
  
    [image: Brothers In Arms]
  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      BROTHERS IN ARMS Copyright © 2019 by Sarah Biglow.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      For information contact; www.sarah-biglow.com

      Copyedited by: Liza Street

      Proofreading and formatting by: Under Wraps Publishing Services

      Cover Design by: Deranged Doctor Design

      Published by Sarah Biglow: November 2020

      

      
        
        10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Pains and Penalties Blurb

      

      
        Pains and Penalties Preview

      

      
        A FREE Story For You…

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      A brisk late-fall wind whipped down Main Street past Henderson Coffee. People milled about, clutching travel mugs and to-go cups tightly in their gloved fingers. It had been nearly two years since Margot had returned to Port Marie, and it was the very first time that she’d be marching in the Veteran’s Day parade.

      The parade had been a joint effort between worship leaders and the town council. Margot still couldn’t believe how much support they’d received for the idea. Port Marie wasn’t known for big displays, not even for Thanksgiving or the Fourth of July. This year though, they’d decided to honor the service of all the town’s veterans. They even had someone from the Korean War marching.

      Margot was standing on the front steps of the church studying the parade route. When footsteps echoed off the pavement in front of her, she looked up and broke out into a broad grin. Derek Nesbit stood at the bottom step with his wife, Catalina, by his side. Catalina carried a small child in a sling who gazed up at Margot with wide brown eyes and a mop of curly dark hair.

      “I didn’t think you were going to make it,” Margot said, setting the paper aside and wrapping Derek in a tight embrace.

      He smiled. “It’s been long enough. Besides, I was born and raised in Port Marie. Why shouldn’t I join the rest of you for this thing?”

      “I’m really glad you came,” Margot said again before turning to Catalina and their daughter. “It’s good to see you, too, Cat.”

      “And under much happier circumstances,” the other woman replied.

      Margot bent and waved at the girl. “And you must be Athena.”

      Athena giggled and grabbed for the dog tags and cross that hung around Margot’s neck.

      Margot beamed at her. “She’s gotten so big. I remember when you sent me the birth announcement. She was such a little peanut then.”

      “She’s going to be a 1 year old next month,” Catalina said with a proud grin.

      “Time is just flying.” Margot’s phone beeped in her pocket so she pulled it out to see a reminder she’d set for herself. Looking back up at the Nesbits, she said, “I hate to duck out, but we have to finalize the parade route so I’ve got to meet with the town council and the other faith leaders. I’ll see you at the parade in the morning.”

      “Looking forward to it,” Derek said.

      Margot was glad to know that her old comrade had finally gotten the help he needed. After losing his uncle almost two years ago, he’d uprooted his family to escape the stigma Warren’s death had brought out in the small town. He and his wife were happy elsewhere now, but he’d been comfortable enough to return for this one event. He even seemed to have dealt with the trauma that he and Margot had shared overseas.

      She scooped up the proposed map route and headed for the parking area in front of Henderson Coffee where the group had agreed to meet. The location wasn’t by accident. It had been an attempt on Margot’s part to help the town heal from tragedy. Just eight months earlier Sheryl Henderson’s son, Cameron, had poisoned his friends’ parents. Cameron was getting the help he needed and Margot knew that his actions shouldn’t reflect on his mother. So, Margot had insisted that they have all of their planning meetings and even end the route of the parade at the coffee shop. She hoped it would help to encourage people to patronize the spot. Sheryl deserved to be a part of the community again.

      Port Marie, like most small towns, had a long memory for the painful things that happened within its borders, and that wasn’t always a good thing. Finding the truth wasn’t always as healing as Margot wished it to be.

      As Margot approached the spot, her cousin Sam pulled up beside her in her cruiser.

      “Did I hear that Derek Nesbit is back in town?” Sam asked through the rolled-down window.

      Margot was close enough to feel the heat blasting from inside the car. “He is. He’s marching in the parade tomorrow. Is that a problem?”

      Sam shook her head, her dark hair bouncing against her shoulders. “No, I was just surprised. I kind of thought he wanted nothing to do with the town.”

      “It’s like they say, time heals wounds,” Margot replied.

      “Well I’m glad you have someone to march with tomorrow. I’m going to park and I’ll meet you inside.”

      Given Margot’s involvement in the planning, the Chief of Police had apparently decided Sam should be the person from the department liaising security. Not that Margot minded. Smiling to herself, she stepped into the warm confines of the coffee shop and spotted a familiar, pink-haired barista behind the counter.

      “Hey, Casey,” Margot greeted the young woman.

      “Hi. Your usual?”

      “Please.” Margot fished money from her pocket while Casey prepared the coffee in a to-go cup. “Heard back on any of your applications yet?”

      “Not yet. I really appreciate your help, though,” Casey answered and passed her the coffee.

      Margot settled herself at one of the tables overlooking the street. Someone—maybe Casey—had pushed a few tables together. Slowly, other people trickled in. Sam took up residence on Margot’s right side and Laura Finch, the newest council member, sat on her left.

