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PROLOGUE


She felt her body fall lifeless as she writhed in tremendous pain. She attempted to take a deep breath but was unable to fill her lungs with the oxygen they so craved. She looked around and saw nothing but the luminosity of daylight radiating through a small iridescent window in the corner of the room. Brilliant, shining light filled the room to capacity. The room smelled of a disinfectant that pierced her nostrils. She could see people walking all around her aimlessly. None of them paid her any mind. The look of perplexity was apparent in their faces as they stared straight ahead while continuing their futile march. She was perspiring profusely with the tiny droplets being swallowed by her pillow. She was unable to move or speak. The only thing she could do was watch vulnerably as the other patients ambled in front of her like mummies, with each creating the same resonant sound. It wasn’t a song and it wasn’t a hum—it was more like a chant.


Slowly the pain throughout her body was disappearing. It was as if someone had magically cut a hole into her callused skin allowing the hurt to permeate into the atmosphere and out of her body to give her more and more strength.





CHAPTER 1


    “JORDAN!!!! Coffee for Trent now!” Mr. Hines, her boss, yelled from the intercom he rarely used.


Jordan jerked up from her desk and immediately ran to the coffee room. She would do anything for Mr. Prescott, even if it was at the request of that ass Hines. Anything he wanted was anything he got. Especially if he wanted her in a long sleek, flowing see-through teddy just like last night.


Ahhhhh. Last night. It had been so special, so ideal. They had concluded the perfect evening at Trent’s penthouse apartment where he made feral, passionate love to her all night long.


Jordan opened the top counter and reached for a coffee mug. She remembered each detail vividly. When she peered into the apartment, she saw a wildly gigantic open space mutedly lit with scented candles scattered throughout the immaculate room.


Earlier that evening they had shared a candlelit dinner at a cozy little restaurant aptly named L’Amour. It was there he donned her with a sparkling diamond bracelet from Tiffanys. The dinner of lamb, new potatoes and a vegetable medley had been delicious. When he brought her back to his place for the “dessert,” she’d been more than willing to accept his love. He had opened the door and scooped her up in his arms to take her through the front gates of his kingdom as if they had just been united in holy matrimony. He delicately placed her on top of the bearskin rug in front of the blazing fireplace and kissed her softly.


Oh yes, the memory was so clear now.


Wait, no; she took the fireplace out of her gilded reverie because there was no need for one in the middle of July.


Start over.


Before Jordan could mentally redesign her vision, she heard her name being called from down the hall.


“JORDAN!”


Jordan reached into the drawer, pulled out a spoon and quickly mixed the steaming liquid in the cup. She would have to finish her fantasy when she retired for the night. Hopefully it would replace the nightmares she had had for the past few evenings. As for right now, she had to get his coffee to him pronto.


When she reached Hines’ door, she tapped quietly and waited for a response. There was none so she knocked a little louder.


“Come in!” the voice boomed from behind the large oak door.


Jordan carefully placed her free hand on the doorknob and balanced the coffee in the other hand while slowly turning the brass knob. Before she knew it, an impatient Hines thrust open the door from the other side and immediately sent her plummeting into the office. She spilled the extremely hot liquid down the front of her new white J.C. Penney blouse.


Jordan winced in pain as the coffee seethed its way through the blouse and onto her skin. Hines, who was on his headset phone system, cut his eyes in disgust and said nothing to her and continued with his phone call. On the floor, Jordan looked up for Mr. Prescott. Thank goodness he was no longer in the room to witness this humiliation.


Hines walked toward his desk and grabbed some tissues. He strolled back over to her, practically shoving them in her face, all of this while still talking on the phone. She reached out for the tissues with some slowly flailing to the floor. As she bent down to pick them up, her glasses fell from her face and landed lens down in the moist section of the floor where the coffee had stained the gray carpet.


“I’m sorry. I’ll get this cleaned up right away.” She was on her hands and knees dabbing the wet spot with the dilapidated tissues.


“Just leave it and get me another cup,” Hines said, shooing her off. His face was now a deep shade of red. This was a tremendous feat considering his dark, rich complexion.


Mr. Hines was a true jackass. Everyone in the small office thought so. That could be why he wasn’t married, although he kept a picture of some butt ugly woman on his desk which they all knew wasn’t his wife. According to rumors, he never got married. He did keep a bevy of women on the side. For whatever purpose she didn’t know and didn’t want to know. The thought sickened her to her stomach.


