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This book is dedicated to the service animals, emotional support animals, and the animals who play a large part in their human's life, just like Chili who is there for Marshal. I’d also like to thank those who raise, train, care for, and own those wonderful animals.

––––––––
[image: ]


Thank you for caring and making a difference in this world. There are people out there who greatly appreciate your hard work and dedication.
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In all her twenty-eight years, Bailey Graham never expected to end up penniless in a small town named Dually, Idaho. She walked into Thomson's Hardware on aching feet and a possible blister on her heel.

She hobbled to the counter. A man covered in white paint splatters handed a handful of towels to a woman trying to clean paint off her jeans.

"I can't believe you didn't secure the lid, Derrick. That's such a rookie mistake." The woman clicked her tongue. "What distracted you?"

He leaned to the side, staring at the woman's backside. "My beautiful wife."

The woman flushed. "You see me every day. That's no excuse."

"And I never get tired of looking at you. You are my joy—"

The woman gasped, taking notice of Bailey. "Sh. Customer."

"Hi. I'm Derrick. This is my wife, Joy." He twisted around, a shy grin plastered on his face. "Can we help you with anything?"

He looked unapologetic for flirting with his wife. If Bailey wasn't exhausted and on the verge of crying, she would have thought they were a great example of keeping the romance alive.

Bailey bobbed her head. "I'm looking for a job. I'm trying to earn enough money to get a hotel room tonight. I'm desperate and will do anything."

"A hotel room?" The man's wife frowned. "You don't have anywhere to stay?"

"Like I said, I'm desperate. I've worked in a grocery store before, so I know how to handle a cash register and how to restock. I learn fast." Bailey reached into her oversized purse full of the odd stuff that couldn't fit into the backpack containing all the belongings she owned. "I have a generic application, or do you want a digital one?"

"Paper is fine," Derrick said, holding his hand out. "Let me look this over. It shouldn't take too long."

Bailey passed over the paperwork. "Can I charge my phone while I wait?"

"There's an outlet there." The woman motioned to the wall.

Bailey got into her purse for her charger and walked over to the side. The woman returned to work, and the man stayed out of sight. While she waited, no customers came into the hardware store.

She needed a job. Everywhere she went, they turned her down. It was getting late in the day. She'd have to sleep on the street if she failed to find someone to hire her and give her an advance.

Derrick returned to his wife, crossed his arms, and glared at Bailey. "I'm sorry but you have a history of stealing. We don't hire—"

"I don't take things that don't belong to me." Bailey stilled. "I'm not a thief."

"That's not what your last boss claimed." Derrick gritted his teeth.

"My last boss let me go for budget reasons and was apologetic. The job I had before that, a company bought the store and replaced all the employees who weren't giving satisfactory results. I had a broken leg at the time, so I understand why they let me go. I've never had a bad report, and I've never stolen anything in my life." Bailey got on her phone. "Let me show you my digital resume with my referrels..."

The words on her phone blurred. She blinked back tears. Her digital resume was wrong. "Oh no."

"What's wrong?" asked Joy.

"I don't know why he's doing this to me. He won't leave me alone. I broke things off. I ran away. Isn't that a big enough hint that I want nothing to do with him?"

"He who?" The woman set a bottle of water on the counter.

"My ex-boyfriend, Josh Brady. We only dated for six weeks. I thought things were okay, but then he proposed, and I felt he was rushing me, so I said no. He pushed, acting like the wedding was a sure thing. He talked about who he'd invite and where we should register. He went as far as to get me kicked out of my apartment so I'd have no choice but to live with him." Breaking out in goosebumps, Bailey shuddered. "He wouldn't listen or stop. I got scared and ran away. He gave me no other choice. On such short notice, I sold what I could and have spent all my money, trying to put distance between us. Nobody will hire me, and now I think I know why. He deleted my digital resume and somehow got my previous bosses to lie about me."

"I've heard many sob stories before—"

"Derrick." The woman grabbed her husband's arm. "Think about Kelli. She had a monster of an ex, and look at what she went through. The man tried to kill her. This woman has nowhere to go—"

"All the more reason to let her find a job elsewhere. I can't risk hiring someone dangerous. I don't want to regret it later if something ever happened to you." Derrick cupped his hands around his wife's face. "Joy, I love you, but we can't ignore the background check. The last time we did that, I hired a murderer."

Joy flinched. "What if turning her away sends her straight into the arms of her ex-boyfriend?"

