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  Author’s Note
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This book was previously published as Escape from Hiding. It has been refreshed with new cover design and updated formatting, while the story remains the same. 






  
  Chapter 1
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I leaned against the front counter in the lobby of my escape room business and watched Jared Hayes, my business partner, explain the wonders of the Sturgis Motorcycle Rally to our new, and only, employee, Jenny Abbot. She was a tiny, shy girl. I wasn’t surprised she didn’t seem interested in an event that drew half a million people to our sleepy little area. 
“What do you mean you’ve never been to the Sturgis Rally?” Jared asked. “It’s an institution in South Dakota.”
“Jared,” I said, “go easy on Jenny. She just moved here, remember? Besides, Garrett’s never been. I can’t wait to show him all the sights.”
“Shay Reynolds, you better not show him all the sights. You know some of those girls are practically naked.”
That’s me, Shay Reynolds. I’m originally from Deadwood and just moved back from Arizona about eight months ago. I started my business after falling in love with escape rooms while I was down south and realizing we didn’t have any in the Black Hills. We have three active rooms and plan to renovate and add more. We’ve been so busy, we’ve stalled our plans to get moving on the expansion.
“It sounds like lots of people. I’m not sure that’s my thing,” Jenny said.
“It’s fun, Jenny,” I said. “We’ll go on the last day of the rally. It’s just locals and a few bikers on that day.”
“If you say so,” she said. “If it’s okay, I’m going to go take my lunch. Do you mind if I sit in your office, Shay?”
“Go ahead! You never need to ask. It’s fine, honestly. I should follow your lead and bring my lunch more often.”
Jared rolled his eyes and gave me what we called the look.
“Really, Shay? Have you ever brought your lunch? We both know you prefer to eat out rather than be forced to make food.”
“Hey, sometimes I do. I make a PB&J now and again. But anyway, go have lunch, Jenny. I’m sure Jared won’t mind watching the front desk. I’ve got a lunch date with Garrett.”
I smiled at Jared and cocked my head, going for my patented puppy dog eyes. He rolled his eyes again and smiled back.
“As you wish.”
“Someone’s been watching The Princess Bride again, huh?” I asked.
“I maintain it is classic cinema,” Jared said, nose in the air.
Jenny shook her head at our interplay and walked back to grab her lunch. I needed to take the poor girl out to lunch one of these days. She was so shy.
“Jared, don’t let me forget...”
“You want to take her under your wing, don’t you? I have first dibs. She needs a more outgoing person to help her along. I’ll bring her right out of her shell. She thinks I’m funny.”
“Fine, but I still want to spend quality time with her, too. It would do her some good to get out more. I’m famished. I hope Garrett gets here soon.”
Garrett Locke is my boyfriend and a detective in the local police department. We’d been dating for about five months, and we were still in the lovey-dovey phase, according to Jared. Personally, I enjoyed being in this phase.
“What are your plans for today?”
“He’s going to grab some deli sandwiches. I thought we’d have a picnic in the park. There are already a bunch of bikers in town, and I figured we could people-watch. After that, since Abby’s store is right near the park, I think I’ll stop by and see how she’s doing.”
Abby Cooper was the third point of our best-friend triangle. We’d all grown up together in this small town. I left for college, but after my father passed away, I ended up moving back home and had stayed. I still hadn’t made it through my first full winter back home, I reminded myself. No matter how many feet of snow we got or how low the temperatures dipped, there was no place I’d rather be than with Garrett and my friends.
“I’m glad you came back, Shay,” Jared said, apparently reading my mind.
“I was thinking the same thing. Arizona was nice in the winter, but you can’t beat small-town life. And of course, having you guys back is totally worth missing the snow-free winters. I don’t know what I would have done without you guys.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Jared said, waving his hand back and forth. “I’ll keep reminding you. It sounds like Garrett’s here.”
Sure enough, he pushed open the door right after Jared spoke. His light green eyes lit up as we made eye contact, and my heart gave a little inadvertent sigh. He was so handsome, I thought to myself.
“Hi, sweet cheeks,” Garrett said.
