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        "It takes a rare talent to successfully portray a beer-and-hormone-addled artist as a sympathetic and worthy heroine, but Reinhart pulls it off with tongue-in-cheek panache. Cherry is a lovable riot, whether drooling over the town's hunky males, defending her dysfunctional family's honor, or snooping around murder scenes."
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      THE PIG’N A POKE

      A Finley Goodhart Crime Caper prequel

      When a winter storm traps ex-con Finley at the Pig'N a Poke roadhouse, she finds her criminal past useful in solving a murder.

      

      Free for my VIP Readers!

      

      Tap this link — https://www.larissareinhart.com/larissasreaders — to join Larissa’s email group where she shares exclusive content, news, and giveaways and receive The Pig’N A Poke as a gift. Note: Larissa will not share your email address and you can unsubscribe at any time.
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      I slipped a finger along the nape of my neck, felt beaded sweat, and hoped the glue held for the blonde wig covering my noticeably ginger hair. This bar—actually a micro-brewery filled with soccer fans watching Atlanta United on a projection screen—needed better ventilation. Beneath my wig, my hair steamed. Beneath my jersey and cutoffs, my body steamed. The bar also smelled like beer (naturally) and dog. For every two people, there seemed to be three dogs. Dogs pacing restlessly under the tall pub tables. Sitting in the aisles. Nosing into unattended purses and bags.

      The dogs were bored. So was I. 

      Unlike their people, the dogs did not care about soccer (except for the Sheltie mix who ran before the screen chasing the two-dimensional ball) or beer (except for the golden retriever licking puddles of spillage on the floor) or hooking up (except for the lab mix and basset hound who seemed to eye each other).

      I also did not care about soccer, or beer, or hooking up. But I had to pretend like I was interested in all three. This was much easier to do in a wood-paneled bar with low-lighting, soft music, and glasses of water with a slice of lime. A vodka tonic disguise. When the option of alcohol was solely beer, my pretend drinking strategies were limited.

      But I gasped dramatically with the crowd, sipped tepid near-beer, and didn’t squirm as some kind of monstrous dog—bullmastiff, possibly—licked my bare legs. I never broke character. I grew up in front of the camera. After all, I was Maizie Albright, the teen TV star and B-list celebrity. I was still Maizie Albright, but now I played the private investigator who never broke character. 

      Not even when the soccer fan sitting on the stool next to me slipped his hand onto my thigh and squeezed. 

      I leaned toward the man—Brian Hearn, husband and financial planner—and pretended to brush dog hair off his white and peach jersey. Leaving my hand on Brian’s shoulder, I angled so our heads almost touched. A good Kodak moment.

      Inside my head, I tried to recall Wyatt Nash’s last GPS bearing and calculated the odds of my catching him after I left this micro-brewery. I wanted to shower off the scent of beer, dog, and cheater before locating him, but I was out of town and the timing wasn’t good. 

      As the hand on my thigh crept higher, I adjusted my sit so the fingers naturally slipped off. I turned my head, allowing my breath to tickle Brian’s neck. In this position, I could see a corner table where two women drank a flight of beer. One, small and fierce with a blue-tipped bob. The other, tallish with a dark ponytail and an equally intense disposition. 

      Hopefully, they caught Brian’s squeeze and my sit and squirm on their hidden camera. I squinted in their direction, then blinked when I felt a contact slide in my right eye. The contacts were chocolate brown to cover my distinct sea glass-green, but they didn’t fit well.

      I giggled when Brian’s hand moved to rest on the back of my stool. On the pretense of crossing my legs, I scooted my butt away from his hand. 

      I excelled at pretending, having pretended from early childhood into my adult life. Professionally. As an actress. Surreptitiously wriggling away from wayward hands was also something I was used to on- and off-screen. 

      This part of my job—my new job as a private detective—was depressing. I liked surveillance, research, and analysis. Felt pretty good at them, too. But busting cheaters wasn’t where I wanted to make my mark in the world of investigations.

      Career-wise things were going well, though. I worked in my chosen profession (instead of the acting profession chosen by my ex-manager/still-mother Vicki Albright) with three wonderful women.

      My boyfriend, Wyatt Nash—Not boyish. Built like a stunt double for Dwayne Johnson—worked in a similar field and understanding of late-night, honey trap gigs. He didn’t care if I showed smelling like beer, dogs, and cheaters, as long as I showed. 

      But lately, it felt like I was living a double life. It wasn’t all the pretending. Something else was off. 

      “This place is awesome,” said Tiffany through my earpiece. 

      “Agreed,” said Annie, also into my earpiece. “I’m coming back after we’re done with cheater patrol.”

      “Maizie needs to perk up,” said Rhonda, the third in our quartet. Not into my earpiece, but closer to my shoulder, where she stood, supposedly watching the game and perusing the extensive beer menu. She also wore an ATL UTD jersey, one borrowed from a brother that hung like a tent over her generous curves and fell below her round knees. Rhonda had Extra-Extra-Extra Large brothers.

      I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. Although a microphone was strapped to my sweaty body beneath the slick soccer jersey, I had a fish on the hook and we were about to reel him in. Brian’s posture had changed. His attention shifted from the game to gaze into my eyes.

      “D’ya want to get out of here?” murmured Brian. 

      I scooted closer so the mike could catch his voice over the cheering, barking, and growling. His ferocious bullmastiff didn’t seem to like other dogs. Or people. Luckily, the lotion on my legs distracted him. 

      “Do you do this often?” I said in my best home-wrecker voice—deep and sultry with a side of stupid.

      “Watch soccer at the Bark and Brew?”

      Dropping the stupid, I said, “Pick up women at the Bark and Brew.”

      Brian smiled. Not an innocent, “that’s funny” smile. The smug smile of a guilty man who enjoyed getting away with cheating. Possibly enjoyed it more than the cheating itself. 

      The smile told me everything I needed to know. 

      Unfortunately, lawyers and judges needed more than a smile.

      “You’re funny,” he said. “And gorgeous. How can I resist?”

      “Resist what?” I leaned toward him, laying the coy on thick. I played with the collar of his jersey. “You’re not married, are you, Brian? You’re single? I’ve been stung before.”

      He moved his lips toward my ear. “I’m free as a bird. Let’s get out of here.”

      The mike wouldn’t pick up whispers, particularly in this environment. I pulled back, but left my fingers on his collar. “Brian, I’m serious.”

