
  
    [image: Capeless Heroes]
  


  
    
      For everyone who’s ever gone through with it

      Even when they were afraid.

    

  


  
    
      Capeless Heroes

      Tales of Everyday Saviors

    

    
      
        Jason A. Adams

      

    

    
      Spiral Publishing, Ltd.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Heeeere they come to save the day!

      

      Who doesn’t love a good hero or heroine? A dashing crusader swooping in to defeat the villain’s dastardly plan. The masked man cleaning up the town before riding off into the sunset. The mysterious stranger who arrives in the nick of time to unravel the wicked wizard’s evil enchantment.

      I love those stories, too. But even more, I love stories about ordinary people, whose tiny acts of heroism never make the news.

      From parents raising their kids right, to people getting turtles out of the road, to folks doing something that scares them to death, just because it needs to be done.

      This type of hero is all around us. And more often that we might think, inside us as well. Think of the adults who said just the right thing when you were young, some nugget of wise advice that you’ve never forgotten. Think of the guy who knew just what to do when your car wouldn’t start, or the librarian who found the perfect book to help you through a trying time.

      Who are these people, if not heroes?

      The stories in this collection explore those everyday heroes and heroines. From a state trooper who has to rescue her partner in a very un-policelike way, to a young man trying to decide what to do with his life. From a teenage girl trying to help her best friend, to a puppy’s savior.

      I couldn’t resist slipping in a true knight of the streets. Dirk Knight, that is. My favorite aspiring private eye, who always manages to save the day in spite of himself. Poor guy, he still doesn’t get to be the closer.

      So come on a ride-along with this band of unlikely saviors. See if you recognize them in those you meet next time you go to the grocery store.

      Who knows? You might be someone’s hero, and you never even realized.

      You’ll find more stories with Dirk, Trooper Foyle, and the young hero of “Freeing the Spirit” at www.jasonadams.info. While you’re there, sign up for regular updates from the Brain Squirrels about upcoming stories, travel news, pictures of the cats who rescued me, and whatever else strikes my fancy come newsletter time.

      Happy heroing!
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      For everyone who trusts a good dog’s nose.
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      God, if you’re there, please cast the inventor of departmental audits into the deepest, hottest lake of napalm you’ve got.

      Joan Foyle sighed and opened yet another folder full of hoary old paperwork that stank of mildew and rodent turds.

      The semi-decennial audit would be the death of her, and had her seriously considering dipping into the evidence room’s stash.

      The Wise County office of the Virginia State Police’s drug enforcement division wasn’t the busiest in the Commonwealth, by any means. But that meant that the regular, irregular sieving of old reports and collation of case files didn’t happen near often enough.

      And she’d only been working for the DED for less than two years, so this was her first rodeo.

      As low woman on the totem, she drew the lucky straw and had spent the last two days going through all the files in the office’s fifteen cabinets, checking to see if all the Ts were dotted and the Is crossed.

      Her own eyes were definitely crossed after half a ton of paperwork. In triplicate.

      She grabbed another folder, this one labeled Analysis of Items Recovered from Lick Fork Mine Shaft #3. That had been a good one.

      She hadn’t been involved in that raid. She’d read about it in the newspaper, back before she had a valid driver’s license. A bunch of bootleggers had decided herbal products would be more profitable than booze, and had filled an abandoned coal shaft with grow lights and wooden tubs full of imported mary jane.

      No one had caught on to the operation until the crew managed to blow the transformer they were stealing power from.

      Joan added the folder to the obsolete pile, wincing at the sting in her fingertips. The ancient, mummified paper was sucking every last bit of moisture from her hands. And she couldn’t slather on some lotion, for fear of staining the oh-so-important fossil record.

      She picked up her coffee mug. Took a cautious sip, and pulled a face she could feel all the way down to her knees. Cop coffee had a well-deserved reputation already, and this particular example of the dark arts had gone as cold and bitter as Ms. Haversham in that old Dickens novel.

      Joan stood up, admiring the display her body’s percussion section gave as various under-worked joints tried to get used to their first new position in hours. Time to give the audit a rest and go for a quick walk around the parking lot.

      The commander couldn’t knock her for trying to keep herself in peak physical condition, right?

      Outside, she squinted against the sunbeams that cut down from the ridge to the west, skewering her overworked eyes. She welcomed the light, though. At least it wasn’t fluorescent.

