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      Once again, we’re bringing something ‘new’ to you, our readers. But, that doesn’t come without a lot of help behind the scenes.

      

      We want to acknowledge the photographer, Reggie Deanching. His picture of Jamey perfectly captured the look we both had for Atticus. We hope we did your vision justice and look forward to working with you on the next two books in the trilogy!

      

      Tracie Douglas, you’re our cover designer queen. You took the picture we sent and made it into something that is fucking badass. It should be no surprise to you that your #coverwhores love and adore you. Keep that shit up, woman!

      

      Jamie Walker, thank you for being the embodiment of who we envisioned for Atticus. We cannot wait to unleash this to our readers and hope that you’re proud of how we chose to represent you as this character who lived in our heads.

      

      Nicole and Sharon, our PA’s. Our lives would be a disaster without you keeping us in line. Thank you for everything you do for us. You have no idea how much we appreciate the two of you.

      

      And to “our team” of ladies who beta, edit and proof for us - we couldn’t do this without you. Thanks for coming along for the ride!

      

      ~ Dar and Liberty
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      Atticus Nelson is one flat-out, do not mess with him badass. He’s a take-no-prisoners kind of man, one who is known for his brusque, almost abrasive personality. What no one knows, not even his brothers, is he’s lonely. He wants what their parents had before their mom left, but with his lifestyle, it doesn’t seem possible.

      

      Until her.

      

      The night he went in to hunt down the senator for Law, a member of the RGMC, he met Piper Carsden. The broken and bloodied woman he finds shackled to the wall calls to him in some undefinable way. Unable to leave her behind, he takes her with him, not looking for anything more than a night once she heals from the torture she’s endured.

      

      When it becomes evident that she’s in danger, Atticus uses the skills that he and his brothers have to try and eliminate the threat.

      

      Will he succeed in ridding her from the evil that’s haunted her for years so they can build on a night of passion the likes of which neither has ever experienced? Or will he lose his chance at happily ever after?
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        Atticus

      

      

      

      “We have a mission,” my older brother, Silas, says to me as I’m sitting in my recliner in the office enjoying a crisp-cold beer, finally relaxing and recovering from a job that still has me pissed and seeing red. When the case was initially presented to us, and I saw the pictures, and read the hospital reports of this poor woman, who’d been brutally and viciously raped and assaulted, I went into a blinding rage. I was ready to take that motherfucker out of this world that instant. Luckily, it only took me a day to track his sorry ass down, thanks to Jonas’ mad computer skills. The dumb fuck was using his plastic to eat and sleep. Meaning, he wasn’t hiding his trail and was using his credit cards.

      “The fuck, man, can’t a guy sit back, relax, and drink a cold brew before you come in giving him an assignment! Motherfucker, I just got back from putting down that piece of shit, Amos, that raped that woman. Can’t I get past that before you send me to take out another piece of shit?” Some of these cases are starting to get to me, and I need a minute to myself before I begin all over again.

      “No. Not an option right now, brother—unfortunately. This concerns the call you initially received from Law when he got in touch asking for help. There’s a senator, some fucker named Sterling Brown. Get this, he’s a motherfucking junior, he wasn’t even special enough to get his own name.” This is a common joke between the three of us. I can’t help but internally roll my eyes, I hate dealing with juniors, seniors and thirds. They’re always too big for their britches, and think they are above answering for their crimes against humanity.

      We both crack up in laughter. “Let me guess, he was born with a silver spoon in his mouth too?”

      “Score one for you! How’d you know?” he sarcastically asks. This time I do roll my eyes. The law can’t always go after these guys because technically they have no proof of their illegal activities. Which is where we come in, when the law can’t, or won’t, do a damn thing about it. Jonas can find a needle in a haystack blindfolded, with his hands tied behind his back. And between me, Silas, and our recon skills, if an asshole has dirt to find on him, we dig it up. The three of us are in high demand, and a force to be reckoned with. The ‘good guys’ hands may be tied, but ours aren’t. We aren’t sanctioned or governed by the government. I like a good hunt too, which makes for a good day of keeping my ‘specialized talents’ honed.

      “So what’s the deal?” I ask as he throws a file in my lap. We always look at them, work the case, then burn everything, never a good idea to leave behind a paper trail leading back to us. We are like ghosts, there one minute and gone the next. I open it up and begin reading as he goes on to explain.