Hines was neither handsome nor repulsive. He was just there. She guessed him to be in his mid-forties but he had a perpetual crinkle right between his eyes that made him appear much older. He was extremely tall and his stature made him even more Goliathlike. He could be considered attractive if you didn’t know him, but to Jordan there just wasn’t anything physically eye-catching about him. After all, she knew him and knew him well. He was one of those men who was always right and never thought twice about telling everybody so. He was also a callous man who had no people skills whatsoever and didn’t give two hoots about anyone or anything but his checkbook. That was probably another reason why he wasn’t married—the whole alimony factor after the inevitable divorce. To her, it was like he was the devil incarnate.


As Jordan got up and headed toward the door to retrieve him another cup, she heard him say something behind her.


“And this time, be more careful! The cleaning of my carpet will definitely be coming out of your pay.”


Jerk! she thought as she closed the door behind her.


This seemed to be the direction Jordan’s life was headed. That is, until the murders took place and that changed everything.





CHAPTER 2


    “Girlfriend, I don’t know how you let that man treat you like that.”


Jordan had hurried home in the unbelievable rush-hour traffic to tell her roommate Terry about the horrid events of the day.


“That wasn’t even the worst part of it. Later on in the day, he had me go get him his lunch and his dry cleaning.”


“Oh, no he didn’t.” Her roommate tugged at the Venetian blinds, attempting to allow the sun’s rays into the gloomy room.


Jordan shook her head and held up her hand to indicate that even that wasn’t the worst part.


“When I brought the dry cleaning back, he must’ve been out to lunch, so I went into his office and carefully laid the clothes down on his chair. Well, as I went to lay them down, I knocked over this vile plant that sits right in the middle of his desk. Of course the soil and water seeped right through the plastic and onto his newly cleaned jacket.”


Terry let out a howl.


“Good for you. What did your asshole boss have to say to that?”


“Nothing yet because by the time he got back, I had already left for the day, but I’m sure I’ll hear it tomorrow.”


Jordan sighed at the mere thought of getting chastised by Hines yet again. At this point she shouldn’t have cared but it was when he did it in front of everybody that embarrassed her.


She’d been at PHC Industries—named after the owners—for only three months but in that short time frame, she had managed to get in major hot water with her boss at least three times that she could recall. This whole dry cleaning thing would be the fourth. She couldn’t understand why they didn’t just fire her. She was no good as a secretary and she tried telling the temp service that, but they were only interested in getting their commission, so off she went. Besides, it was a job. Now only if she could keep it. Technically, she was supposed to work for two bosses, one unfortunately being Hines, and the other, a fine specimen of a man by the name of Trent Prescott. To her dismay, Mr. Prescott had gotten his own personal secretary and really never called on her for anything.


“You take so much shit from that man. I’m glad he finally got his. Now maybe he’ll think twice about asking you to do all that Jeffrey the butler shit.”


“I know, but what can I do? He treats everyone like this.”


“Girl, stop making excuses for the man. An asshole is only as big as its owner.”


Jordan knew this was an excuse but she had to come up with something as to why she allowed him to treat her this way. Bill Hines was a jerk but, on the other hand, Trent made it all worthwhile. Now, that was one good-looking man. Trent Prescott had a tawny complexion that turned this striking shade of reddish-brown when he was out in the sun for a long period of time. He was the antithesis of Hines, as opposite as opposites could get, and he could dress the heck out of anything because he had the body of Persius. Although she never saw his stomach—except in her fantasies—she could imagine no less than a six-pack underneath his cleanly pressed white shirts. He was tall, lean and every day he smelled of Dial soap with just the faintest hint of cologne. Even his nails were clean and tidy. Unlike Hines, who constantly had dirt or Lord knows what else under his fingernails, Trent kept his nails unsoiled. For some men it just came natural and he was one of those men.


Even though Jordan had only been there for a short time, she had gotten the 411 on him. In fact she had gotten it the first day she was there. Hines and Prescott were co-owners of PHC Industries and although it was a small company that dealt with financing, it was growing and seemed to be doing very well.


Trent Prescott was only forty-two years old and had been married to Jaqueline—his ex-model wife—for fifteen years and had no kids and no pets. She’d figured the no-kids situation was due more to Mrs. Rodriguez-Prescott moreso than him. Last month PHC Industries had sponsored a “Bring Your Kids to Work Day.” She saw firsthand how he loved children. While Hines locked his door for the day to keep the rugrats out, Trent constantly had kids running in and out of his office all day long.


