
RELENTLESS

VIBERT MILLER


Table of Contents

Title Page

Relentless

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters and incidents are products of the author’s imagination and are used fictitiously.

Copyright @ 2024 by Vibert Miller

All rights reserved

Cover design by V. A. Miller

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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Jack Peregrin stood on the sidewalk in front of the two-story building and looked at the new sign that was painted on a window of the second floor. It read FALCON INVESTIGATORS in large bold letters. He smiled, walked towards the entrance, opened the door and entered. He named his new detective agency FALCON as a nod to his ancestor who was a Sioux warrior named Peregrin and was sometimes referred to as the Falcon. The story that was handed down through generations of his family was that the Falcon rode with Sitting Bull at the battle of the Little Big Horn.

Jack made himself comfortable in his desk chair and was reaching for his desk phone when it rang. He answered and a female voice declared she was in need of a detective.

“Why do you need a detective?” he asked in jest, “lost your husband?”

“No,” she replied, “my lover.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, “can you repeat that?”

“I want you to find my lover,” she repeated.

“Can you describe him?”

“Yes,” she said, “he’s tall, dark and handsome.”

Jack tried not to laugh at Abby, the lady of his dreams, when he said, “I know the gentleman. I’ll see to it that he returns home within the hour. And there’s no charge.”

Abigail Saunders put her cell phone back in her pocket and walked over to the stove where dinner was simmering. She opened a bottle of wine and poured half a glass which she would sip until Jack arrived. It was her idea that Jack open a detective agency after the mercenary outfit he was a part of, disbanded. Traveling around the world as a mercenary for many years gave him the unique perspective, the guts and the relentlessness to be a private investigator. When Jack’s outfit folded, he was left with millions of dollars as his share of the bounty but with no goals. Abby could feel his restlessness. He was a man whose life was spent on the edge and who was now without a compass. It was out of this need that FALCON INVESTIGATORS was born.

Abby was a cop, a highway patrol officer, who took her job of keeping the highways safe, seriously. She met Jack when she pulled him over for speeding and ended up calling an ambulance for him when he slumped over his steering wheel as she was talking to him. Pulling him over saved his life because his heart, which he had received in a transplant, was being rejected by his body. He needed a new heart when two Colombian drug traffickers tried to kill him. Abby visited him every day while he was in an induced coma in the hospital. On the fourth day she walked into his room expecting to just sit by his side, but he was sitting up when she arrived.

She heard his car in the driveway and hurried to the bathroom to make sure she looked great for him. He loved coming home to a beautiful woman, and she did her best to oblige. She heard the door slam and a minute later she heard the key in the door and it swung open. She was standing there and when he saw her the crags in his face turned into a huge smile. He opened his arms, and she jumped into them.

“I don’t know how you do it,” he said.

“Do what?” she asked.

“Manage to look more beautiful than the day before,” he said.

“I’ve been channeling your ancestors, and a medicine woman told me the secret of beauty.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” he said, “because those medicine women were not known to share their secrets with palefaces.”

“How was your day?” she asked.

“Good,” he said, “a woman wanted me to find her lover.”

“Did she give you a description of her lover?”

“She did. Said he was tall, dark and handsome.”

“She sounds like a woman in love,” Abby said.

“That’s correct. I told her I would find him a send him to her”

Abby put out two plates on the counter in the kitchen along with silverware. She sliced up the French bread she bought that afternoon and placed a pot of stew on a trivet. Then she brought another glass and poured wine for two. They sat beside each other and picked up their glasses for a toast. When Abby removed the cover from the pot, Jack motioned with his hand to bring the delicious smell to his nose.

“So, how was your day?” Jack said, “chased any bad guys?”

“No,” she said, “but I gave out two speeding tickets. And one of them was to a little old lady. She tried to talk her way out of it by telling me seniors are allowed to drive as fast as they could. She was doing seventy. And she was seventy years old. She figured she was allowed to drive her age. I was so taken aback by her reasoning I almost let her go.”

They were sitting on the sofa enjoying dessert, Abby’s favorite hot apple pie and vanilla ice cream, when she said, off-handedly, “I am on the graveyard shift for the next five days.” Jack turned to look at her and his smile faded.

“Okay,” he said, “so, that means midnight to eight.”

“Yeah. Look, I know you’re not happy about this but...”

He cut her off. “I’m not unhappy but you know, well you know.”

“Yes, I do.” she said, “and it makes me love you more.”

Someone in her department had floated the idea that female officers should not work the graveyard shift. That’s when all the drunks and crazies come out. But the female officers, Abby included, thought this was a stupid idea. To them it was saying females should get special treatment because they were female.  And they weren’t going to stand for that. In the end no special treatment was given, and Abby and all the other female officers took their turns being out on the highways after midnight. Jack was proud of Abby and the other ladies for standing tall, but he secretly wished she didn’t have to be out there at three in the morning. He put his arms around her and drew her close.

“I know I shouldn’t worry,” he said, “in your uniform with your hat pulled low over your eyes and a big gun hanging at your side, you’re one scary lady. You look like a force to be reckoned with and the bad guys better be careful.”

“You really think so?”

“Of course. I saw that look when I first met you. Remember? I fainted right away.”

“You fainted because your heart was giving out.”

“Yeah. That too,” Jack said. He found her lips, and the kiss was long and very satisfying.

“Okay,” he said, “you grab some shuteye. I’ll clean up.” Jack always made a point of being up when Abby left for her midnight shift and he never left for work before she returned home. Tonight was not an exception. She emerged from the bedroom in full uniform and it took Jack’s breath away. 

“Wow,” he said, “if they ever held a beauty contest for female police officers you would win hands down.”

She stood at the door and blew him a kiss. “Hold that thought,” she said, “I’ll be back before you know it.” Then she opened the door and slipped into the night.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Abby parked her cruiser in an open area where it could be seen in both directions. She never hid behind bushes so she could catch speeders. She wanted drivers to know there was a cop in the area so they would observe the speed limit. She saw herself as a speed controller rather than as a ticket writer. In her rear view mirror, she saw high beams coming at her and they were coming on fast. She got her radar gun out and saw the car flash by at one hundred miles an hour. She couldn’t believe it. Then she heard sirens and two cruisers flashed by in pursuit. She was about to pull onto the highway and follow, when her radio came alive to announce two men had robbed a bank by using dynamite to blow open the door of the vault. She was sure the first car was the robbers. She got the dispatcher on the radio and asked if there were any casualties. There were no casualties because the bank was closed but a large amount of money was stolen.

Abby switched on her emergency lights and her siren and pulled onto the highway. In order to catch up with the robbers she would have to exceed one hundred and she was not about to do that. Not for all the money in the world and she felt sorry two officers were doing that. At that hour the highway was almost empty and the cars that
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