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Blurb
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Is Jody crazy, or has the world gone mad?

JODY WAKES FROM A TERRIBLE nightmare where she lost Drake into a bewildering world that doesn’t feel like her own. Drake is the sheriff, her mother and grandmother live with her father in Portland, her twin children are off to college, and the supernatural doesn’t exist in this Harrow Bay.

Everyone says she had a concussion, and it’s just the aftereffects causing her memory loss and sense that everything is wrong. Jody tries to believe that, but she can’t truly convince herself. When she learns she’s up against a marid, it takes all her strength to fight, and it will take more than being strong to get back what she’s lost.
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Chapter One
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JODY

Jody exploded from sleep, gasping as she realized she was letting out a keening cry. Tears blurred her eyes, and she started to shudder and shake. She let out a startled scream when arms went around her, and she jerked back. Her eyes widened at the sight of Drake. “How...? You’re dead.”

He frowned at her, looking confused. “Are you sure? I feel pretty alive.”

Jody shook her head, confusion filling her. “You were surrounded by a flash of light, and then you just died.”

“It sounds like you had a pretty bad nightmare, honey.” Drake spoke the words gently as he pulled her closer to him.

Jody started to resist, but part of her didn’t want to. Yet she was still conflicted because the dream, if that’s what it was, had felt so real. “I was sure you died. I saw it happen.”

“It was just a nightmare. I’m right here with you, aren’t I?” He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her cheek. “Does that feel real?”

She slowly nodded, not protesting when he kissed her again and again, gradually making his way to her mouth. When he took a long kiss, she happily gave it, though it still left her feeling slightly out of sorts and unbalanced.

When he pulled back, he rolled over and tucked her against his side, pulling her into his arms and fully back into bed. “Try to get some more sleep, sweetie.”

Jody let her eyes close, though she was uneasy about the situation. She couldn’t deny Drake was right there beside her with his arms around her. Having him hold her felt wonderful and right, but the dream had been so realistic. It was difficult to doubt it, and she hated that her mind could conjure something so believable that it could convince her and follow her into the waking world.

It took some time, but she was eventually able to fall back to sleep by listening to the soothing sound of Drake slumbering, his light snoring filling the room and offering a comfortable and visceral reminder that he was alive and well right beside her each time her mind tried to replay the memory of the dream she’d had. It was a pleasure to be able to stop that haunting repetition of the horrible images her mind created of Drake dying.

***
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JODY WAS UP BEFORE Drake, and something about the room unsettled her. It took a moment to realize something didn’t seem like it was in the right place. Hadn’t that dresser been in the other corner, and she didn’t remember the full-length oval mirror that could rotate? She was confused by that as she walked to the closet, pulling open the doors to reach for a uniform so she could take a shower. When she pulled it out, she gasped at the size of it. “What in the world happened?”

With a groan, Drake slowly sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes. “Huh? What?”

Jody waved at her uniform. “How did I get the wrong size uniforms? I’ve heard of the cleaners shrinking them, but never something like this. It has to be several sizes too big. Even if they accidentally gave me Michael’s, I don’t think they’d be this large.”

He slid out of bed, revealing he slept naked—a fact which she hadn’t noticed before. Jody was unaccountably embarrassed by the sight of his nude body, and she averted her gaze. It felt wrong to be looking at him like that, though that was a strange thought since they were sharing a room.

He walked over and took the uniform from her, eyeing it for a moment. “Everything looks fine to me. It’s the same size I always wear.”

Jody frowned. “You always wear? I’m the sheriff.”

Drake laughed. “You might be the boss around here, but I’m technically the sheriff of Harrow Bay, Jody.”

She glared up at him. “What’s going on? This isn’t funny anymore, and why is the room different? Why are my uniforms changed?”

Any hint of humor escaped his face as his expression became more serious. “Hey, are you still having problems from the concussion?”

Jody frowned. “What concussion?”

He looks seriously alarmed now. “You don’t remember falling off your bike and getting a concussion? You were riding to the store when you hit one of those potholes in town. We’ve been after the mayor and City Council to get them fixed for a while now, but at least your accident finally got them in gear. Discussing the condition of Main Street will be on the agenda at the next meeting.” He rolled his eyes and shook his head. “That should solve everything.” Heavy sarcasm laced his tone.