      “This bastard killed his wife, and physically hurt their little girl. He roughed her up, and no one was sure she’d recover from the injuries. Law wants him gone… without a trace.” I can understand the reasoning behind that, especially if this involves his new woman. I’d feel the same way, if and that’s a big if, I allowed a woman to come into my life. Due to my mother abandoning us when I was ten, Silas thirteen, and Jonas seven years old, it makes a man wary of putting his trust in the other gender.

      “And of course, they don’t want to get their hands dirty,” I reiterate. They aren’t a one-percent club, and most of them are in law enforcement of some kind, so they have to turn their heads in the other direction, and that’s where we come in to play.

      “You and I both know that’s not who they are, fucker. Get this, the senator we’re going to be tracking has been threatening Law’s woman for a long time, too.” Nailed it on the head, I knew from our conversation that Law was involved with this family on a personal level. Good for him, I suppose.

      Ah fuck. My circle is small and tight, but Law’s not a bad guy. None of the bikers are, actually. Most are former military, so they have the training we do, they just choose to live life differently. They like to stay on the right side of the law. I’m okay with that but don’t anticipate any kind of in-depth shit where they’re concerned. If they need a job worked, they call us. Period.

      “So, when do you want me to begin working this and go out searching for information?” I ask my brother, because honestly, I need more background on this fucker before I know where to begin my search.

      “I’ve got Jonas working on getting us more information to complete the file and give us a better idea of where we need to go. I’m not sure which circles he’s involved himself in, but if he’s disappeared, he’s got friends in some pretty high places. I have a feeling we’re going to uncover a lot of the higher ups in the government in his pockets.” He casually leans against the wall and crosses his arms over his chest. To most he’d look relaxed, but knowing him as well as I do, I know he’s settling in for a long conversation. Guess there’s no rest for the wicked after all.

      “It’d be typical with an asshole like him.” I get up and grab another couple of beers before I start getting into what he’s managed to dig up so far. I walk back over towards my seat and I toss one of the cold ones to him. I sit down, pull the lever on the side of my seat, and get relaxed. I have a feeling that this information is going to have my hackles rising. As I get halfway through the file, I get to the point where I see the description of the injuries inflicted on the little girl, and what all she suffered. I stop and get up again. Going over to the liquor cabinet I grab myself the bottle of whiskey instead. This case calls for something stronger than what I’m currently drinking.  Beer won’t put the demons to rest that plague my soul.

      “Told ya it was a rough read,” he says. He’s watched me reading, and I know he sees the white-hot rage that’s coursing through me because my muscles are clenched, and my entire body is stiff. If Senator Douchebag was standing in front of me right now, I’d eviscerate him with my pocket knife and make his entrails into necklaces before I took the pleasure of sending him straight to the pits of hell. Motherfucking, son-of-a-bitch! I’m not a total heartless bastard and imagining what she went through has my gut roiling, it actually makes me nauseous. But I don’t stop drinking. Especially when I turn the page and see the pictures. Dear God! I don’t know many grown men who could get past injuries like these, let alone a small, fragile, little girl.

      “Fucking hell, motherfucker! How in the fuck did she survive what he did to her?” I grit through my teeth, clutching the picture that shows her legs and an arm casted, and purple bruises and cuts everywhere that skin is showing. “How? Jesus Fucking Christ.” I feel murderous, worse than I’ve ever felt before. We don’t get justice for kids very often, and when we have, none of them were close to this severe.

      “Now you know why I agreed to us doing this one. When Law called you, he didn’t give you any deets other than he needed our help. I spoke with Law, and then dug into the information initially provided by him. I made the final decision to go further with this case because of the severity of the situation. There’s no way that Emma, and Cassarah, his woman and kid, are safe with that fucking piece of shit still out on the loose. Seems Law’s old lady is this kid’s biological aunt, and she was so scared of the senator that she disappeared, went into hiding, and that’s where Law ended up meeting her. Pure luck that they ended up crossing paths. Actually, he initially lost the case in the court of law that began it all, and the kid was returned to the dad after the first beating that took place. Like I said earlier, this guy has to have hands in deep pockets, we just need to find out who they are. That’s where Jonas comes in, he’ll follow the breadcrumbs and find out where they lead.”

