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            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      When Dora and Evie land at Windy’s ranch in Montana, they fall hard, into an underground bunker, where they meet a man from Windy’s past. Sam, the love of Windy’s life, has been framed for stealing a prized race horse, and Dora and Evie are obligated to stay and help solve the crime before heading back to Pensacola. With an entry into the Ms. Rockin’ Rodeo pageant, a crash course in cow milking, and a stint as a rodeo clown, the crime-solving friends have their hands full this time. Can they prove Sam’s innocence and finally get the evidence they need to return home to their beachside town and clear Dora’s name?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      Dora Winslow wanted to scream. As if it wasn’t bad enough that she was on the run from a crime that she didn’t commit, now she, Evie, Sunshine, and Windy were trapped in an underground bunker safehouse that didn’t appear to have any food or water.

      Just moments after arriving at Windy’s ranch, they’d been chased by a bull and fallen through the earth into what could only be described as a barren cell. The air was stale and carried the odor of rotting things. Hopefully not a dead body. How in the heck did they get themselves into these things?

      “Windy?” Dora said to the older woman who’d been running from the law and living in Northern California on a pot farm since before Evie and Dora had even been born.

      “Yes, Dora?” Windy said from her spot on the edge of the mattress they’d landed on when they fell into the bunker. The bed was the only thing in the room besides themselves. She was glancing around the bunker, smiling to herself.

      “Why are you so amused? This situation appears to be rather dire.” Dora ran a frustrated hand through her short bleach-blond hair and desperately wanted to be back in Pensacola for margarita Tuesdays. Or was it Thursdays? It didn’t matter. It could be margarita day every day as far as she was concerned, just as long as the police weren’t after her. But she still needed to get the evidence on the flash drive they’d been chasing across the country for first.

      “I have fond memories of being in this room with Sam.” Windy bounced a little on the mattress where she was sitting, making Dora block out the cringeworthy images suddenly running through her head.

      Dora let out a frustrated growl instead, just as Sunshine, Evie’s white bichon, rolled over to stretch and ended up rolling right off the bed. She let out a high-pitched yelp that had Evie scrambling to her side.

      “Sunshine?” Evie squeaked as she snatched up the little dog. “Are you okay, baby? You didn’t hurt yourself, did you? You’ve got to be a lot more careful now that you’re in the family way.”

      Dora watched her bestie fuss over the pregnant dog, who appeared to be perfectly fine. Sunshine snuggled into Evie’s arms and wagged her tail as she soaked up the attention.

      “You’re such a good girl,” Evie continued in a baby voice and proceeded to check every inch of Sunshine to make sure the pup hadn’t hurt herself.

      Windy, who’d formed a bond with the small dog, had gotten up to stand next to Evie and started cooing at the pup while she petted her head.

      “Really?” Dora said, startling them both with her impatience. “I love Sunshine just as much as you two do, but she’s obviously fine. Her tail is going a million miles a minute, and she’s going crazy giving you both kisses. Can we work on how we’re going to get out of here now?”

      “Stop fussing, Dora,” Windy said as she tucked a lock of her long gray hair behind one ear. “But since you’re so impatient, I’ll get us out of here.” She walked up to the sealed door and started running her fingers along the seam. “There’s a latch here somewhere.”

      Dora and Evie were silent as they watched the older woman touch every square inch of the wall without success. Finally, Windy stepped back, placed her hands on her hips, and narrowed her eyes as she studied the area. “I could’ve sworn there was a latch in the plans.”

      “In the plans? You never tested it out?” Dora asked.

      She shrugged. “Sam took care of the details. The man is good with his hands.”

      Evie snickered, and Dora was beyond annoyed at the woman who had managed to run a very successful illegal pot farm for decades. She’d expected better of her when it came to such details as, say, being able to escape a hideout. But Dora swallowed her irritation. If she’d learned anything in recent days it was that Windy always seemed to have a trick up her sleeve, and getting worked up about a situation only delayed things. “So, who is this Sam guy and what’s the plan now?”

      Windy gave Dora a slight smile, walked up to the door, and then started pounding on it with her fists while she yelled, “Help! We’re trapped. Open up!”

      Dora’s heart started to pound against her ribcage. That was Windy’s plan? As far as she knew, not only could they not free themselves from the bunker, it could be soundproof as well. She glanced around one more time, desperately searching for hidden places along the walls, floor, and ceiling that might have storage. An underground hideout had to have emergency supplies, right? How long could they last without food and water? She glanced back at Evie and Sunshine. She gave them three hours tops before the hysterics kicked in.

