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Curves and the Marshal (Coldwater Springs, #8)

EPILOGUE | Three years later

Also By Jenn Roseton

Honor Crenshaw’s fingers tightened on the steering wheel when she spotted the sheriff’s car. 

She breathed a sigh of relief when the law enforcement officer kept driving in the opposite direction, not even seeming to give her white compact car a cursory look.

Thank goodness.

She drove past the sign welcoming her to Coldwater Springs, and pulled up outside a vintage looking diner, its large plate glass windows allowing her to see inside. The dark vinyl flooring, blue walls and rows of booths reminded Lori of a fifties place. A couple of customers sat inside and the interior looked cheerful and clean.

She didn’t think she could drive for much longer, anyway.

Placing her fingers over her eyes, Honor inhaled deeply, telling herself not to panic. But wasn’t that what she’d been doing since nine o’clock this morning? 

If only he hadn’t come to take her to court.

When she saw who had knocked on her door, she’d grabbed her purse and fled out the back. She’d cut through her neighbor’s yard, and jumped into her car. Last night when she’d come home from the bank, she hadn’t been able to get a parking spot right outside her house, so she’d had to park a few doors down. That might have saved her life.

And now, despite everything, she was hungry. 

Perhaps it was panic eating? But she’d been too on edge this morning to eat a bite of breakfast, not even a dry piece of toast. This morning, she’d been ready (or as ready as she would ever be) to testify in court. But that hadn’t happened.

Because he had shown up.

And now she was on the run. 

Honor glanced at her reflection in the tiny mirror attached to the sun visor. Her face looked so pale her dusting of freckles on her nose and cheeks stood out. Her brown hair, cut just past chin length, appeared as if she’d shoved her fingers into it again and again, and worry lines pinched her brown eyes. 

What was she going to do?

Her stomach growled, demanding to be fed. No wonder she had curves, including ample cleavage and an all over robust figure. Maybe she shouldn’t be too hard on herself. She’d just driven two hundred miles from Laramie with only a brief stop on the outskirts of this small town for gas.

Perhaps she should grab something to eat at the diner and try to work out what to do next.

She stepped out of the car, and walked to the entrance of the diner. The late morning October air nipped through her royal blue jacket and white blouse, causing her to shiver.

Taking a deep breath, she opened the door.

The smell of coffee filled her senses. She’d been too keyed up this morning to bother with making herself a cup at home. But now ... Her mouth watered when she saw a large cherry pie in the glass case, only one piece missing. Red-purple cherries glistened from inside the pie, tempting her to try a slice. 

She spied an empty booth and slid into it, an old-fashioned Formica table in the center, and sank back against the cushioned leatherette seat. An old country song she vaguely remembered from her childhood started up in the background, and suddenly her situation didn’t seem quite so scary. Maybe it was even manageable.

“What can I get you, hon?” A matronly waitress with gray hair appeared at the booth, her name tag, emblazoned with Betty, pinned to the chest of her blue uniform. “How about the coffee and cherry pie special? You look like you could do with some.”

“That would be great. Thank you.” Honor managed a smile. 

“Coming right up,” the waitress promised, bustling off to fill her order.

Honor felt herself relaxing, just a little. She could get through this. She knew she could. All she had to do was call the authorities and tell them why she ran.

But ... if that cop was on the take, how many others were? Her parents had always told her to trust the police, but after what she’d seen at the station, how could she just trust on blind faith?

No. She’d have to listen to her instincts.

Her mouth twisted. All her life she’d been a straight A student, a “good girl”, never getting into trouble. She’d graduated college and started working at the bank in Laramie where she was now assistant manager. 

She hadn’t had to rely on her instincts much. Until now.

Until that day when the bank had been robbed, and she’d been called to testify as a witness.

“Here you go, hon.” Betty, the waitress, placed a plate laden with a delicious looking piece of cherry pie and a steaming cup of coffee in front of her. “Just pay at the counter when you’re finished.” She whipped off the check from her pad and placed it on the center of the table. “Call me if you need anything else.”

“I will,” Honor murmured, realizing as she looked at the slice of pie that her appetite had fled.

How could she even think about eating at a time like this?

With a sigh, she lifted the coffee cup to her lips and took a cautious sip in case it was too hot. Just right. She swallowed a mouthful of the mellow brew, then picked up the check. With a start, she suddenly wondered if she had enough money to pay. She’d just grabbed her purse this morning when she saw him, her only thought to get away before he saw her.

She rummaged through her purse and fished out her wallet. Twenty dollars in cash. And her credit card.

