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  Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding;in all your ways submit to him, and he will make your paths straight. 
Proverbs 3:5-6 






  
  For the Remnant Church, 
who will stand against the enemy
no matter what the cost.

Then the dragon became furious with the woman and went off to make war on the rest of her offspring, on those who keep the commandments of God and hold to the testimony of Jesus. And he stood on the sand of the sea. 
Revelation 12:7
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  Goodwater Ranch Town Directory (living)


Goodwater Ranch Town Directory (living) 
Ophelia Day  - mayor elect; founder of the Goodwater Ranch Women’s Shelter
Chase Bondurant – owner of Bondurant Construction Co.; built both of Simone’s restaurants
Mary Kay Booker – owner of Booker’s Politely Used Adventures; Chase’s landlord
Ben Camden – detective at GRPD; best friends with Elijah & Simone
Simone Powers – owner of The Avocado Taco and the Boathouse at Tutwiler Springs; Chris’ wife; best friends with Ben & Elijah
Chris Powers – retired movie star; Simone’s husband; movie star Travis Andrews’ BFF 
Bea St. Claire – Elijah’s fiancé; sketch artist for the Goodwater Gazette
Elijah Callahan – cowboy; Bea’s fiancé; best friends with Ben & Simone
Evelyn Callahan – faithful dog and friend of Elijah
Tucker Chapman – U.S. Marshal; married to author Amanda Carmichael
Amanda Carmichael – author; occasionally helps Ben Camden solve cases; married to Tucker Chapman
Jackson Church – DEA agent
Sean McGinty – Callahoosa County deputy
Carter Erickson – Callahoosa County deputy
Millie St. Claire – florist and owner of Millie’s Lilies; Bea’s grandma
Lillian Lafitte – owner of Lafitte’s Sweets; Adelaide and Simone’s mom
Tiffany Camden – yoga instructor; separated from Ben Camden
Adelaide Andrews – Simone’s sister; Broadway star; divorced from Travis Andrews; son, James
Violet McGee – librarian; chief historian at the Goodwater Ranch Historical Society
Darby Dooley – owner of Dooley’s Feed & Seed
Rhonda & Jerry Clark – own Rhonda’s Diner; Rhonda has an undying crush on Ben Camden
Preacher Dan & Lucy Maynard – married; pastors at Goodwater Ranch Bible Church
Danny & Katie Maynard – Dan & Lucy’s son and daughter-in-law; youth pastors at GRBC
Gary & Marlene – own Goodwater Ranch Furniture & Appliances
Miranda Neely – reported for the Goodwater Gazette; married to Justin Neely; mother of 6 children, adopted and biological
Justin Neely – owner of Roll On By Tires & Alignment; Miranda’s husband; father of 6 children, all biological






  
  Goodwater Ranch – A Brief History 


At the dawn of the pioneering era, during the first year that Jedediah Goodwater and his family had settled the land, they started noticing certain unique intricacies developing. Not only did the land seem to be a most blessed place, a lush oasis and mountain range smack dab in the barren Texas desert, but it also produced some anomalies not typically found in nature. 
One such occurrence was the presence of fireflies in September, months past their season.
On the enchanted evening that they discovered this, Jedediah and Mary were out late, digging up their crop of sweet potatoes. Not wanting to miss a root, Mary traversed the fields, in search of each and every yellowed leaf that signaled readiness. Despite the waning sunset, the leaves still appeared as bright as that great and radiant beam. 
Looking around her, Mary gasped, realizing that the leaves had started to float. With her husband by her side, the two of them slowly walked through the sweet potato patches as the glowing lights arose around them as far as the eye could see. 
The very next day, Mary was so inspired that she put an ad in the local courier to come and see the natural ‘gold rush’ phenomenon. 
From then on, it became a routine event. Every year, the townsfolk would gather to witness yet another unique quality of Goodwater Ranch, Texas. 
The festival grew so large that eventually they had to relocate, due to the fact that Mary and Jedediah were finding it impossible to keep up with the demands of using their farm as an entertainment venue. It was moved to a field not far from the town square, in what’s nowadays referred to as the fairgrounds.
And that was how the Annual Firefly Festival came to be.






  
  Prologue

Eagle’s Nest, Texas. Eleven years ago.


