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  Chapter 1
A Twin Truths Mystery Series

Book 2


Welcome to The Twin Truths Mystery Series 
Some mysteries begin with a crime.
Others begin with a discovery.
For Clara and Carla, it began with both.
The twins never intended to become investigators. They were simply trying to start over after leaving corporate careers that revealed more corruption than either of them expected. What began as a temporary stop at a quiet ranch in Barrow Creek quickly turned into something much larger.
A hidden aquifer beneath the valley.
A suspicious land dispute.
And the unexplained death of a ranch hand who knew the land better than anyone.
What Clara noticed in financial reports and Carla noticed in people soon revealed a truth someone had tried very hard to hide.
But in a small valley where neighbors watch out for one another—and where a stray ranch dog named Bandit decides to stay—secrets rarely remain buried forever.
The Twin Truths Mystery Series follows Clara and Carla as they uncover the complicated truths behind land, loyalty, and the people willing to protect both.
Welcome to Barrow Creek.






  
  Chapter 2
Lines on a Map


The pasture looked the same as it had the day Clara first arrived at Barrow Creek. 
That was what made the letter feel so wrong.
She stood at the fence line with the folded envelope in her hand, the paper already creased from where Daniel had read it twice before passing it to her. The late afternoon sun slanted across the hills, painting the grass in long golden bands. A year ago, this land had been a refuge.
Now someone was trying to redraw it.
“They’re serious about this?” Clara asked quietly.
Daniel leaned against the fence rail beside her, eyes fixed on the far stretch of pasture where the land dipped toward the river. From here, the boundary looked peaceful enough—wooden posts, a thin line of wire, and beyond it a ribbon of water moving slowly through cottonwoods.
“Serious enough to hire lawyers,” he said.
Clara looked down at the letter again.
The claim was written in careful language, the kind meant to sound reasonable even when it wasn’t. According to the document, a neighboring property owner believed that Barrow Creek’s western boundary had been incorrectly marked decades ago.
Forty acres—more or less—might not belong to the ranch after all.
Forty acres.
Clara knew numbers well enough to understand what that meant.
“That land goes all the way to the river bend,” she said.
Daniel nodded once.
“And the river rights,” she added.
“Yes.”
Clara exhaled slowly.
A year earlier, the idea of confronting another hidden problem would have made her stomach knot with dread. Now the feeling was different—less fear, more focus.
Still, something about this didn’t sit right.
“Why now?” she asked.
Daniel’s mouth curved faintly, though there wasn’t much humor in it. “That’s the question.”
Behind them, Carla was crouched near the fence post, studying the ground like she’d dropped something important. She straightened and brushed dirt from her hands.
“The survey marker’s old,” she said. “But it’s not wrong.”
Clara raised an eyebrow. “You’ve become an expert in property surveys?”
Carla grinned. “I’ve become an expert in people who suddenly care about paperwork.”
Daniel chuckled softly at that.
Carla walked over and took the letter from Clara, scanning it quickly. “Who exactly is claiming this?”
Daniel pointed toward the ridge beyond the river. “New owner. Bought the old Whitaker property last winter.”
Clara frowned. “I thought that land had been empty for years.”
“It had,” Daniel said. “Until someone decided it was worth something again.”
The three of them stood quietly for a moment, the wind stirring the tall grass.
Carla folded the letter again. “Forty acres doesn’t sound like much.”
“It isn’t,” Daniel said. “Unless it’s the only forty acres with water.”
Clara followed his gaze to the river.
In a dry year, that narrow stretch could mean everything.
“Do you think that’s it?” she asked.
“Maybe,” Daniel replied. “Or maybe they think something else is there.”
Carla’s eyes brightened slightly. “Now that’s interesting.”
Clara recognized that look.
It was the same one Carla had worn the first time Clara mentioned those strange numbers in her office spreadsheets—the look that meant a mystery had just opened its door.
“You’re enjoying this,” Clara said.
“Not the part where someone tries to take Daniel’s land,” Carla replied. “But the part where they’ve clearly picked the wrong ranch.”
Daniel laughed quietly.
Clara looked again at the fence line stretching toward the river. The posts were weathered but solid, planted long before she had ever heard of Barrow Creek.
Someone wanted to move them.
The question was why.
And Clara had learned something important over the past year:
When someone tried to move a line that had been in place for decades, it usually meant there was something valuable on the other side.
She folded the letter and handed it back to Daniel.
“Well,” she said calmly, “I suppose we start by finding out what they think is worth forty acres.”
Daniel studied her for a moment.
“You know,” he said, “a year ago you would have suggested we sell and avoid the trouble.”
Clara smiled faintly.
“A year ago,” she said, “I didn’t know this place yet.”
The wind shifted, carrying the scent of the river across the pasture.
Somewhere beyond the cottonwoods, something had changed.
And whatever it was, Clara had no intention of letting someone redraw the map without asking a few questions first.