Her fingernails dug into the chocolate colored faux leather of her wallet. She’d used her credit card to buy gas. Less than 30 minutes ago. If the authorities were looking for her because she was a missing witness, they might be able to find her through her credit card purchase.

Stupid, stupid, stupid!

Paying for her gas like that had been automatic; that way she never had to worry about having enough cash on her when she noticed the fuel tank was low. But to just do it on auto-pilot, when she was trying to escape, and not get caught ...

It just proved that at twenty-seven years old, she had no idea what she was doing.

What was she going to do now? Get back in the car and keep driving? 

She picked up the fork and tried a taste of pie. If she was going to keep driving, then she needed to keep up her energy levels.

The first bite almost made her swoon. If she hadn’t been so worried about her situation, she definitely would have blissed out. Before she knew it, only a couple of crumbs decorated the white china plate.

“Anything else, hon?” As if by magic, Betty appeared, her plucked eyebrow tilted in enquiry.

Honor considered the question. She needed to make her meager amount of money last if she wasn’t going to use her credit card again.

“No thanks,” she replied. “But that was the best pie I’ve ever eaten.”

“Thank you.” Betty grinned. “I made it myself. And Kate’s bakery across the road has some real good sweet treats if you’re in the mood.”

Honor dimly recalled seeing a bakery opposite the diner, but she’d been so intent on just sitting at an empty table to assess her situation it hadn’t really registered. 

“Maybe I will.” She could buy something now and keep it for later. 

“You just take your time, hon,” Betty said. 

Honor smiled at her, then picked up her coffee cup for a bracing sip. She had three options. Call the authorities and hope whoever she dealt with wasn’t on the take as well. Keep running until her cash ran out, which after paying for the coffee and cherry pie and leaving a tip would be fourteen dollars. She couldn’t risk going to an ATM to withdraw more money, so she was stuck with however much she had in her purse.

Or three. Consult her parents’ itinerary and call them in England. But what could they do over there? They were on their long-anticipated European vacation, trekking around English stately homes and then visiting France and Italy. She couldn’t ruin it for them.

None of the three options appealed to her.

She looked out the window. Coldwater Springs seemed like a nice Wyoming town. Small, cheerful stores lined the main street. People strolled past the diner, chatting to each other and looking with interest at the shop windows.

Perhaps she could just stay here. 

Fantasy land.

She had no money, no job, and nowhere to stay.

Even if she applied for a job - any kind of job - surely there would be forms to fill out, ID required? 

She took another sip of coffee and then gathered her purse. It was time to go.

Just as she was about to slide out of the booth, a man strode into the diner. Early thirties. Much taller than her height of five foot five. Black hair. Black leather jacket. Tough jaw. Straight nose. Eyes of midnight blue. His eyes swept over the diner, seeming to take everything in at an instant. 

And then he saw her.

Honor froze.

It wasn’t the guy from this morning. But he was here for her. She knew it!

For a second she couldn’t breathe, then she couldn’t stop. I think I’m hyperventilating.

“Here, sweetie.” Betty appeared with a paper bag. “Breathe into this.”

Honor sank back against the leatherette booth cushions, clutching the paper bag to her face, trying to slow her breathing.

“Can I help you?” Betty asked the stranger.

Out of the corner of her eye, Honor saw Betty turn to the man who had entered - no, strode into - the diner.

The man who had come for her.

“I think I’ve found who I’m looking for,” the man replied, his eyes fixed on Honor. He took another step toward the booth, but Betty blocked his path.

“Not so fast, handsome. Give her some space.” 

Honor concentrated on breathing into the paper bag. In, out. In, out. She did not want to think about anything else. Finally, her breathing calmed and she felt able to take away the bag from her lips. Until she saw him watching her every movement.

“Honor Crenshaw?” He flashed a badge at her. She glimpsed the word Marshal on it. “I’m Max Kirkson. I’m here to take you back to Laramie so you can testify.” 

She closed her eyes as a wave of panic swept through her. Holding the bag to her mouth again, she took another couple of deep breaths.

“I’d like to see that ID,” Betty said. “If you don’t mind.”

Max assessed the middle-aged woman for a moment, then held out his ID to her.

“Hmm,” she heard Betty grumble to herself. “I’m sure this girl hasn’t done anything wrong,” she said in a louder voice to Max. She frowned. “Why are you here?”

“That’s on a need to know basis, ma’am. If you’ll just step out of my way, we can get out of here.”

For a moment the waitress didn’t budge, then took two grudging steps back from the booth. 

“I’m going to take you back to court, Honor.” He stood right next to the table edge, towering over her. This close, she could see his navy sweater over the flat of his belly. It was tucked into black jeans. His whole demeanor gave the impression that he knew exactly who he was and
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