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Dedication

In memory of Coral, an affectionate and loyal little rat terrier.

Coral was found in the streets, starving and afraid of her own shadow. One lucky day soon after, she was adopted by a kind and caring young man who doted on her. Many years later, Coral found him a wonderful wife and gained a loving mother. As the family grew, Coral became a good and protective big sister to two precious little girls.

Coral enjoyed a long and happy life with her human family. Then, on a cold January day, she peacefully fell asleep in her father’s arms in front of the fireplace.

“You are missed and will be forever remembered, my furry grandbaby.”
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Raven Brook rode her snowmobile through the forest, swerving left and right between trees laden with snow.

Searching for a three-legged German Shepherd at dawn when a snowstorm loomed on the horizon was insane. Every bone in her body agreed, but her heart refused to listen to reason. She couldn’t let Rusty freeze in the bitter January cold. The dog meant everything to her and her son.

The headlights of her snowmobile illuminated the paw prints in the untouched snow.

Rusty liked to chase after squirrels, grouse, and rabbits around the cabin, but she always came back when summoned. Raven couldn’t guess what had possessed her dog to run into the forest after peeing near her favourite bush.

Twigs and branches scratched Raven’s parka. She risked a glance over her shoulder. Behind her, her son was harnessed to the seat. The tainted visor of his yellow helmet was down, hiding his expression.

Eja should be eating breakfast in his pajamas, not riding with her all bundled up in his snowsuit, but Raven couldn’t leave him alone in the cabin. They only had each other. And Rusty.

The wind picked up, prickling the exposed flesh around Raven’s mouth. The leafless trees shivered and the evergreens flapped their branches. Powdery snow swirled in the air, lowering visibility and erasing the paw prints.

A clearing where she often took Eja picnicking in the summer opened ahead. She crossed it, then followed a sinuous path to an old log bridge. No one knew who built it over the stream, but it had withstood years of abuse at the hands of Mother Nature. Until now.

The post and the handrail on the right side were broken.

Raven stopped near the bridge, and keeping the engine running, she disembarked. “You stay here, munchkin. I’ll be right back.”

Eja bobbed his head. At four years old, he could be trusted to follow her instructions.

She approached the frozen stream on foot. “Rusty!”

There was a ledge under the platform where birds nested, the perfect nook for an animal to crawl into and weather the coming storm. Raven peered under the bridge. Next to the opposite pillar, a ski protruded from the snow.

“How on earth did a snowmobile land in the stream with its ski up?” No one could speed along that path without losing control. Not even her. If anyone tried, they would hit a tree long before they smash into the bridge. “And how did you manage to ram into that post with enough force to break it?”

Bewildered by how the accident could have happened, she trudged down to look under the bridge. To her disappointment, her dog hadn’t sought refuge on the ledge.

Raven’s gaze travelled back to the ski, and a morbid thought entered her mind.

Cursing her suspicious mind, she ventured onto the frozen stream, and once she reached the ski, she started digging. Within a few sweeps, she exposed a second ski and the hood of the snowmobile.

“Why do I have a bad feeling about this...”

She scooped the snow by the armload, baring a shattered windshield, then a black helmet. At the sight of the red maple leaf painted on its side, her heart somersaulted.

“No... It can’t be...”

After a few seconds of hesitation, she brushed the snow off the visor. It was cracked. With a trembling hand, she lifted the visor to get a better view of the rider.

The shock of seeing his lifeless blue eyes and the blood frozen on his face silenced the scream roaring inside her chest.
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Landon Steele reported for duty at the remote Royal Canadian Mounted Police detachment in Sprucetown, Newfoundland.

His new superior officer, Sergeant Cliff Beck, welcomed him with a guttural laugh. “They posted you here after you were caught sleeping in your car while on patrol? That sounds like a cruel and unjust punishment for me.”

“I wasn’t sleeping.” Though Landon had only arrived last night, it sounded like his arguable past had already caught up with him. “I was resting my eyes.”

“If you say so. Now listen, Steele.” If the glare in Beck’s eyes could kill, he wouldn’t need the gun attached to his belt. “I’m three months away from retirement. Three. You cause me any trouble, and you’ll wish they’d shipped you north. Understood?”

I wouldn’t mind being shipped north. One of his buddies had spent a year in Nunavut and enjoyed every second of it. “Got it, Sarge.”

