
Table of Contents

Miz Scarlet and the Felonious Fiancé

Book Information

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Wait a minute...did you just finish my book?

Author bio

Sign up for Sara M. Barton's Mailing List

Also By Sara M. Barton

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Miz Scarlet and the Felonious Fiancé

[image: image]


A Scarlet Wilson Mystery #7

By Sara M. Barton

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Book Information


[image: image]


Draft 2 Digital Edition

Copyright 2020 Sara M. Barton

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the authorized publisher, Sara M. Barton, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, and events are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously in the context of the story. They are in no way representative of real life and any resemblance is purely coincidental.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1


[image: image]


“Scarlet, you have to bail me out.”

No hello. No “Are you busy, love?” No sweet talk. That should have been the tip-off for the start of what can only be described as one of the worst days of my life.

“Sure, honey. What do you need?” I asked, setting down the bed linens for the Red Oak Room.

“A hundred thousand dollars,” said the man who was set to walk down the aisle with me in ten days.

“You’re joking. What for? Surely not your tux. This upcoming wedding is already costing us an arm and a leg.” I groaned. “We should have eloped when we had the chance!’

“What? No!” Kenny growled. “I need it for bail money. I was just arrested.”

“Come again?”

“I was arrested!”

“You?”

“Yes, me!”

“You mean arrested, as in arrested by the police?”

I was in shock. Kenneth Tolliver, chief of Mercer Security’s Hartford office, was the last person I ever expected to have to bail out of jail.

“Do you want me to call somebody else or are you going to help me?” the exasperated man demanded.

“Where are you?”

“I’m in Danbury.”

“Danbury, Connecticut?”

“Yes, Connecticut!” he growled.

“What are you doing down there? You went to Philadelphia.”

“I stopped to get food and gas at the Quickie Mart on my way home.”

“But I thought I was supposed to pick you up at the airport later today.”

“Are you going to let me tell you what happened to me, or are you going to keep interrupting me? The judge set my bail at a hundred grand. Scarlet, you have to get a move on and secure it, unless you want me to spend the weekend in the slammer!”

Less than twenty-four hours ago, I had dropped Kenny off at Bradley Airport for what was supposed to be a quick trip to Philadelphia. What in heaven’s name had happened to the man?

“I will get right on it. Are you at the courthouse now?”

“No, I’m at the police station. You have to hurry!”

“I will do my best, sweetheart.”

“Scarlet, believe me when I say it’s a matter of life and death! Do better than your best!”

“It’s a matter of life and death?”

Seriously, if he wanted me to stop asking questions, he really did need to stop making such dramatic statements.

“Come and get me as soon as you can. And for God’s sake, don’t tell anyone!”

“How can I possibly raise $100,000 without telling anyone? I don’t have that kind of cash lying around!”

“You’ll figure something out. Just get it. Please, Scarlet!”

It’s not like I inherited a fortune or married into wealth. Kenny certainly hadn’t suggested that I tap into his bank account for the cash. What was I to do? I bit my tongue.

“I will see you later,” I promised, hanging up the phone. Slumping down on the guest bed, I stared at my phone. “I don’t even know where to start.”

Scrub Oak seemed to sense my confusion. The Four Acorns Inn’s resident cat hopped up on the bed, rolled over on his back, and offered me the opportunity to rub his belly, like some pseudo Buddha good luck charm.

“Not now, Scrubby,” I told him firmly. He snuggled against me, shameless in his bid for attention. “Unless you have an idea on how I can get my hands on that kind of money, I suggest you saunter off to have a nap in the sunshine, my friend.”

He ignored me, shoving his head under my hand. When my fingers tickled that pushy cat’s ears, he let out a contented purr.

“Seriously, though, I really do need help with this, Scrub. What could Kenny have done to warrant a bail that high? It’s not like he went out and murdered someone.”

I stared at the Google search box on my cell phone screen, flummoxed by the task at hand. Why would the love of my life need so much bail money?

“What happened in Danbury today?”

I checked the local news. None of the top three stories sounded like anything Kenny would be involved in. There was a car crash on Route 84, but he hadn’t mentioned that he was injured or at the hospital. A convenience store clerk was robbed, and police were looking for a suspect, but Kenny wasn’t a thief. The last one was about a murder victim whose body was found at Wooster Mountain State Park. “Kenny’s no killer.”