“Can’t you get rid of him and just work for that fine Trent you keep drooling over?” Her roommate was always in the know of everything she did; regardless of her telling him or not.


Jordan had reached across the table to grab her fourth slice of pepperoni pizza when she met Terry’s disapproving eyes.


“Actually, just the reverse. I basically just work for Hines now.” She looked in the other direction; ignoring the gaze she knew was upon her.


When there was no response, she looked up at Terry.


“What?” It was really a rhetorical question because she knew exactly what.


Terry had been after her to lose weight for the past six months. Her roommate always insisted that she had a gorgeous face and if she could just manage to lose a few pounds, she’d be a knockout. Her roommate even offered to work out with her. They joined some big-named spa at a ridiculously skyrocketed price they alleged was a discount. When it came time to go, Jordan made up excuse after excuse. One of the most used ones was that she had to work late when she knew good and well she was at McDonald’s downing her second cheeseburger. The most creative one came when she told Terry she twisted her ankle while walking up the two flights of stairs she alleged she did every day to get to her office. She didn’t even know where the dang stairway was in that building.


Jordan smiled as she thought about that clever lie. She had limped on that ankle for four days before Terry gave up and just stopped asking. That was the last she had heard about working out. Besides, little did Terry know, she had lost some weight—twelve pounds to be exact. Her roommate probably couldn’t tell because she was still wearing the same dumpy clothes she always wore. The fact of the matter was, they were loose on her, but she didn’t even want to get into it like that right now. All she wanted to do was enjoy her slice of pizza in peace.


“You keep eating like that and you won’t be able to fit through that door.” Terry nodded toward the front door.


“What are your plans tonight?” Jordan was eager to change the subject before Terry really laid into her.


Lately, her roommate’s favorite subject seemed to be her appearance.


Her roommate immediately perked up.


“Well, I’ve got a date with Charles again tonight and tonight I’ve decided to let him wax that ass.” Terry grinned and slapped his backside, which made a loud clapping noise. “I might even let him suckie, suckie my little dickie tonight.”


Jordan’s nose furrowed in disgust. She should’ve been used to her gay roommate’s conversations by now, but from time to time it still grossed her out to hear him talk like that.


When Jordan had seen his ad in the paper for a roommate two years ago, she didn’t realize Terry was gay. The ad read plain and simple: Single male looking for a roommate. No pets or kids. What it should’ve read was: Single gay male looking for a roommate who doesn’t mind numerous men for my sexual pleasure coming in and out of a two-bedroom apartment at all hours of the night. Applicants need to be hard of hearing so as not to hear various erotic, sometimes vulgar noises coming from the bedroom. Please apply within.


“Girl, before I forget, I’m not gonna be home tonight.” He winked and blew a kiss at her.


When Jordan failed to ask why, he volunteered the unnecessary information. She was actually just thankful that she didn’t have to hear Terry and his new conquest lewdly fornicating all night long. She needed to be up extra early for work the next morning.


Terry was an intelligent, good-looking gay man. He kept his body thin, but very firm. Working out almost every day had allowed him to accomplish this feat. He cared a lot when it came to his appearance, which is precisely why she couldn’t understand how he did what he did with his body with all these lowlife men he claimed he was “dating.” Dating for Terry was synonymous with sex. He confided in her one night telling her that a close uncle had sexually abused him and when he told his parents, they had kicked him out. That was sixteen years earlier and he hadn’t spoken to either one of them since.


She sometimes felt sorry for him because even though he never really spoke on it anymore, she could tell by the occasional sadness in his eyes that it affected him more than he cared to admit.


Jordan knew he had plastic surgery, although he never admitted it and probably never would. His nose was pencil thin and his eyebrows were infinitely raised in the attention position. She also believed he had black eyeliner tattooed under his eyes. No matter the time of day, his eyes were always made up.


“I’m spending the night at Charles’ and gittin’ my freak on.” Luckily he gave her the watered-down version of his soon-to-come illicit sexual acts.


“Have fun.” She picked up another slice of pizza and brought it to her mouth, ready to bite into the pepperonis ensconced in melted cheese.


Jordan glanced up and saw Terry looking at her with knitted brows.


“Girl, lemmie do your hair. I can hook you up. That is what I do for a living, ya know.”


