
  
    [image: Tuffy Claus]
  


  
    
      Tuffy Claus

    

    
      
        Linda Mooney

      

    

    
      Music And Press

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        1. Confrontation

      

      
        2. Speculation

      

      
        3. Evaluation

      

      
        4. Information

      

      
        5. Investigation

      

      
        6. Consternation

      

      
        7. Connection

      

      
        8. Consideration

      

      
        9. Revelation

      

      
        10. Invitation

      

      
        11. Participation

      

      
        12. Hesitation

      

      
        13. Interruption

      

      
        14. Recognition

      

      
        15. Retribution

      

      
        16. Resolution

      

      
        17. Destination

      

      
        18. Absolution

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Fantasy Romances by Linda Mooney

      

    

    

  


  
    
      TUFFY CLAUS

      Copyright © 2019 by Linda Mooney

      ISBN 978-0-9985327-1-4

      Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

      Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author or the publisher.

      No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

      Editor: Chelly Peeler

      Cover Art: Dawné Dominique

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Confrontation

          

        

      

    

    
      The computer in her vehicle alerted her that the tag on the SUV in front of her was reported as stolen. Deputy Sheriff Barbara Mero quickly called it in.

      “Six-twenty-two.”

      “Six-twenty-two,” dispatch answered.

      “I’m tailing a blue Eagle Chorus. Montana license Alpha Mike November Four Seven Six Seven, heading north on Potomac Avenue, just past Ventlier. Possible ten-twenty-nine. Occupied one time, from what I can tell. Also tint violation.”

      “Affirmative, six-twenty-two.” Dispatch went silent as it confirmed the plates.

      She kept a respectable distance from the car so as not to spook the driver. Unfortunately, this time of night there was no way to tell how many occupants were actually in the SUV by looking through the rear tinted window. Her car’s headlights bounced off the thickness without being able to penetrate.

      “Six-twenty-two, plates belong to a black Honda Cobalt. Proceed with caution.”

      “Crap.” Not only was the car the plates belonged to listed as stolen, it wasn’t even the right car. Fingering her mic, she replied, “Affirmative. Requesting backup. Will try to instigate a stop.”

      “Ten-four.”

      She hit her lights and pulled closer to the car that was edging above the legal speed limit. At the sight of her blues and reds, the driver hit the gas, and the Eagle leaped forward.

      The chase was on.

      The vehicle sped through the red light at Blessing, barely missing t-boning a truck. It swerved to avoid a collision, clipped a utility pole, but kept going. She knew immediately what the driver planned to do. So did Deputy Sheriff Joelson, who radioed in to her.

      “I’m heading east on the interstate. Will be at your twenty in two minutes.”

      “Mero. Caytes. Coming west on Justine. Let’s box this guy in.”

      She smiled. Justine Street was right before reaching the interstate. Hopefully, they could intercept the man and prevent him from entering the interstate. If they weren’t successful, and he managed to get onto the highway, things could get dangerously hairy very quickly.

      “Ten-four, guys. Thanks.”

      “Six-twenty-two, what is your traffic?” a familiar male voice called over the radio.

      “Traffic is light,” she reassured him.

      It wasn’t the traffic that made it difficult to go after the suspect. It was the possibility of hitting a patch of ice and losing control. That’s what she feared the most. Especially out here on the outskirts of the city.

      Without warning, the Eagle turned west on Sulfur, sideswiping a silver subcompact, and kept going. The little car spun out, coming to a stop as she drove around it.

      “Six-twenty-two. Suspect hit a silver Tomichi and is now going west on Sulfur. Requesting ambulance at Sulfur and Westerpoint.” She debated with herself whether to stop and render aid, or to continue with the chase, when her orders came over the radio.

      “Six-twenty-two, remain with the suspect.” She recognized the voice. That came straight from the head honcho.

      “Ten-four.”

      The Eagle took another sharp turn, this time going south on Tuvalt. Babs relayed the change after she sped around the corner. The speed limit may have been forty, but her speedometer sometimes topped sixty plus. As a light snow began to pelt her windshield, her anxiety rose another couple of notches. The temperature outside hovered around freezing, but was expected to drop another ten degrees before morning.

