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Dedication
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To everyone who walked the tracks.

––––––––
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Tracks were a gateway to everywhere. At six years old, I could walk to the right toward the store, the ballfield, and the summer carnival. If I walked left, I was able to play with my cousin and other kids. To walk the tracks gave me the perfect setting to let my imagination go wild. Step, step, step—never look up or you'll trip—step, step, step. 
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Prologue
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Mia twirled around in the overgrown front yard of the farmhouse, her laughter dancing through the air. Tana extinguished his cigarette in the gravel driveway, his eyes fixed on his young wife. He had kept the purchase of the house a secret, shielding her from potential disappointment if the previous owner had declined his offer. 

Only that morning, he had received the news that the property was now theirs. He'd collected the keys before he fetched Mia from their apartment.

They had only been married for six months, but he'd quickly decided the apartment in Whitefish wasn't the ideal place for them. The complex was overcrowded, with too many prying eyes and intrusive voices. Women often berated Mia for marrying a man older than her, while men attempted to flirt with her behind his back. Her mother would drop by whenever he was at work, persistently reminding Mia of the supposed mistake she had made by sleeping with an older man.

There were only twelve years between them. They weren't a fucking mistake.

Mia deserved a better life where she could love him and love their life together without anyone else's influence.

In time, he could turn the farmhouse into something special for her. A new coat of paint. A few pieces of furniture. Privacy for when she wanted to wear her skimpy shorts around the house. Maybe in a couple of years, he could even get a few steers to throw in the pasture.

"It's perfect." She whirled and ran to him.

He braced as she jumped into his arms. "Yeah?"

"I've never lived in a house before." She peppered kisses all over his face. "Are you sure it's ours?"

Mia was young. Only seventeen years old.

Her excitement wrapped around him, making him feel ten feet tall. To her, everything was an adventure. Nothing scared her. She believed in him, and that was the best feeling in the world.

She was eager to love. Her nutjob mom had neglected Mia growing up. She was starving for affection, and he was more than willing to give her all the love she needed.

Maybe that neglect allowed Mia to ignore Tana's past and let her accept him, whereas most women only viewed him as a fun time on a lonely night, not someone to settle down with and start a family. It was that way for a lot of indigenous people when white people were involved.

Society put up barriers. It was hard to deal with those who lived off the reservation.

Most of his people stayed on the reservation where no one judged them. Through Mia's eyes, he wasn't just another Native American off the reservation, struggling to figure out what he wanted to do with his life.

He was a man with a plan to better his future. 

He worked hard at Glacier Crest Ranch. Someday, if his plans with Hank and Buffalo worked out, he'd ride his motorcycle alongside others. Opportunities would come to him that would secure his future.

He had spirits watching out for him. His good fortune all started when he stumbled into Mia at a party at the river.

She was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen. All her red hair, going in every direction, was as wild and carefree as her. He couldn't help staring at her. She had pale skin with more freckles than he'd ever seen on one person. Her blue eyes stared back at him, daring him to say something.

For the first time in his life, he'd been struck dumb.

He would've been content to watch her all evening—the hell with the guys partying and the throw-together band strumming. If there were women at the party that night, he never noticed. All his attention was on Mia.

He normally wouldn't approach a girl as young as her, but he knew if she stayed by herself much longer, another man would be on her. And he knew if any of the men at the party took one look at her, fists would fly. His.

He'd moved closer to her and noticed she held a can of Dr. Pepper. She wasn't drinking beer like the others. That meant something to him, considering he stayed away from alcohol. He'd seen too many of his people fall victim to the drink. 

The party grew wilder the later it got. Yet he and Mia stayed together, whispering into the night, and soon ended up in each other's arms.

The more she talked, the more he liked what she had to say.

From there, they jumped into having sex. Life was not boring with Mia. She made him glad to wake up every day.

Two weeks after the happiest time of his life, Mia's mom found out he was having sex with her underage daughter. The next thing he knew, he stood in the courthouse, saying I do.

None of that mattered. If Sylvia Conner wanted to unload her daughter so she could hit the highway, then he would gladly take care of Mia. He'd fallen hard for the red-headed girl.

"We can move in whenever you want." He palmed Mia's ass, keeping her legs wrapped around his hips.

"Tonight?"

He kissed her hard, knowing that's what she'd say. "There's a sleeping bag in my duffle on my Harley. Can you sleep on the floor?"

