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Excerpt from A Lost Life

“Mr. Black...”

“Call me Turner.” He smiled

“Whatever. My math isn’t the greatest, but are you saying half the estate would go to me?”

“Yep, your half-brother wants to honor his father’s wishes and do the right thing.”

“Right, look, I don’t know why you think I’m this guy’s half-sister. Doesn’t there have to be DNA tests and all that crap?”

“There will be, but...”—he opened the folder and took out the aged photograph—“computers are very ingenious these days.” He handed her the picture.

She looked at it and got a surprised expression on her face. “I still have that stuffed rabbit.”
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Would he find her this time? Turner Black was assigned to find Raelynn Sibley eight months ago. He’d been up and down the west coast and reached so many dead ends. In Bakersfield, he’d found a club where the bartender recognized the picture he’d showed. She’d danced there a couple of years ago but left to head north. He’d been in and out of so many strip clubs he couldn’t remember half the women he’d watched dance. None of them were Raelynn.

Turner worked for a non-profit group out of Seattle, Lost Souls, and they were hired by Raelynn’s half-brother to track her down. The siblings had been separated as children. Their father passed away a year ago and left her an inheritance. The brother hadn’t seen her for over twenty years. Raelynn didn’t connect with her father and when Turner heard the whole story he’d found it interesting.

At this point though, he wanted to strangle his partner, Gavin Zylstra, for giving him this case. He’d only been in his own home three days out of the last few months and if this club dead-ended, he’d have to take a couple of weeks off to regroup and pay bills. 

Raelynn’s story read a little different than anything he’d worked on in the past. Her mother and father never married. It seemed to be an affair of the heart and she was the outcome. She’d only met her father and half-brother a couple of times. Now, the half-brother wanted to do the right thing.

Turner sat in a strip club in Tracy, California. In the middle of the stage stretched a long runway with two poles and lots of lights. He’d found out she used the name Rae Smith now and worked in smaller towns up and down the I-5 corridor. If this wasn’t her, he did have the names of a few more places to check and then would head back to Seattle to plan his next step.

Her half-brother, Stewart Tarver, gave him a picture of her when she was maybe five or six years old. Lost Souls computer aged it and he thought he could identify her. Then the Tarver family would request DNA verification.

Turner sat at the bar and watched several dancers. He found himself getting tired of the women dancing. The crotch shots, bouncing boobs and hip action appeared the same in every club. This place, Delights, made them keep their panties on and was topless only. 

About eleven o’clock the woman named Rae was introduced and came out wearing a transparent black robe. Her black three inch heels were plain strap on sandals with no frills. As opposed to the other dancers with their sequins and feathers, Rae dressed casually. 

Turner could see her long, muscular legs through the robe. Stewart Tarver told him that she’d wanted to be a ballet dancer, but after her mother passed away when she was twelve years old, she gave up the ballet lessons and was put into the foster care system. She disappeared from that when she turned sixteen. 

The woman stood with her back to the audience. Her hair, which should have been brown, was bleach blonde and hung to the middle of her back. The music started, she looked over her shoulder and moved like a sidewinder snake. He felt as though she’d hypnotized him, like a cobra in a basket. She moved with a sensual fluidity. 
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RAE SMITH STOOD AT the mirror in the dressing room and finished her makeup, fluffed her hair a little and then slid on her black, sheer robe. She bent over, put on her three inch spike heels and glanced again at herself.

“Honey, I don’t know why you don’t wear feathers. You need to glam up yourself if you want to make the tips,” another dancer, Trudy, said.

“I do well enough.” She touched up her lip gloss.

“If you add a little glitter or something sparkly it would grab those John’s right off their seats and they’d be throwing the cash at you.”

“Yeah, and they’d be slobbering and trying to follow me home. Been there and I don’t care to do it again. If they don’t like what they see, they can complain to management. But I’ve been here for a year with no complaints.”