      “Me, too.” He grinned, and his hand landed on my thigh. Near the enormous nose of the bullmastiff.

      The dog snarled. Brian’s hand flew off my thigh. I glanced behind me for help, but Rhonda was inching away from the dog.

      “Cuddles, no,” scolded Brian.

      “I think he likes my lotion.” 

      “I think he likes your legs,” said Brian. “I do, too.”

      Still not enough evidence for court. 

      “Mayday,” said Tiffany in my earpiece. “Rhonda, you’re about to back into⁠—”

      Behind me, something crashed. A dog yelped, followed by a cacophony of barking. Cuddles barked and snapped. 

      “Oh, sh—” muttered Annie. “I told her not to come here.”

      My eyes darted to the door. A woman was looking wildly around the large space. Amanda Hearn. Brian’s wife. I sighed, dropped my hand from his shirt, and slipped off my stool. 

      “You’re ready to go?” Brian had his back to the door and didn’t realize he’d been busted prior to the bust his wife had paid us to do. He reached for me but froze at the deep growl from his dog. “Cuddles, what’s wrong with you?”

      Annie strode toward Amanda. Tiffany began slugging the remainder of the beer flight. I glanced behind me at Rhonda. She was bent backward over the bar, pinned by a standard poodle. His paws rested on her shoulders and his tongue lapped her face. 

      “Down,” shouted Rhonda. “No lickies.”

      Below me, Cuddles growled and snatched at the leash Brian held. Nearby dogs backed away, barking. In the din, people shouted at their dogs and tugged on leashes. Atlanta United scored and the non-dog owners cheered, setting off howls.

      I slapped a hand over my ear. Annie was speaking to Amanda Hearn. Annie’s voice transmitted too fast and low to catch what she said over Rhonda’s shouts. However, I knew our sting had been cut short. I slung my purse over my shoulder and moved away from the bar. A hand reached for my elbow and a shriek cut through the barking and howls. 

      “You said you were going to the dog park,” screamed Amanda. 

      The hand slid off my elbow. Behind me, Cuddles’ growl turned into a ferocious snap. The crowd moved and shifted with the dogs, blocking my view of Amanda.

      “Baby,” called Brian. “I just stopped in for a beer.”

      It would be impossible for Amanda to hear Brian. I don’t think she would have listened, anyway. In my earpiece, Annie’s pleas grew faster and louder but were still unintelligible. 

      Until she said, “gun.” 

      That word cut through the clutter of noise. 

      My heart stuttered, then galloped. I rose on my toes, trying to see over the crowd. Tiffany swore in my earpiece. I spotted her sliding under the table to rifle through a bag of equipment. I glanced over my shoulder to see if Rhonda had heard the same thing.

      Judging by the roundness of her eyes and the panic on her face, she had. She shoved the poodle off her body, dropped to the ground, and pulled the dog to her side. Then began gathering nearby dogs into her huddle. 

      “Get down,” I screamed and spun to face the bartender. “Call 9-1-1.”

      The room quieted, then the sound swelled, cresting into a tidal of panicked barking and screaming. People flopped to the floor until only Amanda, Annie, Brian, and I remained standing. 

      Now I could see the gun she brandished. A small revolver. 

      Annie still spoke to Amanda, the words a jumbled rush in my ear. Brian also spoke in a jumbled rush. But not words of comfort. Mostly swearing about Amanda’s idiocy and her audacity.

      “What in the hell do you think you’re doing, Amanda? My great-grandpa’s Luger? He took that from a German officer after the Battle of the Bulge. And you’re turning it on me?” Brian threw his hands up in the air. “Whatever. It’s all rusty and corroded. No one’s used it since the sixties. That thing doesn’t even work.”

      Amanda pointed the gun at the ceiling and fired.

      It worked.
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          #MASTIFFMAYHEM #LETSGETFIREDUP

        

      

    

    
      For a moment, the room stilled. The gunshot rang in my ears, scrambling my brain. I unclenched my teeth. My brain restarted. Before I could review my emergency training—emergency training that didn’t include a canine hostage situation—the dogs snapped out of their shock.

      All hell broke loose.

      A cacophony of barks and cries resounded from the room. Ripping free from the grips on their leashes, the dogs ran toward the front doors. Stools and tables tied to leashes dragged behind various canines. People scrambled to move out of the way, scuttling along the cement floor like crazed crabs. Freed dogs leaped over crouching figures, jumped over chairs, and bounded over their smaller compatriots.

      Except for Cuddles. He shook his large head, spraying me with drool and spittle, and turned toward Brian.

      “Cuddles, stay. Stay. Stay,” barked Brian. “Dammit, Cuddles.”

      “Don’t talk to my dog that way,” shouted Amanda. The arm holding the gun swooped and centered on Brian.

      Holding up a hand, I shouted, “Amanda, think about what you’re doing.”

      “He’s done this to me.” Amanda’s eyes narrowed on Brian. “I’d rather be in prison than married to this lowlife.”

      “There are other options,” muttered Tiffany in my earpiece. “I told you this woman was high-strung.”

      “All the cheaters’ wives are high-strung,” said Rhonda.

      “This one’s wound tighter than a six-day clock.”

      “Not now, Tiffany,” snapped Annie. “I can’t get to Amanda with all these dogs fighting at her feet. Maizie, get Brian out of the way.”

      I eyed Cuddles. “That’s going to be tricky.”

      “Figure it out.”

      Ignoring the room, Cuddles growled at Brian. With his chest thrown out and teeth bared, the massive dog looked like he’d tripled in size. Cuddles stood almost three feet tall and probably weighed 150 pounds on a good day. The foam dripping from his mouth didn’t help either.

      Angling sideways, I inched toward Brian and bent my head toward my miked chest. “Are the police on their way?”

      “Roger, that,” said Tiffany. “I reported a hostage situation at a dog show. I thought it summed it up better.”

      “Get Brian on the floor,” said Annie.

      “If he goes down, I think his dog will eat him. It’s like the dog knows what Brian’s done.”

      “Probably been a long time coming,” said Tiffany.

      “Tiffany…” Annie snarled.

      “She can’t help it,” said Rhonda. “She always gets sassy in nervy situations.”