      As the sun’s warmth fought against late April’s cool breeze, Joan went through a quick set of limbering up exercises. She’d been out of school for more years than she cared to admit, but she still used her old softball and track routines to keep the ol’ muscles loose and (hopefully) toned.

      Hell. Maybe something would happen to take her away from that damn desk and those double-damned stacks of folders.

      Joan was on her third lap around the parking lot, wondering if she should tell Trooper Hines that his left rear tire needed some air, when Jace Everett began singing about the bad things he wanted to do with her.

      Larry. Her big, handsome sheriff of a boyfriend.

      Boyfriend. She still couldn’t get used to that word, even after two years. She hadn’t had a boyfriend since college. And never one that lit her match the way Larry did. He’d been her boss at one time, until she gave up her deputy’s star to take the job with the state police. A good career move, and a better personal one, since there weren’t any rules about cops in different agencies dating, now were there?

      She felt the smile that she couldn’t do a thing about as she pulled her phone from her belt and hit the magic button.

      “Hey there, sugarbear. Are you calling to tell me I’ve been recalled to county service and won’t be able to finish my paperwork, more’s the pity?”

      A laugh came through the phone. One that warmed her in all the right places.

      “Sorry, sugarplum. About all I can do for you is a bucket of chicken from Lulu’s, and a reserved spot on the sofa.”

      She sighed again. With pleasure and anticipation this time.

      “Sounds heavenly. Want me to meet you there, or do you need to come here and arrest me?”

      And there was that laugh again.

      “There might be handcuffs in your future, young lady. But not until you finish every bite of the fudge cake a certain extremely generous lawman baked up this afternoon. If you can get away in the next few minutes, it might even still be warm when you get here.”

      Joan checked her watch. 5:30. Past her usual quitting time. Screw the audit!

      “Sheriff, I shall keep my bubble flashing and my wailer wailing as I abuse every speed limit between here and that cake.”
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      There’s nothing like a good breakfast after a night of good sex and good sleep, both with the man you love more than life. More than fudge cake, even. If that’s possible.

      Joan sat at Larry’s kitchen table, enjoying the cool air against her flesh. He still hadn’t got used to the fact that she wore clothes all day, and saw no reason to wear them when she didn’t need to.

      “Any visitors last night?” she said, taking a drink of good not-cop coffee while she could.

      “Nope, not last night. Why? You expectin’ trouble?”

      Larry had told her about how his long-dead great-grandmother came in his dreams, sometimes. When there was something he needed to know, or something he needed special help with. She didn’t want to believe in ghosts, what her own grandmother called haints, but she’d experienced a bit too much weirdness since cuffing herself to his wrist to rule anything out.

      He puttered around between fridge, stove, and table, setting a plate full of grits and eggs in front of her. She couldn’t help but check that fine backside of his. He might have a little bit of snow on his rooftop, but Larry Crabtree was still a fine-looking hunk of lawman.

      And he looked cute as anything with his Granny’s old flowery apron on over his brown sheriff’s uniform.

      “So what’s on your agenda today, my good sheriff?” she said between bites of the best eggs she’d ever tasted. What all did he put in them, anyway?

      “Ah, I got to get on out to Floyd Davis’ place,” he said, sitting down with his own food. “We got a call about how Floyd’s boy Gary is driving around in a brand-new Dodge Charger, and the whole family on assistance.”

      She took another bite, this time with a chaser of steaming cheese grits that had her sucking air.

      “Gary Davis. Nephew of Archie Davis. Hmm.”

      Larry gave her a look.

      “What’s that hmm about, Joanie? You know something I should?”

      She shrugged, wiped a smear of grits from her right breast. That was gonna leave a red spot.

      “Well, I know Archie was once upon a time part of a ring of moonshiners and dope runners. He was one of the ones busted when that mine shaft got raided back in the early Nineties.”

      Larry laughed and had to wipe bits of egg off his chin.

      “Oh, yeah. The Great Dickenson County Pot Mine. Did you know that all eight folks arrested turned state’s evidence? And that nary a one of them went to jail? I’d still like to know whose bank account was behind that little shindig.”

      Joan laughed along with him. Small town goings-on never ceased to amaze her, and she’d grown up here. At least her county hadn’t ever been raided by the feds for a political bribery scheme involving prize ’coon hounds like that place up by the West Virginia line.