Somewhere in the distance an owl called out, beckoning the arrival of midnight.  
The trees, dark and sinister fingers, rose up on either side to reach out and touch her. 
To take what they could from her. 
Her stomach throbbed. Her legs wet, sticky and streaked crimson. A shard of limestone gravel, sharp as the point of a knife, shot up into her bare foot, causing her to lurch sideways and trip into the brush. Ophelia landed on an old beer can, the aluminum of the thing slicing into her already wounded palm. She whimpered a minute, until her adrenaline could wrangle the pain of the gash into a dull throb. Then she stood up, smeared her gory hand on the sheer fabric of the muddied silk chemise, and proceeded onward.  
Eyes wild, hair tangled with twigs and leaves, she inched her way down the shoulder of the pavement, step by painful step. The dim gray of the usually white line was her only navigational instrument on this stretch of highway. 
At the curb in the road, headlights flashed through the dense forest. Before they could catch the ghost of a beaten woman, she scampered into the ditch to avoid detection. 
She lay there for hours, unable to comprehend anything beyond the agony pulsing through her head. 
When the dawn broke, she licked the dew first from her lips, and then from the blades of grass around her for any drop of nourishment. 







  
  Chapter One

Now


“Alrighty, that should do it up fine.” Chase tightened up the last screw, and gave the dark cherry wood ladder a light shove. It sailed gracefully down the newly installed tracks and headed straight to Mary Kay’s awaiting arms. 
She clapped her hands together excitedly and did a little hop as it stopped in front of her on cue. “Oh! How marvelous! It’s just what I always dreamed it would be!” She twirled around, her arms outstretched as if welcoming all of the bookshelves into a hug. “Say, do you think …” she trailed off with a wicked gleam in her eye. 
Chase tapped his pencil in her direction before tucking it behind his ear. “No, Mrs. Booker, I do not think, I know. Do not go flyin’ around your bookstore, tryin’ to reenact scenes from movies,” he scolded half-heartedly. 
She batted the air dismissively. “Whatever do you mean? I would never!” Ah would nevah, her Southern accent drawled. 
“Uh-huh.” He glared at her with an equally devious grin as he moved to pick up his toolbox. 
“But do you think just once would be all right? I’ve always wanted to swing from a ladder and fling myself down a wall of books!” Swang from ah laddah.
Chase laughed, running a hand through his blonde locks. “I’d hold off on that, yeah? Might get yourself hurt, and then where’d we be?”
“Oh honey, you’d just have to come back down here and lift an old woman up off the floor. What do I owe you?”
Chase shook his head, “Your money’s no good to me, you know that. Seein’ as you don’t seem to accept any rent payments.”
“Well, I like havin’ somebody to take care of. Sue me!” Mary Kay’s son was out in California, working in Silicon Valley, and her husband had died several years prior. “And anyways, it makes me feel all fuzzy knowin’ that you’re watchin’ over me and I’m watchin’ over you, honey.”
“At any time if you change your mind, you be sure to let me know, yeah? Want me to pay the utility bills, redo the floors, whatever you need I’m here for, understand?” He turned and headed towards the door.
“I wish you’d get married and make me some grandkids to play with. Otherwise, we’re good.”
Chase grinned and saluted her. “See ya later, Mrs. Booker.” He exited Booker’s Politely Used Adventures and headed around to the side to climb the creaky metal stairs leading to the apartment above the used bookstore. Those stairs were also on his to-do list, but he was saving those for later, when he needed a mind-numbing task. 
Chase headed into the apartment and tossed his keyring along with his toolbox onto the table beside the door. They made chunky clanking sounds, scuffing up the already scratched wood to the point of no return. He frowned at the darkness of the room, noting that he’d forgotten to open the shades. Chase approached the double windows overlooking the town square, and swept back the one layer of the blackout curtains that hung over them. 
Chase dropped his head back, sizing up the dowel rods. He never knew what mood would be harboring over him; the angel wanted the brightness in, the devil wanted to lock him away in a dungeon. Before he could give the devil another inch, Chase grasped the curtains in his fists, and ripped them hard from the wall. The brackets holding the rod snapped off, leaving ghastly holes in the sheetrock where they’d been bolted in.