Rae turned out of the room hearing the words bitch and slut follow her. Getting called that a lot, she refused to involve herself with this world’s drama. She drank very little and didn’t do drugs, which was the downfall of some of the other women.  

Walking onto the stage, she waited for her music to start. She could always wrap herself in a good song. The hard beat started and she did her usual slither steps to the side while she looked over her shoulder. The crowd appeared small tonight, but she’d done well enough the last couple of weekends that she didn’t need to make rent. 

She saw a tall, dark haired man at the bar with an intense look in his eye. As she danced, she felt him watch her every move. The robe slipped off her shoulders and she bunched it over her breasts. When she spun around and bent over to touch the floor her eyes came up and looked directly at him. 
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Chapter Two
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Turner found her performance one of the best he’d seen on this trip. Not doing the standard moves, she definitely could dance and possibly be the Rae he’d been searching for. He could see the little girl who held the stuffed rabbit from the old picture. 

He showed his investigator’s badge to the bartender and explained that he needed to speak with her. The owner came out and asked him why. All Turner told the man was that her brother looked for her due to a death in the family.

After about a half hour, she came out from behind the stage. Her hair was tied up in a Scrunchy and she wore tight jeans with a pale blue cable knit sweater. Instead of the three inch spiked heels she’d put on a pair of tennis-shoes. 

Rae walked up to the bar and sat on a stool two down from him. “Jake told me why you’re here. I think you may have me confused with someone else. I don’t have a brother.”

“My name is Turner Black and I’ve been hired by your half-brother, Stewart Tarver, to find you, Miss Sibley.”

He watched her as she leaned over the counter and snagged a bottle of vodka and a shot glass. She was gorgeous, and he admired her butt as she moved back down to the stool. Her eyes were a light caramel color and she had a little sprinkle of freckles across the bridge of her nose.

“The name is Smith, not whatever you said.” She took a sip from the shot glass.

Turner took the old picture out of his pocket. She looked at it and he saw her eyes squint. It was a tell and he’d learned how to read people over the years. When she sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly, he knew she remembered that photo.

“According to your half-brother, this picture was one of the few times you met him and your father.” 

She pushed it back at him. “I’m sorry, Mr. Black. It’s not ringing any bells.”

This damn woman is stubborn, Turner thought. 
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WHEN RAE LOOKED AT the picture she saw a little girl with a stuffed rabbit in one hand and an older boy stood next to her holding her other hand. That stupid rabbit was the only thing she had left of her mother and would never give it away.

“I think it does ring bells, Miss Sibley.”

“Smith, as I said. I’m Rae Smith.”

“Your father passed away about a year ago and your half-brother’s looked for you since.”

“Mr. Black, I never met my father or any brother. I’m an only child. My mother died when I was twelve. I’ve been on my own ever since.” She swallowed the vodka and put the lid back onto the bottle.

“Miss Smith, I know your history.”

“You know nothing about me.”

She slid off the stool and started back to the dressing room. Grabbing her jacket and bag, she walked out the back door of the building, rounded a corner and there stood Mr. Black by a dark grey Toyota Prius. She started to walk past him.

“Miss Smith, could I give you a ride home?”

“No thanks,” she said and kept moving down the sidewalk.

The engine started in the car and she realized he followed her. When she got to the corner, she stopped and looked at him.

“Are you a stalker and all that other story was bullshit?” She bent at the waist and looked at him through the window.

“No, I’m not a stalker. Can I buy you a coffee? There is more to explain.”

She started to cross the street and as he motored through, she turned left and headed another direction. She lived only a few blocks away, but if she cut through the alley, she could go in the back way. He wouldn’t be able to follow her.

She saw a light flash in the corner of her eye and looked over her shoulder. Her pace picked up and the alley turned about one-hundred feet away.

“Look, what do you have to lose? You’d be able to finally open that dance school you always wanted,” he shouted.

Rae stopped dead in her tracks and stared at him. There wasn’t any way possible he could know what she wanted.

