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CHAPTER ONE



Im sorry to tell you this, Charli, but Im here to arrest you. Jack gazed down at his old flame as the sweet Texas twilight ushered in a chorus of singing crickets. A whippoorwills whistle blended in to lend a deceptive peace to the whole countryside. The summer breeze flitted across the porch and tangled with the wind chime behind Jack while Charli gazed up at him in blank horror.

Wh-what? she stammered.

Jacks gut knotted worse than hed imagined. His heart pounded harder. And his mind replayed memories he hadnt counted on. Charli had been voted homecoming queen twelve years ago at Jacksonville College. Even though Jack was five years older and a college dropout, hed been her escort. Shed never looked more beautiful. Unless you counted now. Even in a pair of blue jean cutoffs with her hair in a ponytail and those big brown eyes like beacons of terror, Charli was still the best looking woman Jack had seensince the last time he saw her in the Brookshires grocery store nearly a week ago.

He remembered the day: Saturday. The time: 6:03 P.M. And the occasion: hed been buying hamburger for a cookout. For one.


Hed conveniently stood in the line behind Charli. And this time, shed responded to his light conversation with a warm smile and easy chitchat. Hed even gotten a giggle out of Bonnie, who was usually as cautious as her mom could be. Jack had lived dangerously and asked them to join him for the cookout. Shed shocked him by agreeing and had insisted upon bringing drinks. The evening had been simplejust two old friends enjoying the burgers and sunset while Bonnie made friends with Jacks blue heeler, Sam. Jack had taken great pains not to pressure Charli and hadnt even walked her to the car when her two-hour visit ended. Even though she gave him no indicator that she was romantically interested, Jack virtually floated back into his log cabin.

Since the day she drove back into town five years ago, hed been moving toward reconciling with Charli. Hed started by opening a checking account where she worked at the Bullard Savings and Loan. Then, he advanced to accidentally bumping into her all over town. That first year back shed been emotionally frigid, and Jack could barely get her to look at him, but hed never wavered in his goal.

And just when Im seeing some results, I get to arrest her, he groused. Even now, Jack struggled with how a woman of such integrity and charm had fallen to embezzlement. But that wasnt for him to determine.

Theres a warrant for your arrest, he explained. The faint smell of fresh-baked cookies mingled with his unexpected urge to grab Charli and secretly sweep her away to some remote place in Mexico where shed never be found.

This wasnt easy. Not by a long shot.

For my arrest? Charli clutched at the neck of her T-shirt. Are you sure its me? she squeaked. There must be a mistake of some sort, Jack.


No, its for you, he explained. Jack rested his hand on his hip, looked down, shook his head. Im sorry, Charli. Ive got to take you in.

Mommy? a small voice called from another room before a little girl appeared on the edge of the den. She held a sugar cookie that testified to the aroma wafting over Jack. Like her mom, she wore shorts and a loose T-shirt. Cookie dough dotted her hair. Flour streaked her cheek. If that wasnt enough to shatter a heart as hard as marble, the childs long dark hair and rosy cheeks were too much like her mothers for Jacks comfort. He didnt know if hed ever smell sugar cookies again without getting sick.

Can you tell me what for? Charli rasped, her eyes pooling with liquid dread.

Embezzlement, Jack supplied, and his gaze slid back to the child.

Mommy! Bonnie trotted forward and wrapped herself around her mothers leg.

Its okay, sweetie, Charli choked out and bent to pick up her daughter. While Bonnie twined her arms and legs around Charli like a scared monkey, Charli buried her face in her daughters mass of curly hair.

The silence left Jack feeling like the criminal who needed to be arrested. Hed be far more comfortable if his former love at least had the decency to look guilty or go into a rage or even glare at him.

But she didnt. Charli lifted her watery gaze back to him and peered a hole right into his soul.

I have no idea she said, her lips quivering.

Jack looked down. The evidence said she did have an idea. And a big one at that.

Youve got to believe me, Jack! Charli insisted, her mellow Texas accent adding credibility to her claim. You cant just take me away like this! You cant! I didnt do anything! And what aboutwhat about Bonnie?

Mommy! Dont go! the child wailed. Dont let him take you!

So much for gaining ground with Bonnie, he thought. Jack pressed his fingertips against his eyes, but no amount of pressure erased the image of mother and daughter from his mind.

