[image: cover.jpg]
BLOOD LINE
A Granger Spy Novel
John J. Davis
SIMON & WINTER INC.
Thank you for reading. If you enjoy this book, please leave a review.
All rights reserved. Aside from brief quotations for media coverage and reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced or distributed in any form without the author’s permission. Thank you for supporting authors and a diverse, creative culture by purchasing this book and complying with copyright laws.
Copyright © 2015 by John J. Davis
Published by Simon & and  Winter Inc.
Interior design by Pronoun
Distribution by Pronoun
ISBN: 9780990314400



TABLE OF CONTENTS

	Blood Line: Believe the Hype!
	Dedicated To	Books by John J. Davis:


	BLOOD LINE
	Chapter One
	Chapter Two
	Chapter Three
	Chapter Four
	Chapter Five
	Chapter Six
	Chapter Seven
	Chapter Eight
	Chapter Nine
	Chapter Ten
	Epilogue: December 23, 2013
	Don’t Stop Reading…: Bloody Truth by John J. Davis – Chapter One	Wondering what happens next?  Download Bloody Truth and keep reading.


	About the Author


    BLOOD LINE: BELIEVE THE HYPE!

2015 Killer Nashville Silver Falchion™ Reader’s Choice 

Best First Novel in Mystery/Thriller

2015 Readers’ Favorite Gold Medal in Fiction-Action

2015 eLit Gold Medal in Popular Fiction

2015 eLit Silver Medal in Mystery/Thriller/Suspense

“DAVIS SETS A SOLID FOUNDATION for more adventures. Sharply written, starring characters readers will be happy to meet again.”— Kirkus Reviews

“Blood Line is compelling, with accelerating pace, surprising twists and a spectacular ending—readers will be eager for the sequel, coming soon!”—Alan Rinzler, Consulting Editor

“Blood Line’s psychology is exquisitely wrought, its action is elegantly played out against the backdrop of political and criminal forces, and its ultimate results are satisfyingly unpredictable.”—D. Donovan for Midwest Book Reviews

“Blood Line is a quiet little gem of genius. I love espionage novels and I have read a lot of them, but I can assure you that I have never read a novel where the world of espionage is so smoothly blended with ordinary American family life. The genius of John J. Davis is that both facets of Ron and Valerie’s characters are believable; the spy and the parent. Just as importantly for the reader, this family is very, very likable.” 5 out of 5 Stars—Ray Simmons for Readers’ Favorite 

“Rich character back stories make this spy thriller an entertaining read.  Fans of spy novels and series will enjoy this energetic and entertaining story of a family of spies.”—Paige Van De Winkle for Foreword Clarion Reviews 

“John J. Davis has written a thriller that is special in many ways, but for me the one that stands out among all the superlatives is that it crosses many genres.

If you are a fan of spy novels, espionage, and or suspense thrillers, you will love this book.”—JM LeDuc (author of “Sin”) for Suspense Magazine


    For more information or to book an event or interview, contact Simon & Winter, Inc. info@simonandwinter.com

[image: Image]

www.simonandwinter.com

This book is a work of fiction based on real events. Names, characters, places, and incidents are fictionalized products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously to protect those involved. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. 

Copyright © 2014 by John J. Davis

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.

Library of Congress 

Control Number:  2014909579

Printed in the United States of America

First Printing, 2014

ISBN 978-0-9903144-0-0

Screenplays for The Granger Spy Novel series are WGA registered works. For more information contact John’s agent:  

James von Scholz - jvonscholz@bhchambers.com

www.johnjdavis.com


    DEDICATED TO

Rebekah, you make all things seem possible.

Alan, you saw possibility and helped make it reality.

Thank you, Dr. Valencia.



    Be sure to visit www.johnjdavis.com for insider information, character bios and author updates.  Subscribe to The Granger Report for exclusive news and events.

BOOKS BY JOHN J. DAVIS:

Granger Spy Novel Series

BLOOD LINE

BLOODY TRUTH

Novel 3 Coming Soon



    
    BLOOD LINE

A GRANGER SPY NOVEL



    Real family; real events; fictionalized for their protection.


