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  Dedication


Slaughtered in the Sand is dedicated to the color emerald green and to readers who love pirates. 






  
  Previously


WREN 
My name is Wren Weaver; I'm a freelance journalist and a camping enthusiast, so I was excited about the offer from a travel magazine publisher that combined my two passions. My assignment is to write about four haunted campgrounds across the United States and to provide feedback on the trailers we use for camping. 
My constant companion is Rascal, my four-year-old black and tan Labrador Retriever, with a smidgeon of Husky. Our first assignment was at the Forgotten Oasis Campground in Hidden Gulch, Arizona; the second was in Dry Creek, Texas, and the third was in Dearheart, Tennessee. 
Our camper was destroyed in a flood in Tennessee, so the publisher had to adjust his original plan for our fourth assignment because he said it was too far away for us to travel without a camper for our overnight accommodations. Rascal and I are on our way to Mobile, Alabama, to pick up our camper before we head to Lost Pirate Campground near Sirens Beach, Florida. 
Rascal and I will return to Arizona after we complete our fourth haunted campground article. Even though we were in Hidden Gulch for only a week, Marshal Justin Lewis and I became more than just friends, and our relationship keeps growing stronger. Meanwhile, I miss him like crazy.
My publisher, Charlie Hogue, hired his nephew, Blake, my two-timing former boyfriend from college. After Blake twice repeated his old trick of trying to insert himself into my writing, Charlie realized I was serious when I told him to publish my articles or return them to me and give the assignment to Blake. Charlie published my third article without Blake’s attempts to interfere. 
When I was in college, I had very few friends because I was so focused on my studies; now I have good friends in Arizona, Texas, and Tennessee, including at least four ghosts.
JUSTIN
I’m Justin Lewis, the marshal at Hidden Gulch; after I lost my wife in a car crash three years ago, I threw myself into my work and forgot all about women, but then I met Wren. When she gazed at me with her emerald green eyes and spoke to me in her soft, Georgia accent, she melted my heart that I thought had frozen long ago. She’s petite and looks fragile, but that green-eyed beauty with light brown hair and streaks of red that look like fire is absolutely fearless, and she terrifies me with the chances she takes.
She promised the Forgotten Oasis Campground ghost, Thomas, that she’d be back in six weeks, but we won’t have to wait that long to see her after all because she is such a talented journalist that she has been completing each article in less than a week. 
Wren and I are becoming closer every day in spite of the miles between us. I intend for her to come to Arizona and stay permanently. I think she agrees, but maybe I should take the next step to make sure it happens. 






  
  Chapter One


“You must be Wren Weaver and Rascal,” the woman behind the service desk at the Mobile, Alabama, RV dealership said. “We were sorry to hear about your trailer being ruined in a flood, but we’re glad to have you here. We got a call to check your hitch, but that won’t take long.”  
While Wren examined the display of coffee mugs, she whispered, “I’ll bet Justin called them.” 
Rascal grinned.
Wren sent a text to Justin. “At the RV place; they’re checking my hitch because you called them.”
He replied, “Good.” 
Wren smiled. He didn’t apologize or deny it.
When Wren returned to the service desk, the woman said, “The campground will give you a flyer about our nearby restaurants that deliver. After a long day of driving, you might let someone else do the cooking and cleanup.” 
“Thanks. Do you have a favorite?”
“I’m partial to Cajun.” 
Wren smiled. “So am I.” 
A middle-aged man with the RV dealership logo on the chest pocket of his gray shirt came into the service office from a side door. His brow was furrowed. “Are you Wren Weaver?”
“Yes, sir.”
The man exhaled as he approached her. “You probably know your bumper needs to be replaced, but your hitch was damaged too; it’s not safe for your pickup to pull a trailer, but we’ve got an alternative for you while your truck is being repaired. It’s ready to go; come see what you think.” 
When they went out the side door, Wren scanned the area but saw only trailers. She followed the service manager.
When he stopped at a van, he smiled. “What do you think?”
Wren stared at the vehicle.
