

[image: image]

Titanium Blue

Book 3: The Leeward Files

[image: image][image: image]

Titanium Blue is a work of fiction. The town of Leeward, North Carolina only a place in my heart and mind. The characters are fictional. I hope they sound like your friends and neighbors, but any resemblances are just happenstance. 

Copyright © 2019 Sherri Lupton-Hollister, Dragonfly River Press

[image: A close up of a logo

Description automatically generated]

First Edition May 2019

ISBN:9781096245186


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Acknowledgements

Prologue: Leeward, North Carolina

Chapter 1: Welcome to the Depot Cafe

Chapter 2: The McKenzie’s Home

Chapter 3: The Confrontation

Chapter 4: The Bouncy Castle

Chapter 5: Jenna’s House

Chapter 6: The Morning After

Chapter 7: The Fossil Pageant

Chapter 8: Fighting

Chapter 9: The One-legged Man

Chapter 10: Where’s Toby?

Chapter 11: Tracking a Monster

Chapter 12: This Changes Nothing

Chapter 13: Fight or Flight

Chapter 14: The Morning After

Chapter 15: Forgiving

Chapter 16 Basic Law Enforcement Training Graduation

Chapter 17: Sad News

Chapter 18: Rae’s Fishing Camp

Chapter 19: Café Rush

Chapter 20: Next Day

Chapter 21: Waitress from Hell-O

Chapter 22: Breakfast at the Depot

Chapter 23: To Catch a Murderer

Chapter 24: Uncovering Dark Secrets

Chapter 25: Sunflower Fields Forever

Chapter 26: Thank You?

Chapter 27: Being Neighborly

Chapter 28: Staking Claim

Chapter 29: Smack Down at the Depot

Chapter 30: The Depot Cafe

Chapter 31: Old and New Collide

Chapter 33: Finding a Mystery Man

Chapter 34: First Sleepover

Chapter 35: The McKenzies

Chapter 36: Toby’s Missing

Chapter 37: The Search Continues

Chapter 38: Phil’s River House

Chapter 39: The Veteran’s Day 5K

Epilogue: The Fishing Camp

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Acknowledgements


[image: image]


No one succeeds in a vacuum. I couldn’t pull off writing, editing, formatting, cover design, marketing and all that other jazz without a team of supportive people. I would like to thank my husband, David who is my source of all things mechanical. He has also been my cheerleader and at times he has had to tell me, “the book isn’t going to write itself.” He knows I want this dream and he believes in me, even on those days I don’t believe in myself. My mom, who after attending a few writers’ meetings said, “I don’t know how you do all that. It sounds like work to me.” To my tribe, readers and fellow writers who have encouraged me to keep going even when I’d like to give up. I have to name a few: my little (adopted) sister Robina, my mentor Marni, my writer-sisters: Kay, Eileen, Tammy, Lisa and Kim, my first reader-fan Brenda. To my sis-in-law, Denise, my in-laws and out-laws, so many have helped in different ways. Katelynn Hollister Photography for my author photo and advice on the cover. The New Romance Café and Andie Wood for opening doors a world away. To my writers’ groups: The Pamlico Writers’ Group and The Heart of Carolina RWA, thank you for your help, guidance and friendship. 

To the newbie writers just starting to dream, believe in yourself, read, write, learn and don’t give up. If I can do it, you can. 

Thanks to all of you who have made my dream of being a published author a reality.  

Not everyone gets a second chance at life, or at love. Tobias Anthony Roberts, aka. Tar isn’t going to let a little thing like divorce papers stop him from getting his family back. 

Jenna McKenzie Roberts doesn’t have time for romance. She has her hands full with a five-year-old son, a stubborn father recovering from bypass surgery, and her café, she has no intention of letting her estranged husband back in her life or her heart. 

Can Jenna and Tar’s renewed relationship withstand a parents’ worst nightmare? 

Sometimes, all you need is a little faith, and a second chance. 
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Prologue: Leeward, North Carolina
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The stench of steaming crabs slapped him in the face as soon as he slid from the jeep. Tar gagged and considered getting back in and driving off. “God, I hate this place,” he grumbled. Leeward was the toe jam of eastern North Carolina, not the place to raise his son. He stretched, rubbing his knee above the rim of his artificial leg. The ride from Lejeune had been long. He was stiff and there’d been too much time to think. He wiped his sweaty palms on the legs of his pants. His stomach churned. The odor of seafood scraps broiling in the sunshine did little to soothe his mind or his stomach. I need to get Jenna and Toby away from here.