CHAPTER ONE

THE SUDDEN EXPLOSION OF BREAKING glass and splintering wood reverberated inside the house like a clap of thunder. I was awake instantly, and the rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins propelled me out of the bed and into action.

“Valerie!” I yelled at my wife, who was already leaping out of the other side of the bed. “That should’ve set off the alarm.”

She was rounding the end of our bed just as I flipped on the overhead lights and opened the door of our room. There was someone in the hallway, but the beam from a high-powered LED flashlight blinded my eyes before I could look away.

I heard a voice.

“Back the fuck up! Keep your hands where I can see them.”

I felt the round end of a small pistol barrel poke me in the chest before I could blink my eyes and begin to see the revolver in one hand, the flashlight in the other.

“Both of you back up, hands in the air, and stay right where you are.”

I raised my hands and backed up until I bumped against my bedside table. Then the guy swung the pistol and hit me in the face hard enough to get my attention, but not enough to hurt me. 

He aimed his gun at Valerie again. “Not another step.”

My vision had recovered, and I could see the intruder was wearing a black ski mask, t-shirt, jeans, and boots. He was about five-feet, seven inches, and thin, about 160 pounds, so I had a distinct size advantage, being six-feet and two hundred pounds. But he had the gun, a revolver of some kind. That was actually another plus for me since the hammer wasn’t cocked. Getting it ready to fire would take all the time I needed.

He started moving the gun in my direction again when I heard the scream.

“Daddy!”

It was Leecy.

“Valerie, there must be another one of them.”

I grabbed the man’s left wrist with such force the flashlight dropped to the floor and spun away. I knocked aside his right wrist with my left hand as he cocked the gun and fired, sending a bullet into the wall over my left shoulder. Letting go of his left wrist, I turned into him with my back, grabbed his weapon with both hands, and ripped it from his grip. I made a back left-handed throw of the gun to Valerie, who was leaping toward the door to Leecy’s bedroom. She caught the gun in the air as I landed a back left elbow to the intruder’s head, followed by a crushing right cross to his jaw, knocking him unconscious. I left the intruder falling to the floor and raced down the hall.

“Stop right there, lady,” I heard.

“Let her go,” she replied very calmly and softly, “and I won’t kill you.”

I reached the end of the hall just as two shots slammed into the front door behind Valerie. I ducked back inside the cover of the hallway, but Valerie didn’t move and she didn’t return fire.

“Put the gun down and send my partner out here right now,” I heard the man say, “or this will get messy.”

I walked into the foyer with my hands raised in a sign of submission, but now he had two potential problems and they weren’t in the same place.

“Your partner is incapacitated,” Val continued quietly, “and if you don’t drop your weapon, you’ll be dead.”

“I’ll shoot her if you don’t put your hands up and send your man to bring my partner to me right now,” he countered.

Streams of moonlight filtered through the dark room from the shattered doors the two men had broken through, but I could see the man hiding behind Leecy holding a gun to her head.

“Last chance to leave here alive.”

He’d backed up as far as he could go, pulling Leecy with him to make his escape.

Valerie fired.

The bullet struck him in the center of his forehead, making a small black hole and propelling him up and back. The look on his face was that of a man realizing his mistake.

Leecy raced away from the dead man as Val dropped the weapon and stood next to me. The entire incident was over in minutes, but it didn’t feel that way to me. I was drained. I was sweating profusely and my hands were shaking. Maybe it was my age; at forty-six, I wasn’t as young a man as when I started in this business, even though I didn’t think of myself as an old man. But that wasn’t all of it. Now that I had a wife and daughter, I had something to lose.

I hugged Val and Leecy. I held my wife and felt her calming presence wash over me. As we both embraced our child, I thanked whatever gods there might be that my two girls were safe.

“What the heck just happened?” Leecy asked from the safety of the hug we had her sandwiched in.

“Home invasion,” Valerie answered. “We need to call Lester and get him out here.”

“I’ll phone the station from the bedroom,” I said, “and check on the guy back there while I’m at it.”

“Yeah, okay, so you say it’s a home invasion,” Leecy went on, “but don’t most invaders steal your stuff and not try to kidnap you?”

I was back in our bedroom, stepping over the limp body of the first guy, but could still hear Leecy’s voice.