“Oh please,” Jordan began. “You’re a hospital orderly and you do hair on the side. I keep telling you to open up a shop and work for yourself, but you just keep putting it off.”


Terry cocked his head to the side and put his hands on his hips in his ready-to-read-somebody position.


“I would open up my own shop if you broke-down bi-atches would actually pay in money instead of food stamps like ya’ll be tryin’ to do.”


He walked into the kitchen, laughing at his own joke.


“Besides,” he yelled from the kitchen, “that orderly job pays the bills for now, but don’t you worry your pretty little head over it because I don’t plan to be there for too much longer! You can best believe that. I’ve got plans, baby.”


He walked back into the room with a glass of soda. He looked at her hair again and once again changed the subject back to her. “You have beautiful, naturally curly hair and day in and day out I have to watch you wear that God-awful ponytail in that nasty - looking clippy-thing that you’ve had since you were nine. Let it go.”


He put his glass on the table, walked over to her and yanked at the straining barrette that was holding her thick hair in place.


“Ouch!”


Once the barrette was free, with some hair she was sure, he began thumbing through her scalp with his long sinewy fingers.


“Hmmmm, just as I figured. You need a perm badly and we can throw some highlights up in there, too.”


Jordan yanked her head from his fingers and stood up from the table.


“Thanks, but no thanks. I like my hair just fine.”


“Whatever.” He turned on his heel and walked to his room, taking a sip of soda while flipping her off. “If you ever want to de-dumpify yourself, gimme a call.”


He slammed the door to his bedroom, still mumbling under his breath.


Thank goodness, Jordan thought to herself. Now she was able to eat in peace.


Jordan picked up her remaining slice of pizza and took a huge bite, washing it down with an enormous gulp of soda.


“Now this is what I’m talkin’ ’ bout,” she said to herself. “Peace and quiet.”





CHAPTER 3


    “Beep, beep, beep.”


Jordan reached over and slammed the snooze button on her alarm clock. She blindly reached for her eyeglasses on the nearby, unleveled nightstand. The clock read five-thirty and she knew she should be getting up; especially if she decided to try and tackle her hair today, as Terry had so tactfully suggested the night before. She already had decided she was going to do this that day, even before Terry’s suggestion. But she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction, so she made no mention of it.


She rolled out of bed and looked outside her tiny-latticed window. Small droplets of water hung loosely on the fire escape, indicating it had recently rained. The gloomy bulbous clouds looming above threatened more to come.


Languorously, she walked to the bathroom and began the search for her curling iron, which she had not seen in like a gazillion years. Once she found it under one of Terry’s old, dusty Vogue magazines dating back two years, she knew it was time to clean the bathroom cabinets.


After plugging the aged contraption in on its highest setting, she retreated to the kitchen. She opened up the refrigerator and pulled out the pizza box that contained the last two slices. After popping them into the microwave, she reached back into the refrigerator and grabbed the rest of the soda she hadn’t finished the night before. She took a swig straight from the bottle and relished every syrupy gulp.


“I really need to cut out all of the junk food,” she said to herself as she passed the full-length mirror on the way to the bathroom for a hot shower.


After her shower Jordan decided this would be the perfect time to weigh herself. No, wait, she had to dry herself off first. The drops of water would probably add another five pounds.


After completely drying off, she pulled the scale out from under the sink and was then ready to step on. No, wait. She reached up to her head and flipped off the shower cap and then proceeded to take off her bracelet, her necklace and her earrings. Now she was ready. She stepped up on the scale with her eyes closed. When she looked down, she almost fell backward. She couldn’t believe it. She somehow had managed to lose another pound. She wasn’t really on a diet and she hadn’t been watching her weight at all. Then again, since starting this job, she hadn’t been eating as much. Oh well, she wasn’t complaining. Go ’head, girl.


Jordan stepped off the scale and reached for the blazing-hot curling iron. She grabbed a small section of curly hair and began straightening it, beginning at the crown and slowly sliding it down to the end of the single piece of hair where she then curled it under. She did this all the way around until each piece was straight and only bent at the bottom; ridding her of her natural curl. When she looked in the mirror at the finished product, she thought it looked pretty damn good.


Since it was Friday and dress-down day, she opted to wear a pair of khaki pants and another white button-down blouse she got at Penney’s at a two-for-one.


She even put on a smidgen of lip gloss.


Yup, she looked pretty good, if she should say so. Good enough to even catch Mr. Prescott’s eye. It’s just too bad that Terry wasn’t home to see her looking all glamorous. This would’ve shut him up for a while.