Tobias Anthony Roberts, known to his friends and fellow recruits as Tar, sighed. It wasn’t the first time he’d wondered when his life had gone to shit. He clenched his jaw, glaring at the manila envelope lying on the passenger seat. The bright white address label glowed against the orangey color of the envelope. Tar licked his lips, wishing for something cool to quench his thirst. Jenna wanted a divorce.  He shouldn’t be surprised. They’d not lived together for almost two years.

A flash of dark red hair caught his attention. He watched his wife through the cracked glass of the huge front window. Mac’s really let this place go to hell. Tar noted the peeling and powdering paint, the drooping gutters and broken concrete. He’d heard in rehab Mac had suffered another heart attack. The first one had been the excuse Jenna used for leaving him. She would have found another if it hadn’t happened. 

A hot wind pushed sand across the parking lot. His heart raced and fear clogged his throat. It took a great deal of concentration and deep breathing to remind himself it wasn’t the smell of raw sewage, petrol and exotic spices mingling with unwashed bodies assaulting his nasal passages, but the aroma of grease, newly turned earth and the local crab house still in production even though it was early October. The damn season should be over. When would it cool off? The reality burned away the waking nightmare. You’re not in Afghanistan. He repeated it over and over until the feeling passed. 

I shouldn’t have come. I’m not ready to be a husband or father again. Jenna passed the window, smiling at a customer. Like the first rays of sunlight when you’d been too long in the dark, her smile lit up the room. The pain, not to his eyes but to his chest, reminded him of why he’d come. You may not get a second chance. The jeep chimed, reminding him he’d not shut the door. You’re draining the battery, idiot. He considered climbing back into the jeep and riding back to Camp Lejeune.

Coward. He could face Afghan soldiers but the prospect of confronting his hundred and twenty-pound estranged wife left him shaking in his boots. Well, his Reeboks at least. He was processing out of the Corp. Would she care? Would it matter? Once a Marine, always a Marine! Tobias Anthony Roberts was no coward! He could handle one little five-foot-eight redhead. He swallowed the lump in his throat. He hoped.

Aware of the stares he was getting from the locals, he pushed the door of the jeep closed. Small, southern towns tended to be clannish, and outsiders, especially those with a little darker skin, tended to draw unwanted attention. Yeah and those who talk to themselves probably get carted off to Dorothy Dix Hospital for the mentally impaired. Or did they close that one down? He shrugged and straightened to his full height. He stretched his stiff leg and marched through the doors, determined to get his family back.
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Chapter 1: Welcome to the Depot Cafe
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“Dad, I’ve got this,” Jenna said, sliding past Mac McKenzie on her way to deliver another order. It had been a busy morning. Breakfast oozed into lunch with little more than a sigh. The well-choreographed dance of the cafe becoming something resembling an old slapstick comedy, thanks to her dad’s interference. She’d prayed he would tire and leave before the rush, but God wasn’t listening. 

Her father’s meddling frazzled her already taut nerves. They’d bumped into each other and mixed up orders. His undermining her leadership confused her employees. Relieved he was feeling better Jenna just needed him to remember she’d been running the cafe successfully for nearly two years. 

Stubborn old coot hadn’t wanted to retire. After thirty years in the military, he only recently retired from the reserves. The stress and long hours at the restaurant, two heart attacks and a quadruple by-pass, weren’t enough to convince Mac McKenzie to retire and sell the cafe. It was only her mother’s threat to marry his rival Jack Farrell, after his death, that finally twisted his arm. 

Mac’s rival sat in the corner booth, his dark hair pomaded into a sixties’ pompadour. “You going to wait on Jack?” She asked picking up a pitcher of tea. Her father’s growl was the answer she expected. 

Jenna grinned and hurried over to the handsome, older man. The two were once best friends, turned rivals when Jack stole Mac’s high school sweetheart. Mac blamed Jack for Emmy’s suicide, carrying that grudge for over thirty years. 

Jack’s black hair held only a sprinkling of silver and his deeply tanned skin only a few lines, despite his years working in smoky bars and living in hotels. No, his age only showed in the shadows haunting his pale blue eyes. Jenna, like the rest of the town, knew his story. He’d become a successful singer/songwriter turning the tragedies of his life into heart-rending country songs. It was no wonder the tongues were wagging with his return to Leeward. 