“And Mom… you… uh… just killed someone.”

“I know, dear, but…”

“Dead.”

“It was a lucky shot.”

“Lucky shot?” Leecy wasn’t satisfied, obviously. “That’s not my point.”

I was so relieved we were all okay that it hadn’t occurred to me Leecy’s questions would have to be answered. And not just to her satisfaction—we’d have to answer similar questions by the police, and if this incident were classified as more than just a home invasion we’d be in danger of generating a lot of unwanted attention.

I dialed our local police station and was relieved to hear the woman’s voice on the other end.

“Elizabeth. This is Ron Granger.”

“Hi, Ron. Why are you calling the police station at five minutes after four in the morning? Is everyone all right?”

Elizabeth Williams was the pregnant wife of Park City, Georgia’s soon-to-be Chief of Police and current Captain, Lester Williams. Lester had been performing the job of Chief for the past two years. Everyone felt the current Chief’s retirement was imminent this time, especially Elizabeth who ran the front desk and just about everything else at the station.

It was Val who first met Elizabeth and Lester when they both were working grunt jobs at her brothers’ family business, INESCO. She’d encouraged them to go to the police academy in Atlanta and get the better jobs they now had on the local police force.

“Yes, we’re all fine. We just had a little break-in here at the house and need Lester or whoever is on duty to come out and take a look,” I said. “We’ve got one dead intruder and one who needs medical attention.”

“Dead intruder? My goodness!” she said. “Sounds like those folks picked the wrong house to break into this morning. Are you sure everybody is okay?” She didn’t wait for my response. “I’m going to tell the medics to take a look at all of you while they’re there.”

I thought about protesting but knew it would be useless, so I just said, “Thank you, Elizabeth,” and added, “I hope you’re feeling better. I know from talking with Lester last week the past few months have been difficult for you.”

“I’m feeling just fine, thank you. Lester is on his way. I’ve got to call the coroner and the paramedics. Now hang up, Ron.”

Elizabeth was a take-charge lady, no doubt about it.

I hung up the phone and laughed at my instinctive southern desire to be polite at a time like this. Val and Leecy were coming toward me down the hall.

“Get dressed, kiddo, and meet me in the kitchen.”

“Okay, Dad. Hey Mom, I’m not finished with you.”

I pulled off the unconscious man’s belt and secured his arms behind his back to the foot of the four-post bed and then joined Val where she was in the bathroom stripping off her nightshirt and pulling on her jeans.

“Leecy has a million questions, and I don’t have the answers for her.”

“You’ve got the answers,” I said. “You just don’t want to tell her what they are, and neither do I, not yet. For one thing, we have to find out who these guys are and what they really wanted here.”

“It could be something we did five or ten years ago that’s finally catching up with us…”

“Right… for revenge, retaliation…” I agreed. “A lot of our enemies would definitely like to hurt us, but I’m betting they still don’t know for sure who we really are. All they could possibly have is maybe our code names or whispers, rumors, and vague, mixed-up descriptions that don’t even match how we really look.”

“And Ron,” Val went on, “if our old enemies did know who and where we were, they’d come in greater numbers, more heavily armed and better prepared.”

We stood silent for a moment, looking at each other.

“We’ve been out of action for many years now,” I finally said with a smile. “This could be exactly what it seems to be—just a couple of punks who broke into the wrong house.”

“I doubt it,” Val said. “Someone could even be thinking they could leverage taking Leecy to get us to work for them.”

“What a terrible thought. Don’t even go there.”

“We have to consider everything.”

“I don’t know about that,” I tried to reassure her, “but we’ve definitely reached the point where we have to tell our daughter a bit more about what we’ve done for a living.”

“What if Lester and his boys don’t treat this like a break-in, but handle it like an attempted kidnapping?” Val asked. “The FBI will roll into town with their usual resources, and they have the clearance to find out whatever they want to know.” 

“Well, honey,” I pulled her toward me for a kind of sideways hug, awkward in the small space of the bathroom, “we’ve put off this conversation long enough. Leecy’s not a little girl anymore.”

“Don’t say that, Ron,” Val protested. “She’s still my baby…”

“And,” I continued, “maybe the one positive thing out of tonight’s events is that we have to tell her now.”

