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      Still struggling to adapt to life a hundred years in the past, newlywed Georgia O’Connell is shockingly confronted with the death of a famous socialite from Savannah's elite that she believes she is honor-bound to solve. Ex-fiancé and current Chief of the Savannah Police Sam Bohannon stands firmly in her way to achieving those ends. Georgia must battle her own ill-advised determination to punish Sam for his many crimes while not letting that vendetta interfere with her new marriage—or her ability to find justice for the murdered woman who had grown to mean so much to Georgia.

      

      "Dying in High Cotton" blends the rich historical detail of the Roaring Twenties in the hauntingly beautiful setting of Savannah, Georgia—with a gripping mystery peppered with the modern romantic sensibilities that make sense to no one in 1925 except for Georgia herself. This book is a clean read featuring an adorable scruffy dog.
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      The smell of fried dough and roasted peanuts hung in the summer air, mixing with the sweet tang of candied apples and the faint bite of sawdust from the game booths. To me, the county fair always felt like magic, a place where the world softened at the edges—where troubles shrank and laughter echoed louder than worries.

      My husband’s hand felt warm in mine as the two of us strolled down the midway, his fingers laced with mine. A Ferris wheel turned lazily against the darkening sky, its red and yellow paint catching the dying sunlight. Somewhere in the distance a ragtime band played, the jaunty notes drifting over the crowd.

      I glanced at Jim and couldn’t help but smile. His collar was open at the throat, his sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and the dimple in his cheek deepened as he watched a group of kids chasing each other through the dust.

      "You keep smiling at me like that, Mrs. O’Connell,” he said, “and I’ll start thinking you’re up to something.”

      “You’re welcome to think exactly that, Mr. O’Connell,” I responded.

      His laugh rumbled low in his chest, and he leaned down to kiss the top of my head.

      "You’re trouble, you know that?" he said.

      "Yeah, but the good kind," I said, stealing another glance at him. Even after eighteen months of marriage, he still made my heart skip like a girl at her first dance. He was my steady place, my compass. Every time I looked at him, it was like I’d found home all over again.

      Ahead of us, the ring toss booth was surrounded by a small crowd. A boy in a flat cap was throwing wildly, missing the wooden bottles by miles while his friends hooted and hollered. That’s when I spotted Mary standing off to the side, her arm looped through the elbow of a tall, dark-haired man.  

      "That’s Mary’s new beau," I murmured to Jim.

      Jim followed my gaze. "What’s his name again?" he asked.

      "Preston Hawthorne," I said, the name tasting like something bitter in my mouth.

      Jim chuckled. "You don’t sound impressed."

      "I’m not," I said.

      Preston Hawthorne was as polished as his name, right down to his neatly pressed suit and slicked-back hair. I heard he came from old Southern money and that he had a family lineage tied to Savannah’s elite with his people going back to Jeff Davis. Probably not true, but even unproven it gave him bragging rights. His family owned a sprawling estate outside the city and had interests in cotton, shipping and banking. I knew most of this through Mary’s near constant gushing over her new love and from the two times I’d been forced to sit across from the man himself with a pot of tea and a plate of poppyseed cake between us.

      “He looks like he thinks he’s better than everyone,” I said.

      "Maybe he’s just shy," Jim offered.

      "Sure," I said. "Or maybe he’s got a secret."

      "Georgia," Jim said, giving me a warning look. "You need to stop looking for crimes where they don’t exist. You trust Mary, don’t you?"

      I frowned as I watched Mary laugh at something Preston said. She looked so happy, her cheeks pink and her eyes bright. I wanted to feel happy for her. I really did. But something about the guy’s too-slick smile made my stomach twist.

      “I trust her,” I said begrudgingly.

      Mary spotted us then, waving enthusiastically in our direction.

      "Georgia! Jim! Over here!" she called.

      As we walked over to them, I plastered on a smile. Mary met me with a hug that smelled of lavender and sunshine, her excitement bubbling over.

      "I’m so glad you’re here!" she said, pulling back to beam at me. "Don’t you just love a county fair? Jim, you haven’t met Preston yet."

      Preston stepped forward, tipping his hat with a polite smile.

      "Mrs. O’Connell. A pleasure to see you again," he said as he nodded to me.

      Jim offered his hand, and Preston clasped it firmly. The two of them exchanged the usual pleasantries, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that Preston’s friendliness was more calculated than genuine. There was something in his eyes—a flicker of something too quick to name—that set my nerves humming.