He turned around and headed towards the bathroom, ripping his shirt off in the process. Chase paused briefly at the table beside the hallway entrance. He gave a silent nod to the framed photo with the dog tags draped over it, and barely glanced at the smaller one of the girl in a purple hoodie. Then he shut the bathroom door behind him. 
Twenty minutes into the shower, someone banged loudly three times on the door. Chase shut the water off, and tied a towel around his waist. He opened the door dripping wet, the steam from the water giving his torso an ethereal sheen. 
Chris squinted his eyes, his jealously apparent as he looked him up and down. Chase’s body was the epitome of tanned perfection; wavy blonde hair on top of tattoos and ripped, corded muscles. “Thelma & Louise Brad,” he muttered.
“Fat Thor,” Chase greeted nonchalantly. Quite the opposite of Chase’s physique, Chris had somewhat let himself go after he’d quit Hollywood. While he was still decently built considering his lack of exercise, his previous action hero body had now converted into what could only be described as the definition of a dad bod. His physical status was no doubt a tribute to his wife Simone’s superb cooking skills, and he wasn’t about to contend against her.
“I brought you lunch.” Chris gritted his teeth, flaring his nostrils in the process. Pregnant with their first child, Simone had been put on bedrest due to her incessant need to control every detail. Her blood pressure had skyrocketed, and Dr. Halston had ordered her not to leave the bedroom under any circumstances, which was just as much for her health as everyone else’s. In response, Chris had been looking after her restaurants, running all her errands and doing his best to make his wife happy. 
Unfortunately for Chris, that also included the sporadic feeding of the people closest to her heart, whether he liked them or not. “My wife insisted on feeding you. Again.” Chase replied with silence. “I may or may not have dropped it on the way up.” Chase cocked one eyebrow. “On purpose,” Chris added, just to drive it home for good measure in case the hostility had not been evident. 
“Ouch.” Chris straightened his posture defiantly, before Chase continued. “That’s mighty kind of her, your wife, always takin’ care of me.” He wasn’t entirely sure why Chris had disliked him from the start, but Chase never missed a chance to expand on the fact. Chris had no qualms with Elijah and Ben being in Simone’s life, both of whom she’d basically adopted as her brothers from another mother when the three were in grade school together. But Chase was the only one who had actually dated Simone, albeit for only a few weeks at most while he was building The Avocado Taco for her. 
It wasn’t that he didn’t love Simone as a friend, but she was entirely too highly charged for the easy-going life Chase tried hard to lead. They’d clashed romantically right off the bat, and he’d only kissed her goodnight a handful of times at most. Their relationship had rendered them the best of friends and, in a sense, business partners. But he suspected the fact that he’d even dated her at all might’ve been what ticked Chris off the most. And if he knew anything about Simone, she wouldn’t have told Chris that it never went romantically deeper, just to keep him on his toes.
Chris’ nostrils flared again as he extended the bag. Right as Chase reached for it, Chris shook the contents furiously before handing them off. “I hope your collards soak into the catfish and make it soggy.”
Chase licked his lips. “All tastes the same goin’ down, yeah?”
“I dislike you.” Chris smiled begrudgingly. “Simone says hate is a sin.” 
Chase shot him a halfway grin, followed with the pop of a finger gun. “Likewise.” Then he slammed the door in Chris’ face, because he knew it’d piss him off even more.
Chase strolled over to the couch and placed the bag on the coffee table. When he opened the lid of the Styrofoam container, the smells of salty greens and deep-fried fish, combined with the hominess of cabbage greeted his senses. It was jumbled alright, but Simone’s cooking on the worst day was still a thousand times better than an MRE on the best. He shoveled the food down in record time, and then took a nap before he had to be at the next job.