“It has a pop-up roof; I understand you’ll be camping near a beach,” he said. “This is a perfect camper for a beach vacation on the Emerald Coast; you’ll blend right in.”
Wren crossed her arms and frowned. “It has a composting toilet, doesn’t it?” 
The man’s smile disappeared. “Sorry. The CEO said you wouldn’t be happy, but it was the best we could do. He said he’d make it up to you.” 
Wren exhaled then sighed. “It’s not your fault; at least I know.” 
“Thanks; we’ll take care of your hitch as soon as your bumper is repaired. We can make an appointment with the shop where we have all our repairs done unless you’d rather we took your truck somewhere else.”
“That sounds good to me.” 
“Great; let’s do your walk-through.”
As the service manager opened the sliding door of the van on the passenger’s side, Wren paused before she climbed inside. “Does it have an outside kitchen?”
The man’s eyes widened. “This one does not; is that a deal-breaker?” 
Wren smiled. “Not at all; an outside kitchen is great unless it’s raining, cold, windy, or buggy.” 
The service manager nodded. “That was always my impression too, but some people want more room in the small trailers. The van has a propane stove, a microwave, a mini fridge, and a small kitchen sink. The bed is in the back, and it has a sleeping loft.” He side-glanced at Wren. “I’m afraid to mention the bathroom.” 
Wren giggled as she climbed inside and inspected the camper. When she sat in the driver’s seat, the manager gave her the keys. She started the van; after she adjusted her seat and the mirrors, she turned on the windshield wipers and lights. 
“Since you’re used to pulling trailers with your truck, the van will be simple for you to drive,” the man said. “Do you want to take it for a spin?” 
“I'll take a short drive around the parking lot, just to get a feel for it, then I’ll unload my truck.” 
When she returned, the service manager asked, “What do you think?”
“It’s really easy to drive.”
While Wren unloaded her truck, Rascal remained in the van. After Wren put her backpack, computer bag, duffel bag, and a few kitchen items into the van, she stared at the box of stories. 
“I don’t have room for the box,” she said.
“We could mail it home for you,” the service manager said. 
“That would work.”
Wren and Rascal followed the service manager as he carried the box to the receptionist’s desk.
“We need to mail this for Wren,” he said. 
The receptionist smiled as she handed Wren a notepad. “Write the address on this, and I’ll put your box into a sturdier box for mailing.” 
Wren jotted down Betsy’s name and the address for the Forgotten Oasis Campground.  
“We’ll get that out first thing in the morning for you,” the receptionist said. 
Wren sent Betsy a quick text then hurried back to join the service manager.
“All done?” the service manager asked.
“Yes, thank you.”
When the service manager drove her pickup into a bay for its overnight stay, Wren climbed into the van’s driver seat, and Rascal laid down between the driver’s and the passenger’s seats. 
As Wren exited the RV dealership parking lot, she said, “We don’t have far to go, which is nice; I’m exhausted.” 
After Wren registered and was settled at her site, she texted Justin. “At the campground in Mobile. Talk to you later.” 
“Let’s check the restroom, Rascal.” 
When she went into the women’s restroom, it had the distinct aroma of a pine-scented cleaning product. The dark tile floor felt gritty, but the two white sinks were gleaming. When she examined the two shower stalls, she frowned at the dirty grout in the corners. 
While Wren waited for her Cajun food order to be delivered, she made her bed and put away her kitchen items. 
She peered at the loft. “I could keep my clothes up there.” 
After she positioned the ladder and climbed up to the loft with an armload of clothes, her phone rang. She tossed her clothes on the foam mattress and scrambled down to grab her phone. 
“You sound out of breath, honey. Are you okay?” Justin asked.
Wren rolled her eyes. “I’m at the campground; I was putting away my clothes.”
“Why would putting away your clothes make you out of breath?”
“I’m fine; I was in a rush to answer the phone. The camper has a loft with a ladder that is supposed to be a second sleeping space; it’s a perfect place to store my clothes.”
“Tell me about your camper. Do you have a large RV?”
Wren giggled. “Not hardly; I have a camper van. It has a composting toilet but not an outside kitchen, so it’s half a step up compared to the camper that was in the flood.”
“What about writing? Do you have a place to write?”