Mr. Jack smiled up at her and requested one of his usuals. His deep baritone and slight southern drawl sounded like music and made it obvious why he was such a hit in Nashville. 

As she rushed past her father, he straightened to his full height and pushed his shoulders back. There was still a shadow of the handsome soldier her mother had fallen in love with. 

“You’re going to have to hire another waitress. I told you these heavy melamine dishes were better than ceramic, cheaper, too. You need to tell your cook to turn up the heat on the oil and she needs to hustle. What’s she doing back there, her nails?” Mac was full of advice and he didn’t mind sharing it. 

Jenna gritted her teeth as the phone rang. 

“And who’s answering the phone?”

Jenna took a deep breath and smiled through gritted teeth. “Can you get it? That would be a big help.” She wanted to scream as she rushed past him. 

“Jenna, if you used a tray, you could carry more.” His voice followed her as she carried plates to waiting customers. 

She shoved a plate in front of her brother. “Can you help me with him?” Jenna nodded her head in their father’s direction.

Mike looked up at her and grinned. The smile didn’t reach his tired eyes. A pang of sympathy added to her guilt. As the interim chief of police, he had a lot of responsibility, and sorting out the mess of the past few months, she knew he was carrying a heavy load. Despite the weariness, Mike looked good in his police uniform. “What’re you doing all spit shined and presentable?” 

Dana leaned over the table and stole a fry from his plate. “Doesn’t he look all handsome? A real, hometown hero. I’m doing an article on our police chief.” 

Mike rolled his eyes. “She wouldn’t take no for an answer,” he grumbled.

Not surprising, Dana rarely did. Jenna wasn’t sure how she found the courage to be so formidable, not after everything Todd and his gang had put them through. Jenna was one of the lucky ones. Mike, two years older, had run interference for her during high school. “I’d find him incredibly heroic if he would distract our father before he has to cart me off to jail for beating the man.” 

Mike’s hazel eyes, darker than her own, were sympathetic. He motioned his dark head towards his tablemate. “Can you do anything with her?”

Jenna glanced from her brother to Dana. Dana Windley was a bulldozer in three-inch heels. She looked like cotton candy, but she was pure steel with a southern drawl. 

Dana’s voice carried over the din of patrons. It’s why she did so well in amateur theater; plus, she was a bit of a drama queen. “I just said, you should join Cupid’s Zone. You’re a good-looking man in his prime and you're wasting away.” 

“Sorry D not interested. I’m too busy.” Mike shook his head and talking over Dana’s argument, said, “Has she signed up?”

Jenna opened her mouth to argue.

Dana zeroed in on Jenna, shaking her head, her soft curls swirling about her face in a coppery froth. “Nope, I can’t get my best friends to support my new business.” She sighed dramatically. “Rae is ecstatic with Logan, and Jenna keeps ignoring my plea, even though she would benefit from a night out with a nice man.” Dana batted her dark lashes and returned her attention to Mike.

Jenna, used to Dana’s theatrics, rolled her eyes. “I don’t have the extra time or money. Between Toby and the café...”

“Jenna, your customers are waiting!” Mac McKenzie bellowed.

Jenna glared at Mike. “And our father. I’m lucky to have time to brush my teeth. I don’t have time for a man.”

Mike grabbed her hand. “If I distract the old man, you’ll sign up for Dana’s dating thing?”

Jenna tried to pull her hand from his grip. “I told you, I don’t have the money. I’ve sunk everything I have into the cafe and I’m trying to pay for a divorce.”

“I’ll pay your sign up or whatever. You know Mom and Dad will watch Toby. Dana’s right, you need a break. What do you say?”

Jenna knew he was trying to get out of signing up himself, but it was still a sweet gesture. She glanced between him and Dana, resigned, she said, “Fine, distract Dad and I’ll sign up!”

Mike ducked his head and began shoveling food in his mouth. 

“Great, come by the club tomorrow and we’ll get your profile and video done.” Dana slid from the booth. “I’ve got to bounce. I’ve got a new gig for the Pamlico Sun.” 

Mike looked up, and she gave him a triumphant grin. 

Jenna glanced from one to the other. Mike went back to shoveling. 

“Hey, I asked for crispy fries.”