She slid off him, grabbing his hands and pulling him toward the house. "I think the question is, can you sleep on the floor?" Her gaze danced devilishly. "Because I plan on sleeping on top of you. All nice and comfy."

He couldn't wipe the smile off his face. She got him hard every time she looked at him.

He swung her up onto the porch. There were spots he'd need to fix. Broken boards, missing nails. He wouldn't want her to trip and hurt herself.

"Oh, look, look." Mia wiggled out of his arms and half-turned toward the street. "Are those railroad tracks down by the road on our property?"

He studied the area past the tall grass. He'd driven over the tracks in the driveway as they'd approached the house, but Mia failed to notice because all her attention was on the farmhouse.

"The railroad owns them, but there hasn't been a train on that track for over a decade. We don't have to worry about any noise or traffic," he said.

"So, I can walk on them?"

"Walk as far as you want." He took the key out of his pocket and struggled with the rusted doorknob. "You can't get lost. When you tire of walking, turn around, and the tracks will take you home."

He pushed open the door and tumbled inside with her. Once again, he was a spectator, watching her take in the brand-new world he had given her.

He couldn't imagine any other life without her.

Mia faced him, clutching her hands to her chest, and looked at him with more hope in her eyes than he'd ever seen. "Are you sure this is our home?"

He nodded.

She stepped closer and whispered, "Will you love me forever."

He took his job as her husband as the most important thing he could do. It was his honor to love her.

"Forever and a day," he whispered back.
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A teacup hit the wall to the left of Tana Graywolf's head. He stepped backward and slipped out of the house. That time, he hadn't even made it far enough into the house to grab a change of clothes.

Mia followed him outside. "Get back here."

He kept walking. There was a time he couldn't live without her. Lately, staying away from the house was easier than dealing with her.

Stopping at his Harley, he threw his leg over the seat. Thirty years old, and he felt like an old man, having lived through some fucking war he never should've signed up for.

"You can't leave me here to take care of everything." Mia grabbed his shirt sleeve. "I need money. There's no food in the house. I don't know what to do."

"There's food. Make something to eat. You're not going to starve."

"You're supposed to take care of me."

"Maybe you should go back and live with your mom if you need someone around all the time." He started the motorcycle he'd bought off a guy in Whitefish because his old lady told him it was either her or the bike.

Hell, if Mia gave him that ultimatum, he'd hightail it out of Montana with the engine purring between his legs. The farther away from her, the better—wife or no wife. He was tired of putting up with the shit she threw at him daily.

"I can't go to my mom," she screamed. "She's already left with Bo."

Bo was Sylvia's trucker boyfriend. Not that Sylvia was any kind of mother who would help Mia. He'd seen firsthand how quickly Mia's mom pawned her off to him, claiming he screwed her, now she was his problem.

He took the money he'd won in the poker game last night out of his pocket and held it out to her. Mia snatched the cash and stormed back toward the house. That would buy him some time.

Toeing the kickstand, he popped the clutch and rode away. There was always a cot in the bunkhouse of Glacier Crest Ranch where he could crash.

Married for one fucking year, and he couldn't even go home without Mia trying to kill him.

When he found out she was seventeen, he should've driven his beater truck into the ground, trying to put miles between him and Mia's mom. Nowadays, nobody was under any obligation to get married because they had sex—unless the girl was underage. 

Hell, if it wasn't him taking Mia's virginity, it would've been another guy at the party. That's the only reason a girl would go down to the river, knowing there were a bunch of horny guys partying and looking for some action.

He'd had his head in the fucking clouds over her. But he wasn't the only one to take the blame.

She had no business hanging around an older crowd, shaking her ass and telling everyone she was eighteen. How was he supposed to tell the difference between a seventeen-year-old girl and an eighteen-year-old woman?

The only reason he'd gone along with marrying her was because she was the prettiest girl he'd ever seen. She was sweet as honey, always wrapping her arms around him, playing with his hair, and whispering about her dreams. 

For a good six months, he believed he'd hit the fucking lottery. 

Marrying her was supposed to improve his life. He'd worked at Glacier Crest Ranch as a cowboy, wasting his hours away when he met her. He'd lived in the same apartment for four years and had saved enough money to buy a house. He'd been ready to settle down.

He wasn't sure what love felt like, but lust would turn into love someday. At least, that's what he believed a year ago.