“I told you, I know your history,” he continued. “You’re a good dancer, Rae.”

Thoughts raced in her head. The one that stood out the most had to do with curiosity. She couldn’t figure out just what this guy thought he knew. 

“There’s a twenty-four hour diner around the corner on Sixth Street.” She turned and continued to walk down the sidewalk.

“Let me give you a ride.” He followed her. “I’m not a stalker or a mass murderer.”

“Says you. Like I’m stupid enough to get into your fucking car. I’d rather not wind up in the desert in a garbage bag.”
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They arrived at the diner and sat across from each other in a booth. After the waitress took their order, they sat silent until the coffee was poured. 

“Your brother...sorry, half-brother, Stewart, remembered that you’d talked about wanting to open a dance school. All you wanted was to be a ballerina.” 

Turner watched her sip the coffee. He found her very attractive and thought maybe after they got things settled he’d ask her out. His wife divorced him when he went to work for Lost Souls and it left him with a bitter taste in his mouth, but he saw something attractive in this woman.

“I only ever met Stewart a couple of times. I don’t know why he’s all hot to meet me now.”

“Your father included you and your mother in his will. He apparently didn’t know she’d passed away. Since you are your mother’s next-of-kin, you get her quarter of the estate.”

“Mr. Black...”

“Call me Turner.” He smiled

“Whatever. My math isn’t the greatest, but are you saying half the estate would go to me?”

“Yep, your half-brother wants to honor his father’s wishes and do the right thing.”

“Is he a half or a quarter share?”

“His mother is still alive and will get her share also. It would be the other half of the estate.”

“What a lucky man. He grew up with a mother and a father.” She looked out the window. “Mr. Black...”

“You really can call me Turner.”

“Right, look, I don’t know why you think I’m this guy’s half-sister. Doesn’t there have to be DNA tests and all that crap?”

“There will be, but...”—he opened the folder he’d brought in and took out the aged photograph—“computers are very ingenious these days.” He handed her the picture.

She looked at it and got a surprised expression on her face. Her eyes turned up to his. “I still have that stuffed rabbit.”

When she said she’d held onto the toy, Turner knew without a doubt that she was Raelynn Sibley. It was her mother’s maiden name. Not only did she look like the picture, but she possessed the gift her mother gave to her on her sixth birthday.

“Look, we can fly up to Seattle first thing in the morning and meet with the attorneys next week. This shouldn’t take more than a week and we can have you back here in Tracy in no time.”

“I can’t just leave. We’re busy on Friday and Saturday nights and I make great tips. If I miss a weekend I could mess up my rent for next month.” She sat back in her seat and her warm eyes looked at him.

“Rae, your father was very well off and once the inheritance is transferred to you, rent won’t be a problem.” He saw her frown and sit forward.

“Just how much money are we talking about?”

He smiled. “A lot. I can schedule a flight for Sunday. I’ll have to call my partner and let him know I found you. He’ll arrange for you to meet your half brother next week.”

“Mr...Turner, is this real? I’m not going to wake up this afternoon and discover a boat load of shit?”

“No, Rae, no shit, I promise.” He continued to watch her and felt surprised her frown didn’t lighten. “I was serious when I said you are a good dancer. I’ve been to fifty or so clubs looking for you and I liked that you didn’t perform the smutty moves I’ve seen.”

“What do you mean by smutty?”

“You know, the pressing your boobs together and lying on your back with your legs spread and a full view of your crotch. You dance with class.”

“Thanks, I guess.” She reached for her purse and started to slide off the chair.

“Hey, at least you don’t try to lick your nipples.” 

“I’m flexible, but not like that. I never could and never will lick my nipples.”

He laughed as they walked out of the dinner. “It’s late...or early, I guess. Please, let me drive you.”

She turned and smiled for the first time. “I live around the corner and can cut through the alley.” 

Turner scratched his neck. “Here’s the thing. I don’t know Tracy very well. Could I
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Will Rae be able to trust Turner to keep her safe?
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