  
  Chapter Two


Ophelia walked around, carefully surveying the landscape. Red, white, and blue pleated banners draped the edges of the stage and gently swayed in the wind as the construction crew members crawled around the outsides to make sure everything was secure. There were at least five hundred white foldout chairs lined up on the grass, with sporadically placed signs and flyers throughout. 
 “A Better Day” banners hung behind the podium on one side of the stage. Her opponent, current Goodwater Ranch mayor Regina Parker, who had no catchy slogan other than “Vote Parker for Parks,” had banners hanging on the opposite side. Ophelia rolled her eyes.
In two days, there was going to be a debate between the two. Parker’s whole platform was that she was going to invest more into Goodwater Ranch’s parks, which were already ranked the top parks and recreation areas in all of Texas. Ophelia’s platform was to make Goodwater Ranch the foremost safe-haven for abused and neglected women and children, and help give them a new chance at a better life. A better day, she smiled to herself. 
Ophelia slowly climbed the stairs and walked over to the podium. At the edge of the field, vendors and food trucks were already parked and setting up their generators to start up first thing in the morning. Reading the menus, she could practically smell the food before anything had even been cooked. Each tent or truck was responsible for one specialty item, to make things easier and more streamlined for the guests. Funnel cakes, barbeque, Italian sandwiches, loaded potatoes, shrimp or crawfish po’boys, bacon wrapped kebobs, cupcakes, lemonade stands, sweet tea tents and a shaved ice booth topped the menu off.
On a completely different stage, high scaffolding held large speakers and lighting for the real star of the show. Goodwater Ranch’s own Isaiah Matthews would later be performing a televised concert free to locals in an effort to get people out to vote. Ophelia and Parker were just the lackluster opening act, dueling ideologies trying to appease a crowd frothing to see a rock star. Her opponent or not, she prayed that she and Regina both would be at least entertaining enough that the crowd wouldn’t start to boo them and throw funnel cakes at their heads. 
She took a deep breath, and laid her notes up on the podium. Ophelia adjusted the microphone to her level, making sure that she didn’t accidentally switch it on in the process. Then, she gripped the pedestal for dear life and began to rehearse.
“Citizens of Goodwater Ranch! On behalf of myself and my opponent, Mayor Regina Parker, we would like to thank you for coming out on this glorious day!”
She heard one of the construction guys snicker behind her, but she kept going before she lost her nerve. “Citizens of Goodwater Ranch, I need your help on a dire matter!” More chuckling.
Ophelia turned around, and was greeted with a blonde man on his hands and knees, securing the final nails as he tested the durability of the stage. He wore a sleeveless white t-shirt, with a toolbelt hung loosely at his hip. The man shifted his weight, and the tools clattered against the wooden flooring with his movements. 
She marveled at the tattoos she could see, USMC and an eagle on his left bicep. Noticing she’d quit talking, the man glanced up, and she was dumbstruck at how immediately attracted she was to him.
Her stomach twisted into an unusually fluttery feeling as warmth rose to her cheeks. “Hoorah, soldier,” Ophelia said to him, proud of herself for not stuttering. “Thank you for your service.”
“Hoorah, ma’am,” the soldier replied, and she felt her insides turn into melted butter. “Don’t stop on my account.” There was an American flag tattoo on his right bicep, and Ophelia subconsciously wiped the saliva from the corner of her mouth.
“I was just practicing. To settle my nerves,” she explained, itching the back of her calf with her ankle anxiously. “Laughing at me doesn’t help that.”
“Meant no offense, ma’am. ‘S just you sound like a 1930’s movie, yeah?” he grinned and turned back to what he was working on. “Made me smile with all your glorious dires.”
“I’m glad I could amuse you. Does that mean I can count on your vote in November?” Ophelia mentally kicked herself. She was getting too used to saying that phrase, and she hated it already.
The soldier grinned and raised up to sit on his haunches. “No ma’am, you cannot.”
Ophelia shifted her weight to the balls of her feet. “Oh? You don’t like Republicans?” She flashed a toothy grin at him in a failed attempt to flirt. An image of Willem Dafoe flashed through her mind, and she quickly pressed her lips together.
“It’s got nothin’ to do with likin’. I don’t disagree, but I don’t agree with you either.”
“So, you’re on the left then?”
“No ma’am, I’m a libertarian if you gotta know where I stand. I don’t think any of y’all should be in power. It should go back to the people as God and the Constitution originally saw fit, yeah?” He sighed and stood up, tilting his head slightly to the side.
“Oh, I see.” He has kind eyes, she thought. The kindest kind of eyes that would make stray dogs trust him, babies smile at him, and women puddle around him. Which is exactly what she was doing, despite his clear opposition to her ideological beliefs. 
Ophelia hadn’t flirted with a man in well over fourteen years, and she darn sure hadn’t dared to ask one out. But then again, she also hadn’t found one as handsome as the one in front of her, and she’d bet a dollar that if he looked this good filthy, he cleaned up even better. 
She heard herself saying the words before she fully comprehended them leaving her lips. “Can I try to change your mind over a cup of coffee?”