I kept searching, but there were no other stories about incidents in Danbury today. And then I scrolled down to a posted update.

A car crash on Route 84 was tied to a deadly mystery at Wooster Mountain State Park. The body of a man was found on a hiking trail this morning by two park visitors. Police later apprehended the driver of a car that crashed, who was not identified. They are holding him as a suspect in the killing.

I checked the local TV news stations. Although all of the reporters were providing sketchy details, they were still not forthcoming with the hard facts.

“Well, Scrub, if I’m going to get the jailbird sprung from the slammer, I’d better move my fanny and see what I can do.”

My first task was to contact the law firm of Martin, Dubinsky, and Moore. Paul Dubinsky took my call.

“Hello, Scarlet. What a pleasant surprise.”

“I wish it were, Paul. I need some legal advice, quickly and confidentially.”

“What’s the problem? Do you need a prenup written before the wedding?”

“No. Kenny needs a hundred thousand dollars for bail down in Danbury and he doesn’t want anyone but me to know he’s been arrested. He won’t tell me what the charge is. What would you, as my attorney, advise me to do?”

“He didn’t ask for a lawyer?”

“He refuses to talk about it.”

“How odd.”

“I thought so too. Paul, if Kenny is being held on that kind of bail, the crime must be a serious one. Why wouldn’t he call a lawyer?”

“Why indeed?” There was a long pause before he spoke again. “Scarlet, would it be acceptable to you if I made a couple of discreet calls to someone I know in the State’s Attorney’s office?”

“Could you? I don’t want to rush down there on a fool’s mission.”

“Yes, I can.”

“While you do that, I’ll figure out how I’m going to arrange for that bail money. I’d prefer not to have to mortgage the Four Acorns Inn. I might be able to get in touch with someone from my bank.”

“Don’t worry about the money. I know a bail bondsman who can take care of this.”

“Thanks. As you know, it comes at a really bad time, Paul. We’re just ten days out from our wedding. He didn’t even get to his appointment for his tux fitting yet.”

“I haven’t forgotten what you did for me down in Florida. Never fear, Miz Scarlet. I promise you that you will walk down the aisle as planned. Now, you just take a deep breath and relax. I’ll call you back as soon as I know which way the wind is blowing.”

Half an hour later, I still hadn’t heard from Paul. That’s when I knew in my gut that something had gone very wrong.

The minutes ticked by slowly. I tried to stay busy while I awaited the call. I cleaned a couple of the inn’s bathrooms, did a load of laundry, and vacuumed the upstairs hallway. I must have checked my cell phone ten times in the interim. What could be taking so long?

As my apprehension grew, I got even more fidgety. I went down to the vestibule and rearranged the flowers in the vase on the hallway table, plucking off the wilted petals on the yellow roses. Was this an omen?

“With my luck, our nuptials are doomed.”

Once again, Miz Scarlet is dealt a cruel blow by Fate’s fickle hand as the man she spent decades pining for is locked up in the slammer. Sources claim that the campaign of murder and mayhem was carried out to force the horrified bride to cancel the wedding at the last minute because the bridegroom had contracted an agonizing case of cold feet.

“Now I’m just freaking myself out. There is no way Kenny would ever kill anyone just to get out of marrying me. No, there has to be a logical explanation for all of this.”

I fought the urge to call Paul back. For all I knew, he was tied up in court on an important case, cooling his heels in a courtroom as a judge rambled on and on about this caveat or that caveat. Or maybe Paul was having trouble reaching his source in the State’s Attorney’s office. Meanwhile, Kenny was cooped up in his jail cell, no doubt cursing the wisdom of entrusting me with this urgent task.

“I can’t just sit here twiddling my thumbs. The clock is ticking. Should I stay or should I go?” I asked myself. The old Clash tune crashed its way through my brain with all the grace of a too-loud punk rocker. “Maybe I should get into my car and hit the highway before rush hour. If I leave now, I can be in Danbury in about an hour and a half.”

But what good would it do me to break every speed limit to get there if I didn’t know what was going on? It would be pointless if there was nothing that I could do for him.