Of all the bizarre situations his position had flung him into, this was the worst. He hadnt believed Charli would embezzle a dime until hed seen the bank records. And once he was convinced, Jack had been crushed. He also knew he couldnt send one of his men to the task. Hed rather be the oneeven if the job did rip him to pieces. In some crazy way, he thought his presence would ease her and maybe, just maybe, he could somehow protect her, even from the consequences of her own actions.

Of course, if the Tyler FBI realized he and Charli had a history, they wouldnt have let Jack arrest her, due to conflict of interest. But even in a small town, people forgave old relationships.

Ive got to do my job, he managed to say. Is there someone you can call to come get He pointed to the child who should have been his. He didnt even say her name. He couldnt. Charli had always said her first daughter would be named Bonnie. Jack had naively assumed her last name would be Mansfield.

You know my mom passed away last year, she said and coughed over a sob.

I know, Jack said. Hed sent a massive wreath to the funeral and attended both the chapel and graveside services. Thats when Charli and he had moved from a friendly hello to brief conversation. Even though Jack hadnt sent the wreath and attended the funeral to score any points, hed taken the points and been glad to get them.

Of course, Charli didnt mention her alcoholic dad as any potential help. She didnt have to. Jack knew hed divorced her mother and the family when Charli was tenjust like Vince Friedmont had divorced Charli before she ever gave birth to their child.

My half sister lives in San Antonio, she groaned. And only God knows where Vince is.

Jack had been on the verge of proposing eleven years ago when that no-count Friedmont had charmed Charli into the zombie zone. Tall and blond and lean, Vince had driven a fast sports car and worked even faster on Charli. Shed ignored Jacks warnings about Vinces character, accused him of being blinded by jealousy, and went starry-eyed over the jerk. Jack balled his fist. Even now, he wanted to punch the loser.

Then he reminded himself that he was the one arresting Charli, dragging her from the clutches of her child. And he wondered who was worseVince for leaving her or himself for arresting her.

Except Im just doing my job, he reminded himself. And the evidence indicates

Is it something to do with the bank? Charlis forehead wrinkled, and she peered up at Jack as if he were her rescuer, not the arresting officer.

Yeah. He nodded.

H-how much?

Over a hundred thousand, Jack said.

Moaning, Charli stumbled away from the door and collapsed on the couch. She cradled her child and rocked back and forth.

Oh, God help me, she whimpered. I knew I should have quit two years ago. Something told me.

As Bonnies wailing mixed with her mothers, Jacks belief in the evidence wavered. Hed done his share of textbook work on the psychology of criminals and had enough firsthand experience to know that most people the department arrested vowed they were innocent, sometimes in the face of a line of witnesses ten miles long. But Charlis shattered expression and clueless eyes defied any knowledge of the crime.

Jack stepped into the house, nudged the door shut. His leather holster creaked with the movement, and he wished he was wearing anything but this uniform.

Something crunched under his foot. He looked down. The sugar cookie had crumbled beneath the toe of his boot. Jack rubbed his face again. This was not the stuff that dreams were made of. Not at all.

More like nightmares, he thought.

He finished closing the door. The knob clicked. And Jack remembered many nights stepping into this homey living room, waiting on Charli to come out for their date. The small farmhouse had been her momsand her grandparents. Although the place had been remodeled more than once, the stone fireplace had served three generations and always made him feel welcome.

Except now.

Either shes a good actress, or she really is innocent, he thought, and hed never wanted anyone to be innocent more than now.



The next ten minutes jumbled into a blur for Charli. Somehow, shed managed to call her pastors wife, Pat Jonas, but she held no memory of dialing the number even with Pat standing in her living room trying to pry Bonnie out of her arms. No one would guess the middle-aged, ruddy woman in overalls was a pastors wifeor that Bonnie could resist Pats strong hold as long as she had.

Mommy! Mommy! Dont go, Mommy! Bonnie screamed and dug her fingernails into Charlis back.

She winced and tried to mumble something soothing. All that came out was a muffled cough and a whimper.

Dont let that mean man take you! Bonnie bellowed.


Charli felt Jack hovering by the door like some sort of a police chief dinosaur who grew larger with every minute. She pulled at Bonnies frame, but the child only tightened her hold.

Ill be back tomorrow, honey, Charli explained and looked to Jack for some assurance.

Theres a bondsman close, he said and nodded.

Mark and I will take a church offering and take care of the bond, Pat assured. Lord knows weve had our share of experience. Their son had been on the church prayer list since Charli could remember. In and out of jail, hed finally landed in prison for extended correction.