      [image: image-placeholder]The woman in front of him widened her eyes, like she couldn’t believe that she’d just asked him out. She was adorable, he thought, and all sorts of patriotic, like she was about to go out on a U.S.O. tour, what with her deep mocha-colored hair in a side braid, standing there in her red high-waisted pants and sleeveless navy blouse.  
A thought ticked at his brain that the woman almost melded into her surroundings seamlessly, like she didn’t want to be seen at all. Which was ironic considering why she was here.
Chase had seen her on the news a few times, advocating for this cause or that, whatever it happened to be. He recalled she had some sort of tragic backstory. Though he couldn’t remember what it was exactly, he knew it had something to do with her platform to start a women’s shelter. He also had a hunch that was why she was acting the way she was, like it’d been fifty years since she’d even talked to a man.
Truth was, he probably was going to vote for her. There was no libertarian candidate running, and he didn’t care at all for Regina Parker’s superficial smile and fake veneers. But Chase wasn’t just going to up and tell her that, either. Never reveal your position.
He shifted his toolbelt, noting how Ophelia’s eyes followed his movements. Then, he winked at her just to watch her cheeks blush. Chase knew the effect he had on women, which was why he was able to remain friends with Simone. She didn’t fawn over him because of his good looks, and she was always honest to a fault and quick to call him out on his crap, just like she did her husband. Chris’ fatal flaw was that he didn’t realize that’s why all of them – himself, Chase, Ben and Elijah – gravitated around her. She was the moral compass of the group. “No, ma’am, but you might have a better chance over dinner, yeah?”
Ophelia smiled, and he thought it was cute the way the corners of her lips went nearly halfway up her cheeks, like the Cheshire cat. She nodded, and surveyed the stage. “Should we say seven o’clock?” 
Chase glanced behind her at the food trucks, a few of which were serving dinner for the construction crews, volunteers and the vendors who were cleaning up from the farmer’s market earlier that day. “How do you fancy a shrimp po’boy in an hour, yeah? Miss me some gulf shrimps.” He rubbed his stomach, taunting her with just a flash of an ab as his shirt conveniently caught on his pinky finger. Ophelia closed her eyes for a few seconds too long, and he grinned as he watched her blush again. “You can keep practicin’, and I’ll move to the other side for ya.”
Ophelia nodded again, opening her eyes. “That would be lovely.” She cleared her throat, realizing that she’d not introduced herself. “That would be lovely, Mr.?”
Chase held out his hand, and the soft warmth that greeted him zipped through his body like electricity. He forgot about trying to tease her; his body’s response to hers was something different altogether for him. Chase narrowed his eyes slightly, sizing her up more in depth. Ophelia had long, dark lashes, so delicate that he didn’t think she was wearing any mascara on them whatsoever. She had beautiful eyes, the color of teal and navy blended together that he’d never seen in another human being. There were a few light freckles across her nose, but more importantly he noticed the bags beneath her eyes. Ophelia looked like she hadn’t been sleeping, and he instantly wanted to know the reason so he could obliterate it from her life. “Bondurant. Chase Bondurant. My name’s on all the trucks.”
“Oh! I had no idea!” Ophelia’s eyes lit up. “You’ve built quite a business for yourself, Mr. Bondurant! I admire the entrepreneurial spirit!” She beamed at him excitedly, and Chase noticed that she didn’t look as tired when she was happy. Ophelia shook her head, refocusing on the conversation at hand. “I’ll see you in an hour?”
Chase winked at her again. “It’s a date.”
Ophelia turned from him and went back to the podium with a subtle hop in her step. As promised, Chase left and went to check on some of the other construction guys who were working on Isaiah Matthews’ stage with his road crew. 
Halfway between the two, he stopped and surveyed the chairs and stadium bleachers spread out in the field. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up, and Chase carefully bounced from person to person, looking for the cause. A ball of anxiety grew inside his chest, and Chase took several deep breaths to try and clear it out. Seeing no visible cause for alarm, he continued on his way. 