Derrick turned his attention to Bailey. "How dangerous is this man?"

"He's a creep. At first, he was sweet and kind, but as time went on, he became too one-sided in trying to please me. After six weeks, he proposed to me, and I rejected him. That set him off. He got me kicked out of my apartment. He wouldn't accept the word no. Now it sounds like he's branded me a thief. Does he think that'll make me love him?" Sobs choked her.

Bailey wrapped her arms around her middle. She trembled inside at the likelihood of sleeping on the ground.

"Give me a couple of minutes." Derrick hurried away.

"When was the last time you had anything to eat?" asked Joy softly.

Bailey paused to think a moment. "Yesterday. I had some corn nuts."

"Do you want a sandwich? I know a place that delivers. Turkey, cheese, mayonnaise, and some veggies?" Joy got her phone from underneath the counter.

"I can't pay—"

"It's on me. My friend was like you, except her ex tried to kill her and lived unseen in her house for who knows how long." Joy held up her finger and half turned. "Hey Jeanna, can you add an extra order to our usual and have it brought over as soon as possible? Yep, the same turkey. Thank you very much. Bye."

Joy set her cell phone down only to nudge the water bottle toward Bailey. "Here, sip on this. You'll feel steadier once you've rehydrated. My husband is probably checking the details on who put that negative claim on your background check."

"He doesn't want to hire me," she mumbled.

"He's overprotective of me. I love it, but in this instance, I think he needs to tone it down just a bit. If you want to sit, there is a bench by the door."

"Thank you." Bailey cleared her throat.

She scooped up the water bottle and took a seat. Although her legs needed a break hours ago, her body refused to stay still. Unknown muscles ached and wouldn't let her relax. Instead, she found herself fidgeting, trying to find a more comfortable spot. She sipped on the water, trying to ignore the pain.

Fifteen minutes later, a woman delivered the food just as Derrick returned. He waited until the delivery woman left before facing Bailey, his expression unreadable. "Josh Brady put in the claims that you stole from your last employer. I contacted one of my advisors, who completed a quick check of Brady's social media accounts and concluded he's unreliable.

Bailey let out a sigh of relief. "You believe me?"

"I have no opinion about what kind of person you are or your work ethic. What I can tell you is Brady doctored your resume as of yesterday.

"He knows where I am?" Her vision blurred. "What am I going to do?"

"If you want. I can have my contact create a false online trail and move you away from the area."

"What do you mean?" She gazed at Derrick.

"We could create a new social media account if that's how he's following you. If you used your real name, it would be easy for your ex to find you. We'd create a trail to somewhere else, making it look like you moved on."

"You'd do that for me?"

"I can't hire you. But I'd like to help," said Derrick.

Joy stepped over to Derrick and put her arm around his waist. She smiled softly at Bailey, nodding. Her instinct was to trust these people.

"I'd like that, but without a job—"

"While I can't hire you. I'm sure I could find a job for you."

"Meaning you called Stacy, your stepmother. She's good at that sort of thing." Joy dragged over a box to put in front of Bailey and set her food on the makeshift table. "Eat up. I think I have an idea. How are you with dogs?"

"I've never had a pet." Bailey unwrapped the sandwich. "Thank you so much for the food."

Joy grinned at Derrick. "What do you think about letting her look after Marshal?"

Derrick rubbed the scruff of his jaw in thought. "That's better than suggesting she work at the warehouse. At least she'd get a bedroom."

"Is Marshal a dog or a person?"

The couple smiled at Bailey's question. Derrick lost all amusement on his face and leaned closer. "Marshal's a dog owner and practically a hermit who hides in his house. He had some trouble last year with a man harassing him. The police arrested the man. With that said, Marshal is a good friend. It's safe there. He needs someone to watch his property and be there for emergencies. Other than that, he's independent."

"What's his dog's name?" she blurted.

"Chili," said the couple at the same time.

The job sounded too easy. There must be something Derrick wasn't telling her. "And Marshal needs someone there because...?"

Joy opened her bag of chips. "Derrick, you should have led by explaining Marshal's sight impairment. He's legally blind and waiting to get surgery to bring back more of his vision. Understandably, having to deal with the loss of his vision and doctors giving him the runaround has Marshal frustrated."

"He's a grump." Derrick chuckled. "A good guy, but a grump."

Joy nodded. "That's true."

Bailey blew out her breath, taking it all in. "It sounds like he has a right to be grumpy."