      As we started walking toward the pie-eating contest, Mary slipped her arm through mine, grinning like a girl with a secret.

      "So? Do you think Jim likes him?" she whispered, her voice tinged with excitement.

      I hesitated, glancing over my shoulder at Preston, who was chatting with my husband.

      "Jim likes everyone," I said carefully.

      Mary laughed. "Come on, Georgia."

      I sighed. "As long as you’re happy, Mary,” I said. “That’s all that matters."

      "I am happy," she said, her expression softening. "But I need you to like him, Georgia. Trust me, he’s a good man."

      I nodded, forcing another smile and squeezing Mary’s arm reassuringly. But the truth was that I couldn’t help feeling the way I did whenever I looked at the guy—like someone had just walked on my grave.
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      As Mary and I walked through the crowd ahead of Jim and Preston, I was totally loving the whole nineteen twenties fair vibe. It honestly wasn’t that different from what we have in 2026. The smell of roasted peanuts and fried dough was thick in the warm evening air along with the squeal of little kiddies on the rides. Strings of lights hung from the tents, casting a golden glow over the crowds. The reason I’m able to make this comparison is a simple if slightly unbelievable one. I’m from the year 2026. Well, technically, I came to 1923 in 2023, but I’ve been here a couple of years now. By some bizarre trick of fate, I’d found myself able to travel between timelines. But that’s not the point. The point is I’ve been to a county fair in Savannah—a hundred years in the future.

      Just as Mary and I decided we’d get our menfolk to go find some cotton candy for us, as we were passing the beer tent when I heard a shrill laugh. It was sharp, high-pitched,  unmistakably female and pretty obviously drunk. Mary and I both turned at the same time in the direction of the sound.

      "Uh oh," Mary muttered under her breath, her voice tight with disapproval. “That’s Lydia Bohannan.”

      Lydia Bohannan stood just outside the cider tent, her arm looped lazily around the neck of a man who was most definitely not her husband. She was dressed in a pale pink dress that clung to her figure, the hem just slightly too short for decency—at least in 1926. Her hat sat askew on her dark curls, and her cheeks were flushed.

      She laughed again, loud enough to turn heads, then took a swig from the glass of cider in her hand. The man beside her—a tall, broad-shouldered fellow with slicked-back hair and a roguish grin—leaned in close, whispering something that made her laugh even harder.

      Mary stopped walking and turned to face me, her lips pressed into a thin line.

      "I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised," she said, her voice low but pointed. “Sam said he met her in Daytona Beach.”

      Preston and Jim joined us.

      “What are we looking at?” Jim asked, squinting into the beer tent.

      My eyes were locked on Lydia. I’d only seen her one other time close up. At the moment, she was a mess. She was loud, brazen, with her every movement exaggerated as though she wanted everyone to notice her. They noticed all right. staring and whispering behind their hands.

      Jim shifted beside me, his hand tightening briefly at my waist.

      "Come on," he murmured, his voice calm but firm. “Let’s go.”

      Just then, Lydia looked up, her gaze sweeping over the crowd, and for a moment, our eyes met. Her laughter faltered, and something flickered in her expression—recognition, maybe, or embarrassment. It was hard to tell. Then the man beside her tugged at her arm, pulling her attention back to him, and the connection between us was gone.

      "She’s disgraceful," Mary said as we walked on. "Poor Sam. To have her carrying on like that in public—what kind of example is she setting? Especially with a child at home."

      I didn’t respond. I’d never really known what to make of Lydia. Or of Sam’s rushed marriage to her. But the fact was, as Mary said. Sam had a family now, regardless of what I thought of it or him. I hated feeling sorry for him. It muddied the waters of my emotions towards him. Hating him was so much less complicated. And I had plenty of reason for that.

      Mary raised an eyebrow but said nothing more, clearly satisfied that the very sad story of Sam and Lydia Bohannan was a closed case.  We kept walking, but the image of Lydia in the cider tent stayed with me—the tight dress, the glass in her hand, the way she laughed too loudly, almost desperately, and leaned into that man’s touch.

      It wasn’t just disgraceful. It was almost desperate.

      And that was what I couldn’t shake.

      I wanted to feel contempt for her. She’d made her choices. She’d married Sam after knowing him ten minutes, and now she was parading herself around in public like a sideshow act, dragging whatever was left of her reputation through the mud—along with Sam’s of course. Not that I cared about that. Sam deserved to feel every iota of shame for whatever Lydia was doing to him.

