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CHAPTER
ONE

 


“Absolutely
not! I will not go.”

After stabbing
the off button with her finger, she slammed the phone down on the
counter. Chase felt much better. Of course her brother would be
choked. Chris thought he was the absolute word of authority in
their family. Well, he isn't. The phone rang.

Damn
it. She peeked at the call display, but forgot that the display
wasn't working properly and the numbers were all fuzzy. I really
need to get a new phone. Chase pushed the volume off button on
the phone. She wasn’t going to be guilted in to anything today,
least of all a family situation she wanted no part in.

Her family
continually fought about something. Now they were in an uproar over
who got what from Grandma’s will. Sometimes Chase couldn’t believe
she came from the same family. She called them “The Beautiful
People”. They were all gorgeous and selfish to the core. Maybe
I'm adopted―otherwise how could I be so average compared to
them? Although, truthfully, most of the time she was quite
content to be unlike the rest of her family.

As soon as
Chase turned the phone back on, it immediately rang again. This
time she waited it out and picked up in time to hear the message as
it was being left on voice mail. She listened to the caller’s voice
and realized it wasn’t her brother as she'd expected. Not even
close. Whoever this man was he had a nice deep, rich baritone.
Very nice.

She hadn’t
heard a word he’d said, but he was still talking so she quickly
pressed the flash button to cut in on his message. “Hello? Hello,
I’m here.”

"Hello? Ms.
Taylor?” Mr. Baritone Voice asked.


"Speaking.”

"Yes, well, as
I was saying, it is imperative that you come to the reading. Her
wishes were very clear on this matter.”

Chase
interrupted, “Okay, wait a second. What are you talking about? I
haven’t heard your whole message as I only just picked up the phone
mid-call.”

"Oh. Right.
I’m Reece Weston, the executor of your grandmother’s estate. We are
having the reading of the will this afternoon. Your brother informs
me you do not want to attend. It is very important that you are
here― it was your grandmother’s wish.”

"Did my
brother put you up to this? Grandma was really not herself the last
few years. I highly doubt it was her wish that I watch my family
scrap over her possessions.” Chase tapped her fingers against the
phone in impatience.

She heard
Reece sigh. “Ms. Taylor, I can assure you I have nothing to do with
your family other than being the executor of your grandmother’s
will, as I stated. Please don’t make this trying time more
difficult for all involved. I doubt your grandmother would have
appreciated it.”

Chase knew it
was true. Her paternal grandmother was the only reason her family
had kept it together for so long. She was a kind and decent human
being who made everyone around her feel good.

"Fine. I’ll be
there.”

* * * *

Chase quietly
opened the door at her Mom’s house and snuck through the kitchen.
She wanted to get into the house without the fuss that usually
greeted her when she arrived.

"Chase, what
are you doing skulking in the kitchen?” She heard her mother’s
voice at her back.

Chase stopped
and turned. “I wasn’t skulking Mom, I was merely trying to get a
glass of water.” Chase grabbed the nearest glass and headed towards
the water cooler.

Her mother
cocked an eyebrow. “Well, you might want to try a clean glass
then.” She took it out of Chase’s hand and set it down. “Really
Chase, there are refreshments in the living room. We've all been
waiting on you to get started. Let's go.” Her mother walked out of
the room.

Chase watched
her mother’s back, taking in the beautiful cream silk blouse and
black pin-striped slacks. Put together as always and not a hair out
of place. Looking down at herself, she saw she already had wrinkles
in her pants. Somehow she'd spilled something on her top, probably
the takeout she'd eaten in the car on the way over. It was never
good to be too hungry around her family. Besides making her cranky,
no one really ate and they treated her oddly whenever she had more
than one bite of anything. Chase never understood why there was
always so much food around, but no one ate it. It was a complete
waste.

When they
entered the living room, her mother pointed to a chair beside her
brother and said, “Sit.”

Chris nudged
her when she sat down. “Ha, I knew you would come. Couldn’t resist
it could you? I’ve been hearing whispers that old Grandma actually
had some money somewhere.”
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