      “Anyway,” she said, using her fork to scrape up every last speck of Larry’s delicious cooking. “Watch out if you go up there. Floyd’s a character, but he’s harmless. Who knows what all whoever’s involved with Gary might be up to, though?”

      “Ten-four, Trooper Foyle,” he said, taking the trashbag full of last night’s leftovers and chicken buckets from the can and knotting the top. “You want me to call you directly if I find anything? Or do I need to go through channels, so folks won’t think we’re up to hanky-panky?”

      “That depends,” she said, standing and stretching until her back crackled. The way his eyes lit up was probably the best compliment she’d get all day. “Show me what sort of hanky-panky you’re talking about, big boy.”
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      Finally!

      At three-thirty, Joan closed the last folder, and put it on the last pile. Three days and umpteen thousand sheets of paper, but she’d finally gotten through the last moldy oldie in the filing cabinets. Surely she deserved a promotion and a raise.

      “Bout time you finished up,” came a gruff voice. “We were wondering if you’d been sleeping on the job.”

      Lt. Harris. Her boss, and usually an all-right guy. Six-two and built like someone who spends most of his free time in the gym, Harris turned every whiskerless head in three counties. Pity he preferred whiskered heads. Not that Joan herself ever noticed his tight bod or anything.

      “You know what?” she said, threatening him with her stapler. A trained person could do a lot with a stapler. “I think I’m just gonna quit. Like right now.”

      He laughed, and set a cup of coffee with a famous name on the side in front of her. She inhaled as deep as she could. That was definitely not cop coffee.

      “Won’t work,” she said through a mouthful of drool. “I’m incorruptible and can’t be bought.”

      “How about a short-term lease, then?”

      He set a glazed donut down beside the coffee, still hot and gooey from the fryer.

      “Okay, you win,” she said, snatching the donut before he changed his mind. “I’ll stay. On a provisional basis.”

      “Can’t tell you how much I appreciate all the hard work, Foyle,” Harris said, sitting on the corner of her desk. “I had to do that hell my first year here. Not something I’d wish on my worst enemy.”

      “I can’t say it’s been fun, but—”

      The cartoonish strain of I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles came from her desk. Joan groaned, and picked up the phone.

      “Hey, Pauline. What’s up?”

      Pauline was the dispatcher/receptionist/secretary combo at the Dickenson County Sheriff’s Office. Larry groused about her annoying habits, like the incessant gum chewing. And popping. But she was a decent kid. Just turned twenty-three, and already had Cal, Larry’s deputy, wrapped around her purple-nailed finger.

      “Hey, Joanie. Have you heard from Larry? He hasn’t checked in for over four hours.”

      Pauline’s normally cheerful-to-the-point-of-nauseating voice sounded tense. Worried.

      Joan’s shoulder blades tried to join up and punch her in the back of the head.

      “When’s the last time you heard from him, Pauline? Where was he? Have you checked the bug on his prowler?”

      All county and state vehicles were equipped with GPS locators. Not always good for much in the coalfields, with their long ridges and narrow valleys, but she should at least have a last-known on the tracker.

      “Yeah. First thing when I noticed the time. His patrol car is at his place. Hasn’t moved since this morning. But he called in before he headed out to the Davis place, and that was after the last timestamp on the GPS.”

      Almost two minutes, and not one gum pop. Anything that got Pauline to stop chewing her cud…

      Holding up a finger to Harris as she quickly scooped up her purse and checked her keys, Joan tried to think. If Larry had gone up to the Davis place, why was his prowler sitting at home?

      “Listen, Pauline. You stay put, you hear? Don’t you dare leave that desk until one of us talks to Sheriff Crabtree. Where’s Deputy Fleming?”

      “He… Uh, I think he went up Sandy Ridge Road. Toward the Davis place. With all the guardrail work going on up there, he thought maybe…that Larry…” Now her young voice had gone thick and hiccupy.

      Joan felt that way herself, but it wouldn’t do anyone a damn bit of good.

      “That’s good, Pauline. Real good. Get Cal on the squawkbox, tell him not to stop at Floyd Davis’ place. Tell him he can drive by, check the driveway, but no knocking on the door until we get some cavalry arranged. Just in case. I’m going to check at Larry’s house. Just in case.”

      In case of what, she didn’t know. The Davis’ were rumrunning scoundrels, but Floyd was about as dangerous as a twinkie in a rain barrel.

      “I’ll call you from there. You best buzz me the split second you hear from Larry, got me?”

      If she heard from Larry.
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