Jody’s head ached as she tried to focus on the memory he talked about, but she was unable to recall it. “I just don’t remember an accident or anything like that. Everything feels skewed.”

“It must be, since you think you’re the sheriff. I can’t imagine you in law enforcement, Jody. Ever since we met in college, you talked about being a stay-at-home mom. If you change your mind now that the kids are in college, that’s cool, but I don’t think you can just jump into being the sheriff.” He winked at her.

Jody’s head reeled, and she looked down reflexively at her left hand. Sure enough, there was a gold wedding band and a matching engagement ring with a sizable rock in the middle of it. “We’re married?”

He put his hand to her forehead as though checking for a temperature. “You don’t remember that either?”

“I remember things differently. We were just dating, and I was the sheriff, and—” She broke off when she saw how alarmed he looked. She shook her head and waved a hand. “Never mind.”

He eyed her for a moment. “Well, if you’re sure, I should take a shower. I need to get to the station.” He whisked the uniform from her hand and soon disappeared into their shared bathroom.

Jody stood there for a long moment as the shower came on, staring at the room around her. Almost everything was as she remembered it, except for the dresser being out of place and the mirror that she’d never seen before. The walls were also painted a light blue, and they had been white before. That didn’t sound like how a concussion worked, but she couldn’t be certain of that. 

She couldn’t even remember the accident or the concussion itself, so how could she be sure she wasn’t exhibiting normal behavior following one? Maybe memory loss or distorted memories were part of the concussion?

When the water shut off, she realized she had been standing there staring aimlessly for several minutes. When Drake called through the bathroom door, “If you don’t mind, I’d like bacon instead of sausage this morning,” she startled in response.

“That’s nice. Make some for me too.”

He chuckled. “You know I’m not allowed in your kitchen, Jody. I’m nowhere near the whiz you are.”

Jody wanted to argue, but she was still confused. It seemed easier to go with the flow than anything, so she slipped her feet into slippers that looked familiar and felt like she’d worn them many times before shuffling down the stairs and into the kitchen a few minutes later.

She opened the fridge, and it was filled with healthy food, neatly organized leftovers, and a lunch sack that had Drake’s name embroidered on it. It was empty when she felt it, and she had a sinking sensation she was supposed to make his lunch as well.

She set it on the table, but she abandoned the task of making breakfast to ask Drake what he wanted for lunch. That route took her back through the living room, and she paused when she realized it was decorated differently than she remembered, though she hadn’t noticed while ago. 

Everything was sleek and modern rather than overstuffed and slightly shabby chic. It didn’t seem particularly warm and inviting, but something caught her attention. There were pictures on the mantle, drawing her closer to the fireplace. When had they gotten a fireplace?

That thought flew out of her mind as soon as she saw the picture that had caught her attention up close. It was of a blond-haired boy and a dark-haired girl, both wearing graduation caps and matching gowns, with banners that identified them as from the class of the previous year. As she studied their faces, she could see elements of both herself and Drake in them. Just as she heard him on the stairs, their names came to her. Tiffany and Austin. “Tiffany and Austin,” she said aloud.

Drake joined her in the living room, putting his arms around her from behind. “What about the kids?”

She shook her head. “I remember them, but only a little. It’s more like information I can recall but not really feel. Does that make sense?”

“Honestly, not really. You’re one of the best mothers I’ve ever met, Jody. You even give Willa a run for her money.”

Hearing the concern in his voice, she pulled back slightly and turned to face him. “I didn’t have any problems before the concussion?”

He shook his head. “I mean just the usual we all have, but nothing like this. Certainly nothing that would make you forget your own kids.” He put his hands around her face. “I don’t want to scare you, but you’re worrying me. Maybe you should see if you can get in with Dr. Carlson today for a recheck?”

Jody slowly nodded. “Maybe I can get Mom and Gram to come with me.”