      “What does Amanda want?” I said quickly. “In Julia Pinkerton Season 7, Episode 20, we did a hostage crisis. We need to seem empathetic if we’re going to convince her to stand down. Ask her what she wants, Annie.”

      “Amanda, what do you want from Brian?” shouted Annie.

      “I want to shoot him.” Amanda’s eyes narrowed. She shifted to avoid a yapping Chihuahua at her feet.

      “I could’ve told you that,” said Tiffany.

      “Annie, empathy,” I said. “Amanda has to understand we’re listening. Like, ‘we know what you’ve gone through with Brian, but don’t you deserve a better life?’”

      “At this point, she’s going to lose everything in the divorce and go to jail,” said Tiffany. “How’s that better?”

      “Amanda,” hollered Annie. “We know what Brian’s done to you. You deserve better.”

      “I know I do,” she screamed back. “Ten years of putting up with him cheating on me and treating me like a second-class citizen. I deserve a medal.”

      “This isn’t working,” muttered Annie. “Dropkick Brian. Let the dog have him. When he hits the ground, she’ll be distracted. I’m going for her knees.”

      I inched toward Brian. Cuddles snarled. I inched back.

      “There are too many people and dogs in here,” I said. “Tell Amanda Cuddles is ready to attack Brian. She should let everyone go because Cuddles has Brian pinned. She trusts her dog. She told us that in our meetings.”

      Annie relayed the message.

      “Cuddles is protecting me.” Amanda squinted. “Tell Cuddles to stay.”

      “Stay,” I shouted. “Cuddles, stay.”

      Cuddles glanced over his gigantic shoulder and narrowed his eyes at me.

      “Craptastic,” I whispered. “Now Cuddles wants to eat me, too.”

      “Oh, Maizie,” wailed Rhonda. “Protect your face. I don’t think you’ll do well with scarring on that face.”

      “Am I that vain?” I slithered back a step. “I mean, won’t I be happy to be alive even if I’m disfigured?”

      “It would take a lot more therapy,” said Tiffany.

      “Would you three stay on topic?” said Annie, then shouted, “Amanda, tell your dog not to kill my employee. And drop the gun.”

      Amanda’s focus shifted from Brian to Cuddles. Her elbows drew toward her chest. However, the gun remained pointed at Brian. “Cuddles doesn’t want to kill her. He’s waiting for another command.”

      “That’s a relief,” said Rhonda. “I can’t see anything with this poodle in my face.”

      Blue and red lights flashed outside the glass doors. Whispers stole through the room. Pacing dogs whined and pawed at the door.

      “The police are here, Amanda,” shouted Annie.

      “Look at what you’ve done, Amanda,” yelled Brian. “You better hope you get a good lawyer who can prove how crazy you really are.”

      “Quiet, Brian,” I shouted.

      Cuddles shifted his focus from me to Brian and resumed growling.

      Amanda glanced over her shoulder. Looking back, her face betrayed the shock of seeing the SWAT team exit their truck. “I didn’t mean to scare these people and their dogs.”

      “Annie, tell Amanda, ‘Of course, you didn’t,’” I said. “Make it seem like it’s her idea to let everyone go.”

      “Amanda, you didn’t mean for this to happen. Let these people go home,” said Annie. “Don’t worry about Brian. Just turn over the gun.”

      “I didn’t plan to do this.” Amanda’s shoulders drooped. “I knew he was going to take your bait. It made me so angry.”

      “Of course,” said Annie. “Just hand me the gun.”

      “I didn’t mean to hurt anyone.” She lowered her arms. “Especially the dogs. I love dogs.”

      “The dogs will be okay. As soon as you give me your gun.”

      She stared at the Luger, then handed the pistol to Annie.

      The crowd cheered and moved across the floor toward the exit. SWAT team members edged into view on either side of the doors. Dogs bounded between their owners and the door, barking excitedly.

      I rolled my neck, feeling the tension that had held my body rigid.

      Brian leaned against the bar and crossed his arms. His smug smile reappeared.

      “Amanda, lower yourself to the floor and put your hands on top of your head,” said Annie. “Show the police you’re not dangerous.”

      We watched as Amanda dropped to her knees and gripped her head. I felt a little sorry for her now. We all had our crazed, heat-of-the-moment acts of regret. Mine never involved firing a gun into the ceiling of a crowded microbrewery filled with dogs. Mine were more of the “stumbling out of a club after getting sprayed with Dom Pérignon and getting caught by the paparazzi”-type acts.

      Humiliating. Career-damaging. But at least I hadn’t put anyone’s life in real danger.

      Amanda was in serious trouble. Her dog was still bent on protecting her, too. He leaned forward, teeth bared, and eyes on Brian. A continuous, low growl rumbled from him.

      The doors opened. The SWAT team waded past the outpouring of people and dogs toward Amanda.

      “Is that your dog?” said an officer, cuffing her upturned wrists.

      “Yes,” mumbled Amanda. “I trained him myself.”

      “Guess he’s mine now,” said Brian, in a voice a bit too triumphant than the situation warranted.

      Amanda’s eyes narrowed. A sneer unfurled from her lips.

      Shizzles. I stepped away from Cuddles, then pushed into a backward run until I tripped over Rhonda. My butt hit the cement floor. The poodle vaulted from Rhonda’s lap and slammed into me, shoving me down.

      “Don’t do it, Aman—” My cry was lost to the poodle’s tongue licking my face.

      “Cuddles. Go,” shouted Amanda.

      Cuddles snarled, and Brian screamed.
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          #DOUBLETHETROUBLE #CUDDLINGCUJO

        

      

    

    
      The Bark and Brew wasn’t in my hometown of Black Pine, but in another mountain town, Gilmore. The Gilmore police were not familiar with Albright Security Solutions private detective agency, so the interview process took longer than it would have in Black Pine. Several hours later, Tiffany, Rhonda, Annie and I stumbled out of the deserted Bark and Brew.

      “Why bring a gun when you have that dog?” said Tiffany. “I think Brian would’ve preferred a gunshot wound.”

      “It’s late. See y’all tomorrow.” Rhonda waved, and they crossed the parking lot to Tiffany’s Firebird.

      Annie looked at me. “You still want to hit the surveillance at the Tiger Lounge? Our other cheater?”

      “I guess,” I said reluctantly.

      “I’m kidding,” said Annie. “Lighten up. But I could use a drink. A real drink.”

