?" 

"Yeah. Don, it was a pleasure. Thanks again for your hospitality." I held the door open for the two women, and once we were walking down the few steps, Tempest linked her arms with mine. 

"What's the matter, crabby pants?"

"What makes you say that?" I disengaged her arm from mine and hurried to the back door to open it for Rene. 

"Because you are. You glared at me as soon as I left the bathroom. Why?"

"Can we talk about it later, Tempy?"

She shrugged and moved in front of me to open her door. Before she got inside, she turned and asked, "I don't know if we can or not, Michael. I'm not too fond of your attitude. Maybe we should forget about the rest of our plans, and you can drop me off at my aunt's home." She slammed the door just as I was about to do it for her and almost caught my finger when it shut. 

I hurried to the driver's side and climbed in without saying a word to her. Once I pulled away from the curb, I remembered her secretive texts and grew angrier. 

"Then I guess Rene's house, it is." Tempest slapped my arm as it gripped the steering wheel. "What was that for?"

"You're an ass, Michael. You know how much I wanted to go dancing with you tonight, and for a reason, you won't tell me about, my fun isn't going to happen... again." She slapped me again.

"Will you knock that off? Tempest, I'm not talking about this in front of your aunt. Can we drop her off and discuss this in the car?" Nothing was said, so I turned up the radio, and we listened to that during the drive. I hurried around and opened the door for Rene. 

She thanked me for the lovely dinner, then glanced behind my shoulder and raised her eyebrows. "You've got your hands full. Good luck." She kissed my cheek and hurried into the house.

I took a deep breath before turning around to meet Tempest in the car, and she stood outside on the sidewalk next to it. "Get in the car so we can talk. Please, Tempest. Perhaps we can still salvage this night and go out."

"I don't see the point, Mikey. You've already ruined it for me."

She knew I didn't like her calling me by my friends' nickname. "Grow up, Tempest. How about some honesty between us? We promised each other we wouldn't keep anything from one another. Have you already forgotten about that?"

"We also promised that we'd treat each other with respect. I do have a life somewhere else, and I've told you before that there are some things I'm not ready to share with you yet. When I'm ready to talk about it, I will. I've got a headache. I'll talk to you later." 

She walked up to me and kissed me on the cheek. "Good night, Michael. I'll talk to you tomorrow." Tempest climbed the steps and entered the house. She never turned around and looked at me. 

I yelled, "I love you too." Then I jumped into my car and left for my parent's house. I still lived with them but had been searching for my own place. I had wanted Tempest to help me look, but she was never interested. 

I felt she'd be happy living with me in my parent's home once we were married. She loved the attention my father gave her, and she loved the pool.

One day she would come around to my way of thinking. I wanted my own space now, especially since Markus and Sheryl seemed to be there more often than not. I had nothing against my sister, but her fiancé rubbed me wrong.
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I PARKED MY CAR IN front of the garage doors and was happy to see no one else visiting. Perhaps I could avoid talking to anyone and hurry up to my room before I was seen. 

I opened the front door and saw my mother climbing the stairs. She turned around when she saw me and came back down. 

I met her at the bottom of the steps and kissed her cheek. "Mom, I hope you had a good evening. I'm tired, so I will stay in my room tonight and watch TV if you don't mind."

"Is Tempest coming over later? Didn't you tell me earlier that you wouldn't be home tonight? Perhaps I had the dates wrong."

"We were supposed to go dancing, but we got into a small fight. I'll talk to Tempy tomorrow. I'm too tired for one of her discussions. I love you, Mom." 

I brushed past her, and as I climbed the stairs, she said, "You should never go to bed angry at someone. Remember what happened with John?"

How would I ever forget that?

I turned and looked at her from the top of the stairs. "I'll give her a call before I go to sleep. Good night, Mother."

"Good night, Michael."

I entered my room and started removing my clothes as soon as I shut the door. Then I went to the front-facing window and stared at the massive gardens of my parent's sprawling estate. 

The night had been a huge disappointment for me. I hadn't wanted to go dancing, but I knew we'd have fun once we were there. 

Tempest made everything fun. 

I turned away from the window and hurried into my bathroom to shower. Then I'd do as my mom suggested and call Tempest as soon as I finished my ablutions. 

I heard my phone ringing from the bathroom. "Tempest?" I dropped my towel and ran into the bedroom to retrieve my cell phone from my pants pocket. Two missed call notifications, and they were both from my brother Jonathon. 

I didn't want to talk to him, but he’d called twice. I pushed the call button and waited for him to answer.

'Michael, sorry to bother you this late, but I wanted to know if you checked the email I sent you last week.'

I looked up at the ceiling. Crap, I hadn't looked at John's proposal yet. I'd had too much going on with Tempest and had forgotten about it. "Sorry, John. My laptop hasn't been working, and I can't pull my email up on my phone."

'In other words, you haven't even bothered with it, right?'

"Jonathon, I've been busy. I promise I'll look at it tonight. Will you resend it?"

'I will, but don't put it off.'

"I'll look at it as soon as we hang up, okay?"

'Thank you, Michael. I'll stop by sometime tomorrow, and we can discuss it with Father.'

"Sounds good. I'll see you then. Good night Jonathon."

'Night, Michael. Hey, I'm glad you're on board. I love you, have a great night.'

"You too." 
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Tempest

"I'll call Michael in the morning, Auntie. Stop bugging me about it. I'm still pissed, and if we talk now, it'll only make things worse. At least we had a nice dinner. That guy, Don, seemed pretty nice, and he seemed to like you too."