Youve got to believe me, Pat, she plead as Pat won the tug-of-war and Bonnie released her mother. Charli stumbled to regain her balance while the child wilted against Pat and inconsolably sobbed through the surrender.

Im not guilty, Charli continued and pressed the heels of her hands against her temples. I dont know whats happened. There must have been somesome mistake. Im sure it will all be straightened out t-tomorrow and the charges will be dropped. I just cant imagine whats happened!

Dont worry, Charli, Pat assured, her gray eyes certain. Neither Mark nor I believe you took one cent. She shot Jack a glare that would shrivel a seven-foot cactus.

Look, Jack said, holding up his hand, Im just doing my job.

Pats defiant gaze faltered. She sighed. I know. Its just that Charlis likelike the daughter we never had and the best volunteer in our church.

Jack held Charlis gaze. His dark eyes plead for her forgiveness while his Chief of Police badge apologized for nothing. Once her mom died, Charli and Jack had begun developing a distant friendship. As small as Bullard was, theyd seen each other often and had fallen into light conversation more often than not. When he asked her to his place last Saturday, Charli had spontaneously agreed. Shed been a bit lonely and dreaded going back to her empty house.

But once she was on his ranch, Charli wondered if shed made the wisest choice. Even though Jack had kept the conversation impersonal and friendly, his guarded eyes said more than he spoke. While she didnt want to give him false hope, in the end shed been glad she went. Those two hours had awakened her to the possibility that their chance meetings around town werent always accidental.

Shed also begun to wonder if she could perhaps love again. She still hadnt answered that question and certainly wasnt going to deliberate over it with Jack carting her off to jail.

Bonnies sniffling seized her attention. Charli reached to stroke her daughters hair, but stopped. The best thing was to make a clean break.

I dont guess Ill need my purse, huh? she asked and couldnt bring herself to look higher than Jacks chin this time.

No, he said and opened the door. Wed just have to put it in a safe.

Jacks features were as strong and rugged as his dark eyes were haunted and lonely. Hed never married. Charlis mother made sure she knew that piece of information the day she moved back home. Now Charli wondered if his remaining single had anything to with her breaking his heart.

Head drooping, Charli walked past Jack and through the door. Before stepping into the purple twilight, she glanced back at Pat. I just started the cookies for the bake sale tomorrow, she explained. Would you please wrap up the ones Ive already finished? It doesnt look like Ill be following through on that deal.

Dont worry about it, Charli. Pat shook her head. Youre always taking care of everybody else. This time, you need to just let it go. Its your turn for some support. Understand?

Thanks. Charli stepped into the night just as shed done dozens of times when she and Jack were dating. Except this time, they werent dating. This time, Jack Mansfield was arresting Charli for a crime she didnt commit.








CHAPTER TWO



Is this the part where you put the handcuffs on me? Charli paused by the police car.

Jack reached for the back passenger door handle but then moved to the front. Still standing beside the car, he turned to Charli as he opened her door. The cars interior light cast a Picasso of angles and shadows on his features. No handcuffs, he said with a smile that looked more like a grimace. Charli once again detected a hint of misgivingsalong with silent despair. Go ahead and sit in front. He waved toward the passenger seat. Somehow, I dont think youll try to break and run.

Lets hope not, Charli mumbled as she slid into the vehicle, into the smell of warm coffee. The thump of Jacks closing the door finalized the inevitable.

When Jack crawled into the drivers seat and closed his door, Charli cut him a quick glance. Her initial dismay gave way to a slow burn in her brain. Even though her logical side insisted that Jack wasnt to blame. Charlis neck and face heated with the injustice of his dragging her from her child.


He cranked the vehicle, put it into reverse, and backed out of the driveway.

She snapped her seat belt with a vengeance, crossed her arms, and glared out the window. The yard lights illuminated the oil-topped road, shadowed by nine oclock twilight. Charli strained to catch a final glance of her home as Bonnie appeared at the living room window. She pawed at the pane while tears streamed down her face. As quickly as Bonnie had appeared, Pat pulled her away and yanked the drapes shut.

Charli clamped her top lip between her teeth as a hard shiver rocked her soul and her ire increased one-hundred fold. Bonnie has already lost a father, she accused. And now youre taking away her mother. She whirled to face her former love. I hope you can sleep with yourself tonight, Jack Mansfield!

Im just doing my jobjust like I told Pat, he growled and lifted his hand. What did you want me to do, Charli? Send Payton after you? Hes like a law-and-order robot, for cryin out loud! Whod you rather take you to jail? Me, or a stranger?