By the time she was ready to go, it had begun to rain steadily. She went to the closet for her umbrella but it wasn’t there. She went to Terry’s room and knocked. She knew he wasn’t home, but out of habit she knocked anyway. Besides, it’s better to be safe than sorry and she wasn’t trying to walk in on anything he might’ve been doing in there.


Jordan opened the door and walked in. His room was like a dark, moist cave swelled with inscrutability. The sheets on his bed were crumpled and had the air of sex attached to every wrinkle. He even had women’s lingerie strewn all over the place.


She just wanted to find what she had come for and get out of there without incident. Her umbrella was nowhere in sight, but there was one last place to check. She turned toward the closet where there was a light illuminating from the bottom crack of the door. She was almost afraid of what was in there. Terry had “eccentric” pastimes and the evidence of those hobbies might come flying out of that closet if she dared to open it up and cross over to the dark side. She turned the knob and was half relieved to find that it was locked.


Never mind; she had to go. If she ran to the bus stop, it probably wouldn’t be that bad anyway.


Jordan briskly retreated out of his room and shut the door to Terry Land. She hurried over to the front door, stumbling over some unknown obstruction sitting in the middle of the floor. Walking out the front door and locking it behind her, she scurried off into the rain to the bus stop.


By the time she reached the stop, she was out of breath. She had no mirror to see her reflection, but by the piece of hair that hung in her eyes, it was evident that it might have fallen a bit.


“Better get used to it. It’s supposed to rain all week.”


Jordan looked over her left shoulder and saw an elderly woman looking straight up at the sky. She then turned and looked over her right shoulder to see if there was someone else standing there. There was no one.


Apparently, she was talking to her. The old woman had been coming to the bus stop every day for the past three months and had never uttered a word to her; just sort of watched her all the time in silence.


Jordan peered over her left shoulder as she responded to the woman. “That stinks.”


“We actually need the rain. Everything needs to grow and although it may be an inconvenience for us, it’s great for the trees, flowers and grass.” The elderly lady was still looking up toward the clouds.


“Mmmmm, hmmmmm,” was all Jordan said.


Maybe she wasn’t talking to her. She could be one of those crazy old ladies that just liked to ramble on and on.


“Never discount the rain. It has a purpose. It may not suit your purpose but it has its purpose regardless.”


The old lady switched her gaze from the murky sky to her. She smiled a wide, near toothless grin. “Just remember that, dear.”


Yeah, whatever.


The bus came putt-putting from around the corner, squeaking to a halt in front of the two women who were patiently standing under the bus stop canopy.


“In all these years, they still haven’t gotten the brakes fixed on this thing. It’s not old age that’s gonna kill me; it’s this bus.” The woman cackled at her own comment and stepped up onto the broke-down vehicle.
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When Jordan reached her office building, she ran to the elevator doors that stood open. She stepped in and got uncanny stares from the mass of people already there waiting. As she stood up front, she heard giggling and whispering in back of her. When the full elevator closed, she was horrified at the reflection that stared back at her in the shiny silver doors. Her beautifully styled hair looked like a complete Afro with absolutely no curl and what’s worse, it had droplets of rain scattered throughout. The makeup she attempted to wear was now in smears on her face. She looked past her reflection and saw the gigglers and whisperers were pointing at her and laughing.


She closed her eyes and thanked the stars that her desk was only on the second floor. When the elevator finally read two, it took forever for the doors to open. Once they did, she shot out like a torpedo aiming for its path of destruction.


She reached her desk and immediately pressed the little button on her computer to turn it on. Plopping down the bag she carried to work every day, she attempted to do a fast retreat to the bathroom for some necessary revitalizing. Mere seconds later, she heard her name being bellowed by Mr. Hines on the other side of his door.


“Joooooooooordannnnnn!”


Was he friggin’ listening for her?


Jordan thought about acting like she hadn’t heard his holleredout screech until his office door thrust open and there he stood with that crinkle between his brows. He looked from her hair to her, having no idea what to say.


That didn’t last long.


“I need you to call the Donnelly Company right away,” he barked at her, obviously ignoring her hair emergency. He then reached for her favorite pen from her desk. She knew she would never see it again.


She made sure he saw her looking at her watch to indicate that yes, she was early and that yes, technically she wasn’t on the clock. It was only eight twenty-three.


Didn’t matter.


