
  
  
      
        
          Tabor's Trials

          
		      
          TK Eldridge

        

        
          [image: ]

          Graffridge Publishing

        

      

    


  
  
First published by Graffridge Publishing 2022 

Copyright © 2022 by TK Eldridge

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental. 

TK Eldridge asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

TK Eldridge has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

Cover by Pixiecovers.com









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Chapter one



Tabor Parris didn’t know which was worse. Turning forty – or turning forty on October thirty-first. When she’d hit thirty, she’d stopped celebrating her birthday on Halloween and picked whatever the Saturday before that date was as her birthday. Which is what she was doing now – celebrating her birthday at Spyder’s Web, the bar her friend Spider Malloy owned and often bartended for. He was there now, behind the bar, making sure her tankard was never empty. 

“I need to do chores tomorrow, Spider. I can’t be hungover until noon,” Tabor said.

“Tay, you need to chill. It’s your birthday party and you have cake still to come. As soon as Eagan gets here, that is,” Spider said. He leaned his huge forearms on the bar, his white shirt sleeves rolled up past his elbows, the black and white striped vest fit to his torso and the black dress slacks that clung just right to his butt and thighs. Tabor would’ve climbed him like a monkey up a tree if ever looked at women – but he didn’t. Light blue eyes, dark black curls, tanned skin and cheekbones as sharp as knives, but it was the moustache and goatee around lips most women would die for that really made Spider special. If he’d charged a dollar every time someone asked him to model, he’d be able to own three bars. 

“It had better be strawberry cake,” Tabor said. “You know it’s my favorite.”

“Would I dare serve my best girl anything else?” Spider said with a laugh and leaned over to kiss her forehead. “You look amazing tonight.”

Tabor’s short curls brushed her ears and brow, the black strands teased here and there with streaks of pale blue that highlighted the blue in her hazel blue eyes. She wore her favorite clubbing dress of stretchy, long sleeved black lace over an electric blue bra and boy shorts set, the blue peeking through the lace here and there with the skirt ending just below the bottom of the shorts at the top of her thighs. Black silk stockings on long, muscular legs and black lace-up ankle boots completed the outfit. Her moon pendant rested against her collarbone and her silver raven earrings dangled and danced against her jaw. “I’m forty in a couple of days, Spider. I shouldn’t dress like this anymore – but I like it. It feels good. Sexy.”

“You look sexy, and you do not look almost forty. Almost thirty? Maybe,” Spider said as he inspected her face. “No lines at your eyes, nose, or mouth…girl. What kind of lotion do you use? Maybe I should start using it.” 

Tabor laughed and reached up to pat his cheek. “You’re the best friend an old lady could ever ask for.”

He grabbed her hand in his, pressed a kiss to her palm, and folded her fingers over it. “Back atcha, lovely. Let me go see if the cake is here yet.”

Tabor looked around the bar, then back at her beer. The Web was a classy bar with polished wood and gleaming brass, leather chairs clustered around intimate tables, with details and artwork reminiscent of the 1920’s and 30’s. A small stage held enough space for the local bands and the dance floor was big enough for up to twenty couples to dance. It often attracted the corporate crowd because it was near downtown Harbor, Massachusetts. Tonight, the music was a mix of old and new – and Tabor didn’t see anyone she wanted to dance with. 

To be fair, she was so far from a partying mood, she had used how bad she’d have felt for disappointing Spider and Eagan as the reason to dress up and be here. If it had been up to her, she would’ve stayed home in her sweatpants, fleece hoodie, and fuzzy socks. She’d be planted firmly on her sofa with a bottle of wine and the bakery box of gourmet cupcakes at her side. Of course, she’d have to spend the next three days running extra miles to burn it off, but a girl had her reasons, right?

Her head came up as she heard the rich baritone of Spider’s husband, Eagan, as he started to sing the chorus of Stevie Wonder’s birthday song. “Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday!” rang out across the room as Spider carried the cake and set it on the bar in front of Tabor, complete with two candles in the shape of the numbers four and zero. 

“Make a wish, Tay. Make it a good one. I have a feeling this is going to be your best year yet,” Spider said. 