      “I really hope folks turn out tomorrow,” Laura said, sipping from a ceramic mug. In her thirties, she wore her dark hair in a thick braid down her back and her olive-green eyes tracked everyone else’s movements with an intensity Margot usually only saw in her fellow soldiers. But to her knowledge, Laura had never served. She’d moved to town about eight months earlier and used her outside experience as her pitch for town council. She could bring new ideas to the town. Enough people had liked her ideas to appoint her. The parade was just the first of her plans to come to fruition.

      “I think there’s been enough buzz about it during services and around town that it’s going to be well-attended,” Margot said. Besides, she already knew of one reporter who’d been eager to provide coverage leading up to and after the event. Veronica Morris-Sawyer had spent much of her career as a small-town reporter digging into the cases of missing boys. When Margot and Sam had finally laid that particular mystery to rest, she’d turned her attention to reporting on more positive things in town. So, Veronica had leapt at the chance to cover the parade.

      “Are you sure we even really need this meeting?” Laura asked. “I don’t mean to sound ungrateful or anything, but we already talked about the route at the last meeting. Why can’t we just go along with that plan?” Her tone implied she had other things she’d rather be doing. However up until this point, Laura had insisted on having more meetings than strictly necessary to make sure every single aspect of the parade was nailed down.

      That’s odd. I wonder what is pulling her attention? Margot set down her cup and turned to the woman on her left. She opened her mouth to answer, but Sam jumped in before she could say a word.

      “There wasn’t a police presence at your last meeting. Chief Yawkey just wants to make sure we have enough people to maintain security.”

      “Are you expecting something to go horribly wrong?” Laura asked with a high-pitched laugh.

      “No, but we need to be prepared just in case something does happen. Knowing where people are supposed to be makes it obvious when folks are where they shouldn’t be. We don’t want some kid who thinks he’s a genius defaming property.”

      “Oh … right, of course,” Laura said with a hint of sarcasm. “I should have realized that.”

      The rest of the group finally arrived and they spread the route Margot had drawn out across the table. The parade would start by the high school track and wind its way through the town, following the curve of Main Street past the church, then finally to end down at the coffee shop. Sam passed around a listing of traffic cameras that overlapped the route.

      “I don’t like this blind spot here,” Sam said, pointing to a stretch of Main Street that lacked coverage right before the end of the route.

      “But we have coverage leading up to it and right after it. It’s maybe going to be out of sight of cameras for five minutes as everyone moves through. Less if people are marching fast,” Laura urged.

      Sam made a note to herself on her copy of the route that Margot could see read ‘double officers’ with an arrow pointing to the spot. Margot appreciated Sam wanting to keep both the participants and onlookers safe, but she had to agree with Laura. While their small town had experienced its share of tragedies, there’d never been anything like an attack during a large event. This town overall was a safe place. Still if having extra officers on scene made Sam more comfortable, she wasn’t going to protest.
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      The next morning dawned cold, but with clear skies. Margot stood in the bathroom straightening her uniform tie. Her hair, which had grown longer since she’d returned home, was slicked back in a tight bun at the nape of her neck. The cross and dog tags she always wore hung visibly against her chest.

      “Knock, knock,” Sam said from the doorway.

      Margot turned to find her cousin in her own dress blues. “You look good.”

      Sam smirked. “You, too. I figured I could get dressed up for the occasion.”

      “Well, not that you need mine or anyone’s approval, but I highly approve.”

      They made their way down to the first floor and donned jackets before stepping into the cold November air. Given that they’d be using the main roads in town for the parade route, Margot and Sam traveled on foot to the back of the high school. Margot hadn’t set foot on the campus in over a decade. No doubt it would look much smaller than what she remembered from her time there.

      “I’ll let you get lined up. I want to run through logistics with my people one more time,” Sam said and headed off in the opposite direction.

      Margot stopped at the edge of the track that encompassed the school’s football field. She remembered running laps there after she’d graduated, conditioning her body to be Army ready before she even hit basic training. This place had shaped her more than she realized.

      “Bring back memories?” Derek asked, appearing at her side with his cap tucked under one arm.

      “It does. Good ones, believe it or not.”

      “A lot happened in this place, didn’t it?” He sighed.

      Margot made a noise of agreement and tugged on the hems of her gloves, wishing they were longer. “You clean up well, Private.”

      “You, too, Chaplain. So, is it just us marching together, or are we joining someone else?”

      “The parade is organized by military branch. We figured since there isn’t a ton of veterans from any one unit, that was easier. Besides, we liked the idea of seeing those that served across the generations marching together.”

      “I like it.”

      “Where are Cat and Athena?” Margot asked.

      “Cat said she’d be waiting at the end of the route for me.”

      “Well, I look forward to seeing them again.”

      “Anyone in the onlookers for you?”

      “My parents said they’d try to come,” Margot said. “And Sam is working the police detail.”
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