Rene blushed. "I haven't seen him in such a long time. It was nice to visit with him again. The poor man lost his wife, and I wasn't even aware of it. They were a nice couple."

"But she's gone now, right?"

"Really, Tempy? I'm too old for that kind of Tomfoolery."

"No one's too old for love, Auntie. It wouldn't hurt to keep in touch with him, you know?"

"I know nothing of the sort. You worry about what you and Michael are doing, and I'll worry about myself. Good night, Tempest. Will you do me a favor and turn down your music a little more, so I can sleep? It's been rather loud lately."

I hopped off my bed to kiss her good night. "You should have said something, Auntie. I don't want to be a nuisance."

Her smile always made me think of my mother. "You will never be a nuisance. I love having you here. You remind me so much of your mom. Ritta and I were once so close."

"Then go visit her. She'd love to see you too, and I know Michael would be happy to spring for the ticket. Think about it and let me know."

Rene didn't say another word but walked out of my room and closed the door behind her. 

I felt terrible when I learned that my music had been disturbing her. I'd made it louder so she wouldn't hear my conversations with Kory. I didn't want her to say anything to Michael about my phone calls with him. But after our dinner this evening, Mikey had figured it out. 

I heard the alert for a text message. It was probably Michael apologizing. I sat on the side of my bed for a few minutes before I picked up my phone to read what he had sent. 

"Kory? He never texts me this late." I opened the message. 

'Can't talk. I need cash quick. Temp, please come to Chicago. I need your help. Got to go. I'll call you tomorrow.'

I took a deep breath. Things sounded like they were getting pretty bad for Kory. I wished I knew someone else in Chicago who could help him, but most of my old friends would never go into the area where Kory hung out. I didn't blame them. 

Englewood was the worst place in the world. That's where they'd found my brother, Travis. He was shot execution style and left to die. The police said it was a drug deal gone wrong. But my brother didn't do drugs. I knew he was there trying to help somebody, and he probably got caught in the middle of some all-star scoring. 

His death was one of the main reasons I chose to go into Phycology. I wanted to be a social worker and help where I could. Chicago was a big place with even bigger problems. It would be worth it if I could save one person from my brother's fate. 

Kory knew my brother very well; they were friends. Kory Zeon needed saving, and I'd do my best to help him.

I finished getting myself ready for bed. I felt terrible about the way our evening had gone. It had been my fault. I loved Michael so much that it ached when we weren't together. And for some reason, I still couldn't tell him about my life in Chicago. Some things were too painful to talk about. My brother being one of them, and my mom another. 

I wished she and Rene would talk to one another again. I sighed. I'm sure my aunt would say the same thing about my mom and me. But until my mom listened to reason and stopped blaming everything that happened to Travis on his choices, she would never get over his death. She had to grasp that he wasn't a bad kid at all; he'd only tried to help others get over their addictions and was caught in the crossfire. 

"Oh, Mamma. What's got to happen before you can forgive Travis?" I had no idea what to do. I missed my mom. My Aunt Rene was the best; she'd been fair and understanding the entire time I'd lived with her.

But she wasn't my mother.

I closed my eyes and went to sleep, remembering how close we'd once been as a family.
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"KORY, I TOLD YOU I'D be there as soon as possible. I still have to find a way to get the money?"

'Ask your boyfriend for some. Didn't you tell me he was rich? If he loves you, then he'll give you whatever you want.'

I didn't answer right away. 

'Temp, are you still there?'

"Yes, and I'm sure he would do just that, but I want to see if I can find some on my own first. He can't know what I'm doing, and asking for plane fare might be a little suspicious. Don't you think?"

'Whatever you do, don't get him involved. If Ghost finds out I've called you, he'll take me out. I don't need another white boy sniffin' around in my business, even if he is rich. Temp, You've got to hurry. I need you.'

No, you don't. You just need my money. I felt terrible for thinking that way and hoped it wasn't true. 

"I'll get there as soon as I can. Don't worry. I won't say a word to anyone about where I am, except for my aunt. I have to let her know, or she'll call the police. I'll have to think of something for her to tell Michael, so he doesn't go looking for me. I don't want him hurt."

'Whatever you can bring me will help. GD, Temp. I don't want to end up on Ghost's face.'

"I know, and I don't want you there either. I'll find a way to get to Chicago in the next day or two. Watch for me. Will you be in your usual place?" 

He was just as afraid as I was, so I tried to reassure him the best I could. "Hey, Kory. Everything will be all right. I promise you."

'Well, it won't unless you get here with lots of cabbage.'

"I'll do what I can. Hang tight until I get there, and don't get yourself lit, either. You know how you get when that happens."

'GD Temp, I told you I gave that shit up?'

I shook my head back and forth as I gripped the phone. "Kory, you wouldn't be calling me now if you had. I'm not stupid. I'll see you soon. I love you, Kory." 

It was quiet for a few seconds. 'Love you too. Be careful.'

The phone call was disconnected, and as soon as he hung up, I wanted to call him back and tell him I couldn't do this. But if I didn't, Kory would end up dead before next week. I'd never forgive myself if that happened. He was one of the main reasons that I was going to school. I had to make a difference in someone's life, and the only way I knew how was by being their friend, with no judgments, and helping them end their addictions.

Michael would never forgive me when he learned what I did, but my friend's life was at stake, and if I had to hurt Michael to save Kory's life, then so be it. 

The area I'd be looking for Kory in was scary a few years ago. I couldn't imagine how bad it was now. I'd only bring the bare necessities with me, and I had to find a way to keep my money, Driver's license, and bank card hidden: no wallet, no purse, and nothing to draw suspicion to myself. 
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