      “Come on! I know someone must be on the other side of this bomb shelter!” Windy’s voice had gone up a few octaves.

      That was enough to kick Dora into panic mode. She shot forward and started pounding on the door, banging her fists while echoing Windy’s demands that someone open the door.

      Dora wasn’t sure how long they were pounding on the door before they heard Evie’s voice from behind them.

      “Hey, guys?” Evie called.

      “Get over here and help us get someone’s attention, Evie, or leave us alone,” Windy snapped and went back to pounding on the door.

      “Orrrrrr…” Evie dragged the word out. “Maybe we could pull this lever?”

      Dora glanced over her shoulder and spotted Evie sitting on the floor, her hand snaked under the raised mattress. “Windy, I think Evie might’ve found the magic button. Unless there’s another trap door.”

      Windy froze. “Another trap door? Sam did talk about putting one in at some point.” She scrunched her nose. “He’s paranoid, you know.”

      Dora still wanted to know who Sam was, but getting out of the bunker took precedent. “There’s only one way to find out,” Dora coaxed, unwilling to just stand there and continue pounding on the door. She didn’t relish the thought of another trap door, but if that’s what it was, maybe it would take them to where they’d find the exit.

      “Do it, Evie,” Windy ordered as she pressed her hands together in anticipation. Or was that a prayer? Dora wasn’t really sure.

      “Here goes nothing.” Evie clutched Sunshine with one hand and pulled on the lever with the other. For a second, nothing happened.

      “What the—” Windy started, but she was cut off by a loud screeching noise of metal separating.

      All three of the women stared at the door as it slowly opened.

      Dora let out a gasp of surprise as the glint of a silver handgun caught her attention. She was already moving backward toward Evie when Windy let out a cry of pure joy. The woman ran forward and threw her arms around the man who was pointing the gun at them.

      “Windy?” the older man asked, appearing stunned. He quickly stuffed the gun into the waistband of his jeans and in the next moment, the two were wrapped around each other, making out like teenagers.

      “Well, that’s one way to disarm him,” Evie said with a snicker.

      Dora glanced at Evie and whispered, “I hope that’s Sam.”

      “If it’s not, then I can’t wait to hear that story.” She pumped her eyebrows and smirked.

      “Same.” Dora stared at the two senior citizens going at it like high schoolers under the bleachers and cleared her throat. “Um, Windy?”

      But Windy mustn’t have been able to hear her over the sound their of lips smacking. The usually calm, even commanding woman was putty in this man’s hands. It was not a scene Dora had expected to witness. Even though she was getting impatient, she couldn’t help but laugh. How had her life turned into something out of a screwball comedy? Not even a month ago, her days had been filled with data entry and running accounting reports. Now she was traveling across the country with her best friend, a pregnant dog, and a woman who’d been running from the law for decades. And every situation they ended up in was more ridiculous than the one before. All she wanted was to find the flash drive that would help clear her name and get back to Pensacola and Luke, the man whom she desperately wanted to start dating.

      Or maybe they were dating already. She wasn’t sure. All she knew was that he’d been there for her through this entire ordeal so far, and the only person she trusted more than him was Evie.

      “Windy?” Dora tried again, only to be ignored by the older woman.

      “Hey, horndogs!” Evie called. “Give it a rest a moment, huh? We’d like to get out of the bunker if you don’t mind.”

      That got their attention. Sam finally came up for air and placed his hands on Windy’s hips, holding her slightly away from him even as she tried to move in for another kiss.

      “Sam,” she all but whimpered. “It’s been too long.”

      Sam glanced over her shoulder. “We have an audience, Dimples.”

      Dimples? Dora thought. What was he talking about? Windy didn’t have dimples.

      But when Sam patted her tush and grinned at her, it became all too clear which dimples he was talking about.

      Windy chuckled as she placed her hand on his chest and pushed him backward toward the open door. “Shhh. These girls don’t need to know the intimate details.”

      “Actually, we kind of do,” Dora said. “Who is this guy?”

      Sam craned his neck and glanced at Dora and Evie. “So, you have an entourage now?”

      “Sort of.” Windy smiled coyly at him. “They’re my special forces unit who very recently solved the murder of a friend of mine.”

      “Really? That’s… interesting,” he said, eyeing Dora and Evie.