Jenna glared at the irritating customer who’d found fault with everything he’d ordered but still managed to eat almost everything on his plate. 

Dana put a ten under her water glass and blew a kiss. With a flutter of her fingers to Mike she sashayed out of the café with an extra swing in her step. 

In high school, Dana was voted most likely to take over the world, well at least the east coast. Jenna wished she had some of her energy. On second thought, I’d probably hurt myself. 

“Miss., my fries?”

“Fine!” Over her shoulder, she called, “I’m on it.” Grabbing the plate with the limp French fries, she hurried towards the kitchen. A large, familiar figure blocked her path. The plate fell from her hands crashing to the worn tiles. The heavy melamine plate chipped but didn’t shatter. She stared at the plate. Mac was right about the plates, of course, he was right about everything, just ask him. 

Jenna stared at the broad chest and tried to remember how to breathe. Her skin burned and her nipples puckered. The spicy, masculine scent she remembered all too well filled her head like smoke from a crack pipe. She lifted her eyes to meet the piercing topaz of her soon-to-be ex-husband’s eyes. The hard wall around her heart cracked. Memories flooded, allowing a fissure to widen with longing and desire. The pounding of her heart roared in her ears, drowning out the crowd screaming around her. Lost in the vortex of Anthony Roberts, Jenna fought the urge to throw herself into his arms. She struggled to control the swell of emotions.

“Tar, what-the-hell are you doing here?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She pushed past him, yelling, “Need an order of crispy fries, double cook them!” 

Ignoring the big, handsome man who’d made her scream his name in passion, Jenna grabbed a broom and dustpan, only to have them snatched from her fingers. 

“I got this,” Mac jerked his head to the café. “You got customers.”

Jenna bit her lip to keep from telling him where the broom might go, she muttered through clenched teeth, “Fine!” She stomped past Tar without looking at him. She didn’t need a second look to see how well he filled out his shirt, or how good the turquoise looked against his dark skin. She’d spent too many sleepless nights dreaming on that chest, her head resting against it listening to his heart slow to a steady beat after hours of lovemaking. 

Tar stepped out of her path, but she felt him watching her as she grabbed a pitcher of tea and hurried to top off glasses. His brawny arms strained the sleeves of his tee shirt when he crossed them over his muscular chest. They were bigger than she remembered. He looked good. Too damned good.

Jenna couldn’t stop her response to him. She ached for his touch, and the feel of his body pressed against hers. Her cheeks burned. She searched for the anger and the disappointment that had sent her packing in the middle of the night, but they were drowned out by the need engulfing her. Two years she’d spent in an empty bed. Two years of lonely nights and crying herself to sleep, and in two minutes after his arrival, she was ready to drop everything and leap into his arms. 

“We need to talk.” His deep baritone sent shivers dancing down her chest.

Her belly clenched. Tightening her jaw, she whispered, “You see I’m busy, this is what supports your son!” She lashed out, wanting to hurt him, needing to rebuild walls to protect herself. His face paled. A tinge of pink burned his high cheekbones. She regretted the outburst and wished the words back.

His golden eyes glinted with a cold, hardness. “You get money for Toby.”

Soul mates. Tar, Anthony was the first man she’d ever desired. She’d believed they would be together forever. She sighed. There is no such thing as love at first sight! 

But she was being unfair, the military paid family support even to estranged wives, but it was never enough. Suddenly weary, Jenna said, “This is rush hour Tar, I don’t have time to talk. Come back later.”

In a cool, controlled voice he replied, “Fine, I want to see Toby.”

Her greatest fear was that he would take Toby away. She dug her nails into her palms and opened her mouth to tell him to go to hell.

Her father interrupted. “He’ll be home from school in a few minutes.” 

Jenna glared at her father. Anger and fear steamed in her ears, making her feel faint.

“School?” Tar looked from Mac to Jenna, and something in his expression released her the fear. 

“Pre-school,” Jenna clarified. Tar relaxed, giving a nod of understanding. 

“Angela picks him up and takes him to our house until Jen closes the café,” Mac volunteered.

Jenna fought the urge to pop her dad on the top of his pointed head. Did he not know when to shut up? The hope in Tar’s face kept her silent. He has a right to see his son. She didn’t have to like it. 

“He sent me an invitation to some beauty pageant. Jenna, what are you doing to our son?”

