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            The chief laughed. “I’m sure it did. He deserved it. Take the rest of the day off. Clean yourself up. Go get that cut on your lip checked out, and let your buddy know that Jessica gave a statement and he’s off the hook.”

The chief looked back down at his screen and started typing something up. Apparently Jack was being dismissed.

He’d gotten a hell of a promotion. Arrested an asshole. Gotten Slade cleared of all the charges. And gotten a few hits in on a man who completely deserved it. For all intents and purposes, it should have been a great day. But he still hadn’t heard from Chrissy, and he was worried.

He drove straight to Slade’s house. Somewhere in his mind, he had hoped to find Chrissy’s car parked there. But it wasn’t. He knocked on the door, and Slade opened it. Drogo barked in the background.

“Nothing on Chrissy?” Jack asked as he walked right in.

“Nope. I have to admit, I’m starting to get worried. Where the hell is she? And what happened to your face? And please take your fucking dog with you next time. I swear, he hates me.”

“Drogo hates everyone. Except Chrissy. He loves Chrissy. Anyway, I have some news.” Jack began recounting the events that had transpired between Jessica and Dennis and how Dennis had been arrested. “So you’re off the hook,” he concluded.

“Thanks to Jessica. I’m glad you were there, man. If I’d seen Dennis, I’d have killed him. I gotta go see her.” Slade looked physically ill at the thought of Jessica being hurt.

“No, it’s not all thanks to Jessica. It’s thanks to Chrissy too. She risked her safety last night to go talk to Jessica. Not only about getting your charges cleared, but to help Jessica get out of the abusive relationship.”

“What?”

“Yeah. She went to that bar in the middle of the night to help your sorry ass stay out of jail. She also went to help Jessica get away from Dennis.”

“Shit. I didn’t know. She shouldn’t have gotten involved. Why would she do something so reckless?”

“You really are an asshole.” Jack took a step closer to his best friend. “You are her concern. She loves you. She feels guilty about your father’s death. Did you know that? The guilt is killing her. The things you said to her at the funeral—she has to live with them every day. She would do anything to help you. And how do you repay her? By being a self-centered douchebag.”

“Guilty? Why does she feel guilty? The funeral? I have no idea what the hell you’re talking about.”

“She told me, Slade. She told me everything that happened with Brian, with your dad, with you. I’m so fucking pissed off that you never told me about Brian. And I’m even more pissed off that you didn’t stop her from leaving all those years ago. Your father’s death wasn’t her fault. I can’t believe you blamed her for it. She needed you. You needed her.”

“I don’t blame her! I never blamed her. Jack, I never asked her to leave. She left on her own. I’ve always thought it was because this house reminded her of our father, or maybe because she was disappointed in how I live my life or something. I wish she would’ve stayed. Damn it! Why would she think I blame her? I can’t believe that’s what she thinks.”

Jack nodded. “She told me that at the funeral you told her all sorts of fucked-up shit, like that she should’ve called you the first time Brian hit her and that she should’ve called you, not your dad, as soon as she came back to town, because she knew that his temper would lead to tragedy. You called her selfish and flat-out said your father’s death was her fault. That’s cruel, dude.”

“I was fucking drunk! I don’t remember anything that happened that day. I was upset, I felt alone, and she was so set on leaving, which made me feel even more alone. If I did say something stupid like that, she had to know I didn’t mean it. Son of a motherfucker! We have to find her,” Slade said anxiously.

“That’s what I’ve been telling you, idiot!” Jack replied, irritated.


It was early morning when Chrissy finally reached her little apartment in Miami. Since she had left her things, including her phone charger, in Tarpon Springs, her phone’s battery had died after she’d been on the road for only an hour. She wondered if anyone had even noticed she was gone. She had run away, just like she had eleven years ago, but she had her reasons. Her heart was at stake.

It was a good decision. It was the right decision. Utterly exhausted, she threw herself on her bed and went to sleep.

It was late afternoon when she stumbled out of bed. First order of business: go buy a phone charger. Second order of business: contact Miami West Hospital and formally accept the job.

Her heart was heavy, and she couldn’t understand why. Not even when she had left all those years ago—after her father’s death, after being abused by Brian, after leaving Slade—had she felt this type of loss. Yes, the death of her father had hurt. It had taken her years to recover, and to be honest, she’d never be the same, but she also knew that his actual death had been out of her hands. An act of God. But this—leaving Jack—had been all on her. She had made that decision. It wasn’t just losing him, it was … more. Had she made a huge mistake? Could she ever be as happy with any other man as she was with Jack? Even if it had been only a few days, the way she felt in those days with Jack was the happiest she remembered ever feeling. But, like she always did, she put all her feelings aside, closed and locked the steel cage around her heart, and dove into work. She needed to move on and think about her future, not Tarpon Springs.

After buying a phone charger, she went to the HR department of the hospital. She sat in a small waiting area, her mind once again drifting to Jack. What was it about him? He had always looked at her as his kid sister. He had always been as irritating as her brother, except cuter. He’d been a menace back then. When he and Slade weren’t fighting in organized backyard brawls, they were involved in school fights, sometimes as part of the wrestling team and sometimes not. They were always in trouble for one thing or another. Now, though, the people he fought signed up for it. And even though he was a fighter, he was also a police officer who helped people on a daily basis.

Jack was a different guy now. The decade since she’d last seen him had changed him. He was a man now, and he certainly didn’t treat her as a kid sister. But she hadn’t been in love with him back then. If anything, it was a silly adolescent puppy love. And Jack? He certainly hadn’t been in love with her back then, and he wasn’t now.

“Dr. Martin?”