      I glanced at Jim’s back ahead of me as he walked with Preston. He’d long given up any tendency for jealousy with regards to Sam Bohannan, but the fact remained that Sam had done us a serious disservice last year—one I had still yet to recover from. I no longer cared for him in the romantic sense, but my fury and resentment at him had confused things in my mind such that when I saw him, I still felt strong emotion. Suffice to say, the idea of Sam Bohannan being humiliated by a wife running around on him didn’t bother me in the slightest. Which is why I felt so conflicted when I realized how much difficulty I was having attempting to enjoy how much pain I knew her behavior must be causing Sam.

      All I could think about was the look on her face when our eyes met.

      She hadn’t looked depraved or tarty as I’d always imagined. She’d looked lost.

      "Georgia?" Mary’s voice pulled me from my thoughts.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “What were you saying?”

      “I was asking about this job you’re going after at the Savannah Times,” she said. “How did that come about?”

      I shook the last remnant thoughts of Lydia Bohannan out of my head to focus on Mary’s question.

      “Simple” I said. “I met this reporter who’s offered to help me apply for a position at the paper.”

      “Anyone I know?” Mary asked as she pulled out a compact and began blotting a few shiny spots on her forehead and chin.

      “I’m sure you’ve read her bylines,” I said.

      “Oh? It’s a woman?” she asked with surprise.

      “It is,” I said. “I’m meeting with her tomorrow so she can coach me on what to say to the editor in chief who I guess is a bit of a pill.”

      “I should think more than anything you could use coaching on how not to sound as if you just landed here from the twenty-first century,” Mary said snapping her compact shut.

      I turned and slipped my arm through hers. Aside from my husband, Mary is the only other person in this time who knows my secret—that I’m actually someone who lived the first thirty years of her life in the twenty-first century. But Mary didn’t have to warn me to be careful. I knew only too well the danger of someone learning who I really was.

      “And how do you intend to sell yourself as a newspaper writer?” she asked.

      “I’m glad you asked,” I said as we edged closer to the cotton candy vendor. “I intend to suggest writing a piece about prostitution in Savannah.”

      Mary sighed.

      “Oh, dear,” she said. “Wel, I suppose that’s better than writing an exposé on the Savannah police department,” Mary said. “You’re so obsessed with Sam these days, I wouldn’t put it past you.”

      “I am not obsessed with Sam,” I said indignantly. “But neither am I going to forget how he refused to respond to Jim’s call for help last year when the whole damn city was burning down! Besides, I don’t need to write an exposé on the police because Caroline—the reporter I’m meeting with—is already doing exactly that.”

      “Well, I’m glad,” Mary said. “And since facts are so important to you, dearest, may I remind you that Sam didn’t refuse to respond to Jim’s call last year. He just didn’t respond as quickly as you would’ve preferred.”

      “We nearly died!” I said, raising my voice.

      It would take a long time before I recovered emotionally from the house fire that my great grandmother Margaret Davison and I nearly died in last year because Sam decided to delay coming to our rescue.

      “And it’s not just that,” I said, feeling myself getting angrier the more I thought about it. “Every single piece of evidence I gave him about who killed Davey Smith he essentially threw into the crapper.”

      “Language, Georgia.”

      “I’m sorry, but it’s true,” I said. “If Sam had had his way, an innocent man would’ve been hung for a crime he didn’t commit. And don’t forget it wasn’t the first time he’s done that.”

      Mary put a hand on my arm.

      “All I’m saying, dear, is that the more intensely you feel about this, the less happy you’re going to make yourself—and your husband.”

      “That’s idiotic,” I said. “No offense.”

      “I’m long past being offended by you,” she said. “But I stand by what I say. If you can’t overcome your emotions when it comes to Sam, you will blind yourself to what is right in front of you.”

      “I’m not blinded to Jim’s attributes,” I said irritably. “I know what I’ve got in him.”

      “I should hope so,” she said.

      Up ahead both men were patiently waiting for us and while I absolutely believed Mary was silly to think that strong emotion could blind a person to obvious facts, even I knew when it was time to stop talking endlessly about my ex-boyfriend around of my husband.
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      The house was still warm when Jim and I walked in, the faint smell of lemon polish and yesterday’s flowers lingering in the air. Our scruffy little foundling rescue Libby scampered over to greet us, her paws skittering across the polished floors. I bent down to scratch behind her ears while Jim hung his hat on the rack by the door.