“Come on, Paul,” I mumbled, staring down at my phone screen. “Call me!”

I tried a couple more Google and Bing searches, desperate for any clue about Kenny’s plight. Every TV station offered a teaser for the five o’clock news but none of them gave me new information on the case.

I began to pray that Kenny would call again. Sure, he would be angry when I told him what I had done, but I’d explain to him the rationale for my betrayal, and when I was done, he could tell me what crime he was accused of committing, if he was still speaking to me.

The phone finally rang just after two in the afternoon. My pulse quickened as I tapped the green screen icon.

“Scarlet, it’s Paul. Are you sitting down?”

He didn’t bother with pleasantries or reassurances. There was no hint that this was all a gigantic misunderstanding. That didn’t bode well.

“Is it that bad?”

“I’m afraid so.”

I sighed heavily and took a stool at the kitchen island, plunking my fanny down in it. “Go ahead, hit me.”
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“Kenny is accused of murdering a young man.”

Those words bounced around in my addled brain and came up short.

“Did you just say Kenny killed someone?” I asked, still stunned. “You’re kidding.”

“I wish I was.”

“That’s ridiculous. Why would Kenny do that?”

“It gets worse.”

“Is that even possible?”

“It is. It seems he dumped the dead body in a state park. The victim’s blood was found all over the front passenger seat of the rental car that Kenny picked up in Philadelphia.”

“No,” I shook my head back and forth, trying to clear my confusion. “That can’t be right.”

“The evidence is pretty convincing, Scarlet. But there’s more.”

“Oh, dear Lord.”

“Witnesses identified him as the suspect who robbed a convenience store.”

“No, no, no! Whoa!” My brain froze up at those words. Did he say witnesses identified Kenny as the suspect who robbed a convenience store?

“There was more than one witness, Scarlet.”

“There must be a logical explanation for all of this!” I sputtered. “Kenny’s not some crazed criminal!”

“I agree that it’s out of character for the man we know,” he replied stalwartly. “So, let’s get down to Danbury and get some answers. Can you pick me up in Hartford? I’ll make phone calls while you drive. That way, we will have a better idea of what’s going on by the time we arrive at the jail. My go-to guy, Bob Lomax, said he’ll meet us there with the bail.”

“I’ll collect you in about twenty minutes,” I promised.

But things didn’t turn out to be that easy. First, I had to find a way to slip out of the Four Acorns Inn without alerting the Googins girls that I was on a secret mission. One teeny whiff of intrigue and I’d be at their mercy. Those two women had a knack for tag team interrogations. The first Googins girl would pose a simple enough question. “Where are you off to now?” And then, the moment I hesitated, trying to edit my answer to stop myself from spilling the beans, the other would move in for the kill. “Do you have a secret you don’t want to share?” No, I had to be careful about this.

I caught up with my mother in the living room. She was in the middle of writing an email.

“I’ve got to go out for a little while,” I announced.

“Oh?” She stopped typing on her laptop. A second later, those intense eyes of hers locked onto me like a laser-guided missile. For a fleeting moment, I thought I actually spotted the telltale red dot of the beam as it crossed the room.

“I’ll make a pot of coffee for you and Lacey before I go.”

“That would be nice, dear,” she remarked, still studying me with great interest. “Now, what’s on your agenda? Are you off to Macy’s for the shimmery stockings we discussed? You only have a few days to get some. What if they’re out of stock? Maybe they can check the other stores, but you’ll have to....”

“I promise I will get to it when I have the time,” I interrupted hastily.

“Oh, Scarlet!” My mother heaved a disappointed sigh. “First you shot down the idea of wearing a proper bridal gown in favor of a cocktail dress that you won’t even show me, and then you eliminated the veil. Please tell me you aren’t going to wear ordinary pantyhose. This is a special occasion. It’s your time to shine, darling!”

“No, I promise you I will get to that, but it won’t be this afternoon. I...I have an appointment.”

“Thank heavens. I was getting worried because you haven’t decided on your hairstyle. Judy told me she would show you a couple of options at the salon. She suggested pearl-and-rhinestone accents in your hair. Trust her to work her magic.”

There you have it, folks. The laser beam is already on the move, zeroing in on my destination. She’ll keep redirecting that aim unless I skedaddle.