      Dora tensed. Why was he scrutinizing them so closely? Had he heard about two women on the run from Pensacola? Seen their pictures up at the post office with WANTED stamped across the top? If he’d been on the run as long as Windy had, maybe he was considering turning them in for immunity.

      “Dor,” Evie said, elbowing her. In a whisper, she added, “Stop scowling at the man. We need his cooperation.”

      “I know,” Dora hissed. “But don’t you think we should know who this guy is since he apparently knows us?” Dora realized she had let her nerves and imagination get away from her. If Windy trusted him, then they should, too. Right?

      But she couldn’t. She put her hands on her hips and glared at Windy.

      “Jeez, your suspicious,” Windy said. She smiled up at Sam. “This is my man, and since you two showed up in California I haven’t had a chance to sneak away to see him.”

      “Your man, who just happens to have a bunker,” Dora said. “Let me guess, he’s in hiding too?”

      “She’s a clever one,” Sam said.

      “She is,” Windy said. “And so is Evie. We could’ve used their help back in the day,” Windy said and winked at Dora before she turned back to Sam. “Anyway, I brought the girls here to collect the package I sent you for safekeeping a few days ago. You do have it, don’t you?”

      “Yeah, I have that package,” he said hesitantly, still eyeing the girls as if he was trying to decide if he could trust them. “They solved a murder, you say?”

      “More than one,” Windy confirmed. “Their methods are unconventional, but they get the job done.”

      There was silence in the bunker for a moment, and Dora’s chest tightened. Her knee-jerk reaction was to throttle Windy for trusting the guy with her flash drive, but considering her current circumstances, she was hardly one to judge. She said, “Thank you for keeping the flash drive safe for us. Can you hand it over? Evie and I need to get home.”

      “Sorry.” Sam shook his head as he pressed his lips together in a thin line. “I’d love to, but unfortunately I’m in a bit of a jam and could really use a special forces unit of my own.”

      “Oh no. We’re done hunting down murderers.” Dora glanced at Evie as panic and fear made her heart beat faster. “We’ve already kept our end of the bargain. Windy promised us our package, and we’re here to collect.”

      “Here’s the thing,” Sam said, holding his hands out, palms up, as if gesturing that he had no choice in the matter. “Windy doesn’t have the package. I do. So if you want it back, I’m going to need you to help clear my name first.”

      “No way,” Evie barked out.

      “Suit yourself.” Sam clasped his hand over Windy’s and tugged her through the open door.

      Dora and Evie glanced at each other once and then quickly hurried after them with Sunshine in tow. But before they could reach the exit, Sam said, “Maybe a little more time in the bunker will change your mind.”

      Then the door slammed shut, leaving the two women once again locked in the underground shelter.
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      Evie clutched Sunshine to her chest and stared at the closed door. “You’ve got to be kidding me? Did they really just lock us in here again?”

      “Yes, but you know where the lever is.” Dora’s annoyed tone told Evie everything she needed to know. Dora was completely done, and she understood why. They needed to get that package and get back on the road before her friend snapped.

      “Right.” Evie hurried back to the bed and reached for the lever. “Uh, hmm.”

      “What?” Dora rushed over to her friend. “Is it not working?”

      Evie shook her head and demonstrated as she lowered and then lifted the lever a couple of times. The door didn’t budge.

      “This can’t be happening!” Dora cried and shoved her hands into her hair to grasp it in frustration.

      Sunshine, who was sitting on the floor near Evie’s feet, let out a low whine.

      “Come here, baby,” Evie said, scooping her girl up in her arms and cuddling her pup to her chest. Then she sank back down onto the bed and closed her eyes. She was bone weary after the long drive from Las Vegas. She already missed Trace, the boyfriend she’d kept at arm’s length but no longer wanted to. Now all she wanted to do was curl up next to him and sleep for a week.

      Only that wasn’t an option. Dora needed her. They had to get that evidence so they could clear her name. And since Dora was her ride or die, Evie was in it until they got the job done. But maybe she could just lay back and take a nap first? She flopped back onto the bed and despite their predicament, she wished sleep would just take her. Windy would get them out sooner or later, wouldn’t she?

      “Evie!” Dora called. “You can’t be sleeping right now. We need to get out of here.”

      “Right.” Evie sat back up and rubbed at her burning eyes. “What do you suppose we should do?”

      Dora stood over the bed, her hands on her hips, and just shook her head. “I have no idea.” Her eyes were red and her face as haggard as Evie imagined her own was. They were both exhausted and close to the end of their rope. Dora flopped down on the bed beside Evie and let out a heavy sigh. “I’m tired, Evie.”