      Yeah, stupid fucking judicial system. Why would they give her back to the person who abused her to begin with? If they hadn’t, her mother might have lived, and she wouldn’t have been nearly broken in two. I have some informants who will come in handy when it comes to the moneybags who go into hiding. I’ll give them a call and see if they can find out what underground organization he is involved with. It could take some time, but they are our best bet when it comes to finding out who’s backing him.

      

      
        
        Piper

      

      

      

      “Be a good little bitch and we’ll let you see your sister tonight,” I’m advised as I, once again, am set out to do their dirty deeds. I was taken in the dead of the night as I left my job at the local strip club. I’m a waitress, or was, before I was taken against my will. I made good money in tips, and obviously caught the attention of some unsavory men. They took my baby sister to use as leverage against me to get me to do as they demand. My sister is the only family I have left, and I’d do anything to protect her and keep her safe. Apparently, one of my customers that is fond of me is someone they’re attempting to get on their side and they’ll use any and all means to get him onboard.

      Why they think I’ll have any influence on his decisions is anyone’s guess. I know he’s kind of sweet on me, but flirting is as far as it’s ever got between me and Mr. Garza. But apparently, they feel differently. So far since they’ve had me in their clutches, I’ve sold things that I have no clue what they are, but I’m a great salesperson and can sell a beachside property to a dying man who only has weeks to live. I have the ability to make him think, and feel, that it would be vital to the rest of his days. Most of these people they have me working with are tied to Mr. Garza and his organization. It’s a way for me to get a foothold into his world and further gather his attention.

      “What is it I’ll be doing tonight?” I question.

      “Mr. Garza is having a party, invite only, but we have a feeling you can manage to get yourself inside. He has feelings for you, unlike anything he’s ever shown towards another female. Do your thing, get inside and plant this in his office.” He shows me a small circular device, and I have a feeling that it’s a bug of some sorts.

      “So not only do I need to get inside, but I need to locate his office and plant this thing,” I ask, pointing at it, “hidden so it won’t be found?”

      “See, you get it.” His smile spreads across his face. But it isn’t a friendly smile, it’s sinister and makes my body break out in shivers, and not the good kind.

      “And how do you propose I get myself invited looking like this?” I ask, pointing down to the raggedy clothes I’m wearing. “There’s no way I’ll fit in.”

      “Well, bitch, we’ve got clothes upstairs. You’ll bathe in the stream and make yourself presentable in time to ‘accidentally’ run into Garza at his usual lunch spot. We’ve already worked it out to where you two will be seated next to each other. This job depends on the health and welfare of poor, sweet Destiny. But I encourage you to screw this up, because she’s been promised to me if you do. I long to get my hands on her luscious body.”

      Oh fuck no. There’s no way this miscreant is touching my baby sister. No fucking way!

      “You’re disgusting,” I sneer at him.

      “Just being honest. Do your job and she remains untouched, don’t do it and she’ll pay for your failure.” I will succeed, there’s no way I’m letting this animal put even one finger on my sister!

      “Fine, take me to the stream, I’ll get that invite and plant that bug.”

      “Now you’re talking.” He unlocks the chains that have me bolted to the wall and grabs my elbow roughly, yanking me towards the door of my wayward cell. Maybe I can find a way to talk to Mr. Garza and give him the heads up and hopefully he’ll be willing to help me and Destiny.
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        Atticus

      

      

      

      My fury hasn’t abated since reading the file last night. Instead, it’s grown into something that is fast approaching nuclear levels of destruction. “Ya gonna ease up on those?” Jonas asks, coming into the room we’ve turned into a gym of sorts. I’ve been pounding away at the punching bag, my hands moving so quickly it’s more of a blurred motion. I can feel my muscles aching in my arms from the brutal force I’m using.

      “Fuck, no. Did you see what that fucker did to that little girl?” I question, my teeth clenched so tight that my jaw aches. The visions I’ve endured all night have me wound up tight.

      “Yeah, I did. But, Atticus, she’s recovering well from everything I’ve been able to find doing my research. She’s in some kind of therapy. Has her aunt and Law both to help with the physical and emotional part.”