“Sweet cheeks? Oh, dear Lord,” Jared said. “I need to give you a crash course on nicknames. Speaking of crash courses, do you two need any help with anything else?”
He wiggled his eyebrows in mock lasciviousness. He’d mercilessly teased us since we were taking things slowly. And, to be honest, he loved embarrassing us.
“We’re good, Jared. But thanks,” Garrett said, shaking his head. “Shay, I got your favorite pastrami sandwich. Where did you want to eat?”
“Ooo, they’ve got that back on the menu? Score! How about a picnic in the park?”
“Sounds good to me. Bye, Jared. I’ll have her back soon. Thanks for letting Shay have lunch with me.”
“Hey, I’m not the slave driver around here, Shay is! You know how driven she is.”
“I am not a slave driver. I want to do the best job I can...”
“Teasing, Shay, teasing,” Jared said, cutting me off. “Go have fun!”
Garrett took my hand and led me down the stairs toward Main Street. The rally was a big deal for all the towns surrounding Sturgis. I knew Garrett would be busy helping the uniformed cops since the rally also meant an increase in crime.
“I’m so glad you could get away for a little while to have lunch with me,” I said.
I steered him toward the little park located right off the main drag.
“I know it’s going to be busy, but things are still pretty quiet. This is just the first day, though. The guys down at the station have been filling my head with horror stories of past rallies.”
“It can be a little crazy. But most years, it’s just fine. Let’s sit here and people-watch.”
I found an open picnic table and sat down. Garrett sat next to me and started unpacking our bag from the deli.
“Pastrami for you, roast beef for me,” he said while he laid everything out. “And two bags of kettle chips.”
“My favorite! You know the way to my heart. What did you get to drink?”
He fished two sodas out of the bag and a brownie.
“Didn’t they have any cookies?” I asked before realizing I probably shouldn’t have brought it up.
A few weeks ago, one of Garrett’s cases had resulted in him almost dying after being poisoned by two women. One woman had tried to kill him with poisoned cookies. I had unwittingly given him the cookies, and I still felt guilty about it. I looked down at my hands.
“Shay, it’s okay. You couldn’t have known. She seemed like a sweet woman. Even with the arsenic, the cookies were still delicious!”
I smiled at his attempt to make me laugh. I was just so happy he was alive. I vowed to myself not to mention cookies again.
“Brownies are good too,” I said with a half-smile.
“Hey, let me see a full smile. I’m okay, and everything turned out. Let’s not think about it today.”
“Sounds good! Oh my goodness, look at that bike there,” I said, distracted by the motorcycle parked in the row down Main Street.
It was a vibrant shade of purple. There was so much chrome on the bike, it hurt my eyes in the bright sunlight. I shook my head to clear my vision.
“Wow. That’s incredible.”
“You’ll see a ton of cool bikes for the next two weeks, but that one might be an early favorite. Let’s eat and see who else pulls up.”
We dug into our sandwiches and took in the surrounding crowd. Further down the street was a street magician who’d set up an act on the sidewalk. He looked young, but he seemed determined to pull off tricks to amaze the much older bikers walking down the street. I watched him work. I couldn’t quite make out what he was doing, but he had pulled a little crowd.
“What are your plans for the day?” asked Garrett, munching on his pickle.
“I think I’ll stop and say hi to Abby after lunch. After that, I’ll go back to the escape rooms. Then, it’s home to check on Julius.”
Julius was an orange kitten we’d adopted a few weeks ago. He’d turned up outside my house, a tiny, starved stray, and had wormed his way into both of our hearts. He would not be tiny for long, I thought to myself. He was growing like a little weed.
“How’s my little buddy?”
“He’s such a good boy. I’ve been teaching him tricks.”
“Tricks? Isn’t that for dogs?”
“Hey, it’s for cats, too. Cats are super smart. Some say they’re even smarter than dogs,” I said, defending cat-kind.
“Really? I didn’t know. I figured they just slept all day. I learn something new every day.”
“If you don’t have to work too late, come by. We have a few tricks ready to show you.”
“Do you?” Garrett asked with a smile and a raised eyebrow.
“We both do,” I said with a blush.