“I have a small table with a folding chair and a faux leather recliner that’s very similar to the passenger’s seat with a tray that is big enough for my laptop, so I can actually write in comfort.”   
“That’s great; when are you leaving in the morning?” 
“Right after breakfast; it will take us a little over five hours with breaks.” 
“I’m supposed to warn you that Betsy will probably call you; Socorro implemented a new online reservation system at the Forgotten Oasis Campground, and it’s giving Betsy fits. Sheridan said Socorro’s not worried because after Betsy gets used to it, she’ll claim it was her idea, but meanwhile, Sheridan said that Butch is lying low.”
Wren snickered. “Butch knows his wife, doesn’t he?”
“Sheridan said he’s taking lessons from Butch because he hasn’t yet learned to let Socorro work out her issues without trying to step in and help, or worse, crack a joke that she doesn’t think is funny. I guess I’d better sit in on some of those classes.” 
“You only interfere a little bit,” Wren said. 
“That’s what I told Sheridan, and he told me he used to think the same thing until he married Socorro.”  
Before Wren could respond, a car pulled up to her campsite; she said, “I ordered gumbo from one of the local restaurants, and my delivery is here. Can I call you back?” 
“Call me when you’re ready for bed, so I can tell you good night, honey.”
After they hung up, Wren paid for her meal then fed Rascal before she ate. 
As she took her last bite, her phone rang.
When she answered, Betsy said, “You have to come get me; I’ll be your assistant and cook meals. Socorro has lost her ever-loving mind and installed an experimental reservation system that completely broke everything; while they were installing it yesterday, I spent the day working on getting you and Rascal back here. I have two schedules for you: one is camping in a tent, and the second one is staying at motels that allow dogs. The only problem with the motels is that they all claim they will accept only small dogs, so I’ll have to make some calls before we finalize on that one. I’ll send you a copy, then we can talk tomorrow about what you want to do. Today was a nightmare: I spent the entire day calling people to make sure their reservations were correct.” 
“Were very many of them wrong?”
“Probably all of them were, but everyone was polite and told me their reservations were fine; why do people have to be nice?” 
Wren swallowed hard to keep from laughing. “What does Butch say about the new system?” 
“He’s been busy with some enormous project, and I haven’t seen him all day.” Betsy snorted. “I don’t think he even knows about it. My mother told me to never marry a man who is clueless, but I didn’t listen, so I don’t blame you; Justin has his moments too, doesn’t he? You’re eating supper, aren’t you? I’ll send you the email right now.” Betsy hung up.
Wren shook her head as she gathered her trash from her supper. “I’m glad Justin warned me about Betsy, Rascal. Let’s take a walk to check out the other sites and drop off our trash.” 
While Wren strolled to the dumpster with Rascal at her side, she said, “If we were in Hidden Gulch, I could help Betsy learn the new system, so she wouldn’t be so upset.”
As they toured the campground, Wren stopped at the site with a fifth wheel that was the same model as the one she and Justin had been discussing. Her eyes widened at how tall and long it was; she stared at the slide-outs and shook her head in disbelief. There must be a lot of room in there.
After they headed back to the van, Wren said, “The fifth wheel was much bigger than what I was thinking, but I might be comparing it to the tiny trailers and the van.” 
Wren set up her laptop and downloaded the schedule Betsy had sent her then checked the first two hotels that Betsy had on her list. “Hotels won’t work for us, Rascal. We’d be happier camping, anyway. We’ll get a tent and maybe a cot for me.”
After she reviewed the camping list, she said, “Betsy’s plan is for us to go from Mobile to Hidden Gulch in five days. It wouldn’t be too much of a push to make it in four.”
Wren stretched then wrote another chapter in her novel, “High Falutin’ Killer”, until she yawned and blinked to clear her blurry sight.
After she made her bed and changed into her pajamas, she called Justin. 
When he answered, she said, “Rascal and I walked around the campground to check out the other campers; I saw a fifth wheel that I think was the size we’ve been talking about, and I was worried by how huge it was until I realized anything would dwarf what I’ve had for camping.” 