Pardon me! The hot tears blurred her vision. But Ive never had to consider those choices! Charli hunkered against the seat and stared straight ahead as the vehicle rolled along the dark country lane.

The acres and acres of land had once belonged to her ancestors but through the years had been sold parcel by parcel. Now cattlemen claimed most of the property. The great, silent cows meandering along the fence lines in the moonlight offered little encouragement.

Charli scrubbed at the tears while her heart tore. She thought shed known every level of heartbreakuntil now. When her father walked out, shed been devastated. When Vince had proven to be everything Jack said he was, Charli had been both mortified and desolate. When her mother died of multiple myeloma, Charli didnt think she could even lift her head for weeks. But thisthis involved the welfare of Bonnie!

Her heart quivered with the weight of the burden. What if Im convicted? she thought. How long will I stay in prison? Who will take care of Bonnie? Will she even know me when I come home? As one question after another bombarded her soul, Charli hugged herself and swallowed the low moan that floated from her inner being.

Jack slowed for the upcoming intersection. Dazed, Charli lifted her gaze to determine where they were and to calculate how much longer she would be free. The white chapel perched near a clump of oaks proudly bore the name Oak Grove Community Church. The full moon baptized the countryside in an aura that gave the church a surreal glow, suggesting it was a mirage of yesteryear. But Charli knew otherwise. While the church building dated back to the early twentieth century, the congregation was thriving with an up-to-date experience with God.

A movement to the right, a flash of white, caught Charlis attention, and she spotted a white-tailed deer running parallel with the car. The long-legged doe darted forward and lunged in front of the vehicle.

Watch out! Charli exclaimed. Jack slammed on the brakes.

With a cry, he extended his arm to brace Charli. She lunged forward, and the seat belt ate into her chest. By the time she crashed back against the seat, the deer was hopping to the other side of the road.

Once the doe was out of sight, she felt Jacks appraisal. As much as Charli tried to resist looking at him, her gaze was drawn to his anyway. The dash lights illuminated the memory that played across his featuresa memory that barged into Charlis mind despite her mental protests.

Theyd been on their way to a Jaguar basketball game. Jack had picked her up that night in his new truck. Charli sat as close as she could without helping him drive and hung on tight as he gassed the Ford along the winding lane. Theyd been carefree and falling in love, singing to the beat of a Michael W. Smith CD. They were in the bend of a long curve when a deer had dashed out in front of them. Jack slammed on his breaks and braced her with the strength of his arm while the truck fishtailed to a teeth-jarring stop.

You okay? hed asked.

Y-yes, Charli had said and then the two of them fell into a fit of nervous laughter that ended in an earth-shaking kiss.

That night, Charli knew she was falling in love. But mere weeks later, shed met Vince. Somehow shed been duped by a master. Charli still wasnt sure she understood what happened. And she didnt think she could ever trust her instincts again. The very thought of getting married made her want to runas quickly as she wanted to run from the jail cell looming ahead.

She looked down. Jack lowered his arm.

Im sorry, Charli, he mumbled, forfor everything.

Charli squeezed her upper arms and began the slow rocking shed fallen into on her couch. She gazed out her window once again. Do you believe Im guilty? she asked, barely recognizing her throaty voice.

When I first heardand saw the evidenceI was shocked. Its so convincing. I didnt want to believe it, but

But you do? Charli asked and searched his face for any sign he might trust her.

He slowly shook his head. No. I dont.

The honest sorrow cloaking Jacks face reaped a low sob that racked Charlies body. Oh, Jack, she moaned, what am I going to do?

Ill help you any way I possibly can, he vowed.

Despite Jacks assuring appraisal, Charli began to feel like the victim of a spiders sticky web. Shed experienced this same sensation the night Vince came home drunk with lipstick on his ear. Hed told her it was none of her business and then crashed on the couch. Charli had sat in the living room and stared at him for hoursfeeling trapped in a black hole known as matrimonynot knowing what to do, where to turn.

The longer Charli sat in the unmoving vehicle, the harder it was to breathe. A surge of prickly heat crept up Charlis body and insisted she must fight her way to freedom. With a mad whimper, she clawed for the door latch, but Jacks strong hand covered hers while his arm pressed against her once more.

Charli, no, he said.

Dismay blurred the edges of terror, and she shoved at his arm. Get away from me! I dont need your help!