Today, he was ready to send Mia packing.

He was tired. He was frustrated. All he wanted was a change of clothes, a shower, and eight hours of sleep. 

Pulling out onto the street, he headed toward Rebel Rose's—a dirty dive bar on the edge of Whitefish where tourists were scared to enter, leaving the place to the locals.

He parked by the other two motorcycles at the bar in the gravel lot. His friendship with Hank Sweeney, the son of the richest man in Montana who owned the same ranch Tana worked at, and Buffalo, a native fresh off the nearby reservation who hired on as a cowboy at Glacier Crest Ranch, kept him company every evening when he wasn't staying at the house. They'd take their meal at the bar and bullshit late into the night.

He came to escape his wife.

Hank came to escape his dad. Mr. Sweeney and his son had a loud and abusive relationship. Something Tana had never seen before. Him and Mia—well, they fought because they loved each other too much.

Even on the reservation, where men and women screamed and fought on drunken nights, the violence he had seen was not on the same level as Hank and Mr. Sweeney.

He walked into the building. A blast of Lynyrd Skynyrd deafened him. He stopped until he picked up the voices over the music, and his eyes adjusted to the dimness.

Sitting at the back booth, Hank raised his arm. Tana headed toward them when Lizzie, the full-time waitress, intercepted him.

"Hey, big guy. What can I get you?" Lizza cocked her hip. "The regular?"

"Sure." He stepped around the waitress. "Some Coke, too."

"Glass?"

"Can is fine." He reached the back booth and motioned for Buffalo to scoot over. "How long have you been here?"

"Twenty minutes at the most." Buffalo pointed at Hank. "He's on his first drink."

Lately, Hank seemed more troubled than normal. He stayed at the bar or went riding to stay away from Glacier Crest Ranch.

Lizza approached the booth, sliding a can in front of Tana and then popping the top for him. "How about a shot of whiskey or rum—"

"Nah, I'm good." He took a drink of Coke.

Alcohol was one vise he stayed away from. He'd seen his people pick up the bottle, and they always ended up taking a one road trip he wanted to stay away from.

Lizza looked at the others and smiled. "Ready to order?"

While the others ordered, Lizza put her hand on Tana's shoulder. He refused to acknowledge her. She was always touching and flirting, and he'd given her no reason to continue.

Before the waitress left the table, she squeezed him. Only when she left could he relax. He had no interest in other women.

Buffalo put his finger on the empty coaster and twirled it in a circle on the table. "Lizza wants you."

"Not interested." He took another drink.

"You could tell her you're married." Hank stroked his beard. "Though I doubt if that's enough to keep her hands off you."

"My life isn't anyone's business." He put his drink down.

He'd confided in Hank and Buffalo about Mia when they stopped by the farmhouse one day to talk about a side job. They were the only ones who knew he was married. His marital status wasn't something he shared with anyone.

Women came on to him all the time. But he only wanted one woman. His wife.

When Mia stopped fighting and throwing shit at him, she was the wildest young thing in his dreams. He only had to bide his time for her to let go of whatever made her mad. One of these days, she'd come around to married life and realize their days were better when they were together instead of fighting all the damn time.

"I talked to the Rattle Canyon Motorcycle Club president Thursday night." Hank braced his elbows on the table and scanned the bar before continuing. "We have their permission to start our club."

Tana harrumphed and looked at Buffalo. What started as a bullshitting session had become a serious talk about starting a motorcycle club. They loved to ride and recognized the need for like-minded men to share the same desire to control their lives.

They each had something worth fighting for. Hank wanted more control in Montana and to get out of his father's control. He wanted to take his father's power, being the mayor of Whitefish, away from his dad.

Buffalo dreamed about having his own ranch. He wanted to help feed those on the Blackfeet reservation while providing a home for himself.

Tana only wanted to settle down with Mia and have enough money to make her happy to start a life with him. He had everything he needed but the knowledge on how to make Mia happy.

They all had goals that were admirable and trainable. Hank had him believing there were ways to make money away from the ranch.

But there were days he wondered if he worked toward a useless dream. All Mia wanted to do was fight with him. Whether she was too young to see what the future held for them if they worked on their relationship, or she had another idea of what she wanted. She never mentioned her plans to Tana after she started fighting with him about working long hours.