Tabor closed her eyes and drew in a slow breath. She had no idea what she wanted, but she knew she needed a change. “I wish to find my best life this year,” she whispered in her thoughts, then opened her eyes and blew out the candles. Applause rippled through the bar and Tabor blushed as she leaned up for the cheek kiss from Eagan.

“Happy birthday, sister,” Eagan said as he handed Spider a knife to cut the cake. The first slice was laid out on a plate and slid in front of Tabor. 

She picked up the fork and took a bite, then sighed with pleasure. “Strawberry is so good. Thank you.”

“Strawberry cake layered with strawberry puree, then frosted with strawberry icing and decorated with chocolate-dipped strawberries,” Eagan said. “And I had them make two, so one gets sliced and served to the bar guests that want some – and this smaller one, the three of us have and then you take it home.”

“Oh, no. I’ll take a chunk home, but you two get the lion’s share. I can’t chase down perps if I’m carrying thirty pounds of cake on my ass and hips,” Tabor replied. 

“Gurl, you’re a detective, not a street cop anymore. How many perps did you chase this past year?” Spider retorted.

“Too many,” Tabor replied with a sigh. The conversation shifted to music and other things, so she let herself relax and enjoy the company of these two humans.

Tabor had met Spider one horrible night nearly fifteen years ago when she was still a young street cop. He’d been attacked and badly beaten out behind the bar after closing. The group of four young men had spray-painted slurs on the outside walls of the bar – and on Spider. When she got to Harbor General Hospital to question him, she met Eagan and saw how good they were together. Newly married, they had been written up in the local paper and some anti-gay assholes had decided to make a statement. 

Since her own marriage had just ended after two years of hell, Tabor wanted to do something good to show these two that not everyone was an asshole. She gathered a few people together and they showed up at the bar to scrub and repaint so the graffiti would be gone when Spider got back to work. 

From that time on, they’d been friends that turned into family. They celebrated each other’s triumphs and held each other while they dealt with life’s blows. And they encouraged each other to do the scary things – like when Spider and Tabor had encouraged Eagan to finally get into a recording studio, and when they’d celebrated Tabor’s promotion to Detective with the Harbor PD. 

As the night wore on, Tabor danced with friends and strangers alike. After one dance, she found herself in the arms of a man that made her heart race. 

“Would you like a piece of cake?” Tabor asked as they found seats at the bar to grab a fresh drink. “And I don’t even know your name. I’m Tabor.”

“What an unusual name, I like it. I’m Liam Corey, and yes, I’d like cake,” Liam said. “Is it your birthday?”

“Sort of. I’m celebrating it today, at any rate,” Tabor said. “I’ve not seen you around here before, Liam. Are you new to the area or just passing through?”

“Moved here recently. I co-own Books and Brooms, the shop at the end of Main Street. I used to do all the travel to suppliers, but now my cousin Maggie wants to retire, so I’ve trained her son, Sean, to do the buying trips and I’ll settle in and run the shop,” Liam said.

“Right, the magic shop,” Tabor said and took a sip of her drink. She’d shifted to water with lemon instead of more alcohol after that second full beer. 

“Wow, this cake is delicious. Thanks for sharing,” Liam said as he took another bite. “And may your year be full of wonderful things.”

“That’s a sweet wish, thank you.” She turned to the bar. “Spider, I need to head out. Give Eagan my love, will you?”

“Of course, darlin’. Be safe going home. I’ll talk to you next week,” Spider said as he handed her the boxed-up portion of cake she was to take home.

“Come by the shop this week and I’ll show you around,” Liam said to her as she pulled on her jacket and got ready to go.

“I’ll try,” Tabor said. “Was nice to meet you. Thanks for the dancing.” 

Liam watched the sway of her hips as she wove through the crowd and out the door. “Damn,” he muttered low.

“So, who are you again?” Spider asked. “That’s my chosen sister whose ass you’re eyeballin’, so let’s chat, shall we?”

Liam chuckled and held out his glass. “Sure, but can I get another Harp?”

“Huh. Good taste in women and beer,” Spider replied as they settled in to talk.
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