“Yes, another thing on my wedding to-do list,” I agreed. “But that’s not where I am headed right now. I have something much more important to do and I don’t want to be late.”

“I’m sure you don’t, but I implore you, Scarlet. Don’t leave it to the last minute, darling. You don’t want to look like you just fell off the back of the turnip truck at the State Fair.”

Ah, another of my mother’s provocations. She knew if she got me rattled enough, I’d crumble and confess. I fought hard to keep my mouth shut, even though I was sorely tempted to inform Laurel that if Kenny was charged with a serious felony, there might not be a wedding. Maybe things weren’t as dire as I feared.

What’s the worst-case scenario, Miz Scarlet? We could hold a standing-room-only ceremony at the jail, but what do we do about the reception? Would Miss Manners insist that we invite the other inmates to join us? What if there are killers and thieves present? Do we use the good silverware and count it after we eat, or do we settle for using plastic and paper when we serve the buffet?

That was the moment that my mind suddenly flashed on that two-week honeymoon we planned in Tahiti and Bora Bora. Would we be trading that in for a conjugal visit?

“Hello, hello!” Cousin Lacey’s lilting voice hailed us from the hallway. “You’ll never guess what I heard when I was at the Senior Center!”

An exasperated groan escaped from my lips. Crap! Not another story about the romantic exploits of the sexagenarians! I don’t have time for this!

The other half of the Googins girls’ duo blew into the living room like a pop-up nor’easter, barely pausing as she tossed her packages on the armchair and exhaled the news in one hurried breath. “Prissy Priscilla Stanley got caught in bed with a guy twenty years her junior! Guess who it was!”

“Prissy Priscilla?” My mother was aghast. “But she’s always so holier than thou.”

“I know!” Lacey put a theatrical hand to her heart. “In a million years, I never would have guessed that she was that hot to trot. I mean, the woman is buttoned up so tight you’d swear she was a spinster librarian, for God’s sake!”

“I’ll leave you two to your gossip and your politically incorrect stereotypes. I’ll probably be gone for a few hours, Mom.”

“No, no! Scarlet, you’re going to want to hear about this!” Lacey insisted, suddenly clutching my forearm in her conspiratorial grasp.

“I’m sorry, Lacey. Any other time, I would be more than happy to hear the latest gossip, but I have to meet someone.”

“It will just take a second. Come, come, come. You’re going to die when you find out who the man was.” She steered me toward the sofa.

“I doubt it,” I confessed, glancing back at the foyer. Could I make a run for the kitchen before they caught up to me? “Tell me when I get back.”

“Ooh, I knew this was going to happen. Scarlet has gone Bridezilla on us,” she told my mother, rolling her eyes towards the heavens in exasperation. “She’s completely lost her sense of humor.”

“Hardly that,” was my mother’s patient reply. “She has so many things to do before the wedding, Lacey. She still hasn’t figured out what to do with her hair.”

“You’re not still stuck on the idea of going without a veil, are you?” My mother’s cousin turned up her nose at that idea for the umpteenth time.

“Alas, I am. But you’ll be delighted to know that I’m mulling over the idea of borrowing the Crown jewels from the former Duchess of Sussex. In fact, I’m on my way to Meghan’s new place in L. A. now for a cuppa and some friendly advice. Lord knows we have much to talk over together. Meghan can tell me all about her wacky relatives and I can tell her all about mine.”

It was just the opening my mother’s cousin needed to rehash the subject of my wedding attire.

“At least she dressed for her wedding. If you won’t wear a gown and veil, how will anyone know you’re the bride on your special day?” Lacey wanted to know. “You’ll blend into the crowd.”

“Nonsense,” I scoffed, inching my way towards the doorway.

“People come to a wedding expecting to see a beautiful bride.”

“I’m not some twenty-something ingenue! I’m on the other side of forty, for God’s sake!”

“What does that have to do with the price of beans?”

“I don’t need to be the center of attention. Kenny and I have talked it over and we both agree....”

That was all Lacey needed to hear. It was time once again to mock my wedding choices.

“Laurel, maybe Scarlet would be more comfortable in a white sweatsuit for the ceremony. We could have the word ‘bride’ screen-printed on the front of the sweatshirt.”