Just then, a tremendous commotion broke out in the street. I stood and snapped my head around, trying to figure out what was going on. Garrett had jumped right into defense mode and was scanning the crowd. He placed himself protectively in front of me.
It appeared to be centered on the young street magician and a rather large and scary-looking biker. I followed Garrett as he made his way through the crowd.
“Stay back, Shay,” Garrett said.
I snorted in response and kept following him. He should know me better than that.
“I should know you better than that. Just try to stay behind me and be alert.”
“Sir, yes, sir.”
We reached the group and tried to make sense of the argument. Garrett grabbed his badge from his pocket and held it up.
“Everyone, let’s calm down. I’m Garrett Locke with the Deadwood Police Department. What happened here?”
“What happened here? What happened here is this young thief made my bike vanish, and now he won’t give it back,” said the biker.
“I’m sorry, did you say vanish?” I asked, unable to keep quiet.
Garrett grimaced at me but kept quiet about me butting into his investigation.
“Yes, young lady, that’s exactly what I said. Mr. Magician here...”
“I’m the Great Harley-Dini,” said the young man with a wavering voice.
The biker growled, and his mustache quivered alarmingly.
“I’m sorry, the Great Harley-Dini took my bike, and I want it back. Right now.”
He punched one hand into the other. The young magician’s face paled, and I could see the freckles standing out on his skin. He looked as if he wasn’t much older than a teenager. I could see him sweat, and he swallowed convulsively.
“I didn’t take your bike, sir.”
“My Purple People Eater was right here,” the biker said, driving the point of his finger into the skinny chest of the kid. “And now it’s not. You said you were going to do a trick and make my helmet disappear. The only thing you made disappear was my bike! I want it back!”
“Purple People Eater?” I asked, glancing at Garrett to say I was sorry for butting in again. “Oh, you’ve got the cool purple bike?”
“Had the cool purple bike, missy. Had!”
I could tell his temper was flaring. I looked down the street, and sure enough, I couldn’t see the unmissable purple bike.
“We’ll find your bike. I doubt this young man took it,” Garrett said.
The magician shook and looked like he wanted to throw up. I took a careful step back, just in case.
“I’ve done the helmet trick a thousand times, I swear it. This has never happened before. I’m sorry, mister.”
“What do you mean this has never happened before? Give. My. Bike. Back. Now!”
He punctuated his words with more finger pokes. It worried me he was going to poke right through the poor kid’s chest.
“I can’t, sir. I don’t know how it happened. My powers are growing,” the magician said. “I’m so sorry!”
“Wait, what?” I asked. “You don’t believe you can make things disappear, do you?”
The magician nodded his head and wiped his nose.
Garrett rolled his eyes and grabbed the kid by his arm.
“Okay, then. Let’s just get this nice gentleman his bike back, and we’re all good, right?”
“But I don’t know how. It’s gone forever.”
The scene dissolved into chaos as the angry biker roared and charged right toward Garrett and the magician. I didn’t think twice as I leaped onto his back and tried to get a grip on the biker’s big neck.






  
  Chapter 2
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“Leave Garrett alone,” I said, pulling back on the biker’s neck to get him to stop his charge at Garrett and the poor magician. The man halted in mid-step and tried to crane his head around to look at me. 
Garrett slapped his hand over his eyes as the angry biker froze.
“Shay. Get down. Please,” Garrett said through his teeth.
I took one look at his face and climbed down the biker’s back. I stepped to the side and tried to look contrite as I smiled up at Garrett.
“Sorry, Garrett, but he was coming at you. I had to do something.”
“Little girl, I’ve got to hand it to you. That took some guts,” the biker said.
“Thanks!”
“Shay,” Garrett said, giving me another warning glance.
“Right, I’ll zip it.”
Garrett sighed and scrubbed at his scalp.
“Can everyone please calm down? We need to go over everything that happened. Big motorcycles don’t vanish,” Garrett said. “Now, can I have your names?”
“I’m Raymond Fromm, former master sergeant in the United States Marine Corps,” the biker said. “I live in Minnesota and rode that bike all the way here. I’ve been working on it for fifteen years. I want it back!”