      Fortunately, they were in a lesser trafficked area now. Tall, darkened warehouses filled the blocks that stretched for almost a mile. Still, she was additionally hindered by having to slow at every stop sign and intersection traffic light, to make sure there were no oncoming cars. Meanwhile, the Eagle surged onward, not caring if they met any other vehicles, and she realized they were slowly gaining ground on her.

      The SUV suddenly turned right and disappeared from sight. She squinted through her windshield, uncertain which street it had taken. As she neared the intersection she thought they’d gone down, she slowed to search for the car.

      A pair of tiny red brake lights blinked once in the distance.

      “Gotcha,” she whispered, but she wasn’t one hundred percent certain. Not yet. She had to make sure before she called in her location. First, though, she had to outfox him.

      She continued down the street to the next intersection, then killed her light bar and circled the block. She hoped to approach the SUV from the opposite side, undetected.

      Reaching the next block, she checked the name of the street and called it in.

      “I should be there in five,” Caytes informed her.

      “Ditto here,” Joelson radioed.

      Which left her solo yet armed against an unknown number of suspects who could also be armed. The odds weren’t on her side, but she had no choice. The driver was facing charges of evading, as well as being part of a hit-and-run, on top of driving an unidentified car with hot plates. There was no telling what else he might be guilty of. And that wasn’t counting what illegal contraband might be stashed in that vehicle.

      Parking, she got out and drew her gun. Chances were the guy was simply hiding out, hoping to go unnoticed until he was confident the chase was over and he could go his merry way. If that was the case, all she had to do was keep him in view until backup arrived, and they could approach him as a team. It was too damn risky to try and take him on her own.

      It took her a moment to find him. The dark blue SUV blended seamlessly into the shadows where it sat off the street and adjacent to one of the warehouses. She took a position at the corner of the building at the end of the block to wait.

      It was cold, and the wind making the snow whirl in little eddies wasn’t making things any better. She shivered, stomping her feet to keep the blood circulating, and hoped the other deputies showed up soon.

      The sound of a motorcycle was the only traffic she could hear. It drew closer, until she was able to see its front headlight coming down the side street. She crouched to prevent its light from exposing her position. What she didn’t expect was for the bike to turn the corner in front of her. She blinked again when the cyclist pulled up in front of the SUV, the headlight shining directly through the front windshield, and illuminating the driver inside.

      “What the hell?” she whispered

      Her first thought was that she was about to witness a drug buy, or something similar. She couldn’t key her mic. The sound of it might alert the suspects. Neither could she risk going back to her car. By the time she returned, they could be gone.

      Stick with them, Babs, she told herself. See if you can get close enough to eyeball an identity.

      Moving slowly, she kept herself to the shadows of the warehouse sitting parallel to where the two men were parked. From what she could tell, the guy on the cycle wore some sort of hooded cloak. He remained on his bike and lightly gunned the engine as the stare-off continued between him and the driver inside the Eagle.

      Shockingly, the SUV began to inch forward, daring the cyclist to move. Realizing his position had been outed, the driver behind the wheel turned on his headlights, and Barbara noticed the bike was a bright red Harley. At least, it appeared to be a Harley, with some weird modifications. The cloak the guy riding it wore was also red, but shaded darker, and the hood seemed to be outlined in white.

      The rider threw back the hood, revealing a mop of stark-white hair. An equally white beard tinged with silver highlights covered the lower part of his face. On top of that, he wore a pair of dark sunglasses, and she almost laughed at the absurdity.

      With a movement of one black-booted foot, he lowered the kickstand and casually slid off the bike. At the same time, he withdrew a sledgehammer from a side holster, then slowly began to saunter toward the SUV.

      The driver rolled down his side window. “What the fuck do you want?” he yelled. He was no longer concerned with evading the authorities. This stranger in a Santa Claus suit had his undivided attention.

      Barbara glanced both ways down the street. Where’s my backup, guys? Hurry!

      Indecision ran rampant through her mind. Should she confront the both of them now, and hope neither one tried to make a dash for it? There was also the possibility that, if she didn’t, this confrontation could escalate quickly, even resulting in murder.

      “Harvey James Bedamaker!” the biker yelled in a deep bass.

      Instead of answering, the SUV driver produced a pistol, aimed it at the biker, and fired. His actions took Barbara by surprise, and she instantly began running toward them, her own service pistol aimed. She opened her mouth to identify herself, when the biker lowered the sledgehammer he’d been holding out in front of him and stared at the bullet lodged in the wood handle.