      “I know.” Evie placed her hand on Dora’s knee, patting it briefly. They’d trusted Windy, and it was heartbreaking to think that after all they’d done for the woman, she’d used them and was about to back out of her end of the bargain. But she still wanted to believe Windy was above murder. “You think Windy will get us out of here?”

      “She’ll come for Sunshine at the very least.”

      Relief rushed through Evie at Dora’s words. She was right. Windy and Sunshine were great friends. Even if Windy decided to turn on them, she’d never leave Sunshine in the bunker without food and water. And surely a woman who loved animals that much wouldn’t leave them here to die. “Okay. How about we take a nap until she comes for us?”

      “Nap? You seriously think you can nap right now?” Dora asked, sounding incredulous.

      Evie yawned so hard her eyes watered. “Yes. How are you not exhausted?”

      “I am, but I can’t sleep. Adrenaline will do that to a girl.”

      “Think of it as a break.” Evie couldn’t have stayed awake if she’d wanted to. She curled on her side, cuddling Sunshine, and let sleep take her.
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        * * *

      

      “I can’t believe you just went to sleep!” Windy yelled, startling Evie out of her deep slumber.

      “Shh,” Evie mumbled and rolled over, draping an arm around Sunshine. “It’s still sleepy time.”

      “Evie, get up.” Dora’s voice was sharp and commanding. “It’s time to get out of this steel trap once and for all and get the flash drive so we can get on the road.” She stared at Windy. “We’re not playing special forces again. We held up our end of the bargain. Now it’s your turn.”

      “Sure, Dora,” Windy said, shrugging one shoulder as if she didn’t care one way or another.

      Evie blinked the sleep from her eyes, trying to focus on the two people standing in front of her. “Windy?” Her stomach grumbled as she sat up, and nausea rolled through her. “What took you so long? I’m starving.”

      “It was only a half hour. It took me that long to get the story out of Sam,” the older woman said with a roll of her eyes. “Come on. Let’s get to the cabin. I’ve already got him making us some lunch.”

      Dora strode out of the open door. Evie glanced down at her dog, who was still stretched out on the bed snoozing, and scooped her up. “Come on, girl. Time for your hourly feeding.”

      Sunshine suddenly came to life, her tail wagging anxiously as Evie followed her bestie out of the underground bunker. The door led to a narrow dirt tunnel that was lit with bare lightbulbs about every ten or fifteen feet. Even though Evie didn’t want to believe Windy would kill them, as they walked through the cold musty crawl space her mind started to work overtime imagining an underground cell or piles of bones like the catacombs she’d visited in Paris when she was a teenager. The woman could literally be leading them to their death. Probably she’d steal Sunshine and leave Evie and Dora to the worms.

      Evie shuddered, teeth chattering, and clutched Sunshine tighter.

      “Are you cold, Evie?” Windy asked, turning to look at Evie with a concerned expression.

      “Um, yeah. And hungry. Did you say Sam is making lunch?” she asked, trying to sound normal and not like she was expecting her impending death.

      “Burgers and fresh cut fries,” Windy said. There was a bounce in her step as she led them through the tunnel. “He really knows what to do with a good piece of meat.”

      Normally Evie would’ve been all over that comment, but she was all out of sass. Instead, she glanced at Dora, and with hope she struggled to find, she asked, “Should we get on the road this afternoon, Dora, or did you want to leave first thing in the morning?”

      “This afternoon,” Dora said immediately. “The sooner we get the evidence to Pensacola, the sooner we can sleep in our own beds.”

      “Well…” Windy came to a stop at a closed wooden door. “I’m hoping we can convince you to change your travel plans just a touch.”

      Dora let out a low growl. “Windy, we’ve already been over this. Evie and I are leaving.”

      “Right. We’re leaving,” Evie chimed in to back up her friend, even if she wasn’t quite so sure.

      “Right,” Windy said with a quick nod. “But at least let Sam explain the situation over lunch. You can do that for me, can’t you?”

      Dora let out a groan. “Windy, please. You know we have to get back.”

      Windy patted her on the arm and pushed the door open, revealing a flight of stairs. “I know. Lunch first, though. You can’t think straight with low blood sugar.”