“What would my Grandma Leona do?”

“She’d say you need to tell Leecy about our past and your family’s history the way she told you about her past and the legacy she created. I promise,” I said, and I pulled her to me again and hugged her tight.

“You may be right, Ron, but it’s not something you can do for me.”

“I know.”

“So let me figure out how to do it myself.”

“Agreed.”

I let her go and opened the bathroom door. The sound of approaching sirens hurried me along.

“The police are almost here everybody.”

I turned toward the front door when I heard Leecy’s voice coming from in front of me and not behind as I had expected. “Coffee’s ready,” she announced.

“I’m on my way,” I said. Maybe we worried too much. Leecy really was a young woman now, and she deserved to be treated like one.

The sirens got a lot closer, and I heard several cars entering our driveway. Red and blue police cruiser strobe lights danced across our front windows with the orange and red lights of the ambulance.

“I’m going outside to talk to Lester. You and mom stay in the house. Stay in the kitchen, okay?” I heard her say, “Okay, Dad,” as I opened the front door and walked outside.

Captain Lester Williams climbed out of his patrol car, greeting me. “Hey, Ron, sorry to be here under these circumstances. You all okay?”

“Yes, we’re just fine, all things considered.” I shook his hand.

I could see other officers working at the trunks of their cruisers, and the paramedics were offloading a stretcher. The coroner wagon was just arriving.

“Tell me what happened.”

I noticed one officer had a handful of clear plastic evidence bags, and another was carrying an empty cardboard box marked “Evidence, Granger House, Friday, June 21st, 2013.”

“This won’t be the official statement since that will come later; just give me the headlines,” Lester said before I could start telling him what had happened.

I told a sanitized version with as few details as possible.

“These two robbers broke in and tried to rip us off. Real lunk-heads. It all happened so fast I really can’t remember, but I got the upper hand on one and Valerie was able to shoot the other. A miracle shot really. It’s amazing we weren’t hurt.”

“What?” Lester interrupted.

“No joke. Kind of like the crazy shot that killed Kennedy. And when that happened I was able to jump on the other guy and tie him up. He’s still unconscious inside, last I saw him.”

“Okay…” Lester stood still without saying anything for a while.

“All right; good enough for now. Where are Leecy and Valerie?”

“Inside in the kitchen. Do you want to see them?”

“Not right now. I need to have my guys work the scene. We need to collect evidence, take pictures, remove the body, and get the other guy to the hospital in case he sustained any injuries when you jumped on him.”

“Right.”

“I can tell you right now, Ron, it seems to me this incident falls under the protections afforded a homeowner by Georgia’s Castle Law and that you’ve conducted yourselves in accordance with the law.”

“Thanks for the reassurance, Lester. Of course, Val and Leecy are real shook up about this.”

“Let’s go inside, then.”

Lester and I started into the living room and made our way to the kitchen, where Leecy was huddled close to her mother. I could see the adrenaline was wearing off and she was beginning to feel the full weight of what happened to her. Lester noticed, too.

“Larry, Murphy,” he said as he keyed his radio, “can you guys check out the Grangers while I work the crime scene?”

Two men pushed a stretcher into the room. One of them lifted a large orange medical kit off of the stretcher and placed it on the kitchen floor.

“I’m Larry,” the tall, thin, blond paramedic said.

“And I’m Murphy,” the shorter, more muscular, black-haired paramedic said.

“Looks like the young lady is up first,” Larry said as he opened his medical kit, removing a blood pressure cuff and stethoscope. I watched and listened as he and Murphy checked Leecy’s vitals.

“High, but within normal range, given the circumstances.”

Lester came back into the room, brow furrowed. “Murphy, I need you to bring your stuff. The guy back in the bedroom is coming around. What did you hit him with, Ron, a baseball bat? I thought you said you jumped on the guy.”

“Did you find one?” I regretted the words as they were coming out of my mouth and immediately said, “I’m sorry. I’m just a little rattled. No, I didn’t hit him with anything. I may have gotten a punch or two in during the struggle. I don’t know. It all happened so fast.”