      “You shot my Sadie,” he growled accusingly.

      The driver lifted his arm to fire again, but the biker was faster. Faster than anyone she had ever seen in her life. Before she’d taken another step, the hammer came down, hitting the driver’s outstretched arm. Or, more precisely, the wrist. There was a loud crack, and both gun and hand landed on the snow-covered cement driveway. The driver screamed in pain as the biker whirled around and took out the front windshield with one hard swing. The sound of glass shattering echoed around them as shards flew into the air, glittering like ice crystals.

      “Halt! Sheriff’s Department! Put your hands up!” Barbara ordered, pointing her pistol at the biker. She glanced over at the injured driver, who was cradling his ruined arm. Blood splattered the snow and inside the car, to the point where she knew if she didn’t do something quick, the guy would bleed to death.

      The biker also realized it. But instead of rendering aid, he returned to his bike and slid the sledgehammer back into its holster.

      “I said don’t move!” she tried again.

      “At least he won’t be beating up his old woman and kid anymore,” the biker calmly replied. Kicking the stand out of the way, he gunned the engine, zipping past her.

      Holstering her weapon, Barbara raced to toward the injured driver to apply a tourniquet. The last she saw of the biker was of him turning the corner at the end of the block and disappearing from view.

      And so did the big, boiling noise of the Harley.

      In the space of one heartbeat, the place went totally silent, except for the whimpering coming from the SUV.

      A moment later, she spotted lights from the two backup patrol cars reflecting off the frosted warehouse windows as they sped around the corner. The cavalry had arrived, and she breathed a sigh of relief.
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      “Repeat that name?”

      “Bedamaker. Harvey James,” Babs called in.

      “How do you spell the last name?”

      “Don’t know. Suspect has no I.D. Your guess is as good as mine.”

      She watched as paramedics worked on the driver of the Eagle SUV. Someone had picked up the severed hand and taken it away, but the bloodstains and broken glass remained.

      Joelson sauntered over to her. “Sheriff’s on his way. He should be here momentarily.” He glanced over at the barricaded scene. “That’s just nuts.”

      She harrumphed. “You should’ve been here.” Pulling her knit cap further down over her ears, she looked at him. “Any word on the driver of the silver Tomichi?”

      “They were shaken up, but unhurt. They were lucky it wasn’t anything more serious,” he informed her.

      “Six-twenty-two.”

      Babs keyed her mic. “Six-twenty-two, go.”

      “Bedamaker, Harvey James. Thirty-three years old. Caucasian, six one, one ninety-eight. Two outstanding warrants out of Cosoldon County for assault and battery, and attempted murder.”

      “Ten-four.” She thought for a second, then added, “Any information on who his victims were?” She already had a good idea who it might be, but she needed verification.

      “Affirmative. Victims were Elizabeth Anne Bedamaker, age thirty, and Parker Bedamaker, age nine.”

      “At least he won’t be beating up his old woman and kid anymore.” The strange biker’s voice reverberated inside her head.

      “Damn.”

      “What?”

      “That biker? The one who attacked him? He remarked after he chopped Bedamaker’s hand off that the guy wouldn’t be beating up his old woman and kid anymore.”

      Joelson frowned. “Sounds like the biker dude was pulling some heavy vigilante justice on his ass.”

      A gust of wind and snowflakes whirled around them. Babs shivered, in spite of her jacket and two layers of thermal underwear beneath her blues. They both noticed the sheriff’s car roll to a stop at the end of the block, and waited for the man to join them near the blue SUV. Owley surveyed the area before pausing in front of Babs.

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah. I’m fine.”

      “Whadda you got? Talk to me.”

      “I followed the suspect here, where he went into hiding. I circled around and parked behind that warehouse to wait for backup.” Babs used her hands to demonstrate. “While I was watching him, a guy on a motorcycle came down Timberline and turned in here. Pulled right up in front of the suspect and sat there with his headlights shining right in the dude’s face.”

      “Did you get a good look at the guy on the bike?”

      “Yeah.” In fact, she couldn’t get him out of her mind. “Approximately six-five. Heavy-set, but it was hard to tell. He wore a red cloak-type coat with a hood. White fur around the cowl and all around the edges of the coat. Black boots with buckles. Biker boots. Age…” She shook her head. “I can’t begin to guess, but he had a thick white beard
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