Either way, he needed money. Working at Glacier Crest Ranch paid his bills. But he couldn't do much else.

"What's our next step if we go ahead and start a club?" Buffalo picked up the coaster and tapped it against the table.

"We need members," said Hank.

Tana looked around the bar. There were other riders in Whitefish. They'd visit the bar. Roll around on the back roads. But neither Hank nor Buffalo nor himself wanted just anyone. They needed men they could trust.

"We need to start small." He leaned back in the booth. "Grow slow.

Hank shifted and removed a folded piece of paper from his back pocket. He slid it across the table.

"While we'll ride independently from Rattle Canyon MC, Stinger gave an idea of their bylaws for the area." Hank pointed to the paper. "I've rewritten the bylaws, implementing what Rattle Canyon showed me and making new ones that would cater to our club. Tell me what you think."

Tana continued to read the notes as his dinner was served. He was under no illusion. While Hank kept commenting about how it would be their club, he understood Hank would be president. The club was Hank's baby.

He accepted his position in the club if they go forward. He had too much shit going on to take responsibility for other people. He was content to do his part, no more, no less.

He passed the paper to Buffalo. "It looks good."

Half the page covered how officers of the club would deal with betrayals. It was blunt and harsh—not to mention an unethical, savage way to treat someone. Not to mention a crime. 

But if the threat of death kept members loyal, then that's what they'd have to do.

"Don't you think we're jumping in too fast?" Buffalo picked up his hamburger. "We don't have a club name or officers."

"Hank's president. That's all we need to start," said Tana.

"You could be vice president." Hank met Tana's gaze and then looked at Buffalo. "Or you."

"No," said Tana and Buffalo simultaneously.

That camaraderie between him and Buffalo broke the tension at the table. Tana dug into his food. While he ate, Hank informed him on how they'd gain members.

Hank got the ball rolling. By the time they finished eating, Tana and Buffalo agreed on the name of the club, and that's how Serpentine Motorcycle Club was born.
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Mia tossed the newspaper in the trash and glared at the garbage can as if it was responsible for her unemployment status. Nobody would hire someone with no experience.

At least none of the restaurants in town would hire her. There was no use trying any other businesses in Whitefish. She had no skills and no prior employment.

Every desk job wanted her to be proficient in Excel or do payroll. Other than entry level jobs, everyone wanted someone with a college education.

She kicked herself for letting Tana talk her into staying home once he'd bought the farmhouse. If she had gone out and got a job after she graduated, she'd have six months' worth of experience somewhere. 

Now, she lived by herself in a house meant to raise a family and had to rely on her husband to show up and throw money at her.

Since Tana rarely slept under the same roof anymore, she stayed up most nights worried about her future. She hated relying on him.

He couldn't even stand spending time with her anymore. She exhaled loudly. Caught up in falling in love, she'd let her guard down. His dreams became more important than her dreams, until she lost a part of herself.

She should've known he'd eventually leave her. Just like her mom always picked her boyfriends over Mia.

At least with her mom, she expected to be disappointed. She expected to come second in her life.

Marriage gave her an excuse to step away from her mom. Out of pure stubbornness, she stopped calling. For a while, she waited, forcing her mom to call her first. But, she never called.

Her mom was somewhere across the United States with Bo—another trucker boyfriend, supporting her wanderings. Her mom went through boyfriends faster than she went through hair dye. No one was able to tie down her mom, including Mia.

She'd ruined her mom's life by being born. Her mom never told her in so many words that it was her fault, but it was evident by the way her mom couldn't commit to having a family. Even when that family was a daughter who desperately needed a mother.

She swallowed hard, looking away from the garbage to the half a loaf of bread on the counter. Whenever she got lonely, she always wondered what her life would've been like if her mom had taken an interest in her life. 

Or, what she'd be doing if she hadn't snuck out and went to the river the night she met Tana?

Anger dwelled inside of her over the arrangement of her marriage. She wore a gold ring but she was without a husband. 

She had no friends. The two girls she hung around with during high school had moved away from Whitefish after graduation.

If she was honest with herself, Crista and Sarah had stopped being her friends before they walked across the stage and picked up their diplomas. Nobody wanted to hang around a girl who got married six months into her senior year of high school and missed all the parties because she was stuck in a house with a husband who always worked.

Tana worked all. The. Time.

He chose to stay at Glacier Crest Ranch and not take care of her. She would never forgive him. The loneliness was driving her crazy.