"Sam and Kelli worry about him. They've found a few people to stay with Marshall, but so far, nobody has stayed." Derrick shifted his gaze from his wife to Bailey. "You couldn't ask for an easier job with free room and board in a house on the lake. You'll get paid in cash, and there isn't much to do other than keep an eye out, maybe play cards with Marshal or help him find misplaced items. You'll be a live-in housemate and security guard so Marshal's family can have peace of mind."

"That sounds too good to be true. What's the downside?" Bailey couldn't believe a good job and housing would fall right into her lap.

"Marshal scares everyone away with his attitude. Plus, the pay isn't much. But it will give you a place to hide until we can get your trail pointed elsewhere. Your ex can't track you down here." Derrick paused. "Do you think you'd want the job?"

Derrick's question brought Bailey back to the reality that she had zero options and even fewer funds. Her body could not handle another move to a different town.

"Any amount of money I can save is better than where I am now with nothing." Bailey bit her lip. "Marshal isn't a...a...pervert or anything, right?"

Fear coiled in her stomach at the thought of moving in with a strange man. Knowing he was mad at the world only made her more nervous. What if she couldn't handle him?

"No, Marshal's harmless. Our friends, Sam and Kelli, are within walking distance if you have any issues. They're good people who'll run over if you need anything." Joy lightly smacked her husband's arm. "I'm so sorry we couldn't hire you. Derrick is overprotective and has a string of bad luck with people he's hired."

Derrick let out a deep breath. "People have screwed us over far too many times. I think we come across as easy marks."

Able to understand his situation, Bailey nodded. "I appreciate what you've done for me. I'll take the job."

"Good. We'll go over to the lake after we eat. Business is slow, let's close for lunch while we drive you over to Marshal's place." Derrick shot his wife a look. "Call Sam and Kelli. We'll have them meet Bailey before introducing her to Marshal."
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Brought to a charming Bed and Breakfast right on lakefront property, Bailey explained her situation to the owners, who seemed deeply in-love as they stood in front of her with their arms around each other.

Sam, a handsome, rugged man, eyed her a moment before he turned his gaze to Derrick. "So, you want us to introduce her to Marshal and let him know she'll be staying with him while she's in hiding?"

"She may need a fake identity or at least a makeover. I'll have help from my side of the family if—"

"Not needed." Sam cut Derrick off. "You aren't the only one with connections. I know you don't like dealing with your parents. I'll talk to your stepmom and have her deal with it."

"Even better." Derrick turned Joy around to their beefed-up pickup with a large gash in the hood.

"Thanks, Sam. See you later, Bailey." Joy waved as she walked away with Derrick. "Honey, we need to get your truck fixed."

"After the Anderland job is over. I'd rather beat up one rig than have my men risk their vehicles, too." Derrick ushered his wife inside the cab before he hurried around to the driver's side. "It's only cosmetic. If I can get away with replacing the hood, that'll be great."

As the couple who'd rescued her left, Bailey took a deep breath, trying to untangle her nerves. Today, she'd been handed from one set of strangers to another.

"What...?" Her dry mouth made it difficult for her to speak.

"Are you okay?" Kelli left Sam's side and approached Bailey.

"Thirst­—"

A coughing fit caught Bailey off guard.

Sam jogged to the garage only to return with a bottle of water. He twisted the cap off, handing it to her. "Sip it slowly. Ignore the paint. It's the hazard of keeping anything in the garage. Kelli loves to repaint things as a hobby."

Bailey slowly drank from the bottle and glanced between the couple. "I was going to ask, what sort of makeover are you going to give me?"

"Nothing outrageous. I can go pick up hair dye and some supplies. Marshal won't see what you look like, but we wouldn't want someone from town recognizing you if your ex shows up and flashes a picture of you around." Kelli's suggestion left Bailey aware of how messy she probably looked.

"I'll pay you back for the help you've given me." Bailey didn't know how, but she'd figure it out.

"Don't worry about it."

Bailey frowned. "But I do worry."

"I was in a similar situation as you. There were murderers after me." Kelli waved her hand in the air. "Let's just say I found some stolen property, identified the killers, and received a reward. If I can use that money to help someone in a similar position who needs help, it'll make me feel good." Kelli motioned for Bailey to follow her. "I'll show you to the bathroom and then you can rest. While you're relaxing, I'll run to town for everything you'll need. Sam will stay behind to look after the dogs, so there will be someone here to protect you."

