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  Foreword



Toya’s Chiller Tibits Are Abbreviated Tales That Will Leave You Wanting More







  Preface



It is summer and Cyrilla Tove and her daughter Bexley pick up and leave their native state of Louisiana to make a fresh clean start in the lovely southern state of South Carolina. A nosey young neighbor has eyes on them as soon as they arrive to the neighborhood of Halverson. 




Ambrosia—a pushy, troublesome young teenager—quickly starts up a friendship with Bexley. Bexley soon learns that she is unable to trust Ambrosia inciting hard feelings and gossip against the unsuspecting newcomer. 




Settling down in a new area for an easygoing life of peace and tranquility expeditiously gyrates into a move of upheaval. Before Cyrilla and her daughter know it, they have become targets around town. 




To right the wrong done unto Bexley, Cyrilla returns to her dark New Orleans roots—in her sinister Louisiana fashion of knowing how to properly do things. 











  
  1

  
  
  The New Neighbor

  
  




With her knees propped upon the couch fifteen-year-old Ambrosia Quinnette peeped out the window of the living room. The sheer white curtain swung over her head like a wedding veil. 




“Girl! What your nosey behind looking at now,” her mother hissed with a broom and dustpan in hand. “You need to go upstairs and clean that room of yours.” 




The devout Christian and homemaker who stayed home while her husband worked was used to Ambrosia snooping at people and within places. 




The child’s eyes and ears stayed alert to catch everything. 




Rosabel wished her daughter had the same enthusiasm for doing her chores around the house as she did for being a busy body who was anxious to get the latest scoop on things. 




“Mom! There are new people moving in across the street,” the teenager imparted. “In the old Woodberry house.” 




The energetic youngster came from behind the curtain leaping her body from the thick cushions of the walnut-colored sofa. 




“I’m going to go over and say hello. There is a girl who looks about my age taking boxes inside the house with an older lady and three movers.” 




“Oh, not so fast young lady. You have chores to do. Now stop minding other folks’ business. Mind your own by going upstairs to straighten out your room. Then afterwards, take your dirty clothes from the hamper and down to the laundry room to wash them.” 




Ambrosia exhaled deeply. She let out a sigh of displeasure before heeding to Rosabel’s words. 




The reluctant child trudged up the stairs whiffing the rich, fragrant aroma of buttermilk biscuits. The enticing smell of the quick bread wafted delectably in the air as they baked in the oven. 




The tall, almond complexion woman clothed in a sundress and apron sauntered to the living room herself to get a sneak-peak from the window. Ambrosia’s mention of new neighbors taking up residence sparked her curiosity. 




Rosabel saw a short, stout light complexion woman with a younger looking version of herself lugging items from a truck into the single-story bungalow ranch-style home. The home, that the Woodberry family once owned before selling the property during the end of winter accented lovely ample bay windows, wood columns, and a stone walkway. 




Subsequently capturing the glimpse across the street, Rosabel returned to the dining room to sweep then spray-mop the shiny hardwood floors. The carpeted living room and spacious veranda she’d vacuum next. 
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  A Stable Working Family

  
  




Jace Quinnette arrived home this late Sunday afternoon from his eight-hour shift at work. He had left around 5 am to head into town to the Evergreen Energy Company. The industrious lineman supervisor of nine years conducted multiple duties and oversaw the workflows of subordinate power linemen. 




Apart from scheduling employees and training apprentices, he did construction work to fix and replace lines while routinely installing and keeping lines as needed for various operations. 




The husband and father assumed a hefty responsibility and tons of workload. Jace carried a plethora of weight on his shoulders. Working for Evergreen paid well. He and his family wanted for nothing and was financially secure. 




Extensive hours away from home sometimes took its toll. He missed family events and spending quality time, yet the man made up for moments lost, especially as the work he put in now would eminently help them all later. 




Rosabel slightly complained of not seeing enough of the man she married twenty years ago, though, Rosabel understood. She respected the role that he played along with the choices he made. If Jace had his priorities straight and remembered that she and Ambrosia came first among his other obligations having these boundaries set up kept them at peace. 




Jace had to also firmly remind his wife that sometimes work did have to come first if they wanted to keep living a comfortable lifestyle and not wind up living in the street. 




Rosabel managed all the household bills with the money he generously shelled out to her for expenses and for personal use spent on Ambrosia and herself. The thirty-seven-year-old woman was not someone solely dependent upon her husband or one who could not do anything for herself.  




Rosabel had a sharp mind. She worked as an accountant before deciding years ago to become a full-time mom shortly after taking ill when Ambrosia was born. The young woman was diagnosed with lupus.  




The autoimmune disease significantly affected her life, often leaving Rosabel fatigued, stricken with joint pain, and other related health conditions. 




Jace supported his wife in the business she started online using her credentials working independently for people who sought out her services. Rosabel had a volume of returning clients and new clients alike that she did bookkeeping and accounting for—including a few finance companies who relied on her skills and ability. 




Jace was not chauvinistic or driven by ego. He recognized motherhood as a full-time job as well. He did not consider it unproductive of Rosabel or any woman to hold off on professionally working outside the home to care for their child if able. He freely accepted—and how could he not—while the woman’s health was also a factor within things. 




The power couple stayed busy supporting one another and providing for their family. 




Jace had to admit that he was due for a vacation. He wanted to temporarily forget climbing poles, transmission towers, inspecting, testing power lines, finding, and then investigating defective systems. He wanted to temporarily forget extended hours during nights, weekends, and holidays. 




He wanted to temporarily escape the on-call emergency alerts and jobs that required him to work in all type of severe weather conditions. Some that involved extreme temperatures like rain, snow, excessive heat, and other uncomfortable hazardous conditions. 




Though the role of the power lineman crew and supervisor played a critical role that needed one to work outside the normal hours of business—to support the power grid—it was essential that Jace take a much-deserved break. 
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  Dinner

  
  




Greeted by the animated white/tan/black fur baby that excitedly jumped at his legs, Jace nearly tripped to avoid stepping on the adorable little pooch. 


“Hi Purdie,” the man sung out. 


The amiable, intelligent, even-tempered beagle lit up the moment she was acknowledged. The sound of Jace’s tender voice stirred further enthusiasm within the young canine. Purdie walked Jace to the closet where he tucked away his backpack then followed behind him into the kitchen. 


“How was your day?” Rosabel asked at the man who pecked her on the cheek. 


She stood with a pair of oven mitts on carefully removing a deep, large pan of skinless roasted chicken breast. 


“The same as usual,” the man uttered with a smile.  


Jace inhaled the savory aroma of the poultry combined with seasoning. His consuming dark-brown eyes stole a peep at the juicy, tender, perfectly baked chicken breast after grabbing the lid from the pot. 


They were flavorful too. Delicious. 


Rosabel slapped her husband on the back of the hand. 


“Enough of that. You’ll ruin your appetite. Now go and get washed up. By the time you come back down your food will be on the table.” 


“Yes ma’am.” 


The tall, dark-complexioned man went upstairs to freshen up. He undressed in the bedroom then showered for fifteen to twenty minutes. 


At the dining room table where buttery corn on the cob, golden buttermilk biscuits, creamy mashed potatoes smothered in gravy, green beans, and baked chicken sat in the


