Drake blinked. “Your mother and grandmother? Do you really think they’ll feel like driving all the way from Portland?”

Jody blinked. “What do you mean? They don’t live with us?”

Drake let out a startled laugh. “I love your mom and Gram, but I don’t think I could stand to live with them, honey. I’m not sure why you’re not remembering it, but Isabel lives with Willa and Elton in Portland.”

Jody’s heart skipped a beat. “My father is still alive?”

Drake wore a deep frown. “Maybe I’d better call in sick and take you myself.”

“No, don’t do that. It’s just...I thought he died. More than two years ago...” She trailed off, able to vividly remember being at his funeral. It was a sharper memory than thinking of her own kids. She could barely even conjure up the shadow images of the graduation ceremony, and there was no accompanying surge of pride or maternal affection. Yet thinking of her father’s funeral brought a fresh wave of grief.

“No, he’s definitely not. You promise to go see Dr. Carlson today even if I don’t take off? I feel like I should, but I know we’re going to be short-staffed since Michael’s off this morning to handle some personal business.”

Jody frowned, but she forced a small smile. “I’ll be fine. I’ll go straight to the doctor after breakfast.” She headed toward the kitchen. “You said you wanted bacon instead of sausage?”

“Yeah, but that’s all right, babe.” He intercepted her by taking her hand and pulling her back toward him. He spun her into his arms, hugged her for a moment, and kissed her lightly before pulling back. “I’d feel better if you’re waiting when Dr. Carlson’s office opens. I’ll just grab something from Avis’s Diner along the way, okay?”

She frowned, but she didn’t argue. For one thing, Jody was certain she didn’t know how to make good bacon. She either burned it or undercooked it every time, but that didn’t seem to bother Drake. She couldn’t help agreeing with him though. It seemed important to see her doctor right away, so she pressed a kiss to his cheek because it seemed like the wifely thing to do, walked him to the door, and locked it behind him.

Once he left, she ran upstairs and back to the room she shared with him. She opened the other side of the closet, one that was reserved for the clothes she very rarely wore, only to discover her entire wardrobe there.

Oddly, most of the things didn’t look like her style at all. There were blouses and slacks, and she had to push past all that to find a serviceable pair of jeans and a long-sleeved T-shirt. She laid them on the bed and approached the dresser like it might bite her. It’d simply been rearranged in a different spot of the room, and her clothes inside were just as she’d left them, or at least the top two drawers. 

The bottom two now belonged to Drake, but only half a drawer had been cleared for him as far she remembered. Of course, that must be from her dream-state and the hazy confusion that followed waking in this world. The concussion must have really scrambled her brains, and she was worried it might mean something serious, like a blood clot or potential surgery.
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Chapter Two
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JODY

Jody was waiting outside Dr. Carlson’s office when his receptionist showed up. She didn’t recognize her, but the woman seemed to know her. “What are you doing here, Mrs. Abaddon?”

For a moment, Jody was tempted to look over her shoulder, forgetting she was married to Drake. How could she not remember such a thing? Yet being addressed as Mrs. Abaddon didn’t feel right. She frowned, and then she shrugged. “I’m not sure. I think I’m having some problems from the concussion. Do you think Dr. Carlson can see me?”

“We’ll see what we can do. You’re here early enough that he can probably fit you in before the first patient if he arrives as early as usual.” She lowered her voice conspiratorially. “Unless Aoife keeps him late, he should be here right on time or early.”

Jody frowned, easily able to recall Aoife’s image in her mind. “The deputy? When did she become involved with Dr. Carlson?”

The receptionist frowned. “Since they got married about seventeen years ago. You don’t remember coming to the wedding? I remember seeing you there.”

Jody frowned. “No, I don’t remember it.”

The receptionist looked concerned. “I can see why you’re here then. I know memory loss can be part of a concussion, but I’m not sure if it’s usually so delayed in the onset.”

“How long ago was it that I hit my head?”

“Five days. I remember it well, because you were just a couple blocks from here, and Drake was the one who brought you in. I guess one of the neighbors saw you fall and called Dispatch directly, and he carried you straight to the clinic since it was closer than the hospital.”