Before Jenna could open her mouth and let him have a piece of her mind, Mac answered, “Oh, it’s not like that, Tar. It’s a fundraiser for our annual fossil festival.” Mac pulled Tar from the café as Jenna watched. She was happy to have her father out of her hair but wondered if she wasn’t trading one fire for another. 

***
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PHIL SAT BACK AGAINST the cushion of the booth watching the man leave with Mac. He fought the anger broiling just below the surface. I should have had a good father, one who protected me from the monsters. It was good. Toby would have someone else looking out for him. Malcolm wouldn’t hurt the boy with his father around.

Your father was one of the monsters... He forced his hand steady as he lifted the glass of iced tea to his lips. 

Jenna smiled, offering him a refill. “More tea?”

He shook his head. “I need to get back to work.”

She said, “Why don’t I fix you a cup to go?”

He liked Jenna. She’d always been kind to him. He lowered his eyes, not wanting her to see the demon lurking there. He tried hard to hide what he’d become. He’d fought it for so long, but he was tired of fighting the evil inside of him. Maybe it was time to unleash his monster.
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Chapter 2: The McKenzie’s Home
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“Daddy!” Toby cried as his grandmother opened the sedan’s backdoor and unleashed him from his car seat. 

Tar’s heart swelled as his son ran towards him, squatting he opened his arms as Toby threw himself at him. 

His grandmother scolded, “Be careful, Toby. Remember your daddy’s leg.”

Staggering back Tar steadied himself. “My goodness, you’re growing up too fast. You’re nearly as tall as me.” He shared a smile with his mother-in-law.

Toby pulled back and studied him with serious, dark hazel eyes flecked with gold. Red highlights tinged his thick, dark curls, his freckled face tanned by the sun. “That’s because you’re all bent down,” Toby said, so grown up for five years old. 

Tar grinned. “I am, aren’t I?” He stood to his full height. He wasn’t a tall man, barely six-foot but his bearing and attitude made many men assume he was bigger. He met his mother-in-law’s gaze over his son’s head. 

Angela McKenzie gave a brisk nod and walked towards the house. “Come on in the house. Toby is ready for his snack and he needs to change clothes before he plays. How about you, Anthony, would care for some refreshments?”

“I’d love some of your sweet tea.”

“It’s unsweet since Mac’s heart surgery,” she replied apologetically.

Toby put his small hand into his and led him into his grandparent’s house. The house hadn’t changed much since he’d first seen it six years ago. He’d been so sure of himself and of his relationship with Jenna. Her parents had wanted them to wait until she was out of college to get married. They’d been too much in love, too impatient. Jenna had tried to finish school while he was in Afghanistan the first time. He’d come home and Toby came along. They’d been happy, at least, he’d been happy. Would they have been better off to wait? If they’d waited, he wouldn’t have married her, not after losing his leg. They wouldn’t have Toby. He wanted his family back, but did he dare risk living with them with all the demons swimming in his head. 

Toby led him to the breakfast table. The McKenzie kitchen was like Angela, bright and cheerful. She brought him a glass of iced tea mixed with lemonade.

“Mac doesn’t drink lemonade so I can sweeten it like I want,” she whispered, giving him a conspiratorial wink. 

She set a cup of fruit juice on the table for Toby. Toby skipped into the kitchen and found two small plates. He set the table while his grandmother put several items on a tray. When Angela set the tray on the table, Tar smiled, happy to see fresh fruit, cheese, crackers, an assortment of cookies and even cut vegetables. He munched on a carrot while Toby and Angela took turns telling him about the Leeward Pageant. He’d already heard much of it from Mac. 

“Sounds like you’ll be representing your community, that’s great mijo.”

Toby frowned. “What is Me Ho?” 

A pang of sadness twinged his heart, Toby knew nothing of his language. For the last two years, their visits had been stilted, many had taken place at the hospital. He leaned into him bumping shoulders. “It means son in Spanish.”

Toby smiled. “How do I say Daddy in Spanish?”

“Papa,” Tar said.

Toby frowned. “But I already call Granddaddy Mac, Papa.”

Tar glanced at Mac and said, “You can call me Papi, or Papito, or you can call me Dad. Tell me about this pageant, are you going to win?” 

Toby grinned, nodding his head. “Mommy said, I need to do my best, it doesn’t matter if I win or not. I’ve been working hard. You’ll come Papi?”