"Go to Alice-way. You never shop there. Nobody will question why you're buying hair dye and whatever else you decide you need for Bailey." Sam walked up the porch to open the stained glass door, releasing a rottweiler and chocolate-colored dog who raced out to Kelli. "Rolo. Sweetie. Go inside."

"They're fine." Kelli turned to Bailey. "I'll show you to the shower. Are you okay with Sam here watching the dogs?"

Bailey hesitated before she nodded. She'd have to be okay with it. "I'll be fine. I know karate."

Kelli sputtered with laughter. She hurried to the porch and slugged Sam on the shoulder. "Watch out. She knows karate."

Sam's lips twitched. "My mother singlehandedly raised my brothers, sister, and me after my father died. I have a deep respect for strong women."

Following the couple and their dogs inside, Bailey gasped at the sight of the entrance. The woodwork, wallpaper, and vintage touches amazed her. "Your home is beautiful. Magazine worthy beautiful."

"I co-own Crane Tomas Demo and Restoration with Derrick, but most of this is Kelli's work." He paused and then chuckled. "Derrick and I are childhood friends, while Kelli and Joy spent their summers growing up together."

From how Sam spoke of Kelli, Bailey knew they were the real-deal. They had the once-in-a-lifetime true love everyone dreams of finding.

"So, you and Kelli have been together longer than Derrick and Joy, who are in their new lovey-dovey phase?" Bailey took a sip of her water.

"Nope. Derrick and Joy have been together for years." Kelli held up her left hand. No ring. "We're not married."

"How have you not proposed yet? You two look like you've been together for a decade." Bailey raised a brow Sam's way. "That's a compliment, by the way. You two are fantastic together."

"Already on it." Sam put his arm around Kelli's shoulders. "We're engaged and plan to have the wedding when we can gather our families together."

"My sister is doing her best to have half a dozen children, all close in age. Sam's niece, we'd like her to be there, but things with her mother are tricky. If she can't be flower girl, I'll need time to teach Sweetie how to carry the flower basket while Rolo plays ringbearer."

Sam smothered his laughter. "Do it. The dogs listen better than the children."

Kelli laughed, then shook her head at Bailey. "Sorry, we get distracted when the topic of weddings comes up. The shower upstairs is fine to use. His brother is coming over tomorrow, so I already had the clean towels set out. Go ahead and help yourself to whatever you need."

"Is this a working bed and breakfast?" Bailey ignored the pain in her body with every step as she followed Kelli.

"Sort of. So far, I've mostly had family and a few displaced tourists stay. My grandparents started this place but shut it down before I was born. It was always my dream to start it up again. The Bed and Breakfast is less a job and more of a hobby. Someday, I want my future kids to see our family's history." Kelli opened the first bedroom door. "The bathroom is to the right."

"Thanks." Bailey shuffled inside to take advantage of a nice warm shower. 

Thirty minutes later after relishing in the unique spiced soaps and warm water, she noticed the damage on her feet. She pulled on her last set of clean clothes before she sat on the toilet lid to examine the blisters and areas her shoes had rubbed completely raw. Swollen from her ankles down, she wasn't sure she could fit into her sneakers again.

A knock sounded on the door. Bailey jerked her gaze off her feet.

"Yes?" she said.

"Are you all right?" Kelli paused. "I just got home. Sam, let me know you haven't come out yet."

"Do you have a First Aid kit?" She swallowed hard. "You can come in. I'm decent."

Kelli let herself in with a couple of shopping bags. "The kit is under the sink...oh, wow. Um, do you think you need a doctor?"

Bailey shook her head. Not only could she not afford one, she feared using her medical card, in case her crazy ex-boyfriend could track her down.

"Okay. First thing first." Kelli reached under the bathroom cabinet to bring out a green plastic box with a white cross on the top. "I don't think you can walk like that. Not with your sneakers. I'll give you a pair of slip-on shoes that I keep at the B and B for guests. They're just cheap things, but hopefully, they fit after we put some bandages on the raw spots."

"My feet are swollen. I've done nothing but ride buses and walk since I ran away." Bailey accepted the box and got in it to grab some bandages.

"Okay, prepare yourself." Kelli sprayed the disinfectant.

Bailey sucked in her breath and shuddered. The medicine stung.

Kelli left the room. Alone, Bailey wiped her eyes with shaking hands. She hurt all over.

Using most of the bandages in the kit, she finally got on a pair of socks and into the new footwear. Exhausted and near tears, she had no idea if she'd be able to put weight on her feet.