Lester disappeared back into the bedroom with Murphy in tow. Meanwhile, Larry confirmed what I’d known when he said, “You’ll be fine, Miss. All your vitals are good. I’d recommend having something to eat and drink. Who’s next?”

“I’m fine,” Val said, “and I’m sure my husband is, too. Go do your job so we can all go back to bed.”

Larry hesitated briefly. I could see he was thinking of challenging Valerie, but he decided not to. He retrieved his case and, without another word, turned and walked away to find his partner. I followed him at a distance. Meanwhile, the coroner and his assistant were maneuvering the gurney with the body bag through the door and out to the driveway. In another moment, Murphy came butt first down the hallway, lifting the stretcher out of the bedroom with Larry at the head of the stretcher.

I could see the intruder’s neck was wrapped in a brace and his body strapped to the stretcher. I stared into the open eyes of the now semiconscious and unmasked man. He looked familiar. He tried to look away from me but couldn’t turn his head.

“Valerie! Come take a look at this guy. I think I know him.”

She got a good look at him as the two men carried him out of the house. The door closed and we were alone.

“I recognize him too, Ron,” she said. “I think he works at INESCO. I’d have to check the personnel records, but I’m almost one hundred percent certain I’ve seen him around the offices.”

Lester came back through the room carrying a box filled with the plastic bags I’d seen earlier, which I assumed now contained crime scene evidence.

“Ron, Val, Leecy… I’m releasing the house as a crime scene and we’re out of here. As I said before, this is clearly a case of home invasion and falls under the protections offered homeowners by the Castle Law. I’ll need you all to come to the station later today to complete some paperwork. How does 1 p.m. work for you all?”

“We’ll see you then, Lester, and thanks for your kindness,” Valerie said.

Lester nodded at me and smiled. “You broke the guy’s jaw. Murphy thinks you may have also fractured his neck at the C1 vertebrae. He said the guy’s injuries are consistent with those of someone being in a minor car accident. If you don’t mind me asking again, Ron, how the heck did you inflict so much damage on the poor sap?”

Valerie answered for me. “With his bare hands, Lester. See you at one.” Lester walked out, and she locked the door behind him.

Just as we were starting to relax, the phone rang.

“Darn. I knew it would be only a short time before she called,” Valerie said as she ran down the hall to pick up the kitchen receiver. I was right behind her. “Hi, Mom.”

“Hello, Valerie.” I could hear Catherine clearly, and I was still ten feet away. “When were you going to tell us? I had to hear about the police at your house from your neighbor, Mrs. Weatherington. You couldn’t call your mother? And all of this bad stuff happening on the day before my baby’s birthday! Tell me, what in heaven’s name is going on over there?”

I smiled at my wife and left the room in search of garbage bags and cleaning solution. I knew we had some quaternary ammonia in the garage that would take care of disinfecting the blood. I took my time finding the tools and other items because I didn’t want to get involved with Ma and Pa Simon right now. 

When I came back into the kitchen about five minutes later, Val was still on the phone, sputtering, trying to find the right words.

“I know, Mom… no, Leecy is fine…” She looked at me as if to say, help, but I shook my head and mouthed they’re your parents, not mine.

She fixed me with that look she gives me when she’s pretending to be mad. I carefully made my way down the steps, avoiding the blood splatter and the mess that came with it, and put my hand out for the phone.

“Catherine, whoa, Catherine, no, it’s me, it’s Ron. Catherine? Okay, just slow down a bit and listen to me. It’s business as usual. Business, you know?” I couldn’t say more on the phone since there was always the danger of a tap. “I’m going to hang up now, and we’ll come see you as soon as we can. Okay. Love you. Bye.” I ended the call, tossed the portable phone on the couch, and turned to find Val staring at me.

“She’s your kryptonite. Accept the fact that she is the one person in the known universe you cannot handle and let it go. There’s no competition.”

“Shut up and get to work,” she said. “This place is a mess. Did you bring the quat?”

“It’s on the deck along with everything else we need.”

“First, I’ll spray this room down with the ammonia and then we’ll go check the bedroom. This stuff will kill any harmful pathogens in the guy’s blood,” she said, like I’d never heard that before.