Jody nodded, but she didn’t admit she had no memory of that. It was unnerving to see the surprise and unease in peoples’ expressions when she admitted she wasn’t remembering major events from her life.

“Have a seat there in the waiting room, Jody, and I’ll pull your file. Dr. Carlson should—” Before she finished the sentence, the main door to the clinic opened, and Dr. Carlson stepped in.

Jody recognized him right away. He was a handsome black man a few years younger than her, but she didn’t remember him in the context of being her doctor treating her after the accident. Instead, she could see a mental image of perching in the back of a coroner’s van with him as he bent over to examine a dead body that had fang marks hidden by slashes.

She blinked, certain that was some strange rambling thought created by her damaged subconscious. She wasn’t about to mention it to him.

Dr. Carlson frowned at the sight of her. “What are you doing here, Jody? Do we have an appointment today?”

Jody shook her head. “No, but I think I’m having some lingering effects from the concussion.”

He turned to the receptionist. “Do I have a few minutes, Emily?”

Even knowing the woman’s name didn’t do anything to jar Jody’s memory of her. It seemed she knew Emily, at least in a casual way, and had clearly known her for the last seventeen years according to the receptionist, if not longer, but Jody couldn’t remember a thing about her.

“You can spare twenty minutes or so with Mrs. Abaddon.”

“Come on back then, Jody.”

She stood up and followed Dr. Carlson down the hallway and into an exam room. When he nodded to the table, she climbed up on it and sat quietly as she waited for him to remove instruments and slip on a white coat.

“Sorry I’m a little disorganized this morning.”

“Maybe Aoife kept you up too late.” She said that in a teasing way, but part of her wanted proof that he was really with Aoife. She just couldn’t remember it.

He laughed. “No, it was more likely Jason. He kept having nightmares. Poor kid, and of course, Tyla is worried about the senior finals. I don’t know how to get that girl’s nose out of a book, but I guess that’s why she’s graduating a year early.”

Jody frowned. “For some reason, I had the impression Tyla was less than studious.”

Dr. Carlson frowned. “You must be thinking of someone else. Tyla’s a real nose-to-the-grindstone type. She takes after me.”

“You’re her father?”

Dr. Carlson scowled. “I should hope so. She has my name on the birth certificate. You know something I don’t, Jody?” He winked at her, but there was a hint of concern in his expression.

She didn’t bother to answer or explain that she remembered Aoife having been married to someone else and widowed, with Jason and Tyla having different fathers. She shook her head and said, “I’m having some trouble with my memory.”

“I’ll say.” He spent the next few minutes examining her physically, looking in her eyes, asking her to follow the track of his fingers, testing her reflexes, and feeling her head. Then he spent a few more minutes asking her basic questions. She knew all the overall general topics, like the year, the president, and her home address. It was the personal details that weren’t matching up.

He took a step back. “You seem physically fine, but I’m going to send you in for another CT scan just to be on the safe side. I think you probably just took a really hard scramble to the brain. It’s taking a while for your mind to process everything and put it back in a cohesive picture. Still, I’d feel better if we ruled out any missed issues from your previous CT scan the day of the accident.”

“What kind of missed items?”

He shrugged. “You could have a small contusion in a critical area, or you might’ve thrown a clot. You don’t have any signs or symptoms of stroke though, so I don’t think it’s anything like that. I really think it’s just all about your brain sorting through what’s real and what isn’t. It can be confusing after a head injury, especially if it does anything to your memory. We’ll get a good look at the memory center of your brain today, but I don’t really anticipate anything to come back negative.”

Jody felt simultaneously relieved and more than a little frustrated. “If there’s no physical cause for this, then what’s next? Am I losing my mind?”

He patted her arm. “Not at all. You sustained a serious physical injury, Jody. Don’t be so hard on yourself. It can take a few weeks or even a few months to sort all that out.”

“What if it never gets sorted out? What if my memories are gone forever?”

“I don’t think that’s the case. There was no physical damage to suggest anything to that extent before, and I don’t anticipate seeing anything new this go-round either. Just take some time to rest and let everything sort itself out naturally. If you have a memory that doesn’t feel right, you need to ask the people around you. They’ll help you clarify.”

