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Chapter Fifteen – Redemption or Reckoning

Epilogue



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


Chapter One: The Line They Cross

Brooksville, 6:47 AM – Route 6

Ray Booker sipped the last inch of gas station coffee from a paper cup that had started to disintegrate in his hand. The steam had long since vanished, but he didn’t mind. Cold or not, it gave him something to do while the bus idled just past the corner of Oakridge and Mayfair.

He glanced in the rearview mirror. The bus was still empty—clean, for now. The calm before the crayons and chatter, the spilled 

juice boxes and complaints about seatbelts. He liked this moment, even if it only lasted five minutes a day.

He reached over and flipped the master switch. The stop arm extended with a mechanical thunk, flashing red lights strobing through the gray morning haze.

Maya Gonzalez, first grader, unicorn backpack, and rainbow boots, stepped off the curb.

Ray watched her closely. He always watched them closely.

And then, from the opposite lane, it happened.

A black SUV. Loud. Fast. Tires slicing through the rainwater pooled in the gutter. 

Music thumping through its closed windows. It didn’t slow. Didn’t even pretend to stop. The red lights reflected off its shiny hood as it tore through the intersection like a battering ram.

Ray slammed his palm into the horn. A useless, desperate blast.

Maya flinched, her head jerking up. The SUV missed her by less than two feet.

“Jesus—” Ray whispered, heart leaping into his throat.

She froze, one boot hovering over the next step, blinking. Then slowly kept walking.

Her mother didn’t even see the near miss—she waved from the porch, phone in hand, smile on her face.

Ray’s hands were still trembling on the steering wheel. The SUV disappeared around the corner without even a brake light flicker.

Same SUV.

Same plate.

Third time this week.

He swallowed the rising nausea and reached for the small notebook tucked beside his seat. Leather cover. Frayed corners. A habit turned ritual.

Stoplight List

#41 — 7:02 AM — TRAVIS DALE — BLACK ESCALADE — Plate: C8Z 394

He underlined the name twice.

Travis Dale. Construction magnate. Loud mouth. Called stop signs “suggestions” at a town hall last spring and thought it was funny. Big truck. Bigger ego. No accountability.

Ray flipped back through the notebook. Travis had made the list twice before. But this one... this one came too close.

He gently placed the notebook back in its hiding spot under the floor mat—a small square he’d unscrewed and modified after his third year on the job.

Back then, he used to log the names just to vent. It was therapeutic. He told himself he was just keeping track in case the law ever decided to care.

But the law never cared.

This wasn’t venting anymore.

This was record-keeping.

And lately... it was beginning to feel like targeting.

Ray took a deep breath. Maya had made it on safely. But what if she hadn’t?
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