      Annie and I had never done drinks after work. I didn’t drink anymore, but I didn’t want to miss out on a bonding experience with my boss.

      She paused before hitting the unlock button on her fob. “You were great in there. You kept your cool. Even though you know I don’t approve of using Julia Pinkerton plots to problem-solve, this one came in handy.”

      I bobbed my head. “The producer had us meet with an FBI hostage negotiator to give us an ‘air of authenticity.’ The agent said the FBI would never let a teen detective deal with a criminal, and the entire plot was far-fetched and ridiculous. But they paid him well, so he gave us the pointers.”

      “He’s right. But whatev.” Annie shrugged and started across the parking lot to her Jeep.

      I followed, feeling encouraged. “You know, I have a lot of ideas for breaking into other kinds of investigations. Beyond infidelity cases.” I paused for Annie to comment. When she didn’t, my voice rose. “I know I’m still an apprentice, but like you said, I was great in there. I have a lot more to offer than these honey trap characters. I’m starting to feel typecast.”

      “Using words like ‘typecast’ makes me think you’re not ready for the majors. Don’t start getting cocky, Albright.” Annie snapped her gum, then slugged my shoulder. “Come on. Gilmore’s got an old-school bar.”

      I nodded, fighting off resentment, and opened the passenger door. Before I could climb in, a jingling and patter of feet caught my attention. I spun around and was side-swiped by a massive body leaping into the Jeep.

      “What the—” yelled Annie.

      “It’s Cuddles.” The bullmastiff arranged himself in the passenger seat and smiled at me. Then turned toward Annie, bared his teeth, and growled.

      Annie backed out of the Jeep. “Didn’t Brian take him? Hang on, I’ve got his cell number in our paperwork.” Annie popped the rear door and reached for her backpack.

      Cuddles rose to follow her movements. The growl grew more menacing.

      “Maizie, get that dog out of my Jeep.”

      “Come on, Cuddles,” I coaxed.

      The big dog glanced at me over its shoulder. A long strand a drool hung from his fang. He turned back to watch Annie.

      “This is my Jeep,” she said in her boss voice.

      Cuddles snapped.

      Annie jumped back. “Maizie, get over here and get my backpack.”

      “I don’t want him to bite me, either.”

      “I don’t think it’s going to be a problem.” She pointed at the dog, who looked expectantly at me. His tail brushed the seat.

      “He likes my lotion.” I walked around and retrieved the backpack.

      Annie rifled through, pulled out the Hearn file, and called Brian. After a lot of eyeball rolling and wrinkling her nose, Annie hung up. “He doesn’t want the dog.”

      “How can he abandon his dog?” I cried. “What kind of person does that?”

      Annie looked at me.

      “Right, it’s Brian.” I looked at Cuddles. “You did try to kill him.”

      He smiled.

      “I’ll call a rescue place in the morning,” said Annie. “You’ve got him tonight.”

      “I can’t take him to the cabin.” For legal reasons, I lived with my father and his family. The requirements of my probation. I liked to think of it as a long-term family reunion. “I’ve seen the Jack Russells take on badgers and wild pigs. They only listen to Remi. The dogs are probably safe. Remi, come to think of it, too. But I need to worry about Daddy and Carol Lynn.”

      As Paul Bunyan’s older doppelgänger, likely Daddy was also safe. But his wife, Carol Lynn, was the sweetest woman in the world. I’d never want to put her in danger.

      Also, she was an amazing cook, but that had nothing to do with it.

      “I’ll take him to Nash’s old office,” I said. “The drool will match the furniture.”
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        * * *

      

      Annie rode in the back seat. I drove with one hand, patting Cuddles to keep him calm. Before leaving Gilmore, I pulled into a Sip-N-Stop for supplies.

      “This place better have bourbon.” Annie jumped out of the Jeep before I turned off the engine. “What are you doing? Come on.”

      “That looks like Nash’s truck.” When I’d turned into the Sip-N-Stop, I’d noticed the Silverado in the parking lot of the Waffle Haus next door. “Why would he be in Gilmore this time of night?”

      “Eating pancakes.”

      “Waffle Haus doesn’t have pancakes.”

      “Georgia is too obsessed with waffles,” groused Annie.

      “You’re grumpy. Maybe you need some waffles. Or eggs. Food will make you feel better.”

      She glared at me. “It’s been a rough night. I want a glass of bourbon. Waffle Haus doesn’t serve bourbon. I don’t want to eat breakfast with your boyfriend.”

      “One minute.” I held up a finger. “One minute to see if that’s Nash. And another minute to buy dog food.”

      “If the Sip-N-Stop doesn’t have bourbon, I’m going to get grumpier.” Annie shoved a piece of gum in her mouth. “And if that dog eats my Jeep while you’re spying on your boyfriend, you’re out of a job.”

      I sprinted across the parking lot and slowed before hitting the sidewalk. Instead of walking to the door, I edged toward a window and peered in. I was right. Nash sat in the last booth with his back to the wall. A typical Nash spot. I felt pleased to know him so well, but not pleased that I didn’t know him well enough to understand why he was eating waffles in Gilmore with a woman I didn’t recognize.

      They both had coffee and waffles, and seemed to share a plate of bacon and sausage. I focused on the woman, studying her profile. Her back was to me and her chestnut hair fell beneath her shoulders in waves. She was youngish and looked like she used the gym regularly. They seemed to be talking. No hand-holding or intense gazing. But Nash didn’t believe in PDA.

      He also didn’t believe in cheating. And he preferred curvy gingers like me and his ex-wife, Jolene. I preferred not to think about Jolene at the best of times, and this was the opposite.

      A fit of intense jealousy gripped me, but I forced myself to stalk back to the Sip-N-Stop. I found Annie in the snack aisle.

      “Was it him?”

      “Yep.” I sighed.

      “Sorry.”

      “I’ve never looked for him outside Black Pine. I guess I should’ve widened my circle.” My shoulders drooped. “I’m going to get the dog food.”

      Annie patted my shoulder. “He’ll tell you, eventually.”

      “It’s killing me.” I stared up at the dingy ceiling tiles. “Why would he take a case without me?”

      “It’s not a case⁠—”

      “You don’t know Nash,” I said. “It’s a case. But why won’t he let me help him?”

      “Because he works for your dad’s company and he’s investigating your dad’s company? Makes sense to me.”