      It was Evie’s turn to groan. Whatever Sam had to say, she was certain she didn’t want to hear it. Sunshine, however, seemed to have other ideas. She wiggled out of Evie’s grasp and practically launched herself at Windy. She somehow managed to land on the dirt floor on all four paws and then scrambled up the steps after the older woman.

      Evie let out a heavy sigh. “You’d think Sunshine would be more loyal.”

      “Windy keeps dog treats in her pocket. I think you lost that war,” Dora said sympathetically.

      “Yeah. I guess so.” Evie waved for Dora to go ahead of her. It might have been the polite thing to do, but it was more because Evie was in self-preservation mode. If anything jumped out at them, Dora would meet it first. And at that moment, Evie was fine with that.

      Thankfully, the stairwell was all clear, and when Evie emerged into an upscale cabin with open-beam ceilings and floor-to-ceiling windows that had the most incredible view of the mountain range, she let out a sigh of pleasure and relief. The scent of cooking hamburger in the air didn’t hurt either. Her stomach rumbled again, and she had to stop herself from rushing the kitchen to stuff her face with anything that might be in sight.

      “This place is gorgeous,” Evie said as she glanced around at luxury similar to what they’d seen at Windy’s California home.

      “Years of being a pot farmer might have paid off a bit,” Windy said, beaming. “Sam here has been managing the upgrades.”

      Windy led them to a fancy solid-wood-slab table that had gorgeous imperfections and was varnished to a high shine. “Have a seat. I’ll get you something to drink.”

      Evie glanced over at Sam, who was busy flipping their burgers onto a plate. Off to the right in the corner, there was a plush dog bed where Sunshine was curled up and already fast asleep with a milk bone hanging out of her mouth. “Poor girl was too tired to even chew.”

      Dora shook her head. “How you two can sleep right now, I’ll never understand.”

      Evie patted her hand. “We girls just need our beauty sleep if we’re going to charm our way out of tight jams.”

      “You might need sleep to keep you from going psychotic, but charm? Nope. I’ve seen you charm the pants off a highway patrolman after you’d been driving for twelve hours straight, had bloodshot eyes, and Cheeto dust on your forehead.”

      “Please. It’s not my fault you never told me it was there.” Evie laughed at her friend and took a seat.

      Dora sat next to her and kept her gaze trained on Sam. “We’re not staying.”

      “Just hear him out,” Windy said softly.

      “Yeah. Hear him out,” Evie echoed and smiled up at Sam as he handed over her lunch.

      “Here you go, Dora,” Sam said, placing the other plate in front of her. He sat across from them, next to Windy, and added, “I understand you’re ready to get home. Man, do I understand that. But if I don’t get some help, there is a strong possibility that I could end up in jail, and the trail from me to Windy is a short one. After all these years, I’m on the verge of being taken down by a lie.”

      Evie let out a little moan as the salty beef of her second bite of burger hit her tongue. As she chewed, she spoke over her mouthful of food. “What lie?” Evie was genuinely curious. The food hitting her stomach had improved her mood a bit. While she wanted to get home to Trace and her own bed, she still had a soft spot for true love, and it sure looked like Windy really cared for Sam. And Windy had been good to the girls, even if only because she’d needed their help. The truth was, if he was in trouble, Evie knew she was going to want to help. Of course, she had a feeling convincing Dora was going to be another matter.

      “He’s been framed to look like a horse thief, and he’s wanted by the police,” Windy said, a scowl on her face.

      “Why would someone set you up?” Dora asked, looking skeptical. “Do you have any enemies? Ex-lovers?”

      “Ex-lovers?” Windy exclaimed. “He’d better not, or I’ll scratch someone’s eyes out.”

      “No ex-lovers,” Sam confirmed as he gave Windy a small smile. It quickly vanished as he added, “I don’t know why I was set up. Convenient target maybe? A thoroughbred stallion with a winning record was stolen from the ranch where I work. I didn’t have anything to do with it. What would I do with a racehorse anyway?”

      “So why do they think you did it?” Dora asked.

      “I was working that night, and the rumor is that there’s video of whoever took the horse and that person looks a lot like me,” Sam said. “But I’m being framed. I don’t remember anything about that night. Nothing at all. I woke up in the stable office with the worst headache as if I’d blacked out after a bender. But I don’t drink on the job, and I have no idea what went on that night. All I know is that I’d never steal a horse. I’ve been keeping my head down for decades. I’m not about to start calling attention to myself by doing something so stupid.”

      “And you want us to find out who took this horse so that you can clear your name?” Dora asked with a sigh.