Okay, okay, he said and pulled back. Just calm down.

Panting, Charli stared into his eyes, now full of torment. A look she was all too familiar with.

Jack had been waiting for her at home after shed stood him up to be with Vince. The second Vince pulled into the drive, Jack got out of his truck and slammed the door. Hed reminded her of a tall, lean gunslinger, ready to dual to the death. Vince had paused only long enough to let Charli out, and then hed sped from the driveway with the screech of tires. Looking back, Charli now saw what Jack had tried to warn her about that night. Vince was a low-life coward. He wouldnt even face Jack. He left Charli to the mercy of Jacks furya very cold, silent fury that had peered at her through tormented eyes.

That night, Charli officially broke up with Jack. Hed cried. Shed gone inside, believing the breakup was for the best.

Life had gotten so complicated; now Charli had no idea what was best. Shed been in survival mode for so long, she didnt know how to do anything but cling to what was constant, unchanging, and never dare choose to change another thing. Choices were dangerous. Thats why shed gone against her gut instinct and stayed at the bank. Shed been afraid to leave.

Jack broke her gaze, gripped the steering wheel with both hands, and stared straight ahead. Finally, he put the car into drive and pressed the accelerator. At last, the country trees blurred into city lights, and the car rolled to a stop at the Bullard Police Department. She stared at the brick building, as cold and inhospitable as a morgue, and fought the instinct to run again. Her whole life shed listened to hunters who detailed the chasehow they cornered a rabbit or deer and took its life. Never had she felt such compassion for the hunted and such disdain for the hunter.

Her door opened. Charli gazed up at Jack. As her urge to escape vanished in the face of the inevitable, she stood. Jack ushered her toward the glass entryway, opened the door, and allowed her to pass into the building first.

The place smelled of coffee and musty files. The dispatcher glanced up from her work and right into Charlis face. Charli recognized her from around town. Her name was Rose something-or-other. She was the first cousin of a gal Charli went to church with. Shed even visited church a few times.

The sight of a familiar face sent a new lump into Charlis throat and the desire to plead, Please help me, but she didnt. Jack took her arm and nudged her to the back, where she was booked, fingerprinted, and photographed.

Finally, he said, Youre allowed one phone call.

Charli shook her head. Theres no one to call.

Jacks eyebrows flexed. No? Are you sure?

She nodded. My mothers dead. My fathers gone. I have no idea where he is or if hes alive. Same for my husband. My half sister is so jealous she cant stand me. Whos left? She lifted her hand and shrugged. My church is my family. My pastor and his wife already know whats going on. Theyre going to try to post bond for me.




Jack turned his face and scrubbed it with the massive hand that once enveloped hers. He grabbed a set of keys from behind the desk and said, Sit here for a few, okay? He pointed toward an empty chair near a desk that had needed to be replaced since 1910.

Charli slumped into the chair and lowered her head. Her hair fell forward, shielded her features, and Jack suspected she might be silently weeping.

Never had he been tempted to help someone escape. But tonight the temptation overtook him and nearly pushed him to the brink of a few rash moves that would end his career.

Lieutenant Paytons dry cough dragged Jacks attention to the nearest desk. The young officer eyed Charli and then gazed up at his chief with a question. Paytons squared shoulders, his coffee-colored skin and towering physique turned a few female heads. But Jack learned that his passion for defending justice kept him from a distracting social life. He was exactly where Jack had been ten years agoall about law and order and black and white. Problem was, everything in life wasnt staunchly black and white. Sometimes, there were shades of gray. Presently, the gray was threatening Jacks better judgment.

Jacks gaze slid past Payton to Dan Yarborough. The blue-eyed twenty-something was as inexperienced as Payton was dedicated. He shot a wary glance toward Charli and avoided looking at Jack. After a pause that hurt, Yarborough shoved back his chair and strolled toward the coffee room.

Jack didnt have to look back at Payton to know he was still staring. The last thing Jack needed was for any of his men to suspect the chief was going soft. And Payton and Yarborough were both too observant not to sense something was upunless Jack put on the act of the decade. He braced himself, lifted his chin, and marched toward the row of cells that housed a few other women. Most of the ladies incarcerated tonight should be exactly where they were. Charli Friedmont wasnt one of them, and Jack refused to put her in a cell with someone who drank like a street bum and was a walking profanity parrot.