Jody wasn’t entirely convinced, but the doctor seemed certain, so she left his office a few minutes later clutching a printout to take to the hospital to get a CT scan as soon as they could fit her in that day. She walked over to her Toyota, but she had the eerie sense it should be her mother’s, not hers. 

As she started to open the door, a flash of movement from the side caught her attention, and she turned her head. Her gaze focused on a woman with coppery brown skin, wavy brown hair, and big brown eyes outlined with kohl. Something about her was compelling, and Jody took a step forward. 

When her gaze locked with the woman’s, she started to open her mouth to call for her to stop, but instead, a sharp pain filled her head, accompanied by a blinding flash of light. The pain increased, and she grasped her head, crying out as she fell to her knees. She tried to keep sight of the woman, but even as the light faded away, she couldn’t seem to track her.

The next thing Jody was really clear about was Dr. Carlson kneeling beside her, calling her name and shaking her lightly. She opened her eyes fully and focused on him. “Yes?”

“You’re back with us.” He sounded relieved, and he sighed heavily. “Maybe I’d better send for an ambulance to take you to the hospital. We heard you cry out from inside the office, and we found you here on your hands and knees. Well, mostly your knees. Your hands are busy clutching your head. Are you in a lot of pain?”

Jody started to say yes but then realized she wasn’t. There was no pain at all. However, she felt a vague sense of sadness settle over her, accompanied by a hint of despair. “I... No, I guess I’m fine. Maybe I just tripped.”

“Follow my fingers.” He held up a finger and started moving it around. When Jody was able to track it, and he looked in her eyes with a light that was nowhere near as bright as the one that had apparently been a visual hallucination, he clicked it off and put it in his pocket. After a moment, he shrugged. “You seem fine and perfectly alert. If you don’t want to do the ambulance, I won’t force you, but I think you need to get that CT scan right away. Okay?”

Jody nodded as he helped her to her feet. “That’s my next stop.”

“Why don’t you call here at the office when you arrive at the hospital, Mrs. Abaddon?” said Emily in a helpful way. “That way we can be on the lookout for you and alert Sheriff Abaddon if you don’t show up at the hospital.”

“I don’t think that’s necessary.”

Dr. Carlson crossed his arms over his chest. “Either that, or I’m calling an ambulance right now.”

Seeing the resolute expression on the doctor’s face, Jody nodded. “Fine, I’ll call you when I get to the hospital, just as soon as I’m in the parking lot. Is that okay?”

“That should be fine,” said Dr. Carlson as Emily nodded. “Stay safe, and if you feel anything else weird happening, pull over immediately.” It was obvious he didn’t want to send her off without an ambulance, but he couldn’t find any real reason to justify her not going alone either.

Jody didn’t want to be trapped in the back of an ambulance. She couldn’t explain it, but it felt like a restriction on her freedom that she wasn’t willing to endure. Instead, she got in the car, drove to the hospital without incident, called the office, and then signed in for her CT scan. The wait was long, but she was out in less than three hours, just in time for lunch.
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Chapter Three
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JODY

After finishing at the hospital, Jody decided to swing by the Sheriff’s Station. It felt like muscle memory as she plotted the route, and she assumed it must be because she visited her husband often at his place of work. It felt somewhat like coming home when she parked beside the parking space for the Sheriff’s SUV, which wasn’t currently in its place. 

The two patrol cars were there, but she was cautious as she entered a few moments later. Would it be the Michael and Aoife she remembered, or were they completely different people? The concussion was really screwing with her head.

The layout was slightly different than she remembered, with Tara facing forward toward anyone entering by sitting at a large reception desk instead of off to the corner, but it was all familiar enough to feel like she’d spent a chunk of time there.

Tara greeted her with a smile. “Mrs. Abaddon, how are you feeling?”

Jody almost glanced over her shoulder before remembering that was her. She cleared her throat and shrugged. “I guess I’m feeling better.” It was bewildering to be talking about an accident she couldn’t even recall and pretend like everything was normal.
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