      “A four-year-old has no business having to go to any kind of motherfucking therapy,” I state, my hands punching the bag in time to my words. He has no fucking clue what this has done to my head. None at all.

      “This is a hard one for us all to grasp. We need to just concentrate all of our efforts on finding this son-of-a-bitch and ending him. We can’t go back and change the past, but we can make sure her future is safe from his threats.”

      “Leave it to you to always see the brighter side of any issues.” I dryly state to him as he casually sits there on the bench as if this doesn’t affect him in the least.

      “Not the brighter side of things, but my mind is on the bigger picture. We make sure she’s safe, put this scumbag in the ground and call it a day.”

      “Just like that, huh?” I ask, finally dropping my arms. I’m covered in sweat and still unsettled about the whole thing, but he’s right. We put this motherfucker in the ground and that little girl, Emma, gets a future she wouldn’t have otherwise if he was lurking out there somewhere.

      “If I sit around and don’t think of the end result, I’d drive myself mad. What we do for others makes their life worth living. We can’t dwell on the past, brother,” he states, standing up and walking out of the door ending our conversation.

      I stand there looking at where he just walked out the door and ponder what he just said. I know I need to move past this, but those pictures are on repeat in my mind. It’s like a slideshow that I can’t stop. We aren’t supposed to get personally involved with clients or in our cases, but sometimes that’s easier said than done.
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      I’m in my room, just getting out of the shower when my phone begins ringing. I pick it up and look at the caller ID. It shows an unknown number, but most of the time these are people seeking help, or one of our hired informants calling to give us updates on what they’ve been able to find.

      “Yo,” I answer in my standard greeting. I hate being on the phone, that isn’t my thing. I like crushing heads together and being out in the field.

      “Atticus,” I hear a familiar voice call out on the other end of the line.

      “What’s up, Chandler?” I ask my favorite informant. He never lets me down and takes the assignments I give him seriously.

      “Got some info on that senator you called about last night,” he informs me.

      “Yeah, lay it on me,” I command.

      “From what I can gather, he is in dealings with the Southside Freaks and the Devil’s Demons.” Oh great, those are the lowest on the food chain when it comes to scum gangs on this side of the states. They have no regard for people or their property and belongings.

      “You’ve got to be fucking with me, right?” I inquire, making sure I didn’t misunderstand him.

      “Nope,” he replies.

      “Fuck, how the hell did he get mixed up with them?” I wonder out loud. “How solid is your intel?”

      “As solid as a rock, I’d trust this man with my life.” This is not what I want to hear. These guys have associations with people that I hate to get involved with. We have in the past and will again I’m sure, but that doesn’t mean I like it.

      “Do you happen to know where they’re hiding him?”

      “My guy only knows that he’s buried deep underground. I’ll keep digging around and update you as I find out more,” he says, and I disconnect the call. If he has nothing else, there’s no reason to stay on and chit-chat. I get dressed and head downstairs to inform Silas of what I was just told. Our office is downstairs, and our personal rooms are upstairs. It makes life easier than having to jump from place to place.

      

      
        
        Piper

      

      

      

      Once I’m bathed and dressed I’m sent on my way with twenty dollars in cash to pay for my lunch in case Mr. Garza doesn’t pick up my tab. I am picked up by an uber driver and it’s been prepaid by my captor. My nerves are fried because failure is not an option, I need to be irresistible and invited to tonight’s party. I feel bad betraying Mr. Garza, he’s always been nice to me and generous with the tips he leaves. Unfortunately, he and his feelings can’t be what I worry about, Destiny has to be who I worry about. Because I’ll do anything for my baby sister. She’s an innocent in all of this and I won’t have these scumbags touching her. I’ll die first before I let that happen. Or, figure out a way to let someone know that can maybe help us both out of this nightmare.

      The driver lets me out at the restaurant and I head inside after taking a deep breath of fresh air. Being kept underground has shown me that I need sunlight on a regular basis to survive. The ‘community’ for lack of a better word that I’ve been kept in is some kind of underground cavern or something. Kinda reminds me of that movie from years ago. The name escapes me, but I remember it was yummy and fascinating because of the two main actors. Shaking my head at where my thoughts are going, I head inside and immediately see Mr. Garza. His eyes raise to mine and a smile crosses his face. “Well, hello, Piper. I haven’t seen you lately. Would you care to join me for lunch?”