“The keys to the building, the garage, and your vehicles are in your drawer.” Standing in the doorway of a private office, Beck pointed at a desk underneath a frosty window. “The rear entrance has a keyless entry pad. It’s rarely used and must remain locked at all times. The code changes every week, so check your email. Any questions?”

“No questions.” Asking why the back door was equipped with a different lock system than the front door would serve no other purpose than indulging Landon’s curiosity. Someone had probably decided it wasn’t worth spending any money upgrading a building set to be demolished in a few years. The detachment was a relic from the sixties. The construction of a new building had been approved, and the project was scheduled to break ground this coming spring.

“Good.” Beck donned his winter jacket. “Try to stay awake long enough to close the files on your desk. And remember, you’re on call twenty-four-seven.”

Yeah, I know... In small detachments, resources were limited, and the officers were on permanent standby for the duration of their posting.

A mountain of paperwork was piled on his new desk. Landon grabbed the closest folder and looked inside.


Five drunken men arrested for disorderly conduct.



The report dated back to November 10th. The arresting officer, Corporal Gage Harrison, went missing two weeks later, but his frozen body wasn’t found until January 15th. Landon didn’t mind picking up where Harrison had left off, but that report should have been filed long ago. “Sarge? These arrests took place three months ago.”

“That’s called backlog, Steele. This is supposed to be a six-person detachment, but I was already short one officer when Harrison went missing. Now Mathis is gone on mat leave, Edwards is on extended vacation, God knows where, and Harrison ain’t coming back. That leaves Constable Tobin, me, and behold, you.” Beck headed for the front entrance. “If there’s an emergency, I’ll be at Alessi Harrison’s. She needs my help finalizing the arrangements for her husband’s funeral tomorrow.”

Landon didn’t see or hear anyone else in the detachment. “Is there a clerk answering the phone or manning the front counter?”

“She quit last week. She was tired of dealing with complaints, so she went to work at the mine for twice the pay and half the aggravation. If you hear of anyone looking for a job, get them to apply. In the meantime, I assume you know how to answer a phone or greet a visitor.” His sergeant opened the door. “Make sure you lock the front door if you step out and there’s no one else inside.”

A draft of frigid air blew over the unmanned counter separating the unsecured work area from the lobby, chilling Landon to the bones.

Alone in the detachment, he tossed the report back on his desk and wandered around.

A curling trophy engraved with Tobin’s name rested on the corner of the uncluttered desk next to Landon’s.

“You’re either very efficient, Tobin, or very adept at dodging assignments. I can’t wait to meet you.”

A brightly lit corridor marked by closed doors on each side led to unlocked and empty jail cells.

Landon had heard of the working and living conditions in remote communities, but if someone had told him last week that he would be posted here, he would have laughed.
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* * *
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Not in a mood to eat breakfast, or anything else, Raven poured herself another cup of black coffee, then leaned against the kitchen counter.

In another lifetime, she might have attended the funeral, but not under the current circumstances. Finding his body was bad enough. She didn’t need to see him lying in a coffin.

Seated at the kitchen table, Eja dropped his spoon in his bowl, splashing oatmeal on his pajama top and scaring off Rusty, who dashed out of the room.

“Is it still too hot?” Raven had already put his bowl in the freezer for a few minutes. “Want me to cool it some more?”

Her son knocked into thin air. Three times. His own silent signal for someone’s at the door.

“I’ll go answer. Just keep eating.” Without waiting for an acknowledgment, she crossed into the living room.

Rusty scratched at the door, her tail wagging to the left.

“Stand back, Rusty.” Raven nudged the animal aside with her knee and opened the door.

A front of frigid air swept inside the cabin at the sight of her visitor.

“Hello, Raven.”

“Tobin?” At the best of times, the constable’s visits were an inconvenience she tolerated. Today, she had no patience to spare for the cocky officer.

With his curly strawberry blond hair, disarming smile, and strapping physique, Tobin could have been a poster boy for model agencies. Unfortunately for him, she was immune to his charms.

Her dog showed her teeth and growled.

“The beast doesn’t like me, does he?” Tobin voiced his usual greeting at the same time he stomped one boot on the floor.

Rusty jumped back and retreated to the couch, her tail between her two hind legs.

“No, she doesn’t.” Raven wanted to rebuke Tobin for scaring her dog, but the message would either fly over his head, like Rusty’s gender, or he would take it as an invitation to further ill-treat her scaredy dog. “What do you want?”