“Okay, Mr. Fromm, I can appreciate that. Now, the magician,” Garrett said, looking around. “Where’s the magician?”
I looked around and didn’t see the pale, freckled kid in the crowd gathered around us.
“Has anyone seen the magician?”
“He was here just a second ago,” said a lady dressed in a leather vest and tiny leather hot pants. “I think he disappeared just like the bike.”
“Bikes don’t just disappear. They may get stolen, but they do not vanish. Neither do people,” Garrett said.
“Maybe he really was a magician.”
I craned my neck to spot the kid.
“Shay.”
“Just saying, there are a lot of unexplained things that happen around here. Remind me to tell you about that cave where everything is tilted. When you walk in there, you end up tilted, too. It’s awesome, and no one knows why it happens.”
“Ooh, I’ve heard about that,” said the lady with the tiny hot pants. “I gotta check it out while we’re up here.”
Garrett looked like he was about two seconds from exploding. Raymond didn’t look pleased either. I did what I could to help the situation.
“Garrett, Abby’s shop is right over there. She’s got a security camera. I bet it recorded what happened. We can find the magician and hopefully the bike.”
“Fine, you go check with her on her security camera, and I’ll get some statements from these witnesses. I’ll be over in a bit to join you.”
I walked the short distance to Abby’s clothing store and stepped inside, appreciating the air conditioning she had going full blast. August was the one month a year when temperatures could climb above ninety degrees, and today felt like it would be a scorcher.
Abby was busy assisting a customer at the checkout, so I wandered around while I waited. Abby’s inventory tended toward the girlier side of clothing, which didn’t hold much appeal to me, but sometimes I could score a funny t-shirt. I was going through her clearance rack when the customer left.
“Shay! It’s so good to see you today. I was hoping you’d stop by. With the lead-up to Rally, I’ve been so busy getting the store ready.”
“It’s been busy at the escape rooms too. I still can’t thank you enough for helping us find Jenny. She’s been a lifesaver. But anyway, I hate to cut right to the chase, but could I see your security feed?”
“My security feed?”
“Yeah, a motorcycle disappeared, and a magician did too. I’m hoping your camera picked up what happened.”
“Wait, a motorcycle and a magician did what now?”
“It’s a crazy story. I’ll catch you up while we look through the feed.”
Abby called one of her employees over to watch the register, and she motioned for me to follow her back to her office. She sat down in front of her computer and pulled up the app for the security camera.
“When did all of this happen?”
“About twenty minutes ago, give or take. Maybe go back thirty minutes and see what happens.”
She swiveled the monitor in my direction so we could both watch the feed. I outlined what had happened. When I got to the part about jumping on the biker’s back, Abby dissolved into giggles.
“Oh, Shay. You are something else.”
“Hey, that dude is seriously big! He used to be a Marine. I had to do something. Oh! Right there - hit pause.”
Abby used her mouse to pause the feed. I looked at the screen and made out the magician in the top left corner. Off to the right was the purple bike we’d seen while we were eating lunch.
“Do you want me to play it in slow motion?”
“You can do that? Yes, that would be awesome.”
We watched the scene unfold. It looked like the magician was encouraging Raymond to hand over his helmet. He was making dramatic hand gestures to the rest of the crowd gathered around. As the video progressed, I made a note of the magician’s position and the bike, monitoring both.
Suddenly, the video feed dissolved into static. When it flipped back to normal, the magician was in the same place, but the bike was no longer visible.
“Wait, Abby, can you go back?”
I leaned in to get a closer look as she replayed the feed. Just like the last time, static filled the screen, and when it returned to normal, the bike was gone. Abby and I looked at each other in alarm.
“I’m so sorry, Shay. I’ve never seen it do this before.”
“It’s not your fault. That’s weird, though. How about when the magician disappeared? It should be right after I leaped onto the biker.”
She ran the feed again, and I watched carefully. I could see the point where everything had gone crazy and asked her to slow down the speed. As I watched my antics, I felt embarrassed, but I knew I’d do it all over again if it meant keeping Garrett safe. I could see the magician in the frame and then a moment of static followed by his disappearance.
I asked Abby to replay the clip several times, and once again, the same thing happened.