      “I could use the help, yes. When I found out they thought I was the prime suspect, I ran. As you can imagine, I can’t risk being questioned by the police. There’s too much to lose. So I’ve been hiding out here in the house and bunker for the past week. I can’t exactly do the investigating myself since the people around here know me as Sam, the ranch hand at the Maxwell ranch.”

      Evie felt a wave of sympathy wash over her. The man had no one to help him. If he was telling the truth, he’d been dealt a really crappy hand. And not only that, Windy would be in the danger zone since she was connected to him. She didn’t know how she could possibly say no to trying to lend him a hand.

      “No,” Dora said, eyeing Evie with a stern look. “I know what you’re thinking, and we can’t do this. We just can’t.”

      “But, Dor, what if no one had helped us? Where would we be now?” Evie asked.

      “We aren’t a traveling investigative team, Evie.” Dora sounded exasperated as she shook her head.

      “True. But can we really just walk away when someone needs our help?”

      “Come on, Dora. I’d do it for you,” Windy said.

      Dora narrowed her eyes at Windy. “Will you give us the flash drive now, or are you going to hold it hostage regardless of what we decide?”

      Windy swallowed, and her cheeks tinged pink as she glanced at Sam. “He won’t tell me where it is. But I promise I’ll withhold all the nookie until he hands it over.”

      “You’ll what?” Sam exclaimed. “Windy, it’s been months.”

      “Sorry, dude. You’re withholding important evidence I promised these two. I don’t break my promises. So until you hand it over, I’m withholding from you.”

      He gritted his teeth. “Here’s the deal. The package is safe, but I can’t get to it until my name is cleared. If I show up there, I’ll be noticed, and the police will be called. So it’s really in everyone’s best interest if we clear this up as soon as possible.”

      “Is it at the storage place?” Windy asked, eyeing him.

      “Yes. But you can’t go, and neither can they. The reason I use that place is for the security they have. You’d be made in seconds.”

      “Please,” Dora scoffed. “We didn’t get this far without the ability to get by security cameras.”

      “How about fingerprinting? And facial recognition?” Sam looked smug as he asked the questions.

      “Wow, high tech finally hits Montana,” Windy said, sounding impressed.

      Sam grinned at her. “Can you dig it?”

      She smiled back. “Far out.”

      “Great,” Dora said with sarcasm dripping in her tone. “We’ve found the lost cast of Laugh In, only this isn’t the least bit funny.”

      Sam glanced between Dora and Evie. Evie looked at Dora, and she could see the desperation in her friend’s eyes. Evie wanted so badly to have a solution that meant they could be on the road and on their way to clearing Dora’s name by dinner time, but she shook her head slightly, knowing they were stuck between a rock and a hard place.

      Dora’s eyes narrowed, and Evie saw her friend accept their situation as she gave her a small nod back. “Fine,” Dora said to Sam with a steely voice. “We’ll do it on one condition.” She was still finding it hard to trust Sam. “Tell us your real name.”

      “What?” Windy asked. “I’m not sure why that’s necessary. You don’t know mine.”

      “Actually, Barbara,” Evie said. “We do. And if Dora needs Sam’s real name to move forward, I suggest you give it to her.”

      Windy and Sam exchanged a glance and she said, “I did tell them about the nuclear plant explosion. They must have searched the internet.”

      He chuckled. “That picture of you shouting and pointing your finger?”

      Windy sighed. “I did get pretty worked up at those protests. And if they search some more?”

      “They’ll eventually find me, too.” Sam sighed. “I was a long-haired hippie named George Robbins. I was by Windy’s side during the whole plant explosion mess, and I was at every protest with her, too. I had a penchant for tie-dye if you want to check images.”

      “I will definitely check,” Dora said.

      But Evie was already on it. She held up their phone for Dora to look. “The guy next to Windy in her yelling picture. See him?”

      Dora squinted at the screen and then at Sam to confirm he was the same guy. She saw his real name mentioned in the photo credits. “Okay, George. We’ll help you, but if you don’t get us that evidence, I will personally remove your male parts with my bare hands, not to mention turning you over to the authorities for your past crimes.”

      Evie stared at Dora for a few seconds, pretty sure Dora meant what she said, and pride filled her. “Dor, I’m getting really used to this new side of you.”

      “Don’t. When we get back home, I’m going back to my boring accountant personality. I’ve had enough adventure to last a lifetime.”

      “Nah,” Evie said with a wink. “A life worth living is an adventure.”
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