      “It doesn’t to me. I can waltz in and out of DeerNose HQ, poke my nose into all kinds of places, and nobody would think anything about it. I grew up around the management.”

      “Let him figure out what’s going on. He’ll tell you when he knows. Leave the stalking and spying for your real job.”

      “It’s like he’s living a double life.”

      “Says the person in the blonde wig and brown contacts.”

      I’d had some investigative success lately. I’d show Annie and Nash I could unravel Nash’s DeerNose secrets and find a way to help him solve his case.

      And wouldn’t need the disguise to do it.
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      Back in Black Pine, I parked Annie’s Jeep before the Dixie Kreme Donut building. The Dixie Kreme was housed in an old-timey brick storefront, where the best donuts in the world were made by Lamar, the sweetest ex-cop in the world. Nash Security Solutions had been housed on the second floor. Now it only housed Nash. The office hadn’t disappeared, just the name after Nash lost the business. It’s a long story involving my ex-manager/still mother, Nash’s ex-wife, and me (although I had the best of intentions) that ended in Nash working as head of security for DeerNose, my father’s business. 

      I felt eager to pull the scent of fried dough and sugar into my lungs and rid my nostrils of Eau de Cuddles. While we had argued in the Sip-N-Stop, Cuddles had eaten a bag of Doritos and a box of tissues, then rid himself of both on the curving mountain roads.

      I had to pull over so Annie could do the same.

      Upon opening my door, I stumbled out and fell sideways as Cuddles shoved past me. Annie climbed over the center console and slid into the driver’s seat, grimacing. 

      “I love dogs, but this is a bit much,” she said. “I’ll start calling rescue places first thing. If we’re lucky, someone will take him until Amanda posts bail.”

      “If we’re not lucky?”

      She snapped her gum. “He seems to like you. A lot.”

      I looked down at the dog. He had lifted his chocolate muzzle to stare up at me with soulful brown eyes. Eyes centered on a massive head. Eyes that had appeared to glow red when irked. “I can’t take a dog. Particularly a dog this gigantic. I live with my dad’s family. Where am I going to keep him?”

      “I’d take him, but he doesn’t like me.”

      “He could learn to like you.”

      “Cuddles,” said Annie. “D’ya want to go home with me?”

      One hundred fifty pounds plopped onto my feet. I whimpered. “I think he broke my toes.” 

      “Good luck.” Annie pulled the door shut and drove off. 

      “Come on, Cuddles.” Grabbing his leash, I tugged. Cuddles rolled over, taking his leash with him. “Fine. Stay on the street. I’m going inside.”

      I dropped the leash, hefted the bag of dog food on my hip, and limped to the stoop flanking the doors to the Dixie Kreme Donut shop. I propped open the stairwell door, mounted the creaky stairs—skipping the one that sounded like a gunshot—and unlocked the office door on the second-floor landing. Dropping the dog food inside the door, I listened. Then hustled down the stairs and onto the stoop.

      No dog.

      “I’m sorry,” I called. “Come back.”

      After limping around the block, I returned to the office to make fliers. Shredded paper covered the floor. Cuddles lay in a battered La-Z-Boy. A piece of the dog food bag was stuck to his muzzle. 

      “That’s Lamar’s chair.” I crossed the room and patted the frayed couch. “Sleep here. It’s bigger anyway.”

      Cuddles extended a leg over the armchair and closed one eye.

      In one of Nash’s dented file cabinets, I found two plastic bowls. I filled one with water and set it on the wooden floor. I pointed at the second empty bowl. “You could’ve had food in here and eaten like a normal human being. I mean, dog.”

      He closed both eyes.

      “Look, I don’t have time to babysit you. I’ve got research to do. I should write my notes while they’re fresh in my mind.” 

      Sighing, I walked into the inner office and retrieved my new laptop from its hiding place. While I waited for the laptop to power on, I jotted down my notes in my casebook. 

      “You barely blinked when Amanda fired that gun.” I looked up. “That’s interesting.”

      Turning back to the computer, I logged into my network file monitoring software and scanned the results. “Today Nash did the usual work stuff, but he is obsessing over the shipping and receiving logs again. And spending a lot of time on the security camera footage at a store in Denver.”

      A snore emanated from the other room.

      “I know, boring stuff. We want to know who he met at the Waffle Haus tonight. I couldn’t get a look at her face, thanks to you.” I tapped on the app for the mobile phone spy software. “Although if it wasn’t for buying dog food, I wouldn’t have stopped at the Sip-N-Stop and seen Nash’s truck.”

      The dog rolled over in the chair, slid to the floor, and climbed back on.

      “No new phone numbers. How did he meet her?” I switched to the GPS tracker. “He was at a store in Gilmore earlier tonight. The Boot Scoot. Do you think he picked her up at the store and they went to the Waffle Haus together?”

      Cuddles opened one eye and stared at me.

      “The Boot Scoot. Sounds like a country boutique.” Tapping my chin, I thought for a moment, then reached for my case log. “Doesn’t make any sense. I’m still not great at memorizing a string of license plates. But I did write down the models of the vehicles in the Waffle Haus parking lot. She must be the owner of one of the cars.”

      I entered the vehicles into my spreadsheet tracker, switched off the laptop, and leaned back in the chair.

      “This is a break. I’m getting closer. I can feel it. And as soon as I can pinpoint what Nash is investigating at DeerNose, I’ll be able to help him.” I looked at Cuddles, who still stared at me. But now with two eyes. “That’s healthy, right? Wanting to help your future partner solve an investigation into your father’s company? If DeerNose is in trouble, Nash is going to need support when facing Daddy. I don’t know why he doesn’t get that, but to keep the peace, I have stopped trying to reason with him. It’s easier to investigate his investigation. Nash is one stubborn individual.”

      Cuddles yawned and turned in the chair.

      “I know, I know. But spying on Nash is good practice for me. I’m still an apprentice PI.”

      The La-Z-Boy smacked the wall. A cloud of plaster exploded, raining a fine mist onto the bouncing chair. I stared for a moment. Blinked. Cuddles stood before the door, growling. 

      “What is it?” My heart thudded in my chest. 

      A moment later, I heard Nash’s boots clomping up the squeaking stairs. 