“I’m attending a colleague’s funeral in a few hours. Why don’t you send the boy and his beast to his room and show some compassion?” He took a step inside and unzipped his jacket. His hand lingered on his shiny belt buckle. “Checking on you every week isn’t part of my job description. I deserve some kind of compensation on a day like this.”

His gall sickened her. As much as she fantasized chopping off one of his appendages or reporting him for sexual harassment, she couldn’t. Tobin would claim she had misread his lips.

The words of a supposedly respected RCMP officer would outweigh the words of a hearing-impaired indigenous woman rumoured to have been arrested for prostitution. Speaking up against Tobin would only further tarnish her reputation. “I have a better idea, Tobin. Why don’t you stop checking on me and get out? I would hate to mistake you for a bear and shoot you.”

The officer stared her down. “You live alone in the forest, Raven. Don’t push your luck.”
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* * *
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Landon had been morally obligated to attend Gage Harrison’s funeral, but the reports waiting on his desk gave him a good excuse to skip the reception hosted by his widow.

However, before driving back to the detachment, he made a detour by Dr. Caleb Marshall’s Medical Clinic.

In the morgue located in the basement of Marshall’s clinic, a man in his early thirties mopped the floor. His ginger ponytail swayed across his back with each sweep.

Landon unzipped his winter jacket. “Hey, there.”

The man leaned on his mop. “Hello, Officer. What can I do for you?”

“Sorry to disturb you, but I’m looking for Dr. Marshall.” From what Landon had gathered, the town doctor was also in charge of the morgue and acted as medical examiner on special occasions. “I checked upstairs. He’s not on duty at the clinic. He wouldn’t be around, would he?”

“I’m Marshall, but everyone calls me Caleb or Doc.” Amusement wrinkled the corners of Caleb’s piercing ebony eyes. “I’m always on duty, one way or another.”

I know that feeling. “I’m Corporal Landon Steele. I was told you kept Corporal Gage Harrison’s body in a refrigerated bay down here for a few days before you sent him to a top facility in St. John’s where an autopsy was performed.”

“Yes. Your guys were able to extricate him and bring him here before a blizzard isolated the town for two days. I figured the RCMP would open an investigation into one of their own regardless of my findings, so I signed his death certificate, kept him frozen, and shipped him as soon as the roads reopened.” The doctor had insured Harrison’s body was given all the attention it had deserved. “My sister, Raven Brook, was the one who found his body. May I ask if the investigation is over?”

“The medical examiner concluded Harrison died from blunt force trauma following a violent vehicular accident.” Landon had seen the pictures taken from the crash site. It appeared unlikely Harrison would have survived the accident even if he had been rescued right away. “Based on what you know of Harrison and what you saw when he was brought in, do you agree with her conclusion?”

“You’re here because I phoned your detective Kinley about the autopsy report, aren’t you?” Caleb chucked the mop in the corner, between a bucket and a wheeled cart. “The kind of injuries your officer sustained are usually the result of a violent crash or a vicious beating. In Harrison’s case, it was obvious he’d crashed to his death. So yes, I agree with your medical examiner’s conclusion, but when I saw her note about a four-centimetre-long wound in the fat tissue of his left hand below his thumb, it got me thinking about an incident that happened three days before Harrison’s wife reported him missing.”

Landon pulled a stool from under the autopsy table and sat. “Keep going, Doc. You have my full attention.”

“Back in November, on a quiet Sunday evening, Harrison called me at home. He wanted to know if he needed a tetanus shot because he’d just cut himself with a kitchen knife. I checked his medical record and told him he didn’t need a booster. In any case, I told him to meet me at the clinic in half an hour if what he described as a nasty cut to his left hand didn’t stop bleeding. He never showed up. His wife Alessi reported him missing three days later. No one heard from Harrison for a full week, then out of the blue, he resurfaced the following Wednesday evening at a strip club in Rocky Cliff, an hour north of here.” The doctor began pacing the morgue. “I’ve known Harrison since he was posted here six years ago. I’m his family doctor and I can’t begin to explain his aberrant behaviour, but that’s beside the point.”

“This is off the record, Doc. Feel free to add any comments you want.” In order to understand what happened to Harrison, Landon felt he needed to know the man under the uniform. “I’m in no rush.”

“Your medical examiner didn’t list any other or previous injuries to his left hand.” Caleb’s gaze wandered to the round clock hung on the wall above a glass cabinet displaying bones, skulls, and strange specimens in transparent jars. “I thought your detective would want to know about Harrison’s nasty Sunday cut since your medical examiner estimated the wound to be two to four days old.”