In the beginning, he stayed at the farmhouse. He seemed happy at home. It was probably because they were having sex all the time.

She'd thrown herself into the marriage, but she had to face the fact that Tana only married her because he was forced to by her mom.

She wasn't imagining how Tana felt about her. He spoke the words, and she overheard him.

Two of the cowboys Tana worked with at Glacier Crest Ranch had stopped by the house one day. Tana must've thought she couldn't hear him out on the porch, but the window was open.

"Yeah, it was legal. Her mom signed for her on the marriage permit."

At the time, her face beat with the rush of warmth flooding her skin. She never wanted to be an embarrassment to Tana. She wanted him to be proud of her. 

But he broke her heart when he said, "I don't know what the hell I'm going to do now that I'm married."

Everything changed that day. Tana kept working longer hours, and when he was home, he never went out of his way to tell her what she was doing wrong or ask her why she was sad. It was like she had nobody in her life who cared about her.

No mom.

No friends.

No husband.

Nobody wanted to listen if she wanted to talk. Nobody had any interest in whether she was happy or sad. She struggled each day, not knowing if the electricity would get shut off at the house or if there would be another can of soup tomorrow if she ate the last one in the pantry because Tana started staying at the ranch and not coming home.

She had no money to take care of herself.

And despite all her worries, Tana seemed to show up in time to pay the electricity, give her money for groceries, and post the mortgage.

But he never made sure she was okay. He never told her he loved her. He never asked if there was anything she needed or wanted.

She was married to a man who hated her, and she hadn't done anything wrong.

Her marriage was like living in a bad dream. One day, she was riding high and in love. The next day, she had so much anger boiling inside her that she shook whenever Tana came home.

When she asked why he stayed at the ranch, he made up excuses about working the cattle and riding the range. But she knew the truth.

He regretted marrying her. He wasn't ready to have a wife or stay home.

Blowing the hair out of her face, she sat down at the table and put her bare feet up on the seat of the chair across from her. Maybe something was wrong with her. Something her mom and Tana could see, and she couldn't.

Maybe her temper was out of control and turned everyone away from her. Despite her sadness, she tried not to have a bitchy face when Tana rode home. She tried to look pretty.

Maybe she had an ugly personality.

Maybe red hair and freckles became old and tiring after awhile when blondes and brunettes were out in the world, ready to sleep with any man.

She was angry and hurt. She wanted Tana to hurt as much as her so he would understand all the feelings drowning her every day.

Picking up the Help Wanted clippings she'd cut out of the paper, she crumbled them one by one as she rejected each idea. She had no experience being a dog groomer or working the blackjack table at the casino. She already applied for a housecleaner at the small motel and hadn't heard back yet.

She read the last clipping. Ranch cook wanted. Males only apply at Circle M.

Wadding the paper up, she squeezed her fist and hit the table. The one job she could do, and she was the wrong sex.

She'd cooked since she was old enough to reach the stove. There wasn't anything she couldn't make if she had the right ingredients. She would've accepted defeat if they'd wanted a culinary chef with an education. But a ranch cook? Super easy.

She stilled. There were three ranches outside of Whitefish that employed many cowboys. Hundreds, probably. Tana was one of those cowboys.

Dropping the wadded-up paper, she opened the junk drawer by the kitchen sink where she'd put the money Tana had thrust in her hand yesterday. She counted the bills. He'd given her five hundred dollars for groceries for the month. It was more than enough to feed her. Tana never stayed around to eat anymore.

If careful, she could use three hundred dollars and still eat three meals daily with the remaining two hundred.

She dropped the money in the drawer and grabbed a notepad. Rummaging through the loose batteries, screws, and pocketknives in the drawer, she found a pen. Three hundred dollars could be stretched.

Her mom and she had learned how to make money last. They lived off government help and were always low on money. She'd need to think of a menu. Supplies. A way to get the information to the cowboys.

As the ideas came to her, she formulated a plan. Every cowboy who drove to the ranches they worked at would drive past the farmhouse on their way to work. She'd need a sign by the road advertising what she could offer. Word of mouth would go around once the cowboys tried her sack lunches.

Excitement filled her with the possibilities. She could earn even more money than if she worked for someone else.