A middle-aged woman greeted her, taking Chrissy out of her thoughts. “Yes, that’s me.”

“I’m Margie, director of HR for Miami West. Please, come into my office.” Margie led Chrissy into a big executive office, where they chatted a little bit about the terms of her employment. Within twenty minutes, Chrissy was walking out with a stack of papers to fill out. She’d read everything, and if all the terms were to her liking, she’d sign the packet and start working at Miami West within the month.

When she arrived back home, she gracelessly plopped herself on her couch to read the huge stack of papers. The salary was great, the benefits even better. Everything seemed to be perfect. She’d be working in the very well-known trauma center of Miami West, one of the top five trauma centers in the world. It would be very unlike her previous jobs, where she’d gone all over the world caring for the less fortunate, sometimes having to get creative with her techniques and the medicines she used. But in the ER she’d still be doing what she loved—caring for people in an adrenaline-fueled atmosphere. Just with state-of-the-art equipment rather than moonshine and a pocketknife.

Chrissy looked around her small apartment. It was furnished with the basics; barely any personal items. Most of her time had been spent traveling instead of making a home for herself. She let her gaze wander to the mismatched china stacked by the sink, the coffee table piled with old magazines and bills, the big wooden trunk she had bought at a garage sale—perhaps the one piece of furniture she actually liked. There was an entertainment center that housed a small television. Above the television, on the shelf, she kept a few bottles of liquor, including some wine, scotch, and vodka, along with some of her nicer glasses, mostly for company.

She sat up abruptly. She’d had an epiphany like a bolt of lightning. She walked to the shelf and snatched up the small bottle of Jack Daniel’s that was behind a stainless-steel cocktail shaker. She looked at it intently and pressed it against her chest. Her heart skipped. She felt like an idiot holding a glass bottle of amber liquor like it was a lifeline. Was what she did for a living really that different from what Jack did? Granted, he hurt people and she cured them. But the underlying reason they did it was for the thrill. Neither was the type to be stuck behind a desk from nine to five twiddling their thumbs. They thrived on action, on stress. The halls of the ER were her boxing arena, as were the makeshift tents in battle-scarred or poverty-stricken countries when she was overseas. Damn, she had been a judgmental fool. Deep down she knew that he’d never hurt her, at least not physically. The question was: was he worth the fight?

She closed her eyes and tried to picture a life with Jack. It wasn’t hard. It involved lots and lots of sex. There were worse options.

Jack was not Brian. She was not a love-struck teenager following Jack if she decided to decline the job offer in Miami. Even if things didn’t work out with Jack—and God, she hoped they did, because she didn’t know how she would ever recover from a blow like that—Tarpon Springs had been her home, Slade lived there, and that’s where she needed to be. Where she wanted to build her home and put down roots. With the crazies like Esther and Melinda, with the rumor mill that spread stories like wildfire, with the friendly neighbors who remembered your birthday and baked you a pie on Christmas. There was nothing for her in Miami except a job opportunity. It was time to stop running away from her problems, which was exactly what she would be doing if she accepted the job. Eleven years ago she had run away, but she wouldn’t make the same mistake twice. Slade was owed a big talk. She needed to make amends. But even more than that, she needed to follow her heart. She needed Jack. She was in love with him, and she needed to go claim her man.

Just as quickly as she’d left Tarpon Springs the night before, she jumped out the door and left Miami. She needed to speak with Slade and Jack even if it was a fool’s mission; she couldn’t accept this job until she set things straight. This time she had packed a few more items, stuffed her uncharged cell phone, the unopened charger, and the small bottle of Jack Daniel’s in her oversized purse, and hurried out to her car.


“Do you know her address? Maybe she went back to Miami,” Jack said to Slade.

“No, man. All I know is that she moved recently, after returning from India. I have no clue where she lives in Miami. Do you think she went back?”

“Dude, you need to keep better tabs on your sister.”

“I know, man. I’m just starting to realize that. I’m a self-centered asshole.”

“I’m not arguing with you about that,” Jack replied. “Shit, man, I don’t know.” Jack ran his hands across his face and rubbed his head. He was pacing back and forth. “I fucked up, dude. I shouldn’t have let her go. I should have told her the truth. Why did I listen to you?”

“Don’t blame me for this, brother. This is all on you. Anyway, she would’ve gone, regardless. Chrissy is stubborn. There’s no convincing her once she’s made up her mind.”

“It must run in the Martin genes.” Jack continued pacing around his house, unable to keep still for a second. “I’m in love with her, Slade.”

Slade placed his hand on his best friend’s shoulder. “I know that, brother. I’ve known that for a long time.”

“Fuck it. I’m going. Watch Drogo for me.” He threw the front door open.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to find her. Promise me you’ll call if you hear from her.”

“I’m going with you,” said Slade.

“No, you’re not. Someone needs to stay here and call me if she comes back or if she calls.”

“Fine. But let me know if you find her. What are you going to do? Drive down to Miami and then wander around aimlessly shouting her name?”

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	...
	11
	...
	20
	21
	22
	23
	24
	25
	26
	27
	28
	29
	...
	33
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        All Fall Down by Louise Voss



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Forever Ashley by Copeland, Lori



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Magic to the Bone by Devon Monk



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Killing of Tupac Shakur by Cathy Scott



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Pitch Perfect by McLane, LuAnn



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Callahan's Secret by Spider Robinson



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Secret Love (Love Stings Series Book 2) by Evan Grace



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Whispers by Robin Jones Gunn



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Helmet for My Pillow: From Parris Island to the Pacific by Robert Leckie



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Burned by Kaylea Cross


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    