  
  Chapter Three


“Can I just say, I think a lot of people think marriage is going to fix problems and be an immediate happily ever after. It can be, but you have to really want it, right? Be committed and be on the same page. Like, for instance, I ran into this girl I used to know back in grade school. She’s on husband number five right? So get this. She cheated on husband number two with number one, number three AND number four. She cheated on number three with number one, and THEN she went back and cheated on number four with number five!” 
“Sounds like that Cracker Barrel hoppin’ game. Gotta leave one peg in the hole,” Chase grinned.
“Right! She’s telling me this in the middle of Hobby Lobby, and I’m looking at her and thinking, “Honey, if you hate them that much don’t keep going back and ruining their lives like that.” I think she was just bored, honestly. Had to be, right? Then, the next week, I ran into her at Target and do you know what her opening line for the newest husband was? ‘We had really great sex, and then it just developed from there.’”
Chase spit his drink out. “I’m sorry, she said what?”
“Yeah! In Target, in front of God and everybody! Why would you tell somebody that!? She was actually bragging to people that’s her happily ever after started. This time. Now mind you, I’m not exactly Pious Patty or anything, but I’m just standing there thinking whatever happened to having some class? I come from a time when what happened behind closed doors wasn’t shouted from the street, you know? Spirit of Jezebel, is what my mama would’ve said.”
Chase swallowed a shrimp. “Yeah, I definitely know. That’s the tackiest of tacky.”
“Fast forward six months. The other day I was in the bathroom at Barnes & Noble, and these two women came in talking about someone they knew who’d just gotten arrested because she stole twenty-seven Reese’s Pieces from a gas station. I guess the police had followed her from the Wal-Mart where she’d already stolen a bag of the expensive brand of potting soil, four pairs of house shoes, and a few random bags out of the trunks of some of the cars in the parking lot when people weren’t looking.” 
She punched his arm lightly. “And do you know who they were talking about? HER!” Chase’s eyes widened in response. “I know, right? I googled it when I got home and found out it was all true! Apparently she’s already divorced the fifth guy and decided to go on this whole crime spree. I really think it’s a desperate midlife crisis.” 
“That’s … that’s a lot,” Chase nodded his head as he took a drink of his sweet tea.
“Gosh, I am so sorry. Listen to me, just vomiting gossip all over you! Obviously I don’t think that about marriage. Not that we’re getting married,” she slapped her hands against her cheeks. “I’m just going to shut up before I put my foot in my mouth again.” By now, Chase was heartily laughing and doing his best not to drop the last bit of his sandwich. “I am really so sorry about all of this. This is not how I behave at all.” Ophelia shook her head. “I’m completely mortified.”
Chase threw his head back and took in a deep breath as he chuckled. “It’s fine, honest. You’re nothin’ if not amusin’, yeah? Beats any other politician I’ve met,” he said with a wink.
“I’m afraid I’ve forgotten how to do the whole dating thing,” Ophelia said, dotting a napkin against her lips to remove the excess aioli that had seeped out with the last bite.
“Really? I couldn’t tell,” Chase teased, nudging her with his elbow. “Just make sure you don’t say any of that durin’ your debate, and you might have a fightin’ shot. Then again, people do love good gossip.” 
“OK, let’s start over. What’s your favorite color?” She turned sideways in the white foldout chair, and draped her arm over the back.
“Really? We’re goin’ that route?” Chase snickered, brushing his hand through his blonde locks.
“Sure, why not? Oh, I know! We can play twenty questions!” She clasped her hands together and folded them in her lap as she eagerly leaned in. “Where are you from?”
“Shreveport.”
“That’s sexy, I like it,” she smiled approvingly. “Did you go to college and what was your major, if so?”
“Political satire,” he quirked.
“No, seriously.”
“LSU. Political science, with a minor in pre-law.”
“Wow, that’s – are you serious?” 
Chase shuffled his feet in front of him, crossing them at the ankles. “’Fraid so.”
“Wow. I was not expecting that.” She eyed him curiously. Talking about his past with a beautiful woman wasn’t on his to-do list today. His head was down, arms crossed, and he had refused to meet her gaze since she’d started bringing up who he used to be. His thoughts drifted miles away, and he became mesmerized by the generator on the back of the corn dog truck. Sensing that she was losing ground, Ophelia quickly rerouted the conversation and changed the subject. “Favorite color?”
Instantly he came back to her. He admired a woman who could perceptibly read the room. “Right now? I’d have to say the color of your eyes,” he turned towards her, wagging his eyebrows.
“Oh, you charmer,” Ophelia lightly swatted his eagle tattoo. “Favorite song and favorite movie?”
The lights popped on around them, illuminating the whole area in luminescent white light like a football stadium. “That’s question seven and eight, just so we’re keepin’ count.” 
The wind shifted through the fairgrounds, carrying with it the stench of
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