“Not dressy enough,” my mother teased. “Do they still make that BeDazzler gizmo? We could attach some pearls and rhinestones around the collar.”

“Oh, that’s sheer genius,” Lacey chuckled. “We might be able to pick one up at a craft store. But there’s still a dilemma about the footwear. Does Scarlet buy white tennis sneakers for her special day or does she just wear her every day trail shoes?”

“I say dressy sneakers are the way to go,” the other Googins girl giggled. “Maybe we could find an old pair of Elton John’s or Whoopi Goldberg’s for sale on eBay.”

“Then again, if we got one of those BeDazzlers, we could go to town on those sneakers and save a lot of money!”

“That’s brilliant,” my mother lauded her cousin. “Why didn’t I think of that?”

Note to self: It’s always a bad idea to let the Googins girls engage you in conversation when you have someplace to go. Surely you have learned by now that it never ends well.

“You two are hilarious! Thanks so much for the moral support. I really appreciate it.”

“Lighten up,” Lacey advised me as she dragged me back into the room. “You know we’re just kidding. But if you keep glaring at me like that, those frown lines will set on your face permanently and you’ll look ten years older. Now sit down and take a load off.”

“You aren’t going to take no for an answer, are you?”

“When have you ever known me to do that, dear? Be a good sport and guess.” She was twitching with excitement. If she had to wait any longer to share her news, I feared her head would explode. Ugh! The last thing I want to do before leaving for Danbury is to clean up little bits of Lacey splattered all over the living room.

“Okay, drop the bombshell,” I implored her, removing her hand from my arm, “but do it quickly. I really do have to be somewhere.”

“Hot Hands Hellman.”

“The exterminator?” my mother demanded. “Is he the man with the giant termite on the top of his van?”

“The one and only.”

“That’s great. Thanks for sharing that. I’ll be back later,” I assured them.

“But you haven’t heard the best part, Scarlet. Who do you think caught them in bed together?”

“God, give me strength!” I pleaded to the heavens above. My prayer went unanswered.

“Not....” My mother didn’t even bother to finish the thought before Lacey’s head bobbed up and down excitedly.

“Yes!” she crowed gleefully.

“No!”

“Oh yes!”

“Okay. That was fun. Goodbye, ladies.”

“It was your friend, Scarlet.”

Nuts. I should have just left the Googins girls a note and slipped out the kitchen door. That will teach me to let them get their paws on me.

“Okay, I give up,” I growled, pivoting around to find the two of them had followed me into the hallway. “Which friend of mine caught the lovebirds in flagrante delicto?”

“Steve Woods.”

“Steve who?”

“Woods. You remember him. He used to come over here all the time when you two were in high school.”

“Oh, you mean Woody the Woodpecker. He was Bur’s friend, not mine,” I corrected Lacey.

“That’s right,” my mother agreed. “He had a crush on Scarlet, but she never even knew about that.”

“That’s because she was so enamored with Kenny, even then.”

“Give Bur a call. I’m sure my brother will find it titillating.”

“Anyway, it turns out that Steve was there for the, um...well, to put it delicately, the same reason the exterminator made his house call.”

“Was there a scene? Is that how you found out about it?” my mother wondered. “Surely, it’s really not something that Priscilla would want people to know, is it?”

“Are you kidding? Who do you think blabbed about it?”

“Prissy Priscilla?”

“Yes, ma’am! It turns out the men didn’t know about each other. Hot Hands Hellman wanted the contract to spray for pests, and Steve was hoping to interest her in some new windows for the house.”

“Isn’t that a stunner. You think you know someone and then you see a side of her that you never expected....”

Kind of like Kenny. I never would have expected him to go off the deep end and wind up in jail.
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Without another word, I scurried into the kitchen, filled the coffee pot with water and the basket with ground coffee, plugged the machine in, and turned it on. Grabbing my purse, I ran to the carriage house and got into my car, praying there was no construction on I-84.

Of course, once I neared the exit for the Buckland Hills Mall, the afternoon traffic quickly slowed to a crawl. This was the day the Department of Transportation had chosen to do some line painting on the highway. I started to feel cursed. Had the Fates conspired once more to separate Kenny and me?