Valerie and I tackled cleaning the den together. Time seemed to stand still when I was with Valerie. She had a way of making even the most mundane task enjoyable. And before I knew it, we were moving onto the sunroom and the broken French doors. The glass shards and splinters of wood were picked up and bagged, and the blue tarp halfway up when the phone started ringing again.

“You get it. I don’t want to talk to my mother again.”

I answered the phone on the third ring, saying, “Catherine, I promise we’re coming over as soon as we can.”

“This isn’t Catherine; it’s Lester, and I’m going to need all three of you to come to the station as soon as possible.”

“What? Are you serious, Lester? What’s the rush? I thought you didn’t need us till one o’clock.”

“Things have changed. Based on the evidence we collected, we had no choice but to call the FBI. Agents from the Atlanta field office have already arrived and started reviewing the evidence. They want to interview the guy you knocked out, but his jaw is wired shut and the doctors say it’ll be some time before he is in any condition to communicate. Apparently he is under pretty heavy sedation from the surgery on his fractured neck vertebra. But the FBI agents want to talk to you three ASAP.”

I looked at Valerie, who was coming down the stairs from the sunroom, and then at the clock on the mantle to her left and realized it was after 9 a.m. I was shocked at how much time had passed since we’d started cleaning the house.

“Lester, we can be there by 10 a.m. That’s as soon as we can do it unless you want us showing up there dirty and sweaty. We’ve been cleaning the house since you and the other officers left here three hours ago.”

“Okay, I’ll let them know.”

“Lester?” I asked and then said, “Can you tell me what’s changed? What’s happening?”

There was a long pause before he spoke.

“The evidence we collected points to something more than just a home invasion, and we were obligated to call in the FBI. That’s really all I can say over the phone. But Agent Porter of the FBI will brief you and your family when you guys get here. Look, I’ve been overtime for the past sixteen hours, so I’m going off shift. Sorry, Ron, but I’ll talk to you later.”

And he just hung up the phone. I looked at Valerie and said, “Lester says he had to call in the FBI based on the evidence he collected.”

“Just being a good cop.”

“Right. Let’s wrap up this cleaning. I want to shower and eat before we go.”

“Leecy,” she yelled as she walked down the hall, “take a shower and get dressed. We have to go to the police station now instead of later.”

“How come, Mom?”

“Don’t ask; just meet us in the kitchen. There’s something I need to tell you.”

I stood there a moment thinking about what was happening. Valerie was facing her fears. She was telling our daughter, pulling the Band-Aid off a situation we’d been avoiding for too long, and that was a good thing for both of us. Now that they were drilling into these two kids breaking in, I couldn’t stop the FBI from finding out I work for the CIA. Infrequently nowadays, but still employed nonetheless. I just hoped they didn’t find out what I did at the CIA before I went quiet five years ago. But that was an irrational fear. No one at the FBI had the clearance level required to access mission-specific details in my file. My secrets were safe, just as Valerie’s secrets were safe.

But hers were safe for other reasons.

I walked back into the kitchen, smelling Valerie’s famous apple cider pancakes.

“The house is buttoned up for now. We’ll have to order a new French door, and I put the rug from the bedroom and trash bags outside on the deck,” I said, and then seeing Leecy sitting at the table I continued, “Good morning, sunshine. Are you feeling better?”

“Morning, Dad,” Leecy said between bites of pancakes. “Yes, I’m feeling fine, but I think I could sleep all day.”

“You can do that when we get back,” Valerie said, “but right now I want you to eat up and take a quick shower because we need to leave here in forty minutes.”

“Leecy,” I said, “we have to go to the police station to talk to the FBI about the evidence the cops found this morning. And there is a better than fair chance the FBI will bring up something about me you don’t know yet.”

Leecy stood up and carried her empty plate and water glass to the sink. “I know. Mom already told me.”

“Really?” That was a surprise. “What did she tell you?”

“Just that you used your job at INESCO as a cover while working for the CIA. Oh, and this weekend the three of us would talk about it in more detail.” Then she stopped and turned around, asking, “Is your time with the CIA the reason why you were able to knock that guy out?”