      "Smells like Ruby’s been baking," he said, sniffing the air.

      "Probably one of her pies," I replied, slipping off my gloves. "You know she can’t go a Saturday without making at least two."

      Ruby appeared from the kitchen just then, wiping her hands on a hand towel. Her sharp eyes swept over us like a mother sizing up her children after a day of mischief.

      "Y’all are back early," she said. "How was the fair?"

      "Hot," Jim said, loosening his tie. "But they’re still talking about that two-headed calf, so I’d say it was worth it."

      Ruby snorted, shaking her head.

      "That calf’s been the same old Holstein for years,” she said. “All they do is paint another stripe on it and call it new."

      Jim grinned. "Told you, Georgia."

      I laughed, brushing dust off my skirt.

      "Well, painted or not, it got half the town talking,” I said. “Speaking of which, Ruby, guess who we saw?”

      “I ain’t guessing, Miss Georgia. Just tell me.”

      “Sam Bohannan’s wife,” I said. “With another man.”

      Ruby hesitated, glancing toward the kitchen as though making sure no one else was listening.

      "Well, that ain’t a shock," she said, lowering her voice. “Bert came in this morning after talking to Henry at Swanson’s, and he said there’s talk about Chief Bohannan and his wife."

      Jim straightened, his expression sharpening.

      "What kind of talk?" he asked.

      Ruby leaned in slightly, as if the walls had ears.

      "Word is, they don’t live together no more. She packed up her things and moved out.”

      I blinked, surprised.

      "Left him? Why? With the baby?"

      “He ain’t no baby no more,” Ruby said. “Going on two years old. Folks said it was only a matter of time. The chief is drinking too much. His wife running around with any man but him.”

      I glanced at Jim. He normally hated it when Ruby and I started gossiping, especially about Sam.

      "I hear he’s been on edge ever since he took over as acting chief,” he said. “Too much power, not enough sense how to use it."

      Ruby turned back toward the kitchen.

      "Dinner’ll be ready in an hour,” she said. “Roast chicken, green beans, and cornbread—your favorite, Mr. Jim."

      "You spoil me, Ruby," Jim said with a grin.

      I stood there for a moment, absently twisting the band of my hat between my fingers.

      "I wonder what this means," I said quietly.

      Jim stepped closer, resting a hand on my shoulder.

      "It means Sam’s got one less person covering for him," he said. "And that means sooner or later, he’s going to slip up in a big way.”

      “I just hope an innocent person doesn’t get killed or sent to prison as a result,” I said. “Or get burned up in a housefire.”

      “Do you mind if we don’t talk about Sam Bohannan tonight?” he asked wearily.

      I nodded, letting him steer me toward the stairs.

      "Of course,” I said. “Sorry. I need to change anyway. I’m covered in dust from the fair."

      As we climbed the staircase, his hand brushed the small of my back, a comforting reminder of his steady presence.

      "You think we’ll ever have enough of our own gossip to keep Ruby entertained?" he asked, a teasing note in his voice.

      I laughed.

      "Not if I can help it,” I said. “I’d rather she kept busy with everyone else’s business."

      "Smart woman," he said, grinning.

      Upstairs, I went to our bedroom and opened the wardrobe, pulling out a fresh dress for dinner. The late afternoon sun streamed through the lace curtains, casting soft patterns on the floorboards. Jim disappeared into the adjoining washroom to clean up. As I unbuttoned my blouse, I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror. My cheeks were still flushed from the heat of the fair and my hair was coming loose from its pins. I thought of Mary and Preston, and then of Ruby’s gossip, and finally of my meeting with Caroline tomorrow.

      I could hear the splash of water and the sound of Jim humming to himself. The two of us had started out working as a private investigation team but as soon as we got married that arrangement quickly fell apart. Jim was too protective of me and in the end didn’t like me doing the necessary bits of tracking people down and confronting them. He’d been doing the business solo before he met me but recently, he’d become interested in doing community work in the streets near where he used to live, helping other vets of the last war cope with civilian life—as well as doing advocacy for groups interfacing with the police.