      “Shiztastic.” I slammed the laptop shut and shoved it in a file drawer beneath boxes of feminine products, hair care items, and makeup. “Cuddles, it’s okay. It’s just Nash. Just a minute. Hang on. Don’t be alarmed.”

      The dog barked once—low and fierce. The boots paused. My phone rang.

      I raced into the front room, shoved my phone between my chin and shoulder, and grabbed Cuddles’ collar. “It’s me. It’s me. I’m here.”

      “Are you okay?” Nash’s deep voice whispered. 

      “Fine, fine. We had a honey trap that went south.”

      “Is that a dog?”

      “Yes. The result of the honey trap. Cuddles is the wife’s dog. The husband abandoned him on the scene. The wife was arrested. I’ve got him tonight. We’re looking for a rescue group in the morning.”

      “Cuddles?” Nash dropped the whisper. His boots resumed their clomp. “Pick him up so he doesn’t get out. Be there in a minute.”

      “Um.” I held the phone between my chin and shoulder. My hands grasped Cuddles’ collar as he strained toward the door. Low growls coursed through him. “I don’t think I could lift him if I tried. To be honest, I don’t know if I can hold him.”

      Cuddles snapped a single ferocious bark.

      Nash’s footsteps halted. The phone went silent. 

      “Nash?” 

      “Maizie,” said Nash. “What kind of dog is in my office? Is it as big as it sounds?”

      “Well, yes … Cuddles is a bullmastiff. About 100 or 130 pounds. Or maybe 150 or 200.”

      “I see.” He paused again. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “Yes. Apparently, Cuddles likes me.”

      “Does he like most people after he meets them?”

      I bit my lip. “I haven’t had a lot of experience with that, but so far … no.”

      “And why’s he in my office?”

      “I was afraid to bring him to the cabin. You know how the Jack Russells are.”

      “Did you have a plan for when I came back?”

      I had a plan before I met Cuddles. Now not so much. Instead, I said, “First, let me get Cuddles into the inner office. Don’t worry, I’ll protect you.”

      A sigh emanated from the phone. 

      I ignored the sigh and tugged on Cuddles’ collar. “Come on, boy. Ease up. It’s just Nash. You’ll like Nash. He’s nothing like Brian.”

      Cuddles lunged toward the door. My fingers slipped from his collar. I fell onto the floor.

      “Do you think it would be alright with Cuddles if you came out here?” said Nash.

      “Cuddles, I’m going out there. I love Nash. He looks scary, but he loves me, too.” I stood up. “Nash, tell him you love me. Make Cuddles feel reassured. His former father treated his mother horribly.”

      Nash’s large silhouette appeared behind the door’s wavy opaque glass. “I love Maizie. I’m not going to hurt her.”

      Cuddles growled.

      “Nicer,” I said. “In a happy voice.”

      Nash’s deep voice rose an octave. “I love Maizie. And…” His voice dropped, “This is stupid.” 

      A ferocious bark ripped from Cuddles. 

      “I’ll buy you a box of biscuits if you just let me see for myself that Maizie is okay. Because if she isn’t⁠—”

      “Happy voice.”

      “If she isn’t,” he continued in a bouncier tone. “I’m going to bail your momma out myself. I’m just getting out of debt, so that’s a big sacrifice, now isn’t it? Come on, boy, let me see Maizie. I haven’t tasted those lips all day.”

      Cuddles cocked his head.

      “Not what you thought,” I said to Cuddles. “He likes to kiss me.”

      “Come on, Killer,” pleaded Nash. “Calm down.”

      Cuddles looked up at me. Two thick lines of drool hung from his muzzle, but his teeth were no longer bared. 

      “Good boy,” I said, then looked at Cuddles. “You’re a good boy, too.” I patted him and placed my hand on the door handle. Cuddles tensed and leaned toward the door. “No. Sit.”

      Cuddles sat.

      “Stay.”

      His body hummed with tension, but Cuddles stayed. I placed my hand on the door again. Watching Cuddles, I cracked the door, slipped through, and shut it behind me. I waited for the slam of Cuddles’ body against the door.

      “He stayed. I can’t believe he stayed,” I exclaimed, then turned around. 

      Nash also stood wide-legged, chest thrown out, with his brawny arms flexed and wide shoulders tensed. The Paul Newman-blue eyes scanned me, then he grabbed my hand and pulled me against his hard body. 

      A low growl crawled through the door.

      “It’s okay,” I called. “Stay, Cuddles.”

      “What’d you know? You’re a dog whisperer.” Nash’s lips grazed my neck and began a slow trail of kisses toward my mouth.

      “Good boy,” I sighed.
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      The next morning, Cuddles and I walked from the old office, Nash Security Solutions, to my new office, Albright Security Solutions—or A.S.S, as Tiffany had gleefully pointed out one day.

      The day was clear, sunny, and smelled like donuts. I had spent the night at the office to prevent Cuddles from eating Nash. Cuddles slept in the La-Z-Boy. Nash and I had lain side-by-side on the hide-a-bed couch, afraid to make any sudden movements. After supervising the donut-making shift, Lamar knocked on the door, ready to take his morning nap. Before he could enter, Cuddles had bounded from the chair and attacked the door.

      Thankfully, Lamar had a strong heart. As a retired Black Pine police officer, Lamar also knew dogs. Cuddles had eaten donuts for breakfast.

      They were my donuts, but who’s counting?

      Me, apparently.

      “Cuddles,” I said, yanking on his leash. “It’s been a treat. I guess. When we get to the office, we’ll say our goodbyes. Please don’t barf donuts in the office. Annie is a bit of a clean freak.”

      A bird flew past. Cuddles dragged me the length of the block but lost the bird. He ate a gum wrapper instead.

      In front of the big shop window, I ordered Cuddles to sit and stay so I could catch my breath and massage my shoulder. “Listen,” I panted. “Tiffany, Rhonda, and Annie. We like them. Annie’s my boss, you met her. She’s like an M&M. Hard shell, sweet center. Rhonda’s a marshmallow. Tiffany’s more like a jawbreaker.”

      A whine curled from somewhere deep in Cuddles’ chest.

      “Maybe I shouldn’t use food analogies for you,” I said. “Tiffany’s actually a nail esthetician, and Rhonda’s been working on her license to do hair. But because of unfortunate circumstances, they are no longer working for LA HAIR. Annie convinced Vicki to hire them. We’re expanding the shop.”