  
  Chapter 3
The Man Who Knew the Land


Everyone at Barrow Creek trusted Hank Mercer. 
If someone asked who knew the ranch best, Hank’s name always came first. He had worked the land longer than most people could remember—long enough that he could ride the back pastures without checking a map, long enough that he knew where spring water surfaced after a storm and where the soil stayed soft long after summer dried everything else.
Clara found him exactly where she expected him to be that morning: near the barn, brushing down the bay gelding he favored for checking the far fields.
“Hank,” she called.
He looked up beneath the brim of his weathered hat and smiled. “Morning, Miss Clara.”
She had stopped correcting him months ago. “You heading out to the river again?” she asked.
“Thought I might take a look at that boundary stretch Daniel mentioned,” Hank said, tightening the saddle cinch. “Strange business, someone claiming forty acres that’s been ours since before I started here.”
Clara leaned against the barn rail. “You remember when the markers were put in?” Hank chuckled softly. “Honey, I helped set half of them.” That caught her attention. “You did?” “Daniel’s father had the survey done years back,” Hank said. “I rode along with the crew. We drove the posts ourselves.”
Clara felt a small thread of satisfaction tighten. “So, you know exactly where that line sits.” “Sure do.” Carla appeared in the barn doorway, carrying two cups of coffee. “Perfect,” she said. “Because someone seems very interested in moving it.”
Hank accepted one of the cups with a grateful nod. “People get interested in land for all kinds of reasons,” he said. “Water’s the usual one.”
Daniel stepped in behind them, wiping his hands on a cloth. “That’s what we were thinking,” he said.
Hank swung easily into the saddle, settling the horse beneath him with the confidence of someone who had spent a lifetime riding. “Well,” he said, “I’ll go take a look and see if our neighbors have gotten creative with their measuring.”
Daniel frowned slightly. “You don’t have to handle that today.” Hank waved him off. “Just riding the fence, same as always.”
Clara watched as he guided the horse out toward the open pasture, the morning sun catching dust in the air behind him.
Something tugged at the back of her mind.
“Daniel,” she said quietly.
He turned.
“Did Hank say anything else about the land? Anything unusual?”
Daniel shook his head. “Just that someone’s pushing where they shouldn’t.”
Carla sipped her coffee thoughtfully. “Well, if Hank helped set the markers, he’s the worst possible person for someone trying to move them.” Daniel smiled faintly. “Exactly.” The ranch settled into its normal rhythm after that—deliveries arriving, horses fed, paperwork handled in the office. By late afternoon, the wind had picked up. Clara was halfway through reviewing supply invoices when Daniel’s truck roared up outside the office door. She knew immediately something was wrong.
Daniel stepped inside, face pale beneath the dust. “Hank’s horse came back alone,” he said. The words hung in the room like a dropped weight. Clara felt the air leave her lungs.
“Where?” Carla asked quickly.
“Near the river bend,” Daniel replied. “The disputed land.”
Within minutes, they were riding out, the pasture stretching wide and silent around them. They found Hank below the ridge where the ground sloped toward the water. Hank lay on his side as though he had simply slipped from the saddle.
The sheriff would later say it looked like a fall. A bad landing. A broken neck. The kind of accident that happens on ranches every year.
But Clara noticed something the moment she stepped closer. The ground nearby was disturbed. Not by a horse. By something else.
She looked toward the trees near the riverbank. Something had been there. Something that didn’t belong on Barrow Creek land.
And Hank Mercer had seen it.






  
  Chapter 4
Something in the Grass


The sheriff called it an accident. 
By the time Clara and Carla returned from the ridge that evening, word had already begun spreading through Barrow Creek. Hank Mercer had been thrown from his horse near the river bend. It was a hard fall. These things happened on ranches.
People said the words carefully, the way they always did when something painful felt too sudden to question. Clara listened but didn’t speak. She stood at the office window long after dark, watching the pasture settle into shadow. The ridge where they had found Hank was barely visible now, only a faint rise against the fading sky.
Carla appeared beside her with two mugs of tea. “You’re thinking,” Carla said. Clara accepted the mug. “I’m remembering.” “Which part?” “The ground.” Carla tilted her head. “The grass near the ridge where Hank was found,” Clara continued. “It looked wrong.”
Carla smiled faintly. “That’s a very Clara observation.” Clara ignored the teasing. “Horses leave certain marks,” she said. “Hooves dig, slide, sometimes twist. But that area was flattened in a straight line.”
“Like something heavy had been dragged?” “Or placed,” Clara said quietly. Carla’s expression sharpened. “You think Hank saw something.” “I think Hank found something,” Clara replied.
The next morning, the ranch felt subdued. Hank had been part of Barrow Creek for nearly twenty years. The barn was quieter without his steady voice, and the horses seemed restless in ways Clara couldn’t quite explain.
Daniel was already saddling a horse when Clara stepped outside. “You’re heading back to the ridge,” she said. Daniel nodded. Clara picked up a saddle blanket from the rail. “Then I’m coming with you.”
Daniel gave her a look that balanced concern and reluctant acceptance.
“You don’t have to be part of this,” he said. Clara met his eyes calmly. “I already am.”
Carla appeared moments later, swinging easily into the saddle of a smaller chestnut mare. “You didn’t think you were leaving me behind, did you?” Daniel sighed softly but couldn’t hide a smile. 
The three of them riding to the river bend took nearly forty minutes.
Morning light stretched across the hills, and the air carried the scent of damp earth from the riverbank below. The ridge where Hank had fallen looked deceptively peaceful.
The sheriff had already taken the body. The ground still told its story. Daniel dismounted first, studying the slope carefully.
“Hank’s horse probably spooked,” he said. “Ground drops off quickly here.” Clara crouched near the grass where Hank had been found. The flattened patch was still there. But now that she looked closer, something else caught her attention.
A small metal cylinder lay half-hidden beneath a clump of grass. “Carla,” she called. Her sister slid down from the saddle and knelt beside her. Clara carefully lifted the object.
It was smooth, hollow, and about the length of her finger.
“What is it?” Carla asked. Clara turned it in the light. “Part
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