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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to all the suspense and thriller fans out there! ☺
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Preface
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I’d like to thank my friends and family for all of their support and encouragement, especially my kids for bearing with me as my nose was stuck in my computer, trying to meet my deadline for this story. 

I’d also like to thank Laura Perez for making the Thrill of the Hunt book series possible and allowing me to delve into my thriller side, as well as providing me with the template for my pocket thrillers. Talk about authors helping authors. You are truly the best! To Select-O-Grafix for making such an amazing cover. To Amanda Rash who copy edited this story on such short notice, thank you girl, you’re the best! 

This year when Laura approached us, asking if we would like to participate again, I eagerly said yes. Then, I found out that this would be sort of a compilation piece. We would all share the same backstory so to speak. The town of Whitebridge.  At first I wasn’t sure if the story I had floating around in my head would work, but as I learned more about the project I realized it would fit in nicely. 

The premise of the anthology, entitled The Hunted: Welcome of Whitebridge, was to tell the tale of a town that only appears on the summer solstice. There are rumors about it but usually people dismiss those. In reality, there is an evil presence on the town.

The anthology is told from many different character perspectives, but all link together. My story is about a couple who decide to check out this town, only to discover that the rumors are true, after they cross paths with local town nut, Billy Bane. 

Now the original ending for When Death Calls, which was in the anthology, is different than what I have done here. When I first mapped out the story and started writing it, I thought I had 7-10k words to work with, turns out I only had 5k, so I switched it up, to shorten the story. When I decided to publish the story independently, I really wanted to go back to my original idea for the ending which is what I did here.

Anthology founder and all around amazing gal, Laura Perez, has graciously given me permission to include the prologue from the anthology in here, so you have a little background of the town of Whitebridge. Thanks, Laura, you are awesome!

So, are you ready to enter into Whitebridge?
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Prologue taken from:

The Hunted: Welcome to Whitebridge

A Thrill of the Hunt Anthology

October 2017

Reprinted with permission

by

Laura E. Perez

Namaquet tripped over her feet barely managing to stay upright as she ran through the woods. The newcomers, The Others, were insane. More so than what The People had first believed. The Others were determined to rid the land of The People and destroy what had been given to them as a gift.

She tripped again and landed face first at the base of the great tree. The beautiful trunk was marred by the symbol that had been carved into it. Tears ran down her face as she lay a hand on it. She could feel an evil emanating from it that hadn’t been there before, a taint. There was a wrongness to these people, but not all of them. Some had ventured out to interact with The People. It was obvious some of them were scared, but communication between the groups had been kept limited on both sides.

And then there was the bridge. Her people had begged the newcomers not to build the bridge, but they didn’t care. They had cut down trees, polluted the water and built their damnable bridge just to avoid using a boat. They had woken the land with their actions and the deaths of two newcomers building the bridge had been blamed on The People.

Angry, she wiped away the tears. The evil had to be stopped and she knew who she had to speak to.

~*~
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ELIZABETH TREMBLED with fear as she stood back against the far wall of the main room. What her father was planning was wrong. It was why they had been sent away to the new world in the first place, and yet here he was committing the same acts, the same atrocities. She clutched her mother’s bible to her chest. She needed to warn the others who believed as she did. She needed to get away from her father and save as many as she could.

A shiver ran up her back as her father started speaking the pagan words that had gotten them expelled from their homes. The evil was beginning again...

Welcome to Whitebridge.
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Chapter 1
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The drive to Whitebridge was quiet. Sally was a bit apprehensive about this ‘adventure’ that Josh wanted to take her on. She had heard stories about the town. All of them ended poorly. But, Josh had his mind set, and once his mind was set, there was no turning back. She moved uncomfortably in the seat and let out a short breath, as her brows furrowed.

“Okay, spill it,” Josh said, a tinge of annoyance in his voice.

“It’s nothing.” She glanced at him and saw his forehead crease. “Well, it is something, but it isn’t a big deal.”

“Then it won’t be a big deal for you to tell me.”

She stared at him for a moment before finally speaking. “I think this is a mistake.”

With that, he let out a riotous laugh, so much so that he swerved a tad. He righted himself quickly and offered her a smile. “Is this about all the stories?” he asked, taking his hands off the wheel for a moment to wiggle his fingers dramatically.

“Stop making fun of me, Josh. It’s not funny. It’s serious,” she answered with a scowl, turning slightly in her seat to face him. “Have you ever heard anything good said about Whitebridge?”

He thought for a moment and shrugged. “Not really but isn’t that the whole point of the adventure.” He reached over and touched her face lovingly. “Don’t worry, babe, I can handle anything that Whitebridge has to offer,” he said, retracting his hand.

She watched him turn back to the road, oblivious to her real concerns. She turned to face the window, the feeling of dread within the pit of her stomach was growing. She knew it was undoubtedly illogical to be so spooked about a town, but she was. She had heard that the town was there, but not always. The rumor was that it only appeared during the summer solstice. Of course, that didn’t make sense either. How could an entire town disappear? All she knew was that her mother had always warned her about Whitebridge. Told her never to go there. That outsiders didn’t make it out alive. She sighed to herself, knowing that wasn’t true at all, that there were people that came out unscathed. It’s what had started this whole mess in the first place! 

They had spent an hour with their friend, Maurice, who shared story after story about what he thought was going on in Whitebridge. He even brought up some conspiracy theories as well. By the time they had gone home, Josh was all about checking it out for himself.

“Babe, look,” he said, startling her out of her thoughts. He grinned at her and wagged his brows comically. “Welcome to Whitebridge.”

“Welcome to Whitebridge,” she repeated with a half-smile.

They continued to travel down the road until they hit the small town. Whitebridge was surprisingly quaint. There were people walking on either side
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