The timeline jumped at Landon. “You think the fresh wound mentioned in the autopsy report is the same as the nasty cut Harrison called you upon ten days before he was seen at the strip club?”

“I don’t know, but I wish Harrison had come to the clinic. If the cut was as nasty as he claimed, it should have left an obvious scar, and if this is indeed the wound listed in the autopsy report, then Harrison died around the time his wife reported him missing. He couldn’t have hooked up with that stripper a week later, not that I have any evidence to support my suspicions.” Caleb paused by the counter and opened a drawer from which he retrieved a small yellow mitten with black polka dots. “His daughter’s mitt fell from his coat pocket when he was transported in the morgue. I was told to give it back to his widow, but what am I supposed to tell her? Here’s Lyn’s mitten. Gage had it with him when he hooked up with a stripper and died. In her place, I’m not sure I’d want it back. Besides, I’m sure Alessi already bought little Lyn a new pair.”

“Just keep it in a drawer for the time being.” Landon saw no urgency in ever returning the mitten. “According to the tox screen, Harrison’s blood alcohol content was 0.23, nearly three times the legal limit for driving. Would he have been in any condition to drive a snowmobile?”

Caleb couched up a chuckle. “At that level, he would have experienced blackouts. He would have been in no shape to operate any vehicle. I’m amazed he was able to stay on his seat long enough to crash.”

That makes two of us, Doc.

––––––––
[image: ]


* * *
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Eager to go to bed, and forget she missed his funeral, Raven switched off the porch lantern powered by a propane generator.

Darkness reclaimed the clearing where her grandfather built the log cabin half a century ago.

In the silence of the night, the flames dancing in the brick fireplace cast fiery shadows on the dark windows. She added another log to the hearth, one of many she would throw in throughout the night to keep the fire burning. With the cabin warm and cozy, she entered Eja’s room.

Her son slept with his door open and a grey koala bear in his arms.

She pulled the blankets tight around his small body. “Sweet dreams, munchkin.”

Lying on top the blanket near Eja’s feet, Rusty pricked an ear.

“Good night, Rusty.” It still boggled Raven’s mind to recall that Rusty had been waiting on the front porch upon their return from the bridge. The paw prints in the snow had led to Gage’s body—paw prints that Raven had believed belonged to her dog—but now, she wasn’t so certain.

Her dog jumped off the bed and hurried out of the bedroom. Raven found Rusty scratching at the front door with her lone front paw.

“You need to pee again?” Raven released the latch and pulled the door ajar. Bitter cold swept in, permeating her flannel pajamas. She cringed from the chilling assault. “Hurry, it’s freezing outside.”

Rusty took a step backward, turned around, and retreated by the fireplace.

“No game, Rusty.” Raven’s teeth rattled and her skin prickled. “It’s too late to play.”

Snowflakes swirled onto the doormat. In their midst, a red envelope wafted into the cabin, landing near her woolen slippers.

A lump caught in her throat, and shivers not brought on by the severe weather coursed through her body.

She donned her parka and mukluks, grabbed the loaded hunting rifle stowed on the ledge above the door, and ventured outside.
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Alone at the detachment, Landon stared at his computer. The front door creaked, prompting him to look around the screen.

His younger colleague stepped in with a large bag. “Steele? You’re in early.”

Coming to work at dawn had given Landon the opportunity to hack into the computer on his desk without anyone peeking over his shoulders. He had been thrilled to realize the hardware had belonged to Harrison. Unfortunately, all the personal files had been deleted. “I have lots of cases to close. What’s in the bag?”

“A toy train for Lyn, Alessi’s daughter. She’s a sweet kid.” Tobin tossed his winter jacket on his chair. “She needs a decent father figure in her life.”

On his way to the detachment, Landon had made a detour by Tim Hortons. While he waited for his coffee and muffin, he had overheard two patrons gossiping about Tobin and Harrison’s widow. Despite Harrison’s dishonourable death, duty demanded that fellow officers lend his widow a helping hand. “How’s her mother coping?”

“Alessi is an extraordinary woman.” Tobin’s eyes reflected his admiration. “She’s better off without Harrison.”

Landon kept a straight face while silently admonishing himself for not paying more attention to those rumours. “I’ll take your word for it.”