Tar glanced up at Angela. “I’ll try my best.” There was nothing worse a father could do than break a promise to his kid. He’d learned to be careful; he’d let Toby down too often already.

The back screened door banged as Mike entered. “Any of those cookies left?”

Angela scolded him for slamming the door. 

“I thought you were eating at the café,” his dad said.

“Jenna kicked me out before I could get dessert.”

“She send you to check up on me?” Tar asked, taking a bite of the heavenly chocolate pecan cookies.

Mike snatched a cookie and shrugged. “She’s as bad as Dad with her control issues.”

Mac snorted. “You’re one to be talking.” 

Mike rolled his eyes. “I’ve not had control since I took this job.” 

“Well, you should have never let your sister and her friends get involved with a mission,” Mac grumbled and reached for a cookie.

Angela swatted his hand away and gave him a carrot. 

Mike swallowed his cookie and grabbed two more. “Like I could have stopped them. It was either allow them to help and try to ensure they’d all stayed safe or let them go off on their own.” He shuddered.

“It’s a miracle you weren’t all killed,” Mac grumbled.

“Mike and Jake had everything under control.” Angela cut her eyes to where Toby sat listening.

Mac glanced at Toby and saw the worry on his grandson’s face, nodded. “Yes, no harm, everyone’s fine.”

“Except Uncle Logan. He got hurt in the explosion,” the quaver in Toby’s voice warned he’d understood more than they thought.

Tar’s heart stopped beating. “Explosion?”

Mac and Angela rushed to say it was nothing.

Mike shrugged still stuffing cookies in his mouth. 

Toby said, “Mom and her friends had to save Logan’s sisters and kids who’d been taken from their families. They were going to be sold.”

The blood drained from his head. Tar gripped the table and turned to glare at his brother-in-law. “Sold?” He mouthed.

Mike shook his head. He wrapped cookies in a paper towel and shoved them in his pocket. His mom handed him a plastic baggy. He grinned and kissed her cheek. 

Tar knew blowing up in front of Toby wouldn’t get him the answers he was looking for. Holding his emotions in check was putting a strain on his nerves. Jenna was in a place where she could have been blown up? What the...

Angela once more saved the day. “Why don’t you guys go toss the ball around. Toby’s got a basketball game this weekend.”

Tar frowned. “Ah man, I’m going to miss it. I’m graduating from BLET this weekend.” He’d been hoping Jenna would bring Toby to his graduation. 

“You’re not reenlisting?” Mike asked.

Tar shook his head. “Nah, with this leg...” They would let him stay in the Corp, but they’d put him on a desk or want him to be an instructor. He’d opted to get out and had been taking classes to finish his law enforcement degree. He explained as much to Mike.

Toby ran to change clothes. Mike and Tar walked outside. “You want to tell me about Jenna’s part in this rescue?”

Tar could tell Mike was giving him the sanitized version of the story. Even without all the graphic details, he knew what had happened last weekend was worse than Mike was letting on.

“I’ve not heard anything about it on the news.”

Mike shrugged. “We’ve managed to keep most of it under the radar. There’s still an ongoing investigation.”

“And Jenna?”

“Is hardheaded and stubborn, but I couldn’t have saved those kids without her and the others.” Mike sighed. “I’m down an officer and we were already short after what happened this summer. You want a job?”

Tar frowned. “You serious?”

Mike shrugged. “Yeah, I am, I need an officer, you need a job. I know you, how you work man.” 

They’d trained together and served in Afghanistan, different branches of the service, different jobs, but they’d been friends. He’d not seen Mike since Jenna had walked out. 

“I take it you came here to convince Jenna to come back to you. She’s not going to leave here, you know. She bought the café. If you want Jenna and Toby, you will have to stay here, at least for a little while.”

Tar sighed. “Can I think about it?” This job might be the answer to getting his family back. Could he work for Mike and live in Leeward? He nodded. If it meant being with Jenna and Toby, he could.

Mike nodded. “Sure, it’s not like anyone’s beating down the door to join a small-town police force. The pay sucks but there’s a house not far from Jenna’s for rent. I’ll see if I can get the rent lowered to sweeten the deal.”

Tar nodded. “Okay, yeah, you’ve got yourself


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
MAY 1,2019
S LHOLLISTER
Dragonfly River Press, North Carolina





d2d_images/image000.png
>

52 Y

Dragonfly River Press





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