I thought a bit before I answered. “Sort of. But let’s get through this interview with the FBI, and I’ll answer that question more fully, okay?” I watched as Leecy nodded her answer in my direction. I thought I could see the wheels turning in her mind as she walked across the den toward the hallway and her bathroom.

I spoke with my back to Valerie. “Thanks, dear, and here I was thinking how proud I was that you’d told her about us both. Couldn’t pull the trigger on your own story?”

“Don’t be mad at me,” she said, pausing for a moment and then continuing. “I told you I wanted to handle it my way.”

“Okay. Come on, leave the dishes for later and let’s go shower.”

I reached out my hand for hers, and, as she took hold of it, I was reminded of all that mattered to me.


    CHAPTER TWO

IT WAS 10:15 A.M. BY the time we arrived at the police station in downtown Park City, Georgia. Park City is a small town on the southern edge of the big city of Atlanta. Close enough to be a forty-five minute drive to downtown Atlanta, and far enough away not to have lost our small town charm. Though our downtown has its share of vacant buildings, it’s not a ghost town yet.

I pulled the Jeep into the police station parking lot in front of the entry doors and next to a black SUV. I assumed it was the FBI’s Suburban, which was confirmed by one glance at the front-end government tags. We were hurrying through the front door of the station when I heard an old familiar voice.

“It’s about time you three showed up. Come on inside; these guys are waiting.” I turned to see the Police Chief, Scott Rawlings.

Chief Rawlings was as round as he was tall. He was better suited for the role of Santa Claus—which he played every year in the Christmas parade—than that of Police Chief.

“Come on, Grangers,” he called out. “Let’s get this over with and get these federals out of my town.”

“Morning, Chief,” Valerie said. “How are you today?”

“Morning, Valerie. Thank you for asking, but I’m not too good with all that happened at your place, and now the FBI. I like it when things are quiet and peaceful like. This kind of stuff upsets my ulcers.”

“Yeah,” I said, “actual police work can do that.”

“You got that right,” the Chief said, and I heard Leecy giggle and then cover her laughing.

“Sorry for being late. I hope we didn’t upset anyone?”

“No, I don’t think anyone is upset, young lady, but let’s not keep them waiting any longer. Follow me.”

“Is Lester gone already?”

“Shift changed at ten o’clock. Officers Brady and Carter are on patrol, and Johnson is manning the dispatcher’s desk,” Chief Rawlings answered as we passed the dispatcher’s station, but I didn’t see anyone at the desk.

The station was small and old. The water-stained ceiling, halogen lighting, three old computers, sign for the unisex bathroom, and terrazzo flooring screamed 1974, and were only marginally worse than the built-in dispatcher’s desk that greeted us upon entering. Along the back wall was a row of three jail cells. Two had cots, and one only had a bench at its center. The entire office space couldn’t have been more than eighty feet front to back, and the same side-to-side.

The Chief led us toward the last door on the left, the one closest to the jail cells. I saw Officer Johnson coming out of the very door we were walking toward. He saw the four of us approaching and hurried to meet us.

“Just in time; those three guys are getting antsy.”

The Chief had no response, but ushered us inside, saying, “Here are the Grangers. I’ll be in my office if you need me,” and closed the door, not waiting for a response.

Valerie, Leecy, and I were left facing a folding table and three FBI agents seated on the opposite side. The agent seated in the middle was an African American who began speaking immediately.

“I’m Agent John Porter of the FBI. Please have a seat, and we will get started.” He indicated three metal folding chairs directly in front of us. We sat down without further ceremony.

“Thank you. To my right is Agent Travis Smith and to my left is Agent Briggs Smith. Thank you for coming in this morning. I know you all have already had quite the day and it’s early yet. Let me say, this is an informal meeting, and not to be considered an interrogation. Honestly, I’m hoping you all can help me,” Agent Porter said, smiling a tight-lipped smile that could only be practiced. Recognizing that smile for what it was, what he said seemed to be fuck you, Grangers. I was sure Val was having the same internal reaction.

“Now, first and for the record, today is Friday, June 21st, 2013, and the time is,” he paused and checked the watch on his left wrist before he said, “the time is now 10:22 a.m.”

I wondered where the record was being kept because no one in the room was writing anything down. Then I saw the three
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