Individual sack lunches that were packed and ready to go would be a big seller in Whitefish. Big enough meals to fill hungry bellies. Maybe she could even make some pies and offer slices in case they wanted to take food home after work.

She made a list of everything she'd need. 

Keeping the positive thoughts coming, she pushed away the negativity, trying to get her to stop with her crazy idea. If she wasted all the money and nobody bought her pre-made lunches, she'd put them in the freezer and eat them herself.

She wouldn't starve.

And just maybe, if she succeeded, she'd make enough money to support herself and not rely on Tana to pay her bills.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three
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Tana brought the horse into the stable and spotted Buffalo standing at the front in the open doorway, gazing out. Red and blue lights flashed against the door.

He put the horse into the stall and slipped the halter off his head. Once he hung up the leather, he went to the doorway to see what trouble came to Glacier Creek Ranch.

Buffalo put his arm out, stopping him from stepping outside. "Best to stay back."

He looked past Buffalo. A cop car sat with its lights flashing while the officer talked to Hank. He almost missed the man on the ground.

"Jesus," he muttered. "Is that Mr. Sweeney?"

"Yeah."

Hank's dad employed him. He'd worked on the ranch since he was sixteen years old. It was how he'd met Hank and Buffalo.

"Is he dead?" He squinted, taking in the prone body.

"Looks like it." Buffalo stepped back, letting Tana step forward.

"Son of a bitch," he muttered. "Did Hank kill him?"

It was no secret around the ranch that Mr. Sweeney had a heavy hand on his son. Hank often sported bruises and swellings that went unexplained. Tana never asked. It wasn't his business. But he suspected, going by Hank's hatred toward his father, that Mr. Sweeney was responsible for the scars.

"Nope. The cop came and was talking to them both." Buffalo crossed his arms. "One minute, the fucker was standing, and the next, he dropped to the ground."

He stepped away from the scene in front of him and thrust his fingers into his hair. What would that mean for Hank and the ranch if Sweeney was dead? Would he even have a job?

He needed to pay for the house. Mia needed somewhere to live.

Meeting Buffalo's gaze, he wasn't alone in his thoughts. Every person who worked on the ranch would worry about their next paycheck.

"We'll have Serpentine Motorcycle Club. That's what we swore our lives to," said Buffalo.

Tana turned away from his MC brother. The club was only a few months old. Five members and three others hung out with them when they weren't busy on the ranch. He wouldn't call that enough job security if Hank decided to do something different with the ranch.

Hank had his daddy's money. He wouldn't need to work for a long time.

Buffalo was single and content to sleep in the bunkhouse.

Tana had more to worry about. He wanted to work his way back to his wife. To do that, he needed money to come in steadily. He needed to prove to her that he could give her anything she wanted.

Sirens grew louder. Buffalo looked out the door.

"Ambulance and another cop car arrived." Buffalo reached behind him and smacked Tana in the chest. "Hank jogged to the house and went inside. Let's go out the back."

Tana followed Buffalo outside. He skirted the side of the stables and cut across the land toward the big house—a two-story log house with a wrap-around deck on the lower and second levels.

"What are we doing?" Tana stopped behind the house and bent at the waist, sucking in wind.

"Nothing. We'll hang out back here until we talk to Hank. We don't want the cops looking over and seeing two Indians snooping about when someone is dead." Buffalo studied the back of the house. 

Several seconds later, Hank burst onto the deck. Tana straightened.

Hank spotted them and jogged over. His wild gaze, searching the backyard. "I need to find Jade."

Buffalo looked at his cell phone. "She's in school for another half hour."

"Fuck." Hank inhaled swiftly. "I need to meet the bus before anyone talks to her. She can't see the cops here before I get to her."

"What's going on?" asked Tana.

Jade was the housekeeper's kid. She lived in the cottage behind the house.

"Jade's mom had a car accident. She died at the scene." He met Tana's gaze. "My father got the news, and I think he had a heart attack."

"He's dead?" asked Buffalo.

Hank nodded.

"Shit. Both of them?" Tana rocked back on the heels of his boots. "Damn."

His gaze went behind him. Jade and her mom lived in the cottage behind the big house. Maria was the housekeeper. There were rumors that she was Mr. Sweeney's mistress. He always felt bad for Mrs. Sweeney, having her husband's lover right in front of her nose every single day.

But for both to die on the




























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SERPENTINE I\II[ITI]RG\’GLE CLUB SAGA






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