Justin chuckled. “I talked to the service manager at the RV dealership in Mobile; he expects to have your truck ready by Monday at the latest.”
“While the campground reservation system was being installed, Betsy planned my itinerary for my return trip to Hidden Gulch. She found hotels that accept pets, but I know Rascal’s larger than what they’ll allow; we’d rather camp, anyway.”
“Maybe I could take some time off and join…”
Wren interrupted, “Don’t do that; we’d rather vacation in a fifth wheel later than camp in a tent while we travel to Hidden Gulch.”
“What if we do both?” 
“Do you have enough vacation for that?” 
“That’s my worry.”
Wren narrowed her eyes. “Oh, really? Not up for discussion?” She feigned a loud yawn. “Guess it’s bedtime for me.”
“Sorry, honey, I didn’t mean to keep you up so late; I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Love you.” 
“Love you.” Wren hung up then glared at the phone as she continued, “even though you make me mad.”
Wren snorted. “I think I understand Betsy better; it really irritated me when Justin said his vacation was his worry like I was butting my nose into his business.”
Wren rose from her bed. “I don’t feel like sleeping after all. I’m going to write some more.” 
Wren opened her laptop and furrowed her brow. “Why do I have an email from Gage?”
Rascal rose and leaned against her as she read the email aloud. “Hey. Don’t forget you have a blog due next week. You have comments on your blog to answer; I changed the settings, so you’ll get a text at the end of the day with the number of new comments. Let me know if you want it changed back. Tara said I should have asked first.” 
Wren smiled. “At least Tara’s still talking to Gage; that’s the only good news I’ve had today.”
When Wren opened her blog, she had seven new comments. 
After she approved and replied to each one, she said, “I’ll write a draft for my blog this week, so Kendra will have time to edit it. I’ve been wanting to add a new bad guy in my novel; I could write his back story in the style of flash fiction. He’s a left-handed gunslinger, so I’ll name him Lefty, or is that too cliché, Rascal?” 
Rascal moaned in his sleep.
Wren nodded. “I’ll take that as approval.”
She pounded on the keys until she nodded off and her head jerked. Wren sighed as she stumbled to bed. I’ll work on it more tomorrow.






  
  Chapter Two


Wren opened her eyes when Rascal whined to go outside and jumped out of bed. “I didn’t set my alarm and slept too late; it’s already light outside.”  
As she rushed to dress, she grumbled, “I forgot to set up my coffee last night.” 
Wren and Rascal went outside for his break; while he ate his breakfast, Wren started her pot of coffee. “I was going to take a shower before I looked for somewhere to grab some breakfast, but now I don’t have time.” 
After she drank half of her first cup of coffee, she made her bed and stowed her laptop before she poured the rest of the coffee into a travel mug and put her coffee maker into a cabinet. 
While she entered the address for the Lost Pirate Campground into her gps, her phone buzzed a text from Justin.
“Good morning, sweetheart.” 
“What’s good about it?” she grumbled as she responded, “Morning.”
Her phone rang. 
When she answered, Justin asked, “What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing.” What makes him so smart?
When Justin didn’t say anything, she continued, “I overslept.” 
“Have you had any breakfast?” 
“I’ll pick up something on the road.” 
“Eww,” Justin said. 
Wren giggled. “You’ve totally ruined my bad mood; I was ready to be cranky the entire day.”
“I apologize.” Justin chuckled then his tone changed. “But seriously, I have to apologize for cutting you off last night. I couldn’t get to sleep because I was worried I was too abrupt.”
Wren bit her lip then asked, “Did I get too nosy about your personal business when I asked about your vacation? I was interested, but maybe I need to learn to mind my own business.” 
Justin groaned. “I was afraid that was the impression I left; nothing is out of bounds for you to ask me. I was trying to tell you not to worry because I have plenty of vacation and a great team, but I guess I left out a few words.” 
Wren’s smile was weak. “Just a few, but I should have asked what you meant instead of assuming the worst.” 
“Are we okay now, honey?” 
“Almost; you owe me another I’m sorry kiss.” 
“You’re right; I’ll gladly pay up as soon as I can. Find some breakfast and let me know when you get to the campground. I love you, sweetheart.” 