Kelli returned with Sam. "Did you get all the wounds covered?"

"Yeah, somehow." Sniffling, Bailey motioned to the First Aid box. "It's going to need to be refilled. I used a lot."

"No problem. We can refill the kit. Kelli keep them stocked for guests. Someone is always falling while hiking around the lake. Can you stand, or do you need me to carry you?" said Sam.

Bailey stood. She could bear the pain for the moment. "It's tolerable."

"You can rest at Marshal's house. I'll come over and do your makeover another time. Right now, you need to put your feet up, which won't be difficult with the job."

"Can someone explain what this job is?" Bailey leaned down to gather her bags.

Sam scooped her belongings up before she could reach them. "Marshal lost most of his vision long before I met him. From what we've pieced together, he was in his late teens to early adulthood when he became blind. He's been seeing doctors, and the latest one keeps pushing back the surgery, coming up with a new idea to try and treat his blindness, and then something falls through. We don't know the details. I'm the handyman around his place. Kelli is his childhood friend. As for his medical history, he keeps everything to himself."

"I spent my summers here with my grandparents when I was young. When I wasn't with them or out with Joy in town, I was often over at Marshal's house. I was a major tomboy." Kelli offered Bailey her arm. "Do you need help?"

"I think I can manage." Bailey shuffled, following the couple to the staircase. 

The steps worried her. Could she walk without falling?

Sam glanced over his shoulder at Bailey. "I can come back up and carry you down if you want to wait."

Bailey wrinkled her nose. "That's a bit...much."

"Or do as I did as a kid, slide down on your butt." Kelli got a snort out of Sam. "I don't suggest it. Our backsides are not as rubbery as they used to be."

"Is that from experience?" Bailey couldn't remember ever sliding down steps on her butt. "Is that a normal kid thing to do?"

"I fell down the stairs, wrestling with my brothers, all the time. Luckily, there were four steps and not a whole staircase." Sam continued walking down.

Bailey grabbed the rail and put her first foot down on the top step. She followed through and inched her way down. Every action caused intense pain. At the bottom, she found Sam waiting, empty-handed.

"Do you want to sit or keep going out to my truck?" Sam's gaze softened. 

"A person in motion stays in motion, or something like that. I'd rather not stop yet." She let him offer his arm only because she couldn't trust her legs to hold her.

Sam got her outside, only for Kelli to pull up in an evergreen-colored classic Volkswagen Bug. He steered Bailey to the passenger door. "I'll follow in my truck."

"I figured she'd never make the climb into your pickup." Kelli raised a hand, keeping her brown dog from climbing between them. "Sweetie, sit back down. Be good like Rolo."

"The cost of riding in Kelli's prized car is the dogs think the front seat belongs to them." Sam carefully closed the door.

"It is a nice vehicle." Bailey pulled the seatbelt on.

"Thanks. It was my reward to myself after the whole ordeal of almost getting killed. The blue bug I had before was a different model. I totaled it when I had to run for my life. It isn't my greatest memory, but I turned it into a flowerbed. It's in the backyard. I can't wait to watch it rust over and become even more beautiful instead of getting smashed into scrap metal at the dump." Kelli drove down the driveway to the back country road.

"Were you okay? Totaling a car like that?" Bailey blew out her breath. "That had to be scary."

Kelli followed a curve in the road. "I didn't get hurt in the accident. I got hurt running through the woods to escape. Eventually, I found a culvert. Rolo and I hid out there until Sam found us. They caught both men that were after me. I never have to worry about them again."

"Is this place you're sending me safe?" She asked the question again because the stories everyone shared with her were getting wilder.

"You'll be safe with Marshal. He's not dangerous. He's grumpy and moody at times, but he's going through a lot. Actually, he's gone through a lot."

"Besides his impairment?" asked Bailey.

Kelli blew out her breath. "In the past, Marshal had a man harass and bully him, plus a lot of other local kids. The jerk returned to Dually, Idaho, under a new name—but he's gone now."

"Harassed or bullied? Is there a difference? One sounds like a crime. The other sounds juvenile."

"He stalked and harassed Marshal by knocking on the door and darting off. It drove Marshal crazy because he couldn't see who was doing it. Sam monitors the security feed if Marshal calls and reports anything happening—just in case you thought we watched the recordings all the time. We don't."

"I imagine that's a good thing." Bailey frowned. What was she getting herself into?