      He even worked with Sam sometimes as a consultant. I knew from the newspaper reports I’d read a hundred years in the future that one day Jim was going to end up a state senator so when he’d suggested his interest in public and community service, I was supportive. After all, we didn’t need the money of him working a job. It was probably the first time in his life where he didn’t have to worry about scraping together every penny he could for rent and food. I know he didn’t love that I was our main financial support, but in spite of that I could see he was finally able to relax enough to explore a few passions he never felt he could before.

       Jim was actually the one who’d introduced me to Caroline. He had met her through her work of attempting to exposé the corruption in the Savannah police department and figured that she and I would get along great. And we did. We’d only gotten together a few times. Jim and I had her over to dinner and I found the work she was doing on police corruption fascinating.

      Jim stepped out of the washroom, his sleeves rolled up and his hair damp.

      “I’m not sure I care for Mary’s beau,” I said as I pulled my dress over my head.

      “You mentioned that,” Jim said before glancing at me. “Is that required?”

      I shot him a questioning look.

      “It means a lot to me that Mary thinks you’re amazing,” I said. “I’m sure she’d like the same response on her fella from me.”

      “What don’t you like about him?” he asked as he combed his hair in the mirror.

      “Seriously? You don’t find him obnoxious?” I asked, genuinely perplexed. “Did you see see him hogging the conversation constantly? And preening every chance he could?”

      “I can’t say I did.”

      “What about when Mary shot the ball-thingy…”

      “The milk bottle toss.”

      “Yeah, and Preston was all condescending to her like ‘oh what a big, clever girl you are!’”

      “Georgia, he said nothing of the kind.” Jim arched an eyebrow at me.

      “You have to read the subtext,” I said to him in exasperation. “He was dismissive.”

      “Well, maybe if you stop looking for what you expect to find,” Jim said, “you’ll discover that he’s not such a bad guy after all.”

      I turned to him and slipped into his arms, bringing in the scent of him as he held me.

      “You’re a pretty wise guy, you know that?” I asked.

      He leaned down and kissed me.

      “I don’t think I do,” he said. “Why don’t you convince me?”
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      The next morning, the smell of fresh biscuits and sizzling bacon pulled me downstairs into the kitchen before I’d even put on my robe. The sun spilled through the wide windows above the kitchen sink, casting golden light across the white porcelain countertops and gleaming off the polished copper pots hanging on the wall. Ruby was at the stove, humming softly to herself as she flipped the bacon in the cast iron skillet.

      "Morning, Ruby," I said, sliding into one of the ladder-back chairs at the oak kitchen table.

      "Good morning, Georgia," Ruby replied, not turning from her work. “Mr. Jim already ate and left for work.”

      “I know,” I said, reaching for one of the biscuits on the plate in front of me. “I myself have got some place to be today.”

      Ruby turned and smiled at me.

      “Let’s hear it,” she said.

      I grinned, resting my elbows on the table. "I’m meeting a reporter this morning named Caroline Vance who’s going to help me with an application to join the Savannah Times.”

      Ruby turned back again to me, arching a skeptical eyebrow.

      "You mean you gonna be a reporter?” she asked. “Are you sure you want to get mixed up with all that? I thought Mr. Jim wanted you keeping busy here at home."

      "Jim knows I can’t just sit at home and do nothing all day,” I said. “I’ve always loved writing and this is my chance to do something meaningful with it.”  

      Ruby made a noncommittal sound and turned back to the stove. I reached down to scratch behind Libby’s ears as she trotted over to me, her little tail wagging furiously. She was my shadow in the mornings, always underfoot, her nose twitching at the smells of breakfast.

      Ruby snorted. "Don’t you feed that dog any bacon,” she said.

      I fed Libby a piece of my biscuit and watched as she padded over to her usual spot by the stove and waited for Ruby to "accidentally" drop something to her. Ruby pretended not to notice, but I caught the faintest smile tugging at her lips.

      "“Do you think you can pick it up?" she asked, setting a plate of fried eggs and bacon in front of me. “Writing for a newspaper?”

      
      “Caroline says there are some basic rules but after that, you just need curiosity and a refusal to take no for an answer.”

      “That sounds like you,” Ruby said. “I imagine you’ll have no trouble catching on.”

      I was about to mention that I did ace all my literature classes at the University of Georgia but then I’d probably have to mention what year I went there, and I wasn’t sure the school was even taking women students yet.

      “She’s going to introduce me to her editor, Victor Hale,” I said. “The way she talked, I think he’s kind of a control freak.”

      Ruby turned to me with a frown.

      “It
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