      I nod. Objective one… accomplished. I go to join him as he gets up and pulls my chair out for me and indicates with his hand for me to take the seat. I gladly accept and graciously sit. “Thank you for asking me to join you today, I wasn’t looking forward to eating by myself,” I inform him. His bright white smile spreads across his face, he’s such a handsome man that it breaks my heart that I’ll possibly have to hurt him.

      Over lunch, we talk about what’s been going on in our lives, me relying on a story I’ve made up, which is one hundred percent bullshit, seeing as I’ve been a prisoner now for the past month or so. I’ve lost track without the sun to help me count the time in between days. When he asks why I haven’t been at work, I spin a story about losing a great-aunt that took me out of town. Then, he expresses his condolences for my loss and I feel like absolute shit and want to spill my guts. But I keep in mind that there’s a reason I’m here today, and that reason isn’t for me alone.

      Think of Destiny my brain shouts. She has to be what keeps this charade up, I can’t let it slip that I’m not being one-hundred percent honest with him. Shutting that train of thought down, I thank him instead and ask what he’s been doing.

      “Oh, I’m having a party this evening. If it’s not too soon, dear, I’d love to have you attend.” Score! My mind screams out in triumph.

      Objective two… get invited to the party accomplished. “I’d love that if you’re sure it’s okay?” I ask, batting my eyelashes in his direction. “And what’s the dress code?” I laugh because I’m pretty sure my captors know, and I’ll have the appropriate dress to wear. It makes me sick to let them clothe me, but what choice do I have other than to be their dutiful slave?

      “It’s casual, dear. Wear your favorite pair of jeans...or not,” he looks me up and down in perusal of what I’m currently wearing. “My home sits on a beach, so you could just wear your favorite bikini.” He draws out the last word, emphasizing what he’d prefer me to wear, or lack of should I say.

      “I’ll do what I can,” I flirt.  I place my hand on his and give it a gentle squeeze. His eyes blaze with desire, and I know that I’ll be able to use this to my advantage. “If you’ll write out your address and write down the time, I’ll make sure that I’m there,” I play my part.

      “Absolutely,” he replies as he pulls out a business card from his wallet and brings out a pen from his inner jacket pocket. He writes down the information and slides the card across the table to me. I reach out to grab the card, only he places his hand on top of mine when I do and brings it up to his mouth and lays a gentle peck on the outside. “Until tonight,” he says, as he gets up and goes to the front to pay the bill. My heart is pitter-pattering, I can feel the tempo of its steady beat as it drums its way through my veins. I can do this, I remind myself. I get up and head out the door where there is yet another car waiting to pick me up. It’s a different driver every time I’m sent out on a job. I get in and the car pulls away, taking me back to my kidnappers.
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      I’m dropped off at a beautiful beachside home. It’s bigger than anything I’ve ever personally been to. I’ve seen plenty of these mansion style houses on the beach on television, but they seem smaller than true to life on the screen. I gawk up at the second story and see a couple having sex, right there in the open on the balcony. The woman’s head is thrown back in ecstasy as the man brutally pounds into her. I clench my legs because the scene in front of me is turning me on. I’ve never witnessed a couple having sex before, but the vision I’m seeing is beautiful, raw and full of passion. Makes me wish it was me in the woman’s place. To feel that heat coming from another person and leveled at yourself is rare. I’ve had several partners, but none that made me scream out and feel as good as she seems to be. Damn, it’s been a long time since I’ve had a man between my thighs. Maybe that’s the problem, I haven’t had any good attention from the opposite sex in what feels like a really long time. Shaking my head, I head to the front door and ring the bell.

      “Good evening, may I help you?” the gentleman asks me.

      “Um… yes, Mr. Garza invited me, my name is Piper Carsden,” I inform him.

      “Miss Carsden, yes. Mr. Garza is expecting you,” the butler says once he’s opened the door. He gives me a once-over and I pray I’m dressed properly. I went with the off-the-shoulder sundress they had in the room. I also put on a very risqué bikini that is white and will show off all of the goods if it gets wet. The dress itself is gauzy, light and despite the circumstances, it makes me feel pretty. I fixed my hair in large curls that fall down my shoulders and land in the middle of my back, knowing my dark auburn hair will captivate Mr. Garza. When I breach the doorway to the house I immediately see the open bar and head that way, needing some liquid courage.