“I love you too.” Wren blinked back her tears as they hung up. 
“Justin is so klutzy sometimes, but I jump to conclusions and get my feelings hurt when I take what he says wrong. This relationship stuff is hard, Rascal.” 
Wren sighed as she left the campground and headed east toward Florida; Rascal fell asleep on the floor close to Wren’s seat. 
After two hours, Wren stopped to refuel at a truck stop. When she pulled next to a pump, she smiled at a food truck at the edge of the parking lot next to the dog park. 
“They’ve got shrimp po’ boys, Rascal. You can investigate the dog park, then I’ll pick up a po’ boy and sweet tea for my breakfast and lunch and a homemade chocolate chip cookie or two for later down the road.”
Wren ate half of her sandwich then wrapped the other half and put it in her mini fridge. “This van wouldn’t be half bad if it had a real bathroom.” 
After Wren left the densely populated areas with high-rise condos and heavy traffic, she traveled through a desolate area of cypress stands, sand hills, and marshes with only an occasional dilapidated mobile home or ramshackle bait shop to break the monotony along the route. 
When her gps showed the Lost Pirate Campground was ahead, she slowed then turned at a faded, wooden sign with a skull and crossbones.
She stopped next to a faded purple wooden building with a blue tarp over the roof and a large sea chest on the porch. When she and Rascal went inside, Wren glanced around at the well-stocked campground store; a deeply tanned woman smiled at Wren from behind the registration counter. Her long, dark brown hair was pulled back into a low ponytail and tied with a bright green bandana; her nametag said Taliyah.  
“I’m Wren Weaver; I should have a reservation.” 
“You certainly do; it’s for one week.” The woman pointed at a map on the counter. “This is your site; it’s close to the restrooms and showers. Mr. Hogue said you were a writer when he made your reservation; if you don’t mind my asking, is this a writer’s retreat for you? Will more writers be joining you?” 
Wren smiled. “I’m a journalist, and I’m on assignment for a travel magazine.”
“Really?” The woman’s eyebrows raised. “That’s hard to believe because we’re not one of those destination campgrounds; there’s nothing around here that would interest tourists. We have the natural Florida that people claim they want until they show up, but we don’t have any of the amenities they expect. Our few guests are permanent residents who are retired or contractors and work in the area. So, what are you really writing about?” Taliyah peered at Wren. “Are you an undercover cop or a crime writer?” 
Wren smiled. “Not at all; my assignment has been to write about lesser-known haunted campgrounds. The travel magazine has published three of my articles, and this is my fourth and last campground to visit.” 
The woman chortled. “Well, why didn’t you say so? You’ve definitely come to the right place because you’d be hard-pressed to find a campground that’s lesser known than we are. My dad founded the campground in the 1960s with a pirate theme because he was convinced he was a direct descendent of Captain Thadeus Hawthorne and wanted to honor the man who Dad claimed was the most successful pirate to roam the Gulf. Dad wrote the original Captain Thadeus Hawthorne story as a promotion for the Lost Pirate Campground, then an ad agency used it to write copy for five years of successful campaigns; I’ll make you a copy and email it to you this evening if you’ll give me your address.” Taliyah pointed to a scrap of paper and a pen on the counter. 
While Wren wrote, Taliyah continued, “When the first hurricane wiped out the campground, Dad worked hard to rebuild it, but the glory days were over, and after a second then a third hurricane, he gave up. I took over the campground because I loved it and wanted to honor his memory. I would have walked away the first day I showed up if it hadn’t meant so much to Dad.”
“Do you have plans to upgrade the campground?”
“Eventually; I can afford it, but unfortunately, I’ve been low on motivation. I’d like to read your three articles for inspiration; is that possible?”
“The travel magazine is online; you can read the excerpts, but the full articles are only available for the magazine subscribers.”
“It might help me understand my potential customers and give me some ideas for where to start with my improvements if I subscribe.” Taliyah pulled a business card from the holder on the counter. “Here’s my business card in case you need to get in touch with me anytime, including after hours.”
Wren smiled at the pirate logo on the campground card as she stuck it into the small pocket of her jeans before she and Rascal left.