      Cuddles looked at the glass where “Albright Security Solutions” had been painted to look old-timey, like the rest of the building. My ex-manager/still-mother Vicki Albright owned the business and had hired Annie to run it. As a Hollywood insider and an amazing businesswoman, Vicki believed architecture should tell a visual story. The story said Maltese Falcon. However, we thought of ourselves as Charlie’s Angels.

      In reality, we were more like a younger, crime-solving version of the Golden Girls.

      “You got it? Don’t hurt them. And don’t eat anything.”

      We entered, and the bell above the door rang. Cuddles snarled and snapped at the bell. From the other side of the brick wall, voices bellowed over the buzz of saws and the whine of a condenser. Cuddles whipped around, growling at the wall. Rhonda shrieked and backed into the corner behind the desk. The door to the office slammed. Cuddles bounded toward the back of the room, pulling me along with him.

      “Good grief, Cuddles,” I said. “Sit. Stay.”

      Cuddles sat. Looked at me with pain in his eyes. But stayed.

      Rhonda peered around the corner. The office door cracked. Annie and Tiffany poked their heads out.

      “I figured you for one to get a purse-sized dog,” said Tiffany. “I was way off.”

      “This is Amanda Hearn’s dog. Brian wouldn’t take him.”

      “We remember,” Rhonda’s voice shook.

      I looked at Annie. “Any luck?”

      “Not yet. The rescue places are calling around.” Annie shoved a piece of gum in her mouth. “He’s obeying you. That’s an improvement.”

      I glanced at Cuddles. Drool ran from the corners of his mouth like long, slimy icicles. He looked at me. “No, stay.”

      Cuddles sighed.

      “What are we going to do?” said Rhonda. “We’ve got a client coming any minute.”

      “Maizie, you’re going to have to handle the dog while he’s here,” said Annie. “Take Cuddles for a walk or something.”

      Cuddles cocked his head and pawed at my leg.

      “No. Stay.” I turned back to Annie. “But I meet clients. I do the fieldwork. I need to get a feel for them.”

      Annie shrugged.

      I looked at Rhonda. “Come meet Cuddles. He’s actually very nice once he learns he doesn’t want to kill you.”

      “No, thank you. I’m not taking something that big for a walk.” She disappeared around the corner. “I’m good with him learning not to kill me from a distance.”

      “Tiffany?”

      Tiffany laughed and backed into the office.

      Cuddles’ body vibrated. The door chimed.

      “Stay.” I pivoted to face the door, pushing my worry into a welcoming smile to greet the thirty-ish, bearded man walking inside. “Come in. Don’t worry about this dog. He listens to me.”

      “I’m Derek Johnson.” Average-height, fit, and lightly tatted, Derek looked like a modern-day boy next door.

      “Happy to meet you, Derek,” squeaked Rhonda, still flattened against the wall.

      Derek looked at Cuddles. “You sure?”

      The bullmastiff sat with his back to the door. But his ears had rotated back, his hair bristled, and the low hum of a growl vibrated from his massive body.

      “Oh, yes.” I nodded, smiling like a maniac. “But if you’re more comfortable, we can have our meeting in the reception. Cuddles and I won’t move from this spot.”

      “Okay.” Derek slid onto a chair near the door. “Is he some kind of guard dog?”

      “Something like that.”

      Tiffany and Annie emerged from the office and edged along the brick and shiplap walls, making a wide circuit around Cuddles. They slithered into the reception area, taking seats across the room from Derek. Rhonda slunk toward the reception desk, grabbed a notebook, and wedged herself beneath the desk, pulling the chair in front of her.

      “How can we help you?” I shifted, trying to find a non-awkward stance without actually moving.

      “It’s my wife,” said Derek. “I love her. But…”

      We nodded sympathetically. We were used to these introductory statements from clients.

      “But there’s something going on,” continued Derek. “I’m a cable person for Black Pine Studio. A cable guy.” He laughed weakly.

      “You do sound,” I said. “You’re a sound technician.”

      “Exactly. We moved here about two years ago from California. I like Georgia. I can afford a house. It seems like a great place to raise a family. Plus, I’ve built a sound studio in my house. It’s something I’ve always wanted to do. Kind of a passion project, I guess.”

      We continued nodding.

      “I thought Kristi liked it here, too. Kristi’s my wife. She wanted to be an actress but had trouble breaking into the industry.”

      I could sympathize. I had broken into the industry in a big way, but I had Vicki as a manager who liked to break things.

      “I thought Kristi might have a better chance out here. But she still hasn’t gotten any roles. I feel bad about that. Maybe that’s what this is about…” Derek bowed his head and wrung his hands.

      We murmured sympathetically. But in our heads, we were urging Derek to hurry up with the details. At least I was. I worried Cuddles would quit his “stay” position.

      Derek looked up. “But Kristi got a new job and seems to like it. She travels a lot. Which may be part of the problem.” His head dropped. “I work twelve-hour shifts sometimes. Also part of the problem.”

      “Derek,” I said gently. “These things are never black or white. And you don’t know for sure what’s going on. That’s why you’re here, right?”

      “I guess so.” Derek gusted a long breath and looked up. “What do I do?”

      “We have some paperwork for you,” said Annie. “Basic stuff. Any information you can give us now helps us to work faster.”

      While Annie said her spiel about fees, expenses, and retainers, Rhonda crawled out from underneath the desk. She inched along the wall, dropped a clipboard in Derek’s lap, gave Cuddles a sidelong glance, and scurried beneath the desk.

      “Is Kristi traveling now?” Because of my probation, leaving the state could be a hassle. Traveling to California would be impossible after Judge Ellis basically kicked me out of the state and forced me to live with Daddy in Georgia.

      “She’s home for now. I think.” Derek rapped his pen on the clipboard. “The travel is kind of spontaneous. She’s a secret shopper.”

      Rhonda’s head poked above the desk. “She’s a secret shopper and they pay her to travel? To travel to shops? Does she get to keep the stuff she buys at the stores?”

      “Sometimes.”

      Rhonda hauled herself out from beneath the desk and sat in her chair. “But it’s like shopping for hemorrhoid cream, right? Athlete foot powder? Windshield wipers?”

      “Mostly clothes, I think.” Derek shrugged.

      “She doesn’t make much money, so that’s why they let her keep the clothes?” continued Rhonda. “I bet she drives to these little Podunk towns with bad weather?”