      “What can I get for ya?” the bartender asks me.

      “I’ll have a sex on the beach, please,” I answer.

      “Good choice,” gets whispered in my ear. I look over my shoulder and see Mr. Garza standing behind me.

      “Yes it is,” I respond to his statement.

      “Sex on the beach is always a good thing.” Ah, we’re back to flirting again I see.

      “Couldn’t say for sure, have never had that experience,” I bat my eyes at him. God, I hope I’m not overplaying this. “But what about the sand?”

      He throws his head back in laughter then says, “We may have to fix that for you,” he winks at me. “And if it’s done correctly, you’ll never even notice the sand.”

      Oh my. Hmm. Well, I’m not sure what to say now, so I smile and take a sip of my drink. He places his hand on my lower back and I can feel the heat as it travels up my spine. I won’t lie, I am desperately attracted to him, but it feels like there’s something…  missing. Some spark of recognition when he speaks to me or touches me. It’s something I’ve always dreamed of feeling when the man of my dreams is near. I wonder if that’s just shit spewed by romance authors or even television programs and movies, or if it really exists. I mean, isn’t there truth in fiction? I feel bad that I’m using him to help rescue myself and my sister from our current situation and don’t want to get feelings mixed into it as well.

      “Come with me, let’s mingle. I have some people I’d like to introduce you to,” he states, moving me away from the bar. Who? Who could he possibly wish for me to meet? This confuses me, but I’ll just go with it and see what he’s up to. He introduces me to some of his ‘closest’ friends who are friendly to the outside eye, but I can feel how standoffish they’re being with me. After a bit, I excuse myself to go to the restroom. I walk around the downstairs as inconspicuously as I can, trying not to draw any type of attention my way. Not finding the office down here, I casually walk up the stairs, acting as if I belong here and can go wherever I please. Once I make it up the stairs, the urge to actually relieve myself hits and I go to the first bathroom I come across. I see it has a connecting door and once I’m finished and my hands are washed, I gently ease it open. To my surprise, I think I’ve unknowingly located the office. I look around to make sure no one is in here, when I’m satisfied that no one is here, I rush over to the lamp and place the bug on the top where the shade is screwed on. My hands shake as I finish the task and rush back into the connecting bathroom. I lay back on the door and get my breathing under control. Once I gain my self-control, I walk out the door and head towards the staircase. Now to get the rest of this night finished so I can get back to my hellhole. Once I make it down the stairs I notice Mr. Garza searching the room. I have a feeling he’s seeking me out. He spots me as soon as my foot hits the bottom stair and confusion mars his face.

      “Why were you coming down from the top floor?” he questions.

      “The bathroom down here was occupied, so I took it upon myself to find one that wasn’t,” I reply. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude, Mr. Garza.”

      “Call me Leo, dear. And, that’s quite alright. Did you have any problems finding the restroom upstairs?” A gush of air leaves my lungs when he accepts my explanation. I can’t believe I’m a party to deceiving this exceptional man.

      “Not at all.” Okay, now I’m at a loss. He seems like a nice man, but why would the assholes who have me want to bug his office? These are questions I’m sure I may never get an answer to and that will drive me crazy. We mingle some more until I look at the time and notice that I have to get out of here because my ride will be waiting on me and I can’t take the chance of pissing anyone off.

      “Leo?” I say, getting his attention from the conversation he’s currently involved in.

      “Yes, my dear,” he responds.

      “I hate to do this, but I have a friend picking me up because I need to leave. I wanted to stop by and see you before I left,” I inform him.

      “I hate to end this night, are you sure I can’t give you a ride when this party wraps up?” he asks.

      “I would if I didn’t have plans that require me to spend the night with her and get up early in the morning. How about we set up another time and place to meet up?” I ask hopefully, because I’d like to get a chance to speak with him alone.

      “We can do that, do you still have my card?”

      “I do,” I lie, because the business card he supplied me with was taken from me earlier this afternoon when I got back from our lunch date.

      “It has my number on it, give me a call and we’ll set something up.” I smile at him. I know he can’t tell it’s a sad smile because he’s unaware of my situation, he won’t notice the difference between this and my real smile.
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