“And once you have them on the phone, give me a holler. Prescott should be here any minute for our conference call so do it now, please.”


She didn’t even have two minutes to run to the bathroom to fix her hair and makeup and now that she knew Mr. Prescott was coming, she needed to do it and do it quickly.


Jordan sat back down behind her desk and opened her top right-hand drawer to reach for her compact mirror. Damn, damn, damn. She forgot she had taken it home the previous week. Oh well, she would just have to wing it. Reaching into her purse, she pulled out a brush and began tugging at the fuzzy formation on top of her head.


“Did you get them on the line yet?” Hines yelled from behind his door.


She looked at the intercom on her desk, desperately trying to figure out why in the hell she had this thing seeing as he never used it.


Now that ass could see from his office that she wasn’t on the line yet.


Without saying a word, she picked up the phone and leafed through the antiquated paper-flip Rolodex at the same time.


Didn’t most companies use computer organizers in this day and age?


She balanced the phone on her shoulder while using her right hand to brush her bird’s nest and her left hand to dial. Once she reached the Donnelly Company, she transferred the call directly to 248, her boss’ extension, and hung up. She got up, and without delay, headed for the bathroom. But it was too late. Mr. Prescott was whistling down the hall with that impeccable stroll of his.


Defeated, she quietly plopped down into her seat.


Well, there’s nothing I can do now, she thought to herself. Before she knew it, her someday-future-husband-once-he-gets-a-divorce-from-his-wife was standing in front of her across her desk.


“Well, good morning. Rain got you, too, huh?” He was actually beaming at her.


Jordan looked up at him and saw he was a wet mess from head to toe. He had drops of water in his hair, too, as she was sure she still had in hers.


“Is Billy in already?” He looked back at the closed office door.


“Yes. He said to go right in.” She grinned as if she were a grade-school girl telling her best friend about the boy she liked in math class.


“Thank you, ma’am,” he said in a joking manner as he walked toward the door. He stopped suddenly when he put his hand on the doorknob to enter.


“By the way, you should wear your hair out more often. It looks nice, minus some of that terrible rain.”


He turned the knob and walked into hell’s fire.


Almost knocking over a cup full of pencils, she jerked up from her desk and headed for the ladies room. Maybe her hair wasn’t that bad after all.


Jordan looked into the smudged mirror in the ladies room and actually it wasn’t that bad. It was a little puffy from the rain but that was it. You could still see that it had some style to it.


Maybe I’ll let Terry do my hair tonight, she thought as she studied her reflection. After all, how many times does it rain two days in a row?





CHAPTER 4


    “It’s about freakin’ time.” Terry slopped a heap of Dark and Lovely relaxer onto the crown of her head.


The rain was coming down much harder than earlier in the day and made a loud hostile noise on the roof.


Terry could hook anyone up with a perm but it was a surefire guarantee that you came out of there with burns all up and down your scalp.


“You’re gonna let me clip those ends, too, right?” He picked up the scissors and began cutting into air.


“Just do what you have to do to make it look good.”


“You’re doing this all for that fine Prescott, aren’t you?” He parted her hair with a fine-tooth comb and carelessly slapped on more perm. “Too bad he’s married. If you’d fix yourself up a little, put some makeup on, keep your hair done, get some new clothes and maybe lose . . .”


The sound of thunder boomed through the tiny apartment immediately followed by nature’s light fluorescing the faintly lit room like a strobe light.


“I get the message.” She was beginning to get disconcerted at the mere mention of her losing weight again. He was about to start in on the weight thing and she wasn’t having it.


“Actually, it looks as though you’ve lost some of your big bountiful bodacious butt,” he said matter-of-factly.


Jordan wasn’t going to fall for that trick. He just wanted to engage her in a weight conversation with the faux compliment. She had taken Psych-101 in college, too.


“Really, it looks like it. You wanna be careful and not lose too much of it though. You know how brothas hate a skinny behind. You wanna keep a little junk in that trunk,” he said, rubbing his own posterior. “This, I know.”

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/f0iii-01.jpg
IRROR, MIRROR

LAUREL HANDFIELD

A
SBI
PUBLICATION

A StreBOR Booxks INTErRNATIONAL LLC PuBLIcATION

DisTRIBUTED BY SIMON & SCHUSTER, INC.








OEBPS/images/common.jpg








OEBPS/images/9781476714134_cover.jpg
" TAUREL HANDFIELD