After Wren parked her van at her site and plugged into the electrical outlet, she and Rascal roamed the campground. 
They stopped at the women’s restroom first; when she peeked inside, Wren said, “Looks okay and smells like it was recently cleaned.”
They continued to the dog park that had doggie pick-up bags, a trashcan, and a water faucet with a water bowl hanging on a peg. Wren examined the yard to be sure there weren’t any sandspurs.
“This isn’t bad at all, is it, Rascal?” 
After Wren opened the gate, Rascal trotted inside and investigated the grass along the chain link fence then ran off his excess energy as he raced around the perimeter. Wren relaxed on the wooden bench outside of the dog park until Rascal trotted to the gate. 
As they continued their walk, they came to a lane at the farthest corner of the campground that was hidden from the rest of the campground behind some trees and found a section of old trailers with patio chairs, flowerpots, garden flags, and other items that had obviously been there for quite a while. The sites were wider than the sites in the main part of the campground, and many of them had old golf carts plugged into the electrical outlet to keep them charged. 
A tall, muscular, middle-aged woman with gray streaks in her short, dark brown hair stepped out of a trailer but stayed in the shadows; she crossed her arms as she glared at Wren and Rascal when they strolled by. 
Wren waved, and the woman nodded with no change in her facial expression.
After they returned to the van, Wren said, “The campground certainly has a lot of deferred maintenance, but at least the restroom was clean. I’m glad we came here; maybe we’ve helped Taliyah out of her slump.”
While she ate the other half of her shrimp po’ boy, Wren asked, “Did you find it curious that Taliyah asked if I was undercover or a crime writer? I wonder what crime there would be around here to write about. I’ll have to ask her.” 
Rascal snuffled in his sleep.
Before she finished her lunch, her phone rang. 
When she answered, Betsy asked, “Did I call at a bad time? Am I interrupting you? Do you want to call me back when you aren’t so busy? I just had an urgent question, but it can wait. I’ll talk to you later.”
“Slow down, Betsy. Now is a perfect time. I just finished eating lunch.”
Rascal raised his head and narrowed his eyes; Wren turned to gaze out the window to avoid Rascal’s disapproving glare. 
“How are you going to publish ‘High Falutin’ Killer’ when you finish it? I know Kendra is your editor, so you have that covered, but do you know anything about publishing? Is that something you want me to do? I don’t know where to start. Is it hard?” 
“Do you remember Virginia? She and her husband own the apple orchard in Tennessee. She’s researching self-publishing for me. We’ll study the basics together and collaborate on a schedule, so I can move forward.” 
“Good, because I enjoy reading the stories.” 
“I’m glad you do because you see things that would never have occurred to me.” 
“Really? I have to go; there’s something in my eye.” Betsy hung up. 
Wren finished her po’ boy. “Let’s walk to the beach.”  
As they neared the water, Wren wrinkled her nose at the fishy smell that reminded her of sulfur. “Some algae must have come in with the tide.”
When they reached the beach, Wren stared at the intense, green water. “Now I see why it’s called the Emerald Coast. I always thought the Gulf was blue; what makes it so green? I’ll have to look that up later.”
As they walked along the waterline, the tide was going out, and red and brown seaweed was strewn along the wet sand. 
Wren pointed to the tiny holes in the sand. “Those might be ghost shrimp or small crabs.” 
Rascal stalked the sanderlings as the small birds darted across the beach in front of them. 
“Leave them, Rascal,” Wren said.
Rascal flopped down on the sand but twitched his tail as he continued to watch the birds. Wren scanned the horizon then peered along the shoreline ahead of them. “There might be a cove in front of us. Feel like going a little farther, Rascal?” 
They hiked along the beach until they reached a small inlet. “It’s too overgrown for us to explore any farther, but I wonder if there’s a small marina around that bend.” 
As they walked back, Wren said, “Now, I’m not sure where the campground is. I know we walked past some sea oats, but there are sea oats all along the dunes. You’re going to have to take the lead, Rascal, because everything looks the same to me.” 
Wren followed Rascal as he headed back; she waited on the beach when he was sidetracked and darted over a dune to investigate.