He neared the last cell, where Payton had just turned the key on Sal Walker before Jack left for Charlis. Sal was a regular who probably needed a weekend in the local mental institution rather than jail. Hed pitied her for many years and wished she could get some long-term care. All Jack could do was make recommendations and hope her family followed through. They never did.

He always made sure Sal was placed in a cell by herself when she showed up. It helped her and the other inmates as well. A few times, Jack had wondered if she actually enjoyed spending the weekend in jail as a break from reality.

Jack inserted the key into the lock. Sal gazed up at him through stringy hair that probably hadnt been washed since Christmas. Sorry, Sal, he said, but Im going to have to move you.

Minutes later, hed settled Sal into another cell with a woman who was as silent as a mime and ushered Charli toward Sals old cell. Of course, Jack had arranged for the sheets on the cot to be changed and made sure the chamber didnt have any leftover Sal surprises.

Now Charli walked next to him without a trace of resistance, and Jack fought to keep his spine stiff, his face impassive. Paytons presence hovered behind like some kind of an all-knowing eye, and Jack maintained an emotionless air. His face set rock hard, he stared straight ahead.

Thankfully, Charli didnt seem to notice. When Jack opened the cell, she blindly stepped in and left the faintest aroma of rose perfume and sugar cookies in her wakejust enough to mock Jack. He inwardly groaned as she neared the cot and sat on the edge.

After the lock on Charlis cell clicked into place, Jack gripped the bar and lingered long enough for one last gaze. Head hanging, she hugged herself and began that blasted rocking again.

He turned and strode down the corridor that led straight to Payton and Yarborough. Gritting his teeth, Jack stomped past the officers desks and didnt dare risk a glance at them. He passed the dispatchers desk and targeted the hallway that would take him to his office.

Want some more coffee? Rose Black asked. Im going to make a new pot.

Jack glared at the redheaded woman who was old enough to be his mother and nosey enough to be a private eye. No! he barked, and sensed she was every bit as interested in Charli as Payton and Yarborough were.

Well, excuuuuse me, she mumbled under her breath.

Not bothering to apologize or even look at her, Jack stormed down the hallway, into his office. He slammed the door and attacked his desk like an angry bear sweeping aside assailants with one massive paw. The desktop clutter slammed against the wall and landed in a heap of paperwork. A half-full can of root beer plopped atop the clutter, toppled sideways and doused the mess in warm, syrupy liquid. Jack grabbed the can, slung it into the wastebasket, and kicked the pile. He crashed into his chair, which rolled back and bumped into the wall. Jack pounded his fist against the armrest and stifled the roar erupting from his soul.

In another round of fury, he stood and kicked at the clutter again. The sticky mess slapped the wall and slid toward the floor, leaving a damp, dark trail in its wake. Only a couple of papers stayed stuck to the wall, and the sight of one of them increased Jacks temperature. He snatched it up and glared at the image that had haunted him for nearly a year. Brenda Downeys smiling face was featured beneath the word in bold black letters: MISSING. The young woman had disappeared from her country home and no one had seen one trace of her. Jack took every unsolved case personally, and the womans photo stirred his gut now more than ever. Like Brenda Downey, Charlie Friedmont was another female whod been victimized. And the longer Jack stared at Brenda the more her features took on the nuance of Charlis.

With a frustrated growl, Jack wadded the poster into a damp ball and slammed it into the trash can. Never, had he hated his job so much.








CHAPTER THREE



Charli opened her gritty eyes and glanced around the Spartan cell. The weak morning light oozed passed the barred window like a mist of doom that only heightened her confusion. Her dazed mind grappled with where she was and how she landed here. Her first concern was for Bonnie. She twisted to see if her child had crawled into bed with her during the night, but there was no dark wavy hair lying on the pillow, no pink cheeks, no long lashes resting against ivory skin. Charli swung her legs from beneath the covers; as her feet touched the cool concrete, she began the remembering. When she reached for her cell phone in the pocket of her shorts, the remembering was complete.

She was in jail. Theyd taken her fingerprints and photo. Charli left her cell phone at home, in her purse. Bonnie was with Pat Jonas.

Charli had never wondered what it would be like to spend the night in jail. The possibility never even crossed her mind. Equally odd was the realization that her former college flame wandered the hallways while she sat in her cell. She still wore her shorts and T-shirt, now rumpled and tired.

After scooting her feet into her sandals, Charli stood, stretched, and wondered when the church would be able to post bond for her. She paced the short distance to the brick wall, turned, and paced back. Pat Jonas had said they were going to take up an offering.

But what if
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