      “No, she gets paid pretty well. The only bad weather she’s experienced was a snowstorm in Denver.”

      Rhonda cut me a look. I gave her one back. We were all thinking the same thing. We wanted to know where Kristi worked. And how she got that job.

      Derek gusted another sigh. “But Kristi really wants to act. Maybe she feels I’ve let her down.”

      “But she gets paid to travel and shop,” said Rhonda. “Maybe the clothes don’t really fit her. Or aren’t stylish?”

      “I don’t know much about fashion, but they looked pretty good on her,” said Derek.

      “Moving on, Rhonda,” barked Annie.

      “There’s got to be a catch,” muttered Rhonda.

      “Why do you suspect Kristi might be … acting strangely?” I said. The words we used for cheating were always deliberately vague. Our clients didn’t want to hear the words they were paying us to prove. A terrible business, I know. “When did you begin to get suspicious?”

      “It’s just a feeling.” Derek fiddled with his pen. “It started soon after her getting the new job. Not long before we moved here, I guess. She started working as a secret shopper in California. Kristi didn’t want to move, then suddenly she did. But she preferred North Georgia to Atlanta. Which I thought was weird. Atlanta is more convenient for travel.”

      “Don’t worry, Mr. Johnson,” said Annie. “As Maizie said, these things are never black or white. You don’t know what’s going on. Yet. We’ll get to the bottom of it.”

      “Thanks so much.” Derek blinked and ran a hand over his eyes. “This is so hard to do. I don’t want to think badly about Kristi.”

      “Hopefully we’ll find there’s nothing negative going on,” I said. “You’re both busy. Working a lot. Moving is stressful, especially when you don’t have a support system here. If it’s just a feeling, you could be wrong about what you suspect.”

      “Maybe it’s more than a feeling.” Derek sighed. “I spied on her last night. I followed her to another town. And saw her meet a man.”

      “Oh, Derek,” whispered Rhonda.

      Annie double-clicked her pen. “What town?”

      “Gilmore.”

      “And what did the guy look like?” said Annie.

      “Really big guy. Shaved head. Scar on his jaw.”

      Three heads swiveled to look at me. I stared at Derek. “Did Kristi and the man meet at a Waffle Haus?”

      Derek nodded. “Wow, you’re good. You put that together quickly.”

      “There’s probably a reasonable explanation,” said Annie.

      Rhonda’s big brown eyes flicked between me and Derek.

      “Yep.” I licked my lips. “I’m sure of it.”
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      After Derek left, Annie and Tiffany sidled into the back office. Rhonda pulled the desk against the wall and wedged herself behind it. Cuddles looked at me.

      I sighed. “Walk?”

      Thirty seconds later, Cuddles had pulled me to the Dixie Kreme Donut Shop. I couldn’t blame him. The scent of donuts often lured me. A forgivable sin.

      “Sit. Stay.” I rubbed my arm and looked up at the second-story windows. The Silverado truck was not in its customary spot. Nash had gone to work at DeerNose.

      “This will just take a minute.” I yanked Cuddles away from a puddle of coffee and toward the stoop leading to the stairwell for the office. Upstairs, I unlocked the door, took off his leash, and unburied my laptop. Cuddles woofed. Looked at his bowl, then at me.

      “You ate all the dog food last night.”

      Cuddles pawed his bowl.

      “Just a minute.” I rummaged in a file cabinet. “All I can find is a bag of sunflower seeds and a can of deviled ham.”

      Cuddles woofed.

      I studied the can. “This can’t be good for you.”

      Cuddles smacked his bowl.

      I gave up.

      Turning back to my laptop, I logged into the network file monitoring app and studied Nash’s searches. “No hits on Kristi Johnson. Not even her home address.”

      Switching to the mobile phone spy software, I checked his phone data. “Nothing here, too. He’s never called or texted her. He’s never been near her home. Hasn’t even looked her up on social media. Weird.”

      Cuddles yawned from the La-Z-Boy.

      “She has to be part of his DeerNose case, right?” I thrummed my fingers on the desk. “Maybe I just can’t retrieve the data because I’m looking in the wrong place. I’ve only got access to his work computer and cell phone. Do you think he’s using a secret laptop, too?”

      A snore rose from the La-Z-Boy.

      “Right. Let's try this the other way around.” I looked up Kristi on social media. “At least she’s not dumb enough to take pictures of herself cheating. You can’t imagine how many people are caught that way, Cuddles.”

      He rolled over.

      “But Kristi isn’t cheating with Nash. She’s part of his investigation. Maybe last night, she was with someone who looks like Nash at another Waffle Haus in Gilmore. I’ll figure it out, don’t you worry.” I hid my laptop and stood. Cuddles opened an eye. “We need to go back to the office.”

      Back at A.S.S. Cuddles licked the glass door. I massaged my arm and rolled the crick in my neck. “I get the sense that this walking thing is more of an A-to-B line between food stops for you. Remember, when we go in, you have to be nice.”

      Inside, Rhonda shrieked and climbed on top of her desk chair. Annie and Tiffany stayed barred in the back office.

      “This is ridiculous,” I said

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Praise for Larissa Reinhart
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Books by Larissa Reinhart
      


      		
        Larissa’s Gift to You!
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        A One Chapter Sneak Peek at 20 Carats
      


      		
        On Writing 19 Criminals
      


      		
        Maizie Albright Star Detective Series
      


      		
        A Cherry Tucker Mystery Series
      


      		
        Finley Goodhart Crime Capers
      


      		
        Movies & TV Shows Mentioned in 19 Criminals
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Books by Larissa Reinhart


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Copyright


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/finley-goodhart---high-resolution---ebook---book-4-2.jpg
LARISSA REINHART

Wall Street Journal Bestselling Autbor





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/blockquote-big-66-screen.png






OEBPS/images/bigp_08_23_2016_072129am.jpg
Past Perfect Press





OEBPS/images/image-19-criminals---kindle---high-resolution-copy.jpg
A Romantic Comedy Mystery Novel
* Kk * K

Maizie AlbrighfAStar Detective

199 FRIMINALS

Larissa Reinhart






OEBPS/images/image-19-criminals---black-and-white-title-page.jpg
Maizie Albright
Star Detective

* Kk * K

s

* X K K

Wall Street Journal bestselling author

[.arissa Reinhart