After they returned to the van, Wren refilled Rascal’s water bowl and pulled out a bottle of water for herself. “I need to carry a red bandana so I can mark where we go onto the beach. The campground store had a wide variety of items, which was a surprise, but I didn’t see any bandanas. I wonder how far away the nearest stores are; we’ll have to ask the next time we go to the office.” 
While Wren sipped on the water, she re-read then edited her blog. When she was satisfied, she emailed the draft to Kendra then researched the Emerald Coast. “This is really interesting, Rascal; the green water is from microscopic plankton.”
Wren read more about plankton, then found articles on the legend of sirens and shipwrecks.  
After an hour, Wren stretched. “I certainly got lost down a rabbit hole, didn’t I? Let’s see if Taliyah is still at the office, Rascal; after that, we need to buy some groceries.” 
When they reached the office, Taliyah’s car was gone, and the door was locked. Wren sighed. “I should have thought about it earlier; I’ll see what I can find nearby.”  
Wren pulled out her phone from her pocket. “I found a store fifteen miles back the way we came; let’s go.” 
As they continued to their campsite, Wren frowned. There aren’t any other campers in this part of the campground, and I didn’t see any notes on the door for late arrivals. 
When they reached the grocery store, Rascal waited for Wren outside the door. She picked up two pieces of fried chicken, a ham and cheese sub, a small premade salad, and two packets of salad dressing from the deli then added bread, butter, and a small carton of six eggs to her cart. That’s about all my little refrigerator can handle, but it will last me for two days at least.
After Wren and Rascal returned to the van, she said, “I’m a little nervous about staying in a rundown place without an owner or manager onsite, but I’ll be fine because you’ll let me know if there’s a problem.” 
Wren put her items that needed to stay cold in the van’s mini fridge before she headed toward the campground. 
After she parked and plugged in, Wren fed Rascal then put some of the salad into a bowl, added a little salad dressing, and a piece of fried chicken on a plate. While she was eating, she glanced outside and shuddered as the sun slipped closer to the horizon. She immediately pulled down all the privacy shades then finished eating her chicken and salad before she set up her computer to write. 
Wren peered at her email and raised her eyebrows. “I have an email from Taliyah.”
She opened the email then downloaded the attachment.
“It’s a photocopy of a handwritten document that is titled ‘Captain Thadeus Xavier Hawthorne, A Fierce Pirate and a Master Sailor’, by Eugene Hawthorne.”
Wren rolled her eyes as she read; when she finished, she said, “The first paragraph is Mr. Hawthorne’s glowing self-assessment of the article and self-congratulations on his writing talent. I don’t know a lot about writing biographies, but I don’t think that’s a common practice. I’ll read the rest of it to you; it’s interesting.”
Rascal put his chin on her knee and gazed at her as she read. 
“In the 1600s and early 1700s, the pirate Jean Lafitte had a stronghold near New Orleans that was an established site to receive stolen goods. Lafitte’s suppliers were privateers who were typically commissioned by the English or Spanish governments to attack enemy ships and pirates who were independent freelancers. Privateers and pirates alike stashed their bounty in marshes and inlets on the Florida coast where the heavy navy warships could not maneuver before they made a run to sell their goods to Jean Lafitte. 
“Pirate Captain Thadeus Xavier Hawthorne was one of the most successful pirates of all time; no one crossed Captain X. He was tall, heavyweight, and fierce. His leathery face was scarred from combat, and he’d lost sight in one eye, but there was no eyepatch for him; pirates said he could see into your soul with his blind eye. He was highly regarded as one of the most skilled sailors on the seas because he read the wind, the clouds, the temperature, and the sea birds; Captain X could smell a Gulf storm and tell you how strong it was and when it would hit.
“The Spanish navy was certain they finally had Captain X in their cannon sights along the west coast of the Florida peninsula. Captain Hawthorne turned toward Mexico in an obvious attempt to escape, and the warship followed him. When he abruptly turned to the north then east to avoid a massive hurricane and made a mad dash for the coast of what we now know as the panhandle of Florida, he came so close to the Navy ship that the Spanish sailors trembled with fear in
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