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​Chapter 1

Jubilee 
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I’d sworn I’d never set foot in Black Pond again and I’d figured if I had to go there, I’d do it under the cloak of night and leave before the town woke up. My plan would’ve worked if Mother Nature hadn’t decided to throw a hissy-fit. I don’t know who pissed her off but I got caught up in her fury on a dark-ass road in the middle of a rainstorm with the fear that I might not even make it into town.

“This is what you get for not listening to your mother. She told you it would rain tonight and that you should get to Black Pond before it got dark, but you didn’t listen.”

Being angry with myself kept me from being afraid as I leaned over the wheel and crawled through the sheet of rain one inch of a mile at a time. I had driven from New York and was on my way to Florida. Mom had asked me to check on our home in Black Pond. 

I’d wanted to speed through South Carolina and not even look in the direction of the place where I’d grown up. I just had to get there in one peace. Every horror movie I’d seen flashed through my mind. I felt a chill slip down my spine. I decided to turn the radio on. Some good music should distract me from my scary thoughts.  

I was fiddling with the radio when I hit something. The car swerved to the right and I grabbed and jerked the wheel too far to the left. I saw the other vehicle in time to get out of the way though I clipped the side of the truck with more force than my little car could handle. It slid over to the left and straight off the side of the road. When I managed to stop the car, I sat there panting and shaking. My heart was beating so hard it felt like it was trying to jump out of my chest.

I saw the wobble of a flashlight and then someone knocked on my window. I rolled it down halfway.

“Are you all right?” a deep voice asked and I found myself looking into the cool blue eyes of the last person in the world I wanted to see.

Everything around me stopped. The rain faded, my headlights dimmed and the only thing I saw was those eyes with the long brown lashes. Had they darkened a little with age or was it just the light? They seemed older and now were filled with pain, which I’m sure my eyes mirrored.

Jonah Bishop.  I hadn’t seen those glacial-blue eyes in ten years, which had lied to me for the two years we were together. We stared at each other and he stood there while the rain pelted him. I couldn’t move either and we were trapped in this surreal world where I felt numb.

“Jubilee?”

A million questions hung in the air between us.

“Hello, Jonah.”

I didn’t know why I was so surprised. I knew there was a possibility I’d run into him. Black Pond was a small place and according to my mother, Jonah now owned half of it. I’d hoped to ease my way up to him though, not meet him before I even got into town. All my preparation got washed out with the rain and I sat there like a deer in the headlights.

“Open the door, Jubilee.”

I heard the command in his voice and I complied even though I wanted to roll up my window and speed off. I would’ve if the front of my car wasn’t smashed. I opened the door and Jonah stuck his head in.

“Are you all right?”

All I could do was nod.

“Do you have a raincoat?”

I shook my head.

He backed out of the car and I watched him walk in front of my car. He bent and picked up something and when I saw that it was a calf, my hands flew to my mouth.  Oh my God, I just killed a poor animal. Jonah took the animal back over to his truck and he returned with a black raincoat which he handed to me.

“Put this on and get your things.”

“Is it dead?”

“No, she’ll be fine, just a broken leg, I think. I’ll get her to the vet so he can give her something for the pain. Bobby’s animals are always getting out ‘cause he doesn’t secure his property properly.” He glared at me. “I’m getting soaked here, woman.”

I bristled. I didn’t like his tone.

“I’m sure I can still drive, give me a second.” I started my car with trembling fingers.  There was no way I was getting in that truck with Jonah. He backed away and I closed the door. I put the car in reverse and tried to back up. All the tires did was kick up dirt. Jonah yanked the door open.

“You’re in a ditch, Jubilee. This car isn’t going anywhere without a tow truck or until the water dries up. Do you want to spend the night here or do you want me to give you a ride into town?”

I accepted that I didn’t have a choice and reluctantly put on the raincoat. The inside was lined with wool. I swooned slightly when the smell of Jonah’s cologne wrapped itself around me like a straight jacket. I wanted to press the coat against my face and inhale him like an addict. Instead, I picked up my purse and keys and got out of the car. I locked the door and dropped the keys into my bag. Suddenly Jonah swept me up in his arms and ran to his truck. He flung the door open and dumped me inside. I tried to process what had happened while he ran around the hood.

He’d just picked me up like I was one of those dainty females. There wasn’t anything dainty about me. I was a big girl with a big personality and I didn’t appreciate being carried by any man like I was some damn damsel in distress, especially not by the man who’d broken my heart.

“I am capable of walking, you know,” I said when Jonah got in the truck.

“You needed to run; sweetie and I doubt you are capable of that in those heels.”

How the hell had he even seen my heels? Maybe it was because I rarely wore flats when we were together. I folded my arms and huffed. He thought he knew me so well. Why the hell had I worn stilettos?

We drove in silence. I told myself it was because Jonah needed to concentrate on the road. The rain had intensified and the last thing we needed was another accident. The truth was I didn’t know what to say to Jonah. How have you been since you gave me that Dear Jane letter ten years ago? I hope you found the white woman you pushed me aside for and you have your two blonde-haired, blue-eyed kids, the dog, and the picket fence while I took my black ass to New York to try and forget about you.
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