“Abby, can you export both sections of that file so you can send it to Garrett?”
“I think so. I’ll try to figure it out, and if I get stuck, I’ll ask Jared.”
“Thanks, Abby! You’re the best! Garrett should be here soon, but in the meantime, what’s been happening with you?”
Abby filled me in on her efforts to prepare for the rally and her currently non-existent love life. Considering the past few boyfriends she’d had, I was a little glad she was taking a breather. Abby was beautiful and accomplished, but she always seemed to attract the worst men.
“And that’s about it. How are you and Garrett doing?”
“Good, it’s good. You’ve got to come by and meet little Julius. You’ll just love him. He’s the sweetest, smartest cat I’ve ever met.”
“Look at you being all domestic. You’ve got a man and a cat. What’s next, marriage?”
“Whoa, whoa, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We’ve only been dating for a few months.”
“I should be jealous of you two, but I can’t be. You’re just so perfect for each other.”
“Who’s perfect for each other?” Garrett asked as he walked into Abby’s office.
“You know darn well I was talking about you and Shay. Don’t you ever knock?”
Garrett looked troubled.
“I’m so sorry; your girl at the front said to go on back. I should have knocked.”
“Quit it, silly. She’s teasing you. You won’t believe this video. You’ve got to watch this.”
I stood up from the chair and pulled Garrett over so he could sit and watch. He had Abby replay it several times. Each time, the static appeared, and the bike was missing. Abby followed up with the clip of the magician disappearing.
“Can you send me a copy?”
“Already on it; Shay mentioned you might need it.”
“I appreciate it. My next step will be to check with the other businesses and see if anyone else had a camera pointed in that direction. I hate to cut our lunch short. I’m sorry, Shay. I’ll come over with dinner later if that’s okay. We need to talk about this afternoon, anyway.”
“Oh man, not a lecture. I was doing what I had to do.”
Garrett and Abby exchanged a look, and they both rolled their eyes.
“Shay, you could have been hurt.”
“You could have been hurt, too! That guy was like seven feet tall!”
Garrett opened his mouth and then shut it, shaking his head.
“At least she’s loyal,” Abby said. “Her heart’s always in the right place.”
“Even if she’s usually in the wrong place at the wrong time?” Garrett asked.
“I’m right here. And I’m not sorry for jumping on that dude’s back. I’d do it again in a heartbeat.”
“That’s what I’m worried about. Thanks for the video, Abby. Do you know the names of the surrounding business owners?”
“I do. Here, I’ll write up a quick list for you.”
“Still here, even though you’re both acting like I’m not,” I said, pouting for extra effect.
“I always know when you’re nearby, Shay; never doubt that,” Garrett said, standing up from the chair.
“Aw, how can I be mad at you when you say things like that?”
“And here’s your list. You guys are just dripping with cutesy-wootsy vibes today, aren’t you?”
“I can’t help it. Thanks again; we’ll get out of your hair.”
I waved at Abby on my way out and led Garrett to the front. I paused at the front door, noticing how big the crowd had grown while we were outside.
“If I were the magician guy, I’d sure lie low,” I said. “It looks like Raymond is telling everyone who’ll listen to what happened.”
“Yeah, I’m going to have a heck of a time tracking the kid down,” Garrett said. “I’ll see you later?”
“You got it. You already lectured me, so we can skip it, right? Besides, it’s not good for Julius to see his dad yelling at his mom.”
I put on my best puppy-dog expression.
Garrett smiled and pulled me in for a long hug. He kissed the top of my head and rested his cheek on it for a few seconds.
“Never change, Shay.”
“I probably won’t, so no worries. Let me know what you find out from the other camera feeds. I’ve got to know what happened.”
“You always do. That’s part of your charm,” Garrett said, landing a quick kiss on the tip of my nose before he opened the door.
We wedged our way through the crowd and parted with a wave. I headed back down the street to the escape rooms. Jared was going to be so disappointed he missed out on all the action. I had an extra spring in my step as I ran up to the doors of my business. I just might have another mystery on my plate, I thought to myself.
I noticed the lobby was empty, so I banged open the door and
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