“I’m telling you, Steele, the guy was a scumbag, but Alessi still gave a heart-wrenching eulogy at his funeral. Harrison didn’t deserve her.” The constable stepped into the corridor. “I don’t smell coffee. Did you forget to brew a fresh pot?”

Landon arched a brow. “Making coffee isn’t part of my job description.”

The front door opened. An indigenous woman stepped in and approached the reception counter.

“Hello, Raven.” Tobin paused at the entrance of the corridor. “I’m busy, but our new corporal will take care of you.”

An icy front swept between Tobin and the woman.

Bracing himself for a verbal altercation, Landon proceeded toward the counter, coming face to face with angry, ocean blue eyes. “I’m Corporal Steele, ma’am. How can I help you?”

“I’m being threatened and I’m growing tired of it.” A strange accent lingered in the woman’s voice. She presented him with a red envelope. “Feel free to relate that last part to your sergeant.”

The reason behind her animosity toward Beck wasn’t clear. Still, before accepting the envelope, Landon snapped on a pair of disposable gloves.

A white pom-pom brushed the woman’s arm. As he took the envelope, Landon peeked over the top of the counter. A blue-eyed child gazed at him with unconcealed curiosity.

“Hi there.” When the child didn’t respond, Landon turned his attention to the short message tucked inside the envelope.


I’m coming for you, Brook. Pack your Ugly Brat and get out while you can.



The child looked neither ugly nor bratty. Nevertheless, the unveiled threat was too specific to be a random act.

“Where and when did you receive the note, Ms. Brook?” Tobin had called her Raven, so Landon assumed Brook to be her last name. When she didn’t immediately correct him, he committed the name to memory, where it superposed with the name provided by Caleb. You’re his sister, the woman who found Harrison’s body.

“I live in a log cabin in the forest, about twenty klicks from here. Around midnight, my dog heard someone at the door. When I answered, the wind carried the envelope inside. It would have been placed on the front porch. There were footprints in the snow. I followed them to the shed where they stopped at the edge of fresh snowmobile tracks.”

“Someone threatens you and you chase after him in the middle of the night?” Landon was stunned she had acted so fearlessly.

“What else was I supposed to do? Call you?” Her nostrils flared. “You didn’t bother showing up for the second or third note, and that’s the fourth one.”

The three previous notes had to predate his posting here, or else he would have heard about them, and while he didn’t appreciate being tossed in the same basket as Tobin and Beck, Landon understood her resentment at being ignored. “Did you follow the snowmobile tracks?”

“In the dark? While my son was asleep?” The dubious look she gave him bordered on contempt. “I’m not stupid, Corporal.”

“Of course not. I didn’t mean to imply anything.” Her restraint somewhat reassured Landon. “I meant this morning in broad daylight, not last night.”

“A storm raged last night.” Long black eyelashes fluttered, casting a shadow over her eyes. “By morning, the wind had erased the prints and tracks.”

“I’ll look into it.” He eased the note back into the envelope. “And keep you posted.”

“Sure...” Her guarded acknowledgement showed little faith in his ability to apprehend the culprit.

She left with her son. The door banged behind them.

The corner of the envelope pinched between his thumb and finger, Landon searched his side of the counter for evidence bags.

Anyone with a basic sense of organization would have placed the bags next to the box of disposable gloves. He turned toward the corridor and was surprised to see Tobin still leaning against the wall. “Do we have any evidence bags anywhere?”

“In the galley.” Tobin smirked, heading down the corridor. “You can ditch the gloves. We didn’t find any prints on the other notes or envelopes. You won’t find any on this one. They’re always dropped in the middle of the night during a snowstorm, and there’s never any footprints or tracks left by morning. In my opinion, she writes them herself.”

Not impressed by the theory, Landon darted a covert look in his colleague’s direction while searching the cupboards for bags. “On what exactly are you basing that opinion?”

“The woman is half deaf.” Tobin opened a cupboard and then tossed him a box of sealable bags. “Not the brightest star in the sky, if you get my drift.”

“No, I don’t get your drift.” Stunned by the comment, Landon stared at his colleague who had either missed the sensitivity training or slept right through it. The only person lacking intelligence is you, Tobin. Your prejudice has no place in the organization. “How does she communicate?”

“She mostly reads lips.” Tobin’s sneer of disdain mixed with the whooshing of the water as he rinsed the coffee pot. “She understands what she wants to understand. The boy isn’t any better than his mother.”