It was bad enough when Kenny accidentally dropped my engagement ring overboard just as he began to propose down in the Florida Keys. Sheer luck saved that special moment from being a complete disaster. Maybe this new catastrophe was yet another omen to prove to us that we did not belong together.

I knew we should have eloped when we had the chance. We should have gotten off that plane and found a preacher pronto. If we were already married, Kenny wouldn’t have been rushing to get back from Philadelphia in time for his tuxedo fitting. Nothing bad would have happened today. Did he really murder someone?

I spotted Paul pacing back and forth on the sidewalk when I turned onto Asylum Street. With a quick honk of my horn to alert him, I pulled up to the curb.

“I am so sorry I am late. Those Googins girls were impossible,” I told him. He dismissed my concern with a wave of his hand.

“Not to worry, Scarlet. I’ve been making calls the entire time.”

“Oh, good.” Once he was buckled in, I flipped on my blinker and eased back onto the street. “Were you able to find out anything?”

“I’m still working on that.” He retrieved his laptop and balanced it across his knees. A moment later, he was busily typing away.

The ride we took was a silent one. Hopeful at first, I glanced over at the attorney frequently, hoping he would tell me what was going on, but as the miles fell away and no answers were forthcoming, my mood began to darken. From time to time, I’d hear a little bell. Paul would stop what he was doing and click on the latest email in his inbox. Every small sigh of dismay that escaped from his pursed lips drilled home one terrible reality. This fiasco would not be easily resolved. I didn’t dare distract him with questions.

An hour later, I pulled into the driveway of the Danbury Police Department and drove around to the parking lot at the back of the long brick building.

“There’s my bail bondsman,” he announced, pointing to a thin, wiry man leaning against the wall near the rear entrance. I pulled into the first spot I found, turned off the engine, and grabbed my purse. Paul waved to his friend as we crossed the fifty yards of pavement, and then he introduced us.

“Scarlet, this is Bobby Lomax.”

“Hi,” I said, politely extending my hand. With mirrored sunglasses sitting on the bridge of his nose and a pencil moustache beneath it, the bail bondsman acknowledged me with a quick nod and returned his attention to the lawyer. I dropped my hand.

“The guano just hit the fan, Dubby. They raised his bail to two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.”

“Yes, I know. My source at the State’s Attorney’s office told me. They want to bind him over for trial.”

The bail bondsman turned his gaze back to me. He seem to relish his role as the bearer of bad news.

“Your boyfriend is in a heap of trouble. This isn’t something that will get swept under the rug, no matter who he knows,” Bobby Lomax informed me matter-of-factly.

“Nonsense. It’s a case of mistaken identity.”

“Yeah, well...no. They’ve got your boy dead to rights.”

“Kenny is not a killer!” I bristled.

“He was covered in the victim’s blood.”

“Maybe he was trying to provide first aid,” I countered.

“Or maybe he killed him,” was Bobby Lomax’s reply. He didn’t flinch as I glared at him. “I’m just sayin’....”

“Well, now, let’s just wait until I have a chance to speak with Ken before we condemn him to a life behind bars,” Paul suggested firmly, deftly stepping between us.

Lomax didn’t buy that. “I could have done the hundred gees, Dubby, but I’m going to need serious collateral for the higher bail.”

“I’ll guarantee it, Bob. Ken Tolliver is not only a friend of mine, he’s also a private investigator I have used on important legal matters.”

“It’s your money,” shrugged the other man. “If you want to risk it, that’s your business. I’ll get started on the paperwork. Give me a half an hour, Dub.”

“That’s fine. We’ll be here,” said the attorney. As his phone trilled again, he pulled it from his pocket, tapped the screen, and answered the call. “Yes? What do you have for me? Anything?”

I watched Bobby Lomax trot back to the parking lot, where he climbed into a red Ford SUV with “Fast Out Bail Bonds” emblazoned on the sides. I could see him talking on his phone as he sat behind the wheel. A minute later, he tore out of his parking spot and sped away. Would he be back in time to get Kenny out of jail before the end of the day, or would the love of my life spend the night in the slammer?

Killing time while I waited for Paul, I did a Google search, my curiosity growing about the role of a bail bondsman. I found the website for Fast Out Bail Bonds and perused the menu. Under the “about” category there was a lengthy explanation of how bail
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