"Right now, the worst thing happening at Marshal's is the skunks. For some reason, Marshal has a high population of those stinky creatures on his side of the lake. His dog Chili has tangled with a skunk a time or two."

If the job was to watch out for skunks and a doorbell-ditcher who may not visit again, Bailey was confident she could handle the task. "Should I make meals or clean or something?"

"Marshal is independent and handles everything. There's just some things that others can do to make his life easier. Also, be careful if you move something. You'll need to put it back in the same spot. Marshal has his cabin memorized. But, you could check the dates on his food. I don't think he keeps much at a time. He has someone deliver his food." Kelli turned down another road, one with a few driveways. "Just think of it as a companion job, a lodger, not a live-in maid. Trust me, he'll find excuses to try and fire you. He's done it before to others who tried to live with him. He'll complain if he trips or if he thinks you're a slob. It doesn't mean anything. He's just...Marshal."

She blew out her breath. Marshal was starting to sound impossible to please.

"Marshal lives in the house he grew up in. His parents have moved on and let him stay in the house. They'll show up occasionally if you're here long enough."

Kelli pulled into a driveway on the left, following it down to a rustic cabin. "I'll be back out tomorrow to do your makeover, but for now, let's introduce you to the man himself." Kelli turned her car off.

The one-story cabin sat along the lakeshore. Trees scattered the yard, reminding her of the parks by her old apartment. Boxes were stacked in front of the door.

Bailey dragged herself out of the car with a nest of fluttering butterflies in her stomach. She bit back a whimper. Her entire body protested. "Maybe give me time to sleep-in tomorrow. My body is already feeling the strain. I'm not sure I'll be able to lift myself to my feet once I get off them."

"Absolutely." Kelli let her dogs out of the car. They raced around the cabin toward the lake, and ran out of sight.

Sam pulled his pickup in behind them and got out to bring Bailey's luggage while she hobbled after Kelli along a well-worn path to the back porch that faced the lake.

A dog barked inside.

"Yeah, yeah. I'll let you out." A man opened the door. Unkept brown hair and a scruffy beard that hadn't been trimmed in a long time hid the face of someone she guessed was a few years older than her.

Marshal squinted as if trying to focus. His appearance, along with the blank glare, was rough.

"Hey, Marshal. It's Kelli, Sam, and your new housemate," said Kelli.

He startled and then quickly relaxed. "Knock or something next time you arrive."

"I was about to, but your dog beat me to it, and you opened the door." Kelli glanced down at the three dogs greeting each other. "We need to talk."

Marshal raised his hands, forming a cross with his fingers. "If you ask me to be your ring bearer, absolutely not. I'm against being the best man for either side as well. I might not even go to your wedding, so don't make plans for me. I'd be completely lost."

"The bachelor party is at my house, while the bachelorette party is at the bed and breakfast. You've been to both places. The wedding will be at the inn—again, you'll be there." Sam stepped up behind them. "Let's go inside so your new roommate can sit down, and we can introduce the two of you."

"Leave the door open for the dogs." Marshal backed up. "Sit wherever. What do we have to talk about? I don't need someone to take care of me. If she wants to clean, then clean. But leave my stuff alone."

Bailey took a seat on one of the well-loved sofas in the cabin. She waited until they all sat. Kelli and Sam had already done so much for her. She wasn't going to let them do all of the talking.

"I'm Bailey." She paused, but Marshal only stared at the lamp on her left. "I-I need somewhere to stay."

"Why?" said Marshal in almost a shout.

"Because I have an ex-boyfriend who is stalking me. Even though I broke up with him, he thinks I should marry him. He's gotten me kicked out of my apartment. I've sold everything I own to get far away from him. But now he's ruined my resume and made false claims about me. I can't find a job. Nobody wants to hire me." 

"Don't you have any family who can help you?" Marshal sat forward on the couch opposite her, not looking directly at her but off-center.

"No. My mother passed away a few years ago. No father. No siblings. No friends." Bailey cursed her younger, much shyer self for her lack of friendships.

Marshal sighed heavily. "What do I call you?"

"Bai—"

"I think she should go by a different name," said Kelli.

"I need a new name?" Bailey swallowed heavily.

"It'd be best." Sam stood behind the couch. "If you want your trail wiped out."

Marshall scratched his beard. "People rename dogs all the time. Pick a name."

Kelli snickered and waved her hand in front of her. "Sorry, not the right time to laugh."

"It's fine. Laughing is
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