Who did you blackmail to get accepted into the RCMP, Tobin? Because you sure didn’t earn the privilege of wearing this uniform. Swept by a wave of dismay, Landon strived to remain impassive. “Where are the other notes?”

“Filing cabinet in Beck’s office. He shelved her complaints.” Tobin placed a new paper filter in the coffee maker. “If I were you, I’d stay away from her. She’s trouble.”

Good thing I like trouble. “I didn’t ask for your opinion, Tobin.” Appalled by his colleague’s attitude, Landon marched toward his desk.

The door of Beck’s office was open, and the light was on. His sergeant was hanging his winter jacket on a hook attached to the wall next to another frosty window.

Landon walked in the office without being invited.

His sergeant raised a disapproving brow. “Ever heard of knocking?”

“No.” Rattling Beck’s chain served its purpose. “Raven Brook stopped by with another threatening note. Apparently, it wasn’t the first one.”

“She lives in her grandfather’s cabin in the middle of the woods. No one has any reason to threaten her.” Beck growled, pulling on the second drawer of a file cabinet. “It should be her somewhere... Here it is.” He tossed a folder on the corner of his desk. “Tobin didn’t deem the previous threats credible, but feel free to investigate them again.”
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On her way to the medical clinic, Raven sighted a RCMP pickup truck. The digits one-zero-three-six were written in navy blue paint on the white tailgate.

Gage’s truck. Former truck.

The sergeant drove the biggest SUV in the fleet, and Tobin always showed up behind the wheel of a noisy cruiser. One of them had either switched vehicles, or the truck had been reassigned to that new corporal she had met a week earlier.

With his angular face and piercing brown eyes, Steele had inspired confidence. When she had dropped the note, he had acted like he cared. She should have known better.

The truck was parked behind The Polar Skin, the only strip club in town.

Steele is just like Gage. She should have investigated the threats on her own after receiving the second note instead of hoping someone would take her seriously.

Through the rearview mirror, Eja stared at her with glassy eyes. Not to upset her son, Raven kept her anger at bay, even managing a bittersweet smile. “We’re almost there, munchkin.”

She parked behind Caleb’s clinic, then scooped Eja from his car seat. His head rested against her shoulder and his arms hung loose down his sides. “Uncle Caleb will make you feel better.”

A dozen people occupied the waiting room.

“Good morning, Raven.” Ayita, Caleb’s full-time receptionist, greeted her with a smile. “What can I do for you?”

“Eja woke up with a high fever.” Raven didn’t have an appointment, not that she needed one. Caleb would wring her neck if she were to drive an hour to get to the nearest hospital instead of coming to see him. Still, she didn’t like to cut in line. Other patients needed him too. “I see Caleb is busy, but is there any chance you could squeeze me in today?”

“Follow me.” Ayita ushered them into the last room at the end of a short hallway. “Your brother will see you next.”
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Inside The Polar Skin, patrons gathered around the dancing poles, ready for the first show.

Landon checked his watch. It wasn’t even 10 a.m. yet.

After the opening of a new gold mine three years earlier, the town of barely one thousand had seen its population explode. Attracted by high wages, four times as many men as women had moved into Sprucetown. To the chagrin of many longtime residents, crime, disturbance, and adult entertainment had also followed in their wake.

Landon didn’t understand the point of moving here to make extra money only to squander it on strippers.

Not here to watch the show, he elbowed his way backstage only to encounter a wall of flesh, bones, and muscles.

“Step aside, Brutus.” Bouncers had never intimidated Landon. When they didn’t wear any nametags, like the fellow in front of him, Landon nicknamed them Brutus, regardless of their size, age, or race. “I need to have a friendly chat with Whiskey—and she’s not worth a battle scar.”

At about the same height, but some fifty pounds heavier, the dark-skinned bouncer gauged Landon. A crooked nose and a scar above his left eye added an element of danger to his stance.

The bouncer held his gaze, then without uttering a sound, he stepped sideways. “Last room on the right.”

In the last room, two girls in various stages of undress fumbled with their hair and makeup.

While on patrol, Landon had seen Whiskey’s name advertised for One Day Only on the opaque window of the strip club. Hoping she was the right Whiskey, he had decided to pay her a visit before wasting two hours on a return trip to Rocky Cliff.

“Which one of you is Whiskey?” His money was on the brunette with short, curly hair, but when she hurriedly left the room, Landon was reminded why he never gambled.

The blonde, applying a thick coat of pink lipstick the same shade of gaudy pink as the lacy push-up bra
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