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Chapter 1 
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I once loved a killer. And she loved me back. Or at least that's what I thought. That’s what she led me to believe. 

Not much ever happens in this small town. That makes my job as Deputy Sheriff easy. In fact if you look hard enough, you would see most of the town folk here were itching for something to discuss over dinner or a glass of scotch. This, of course, meant that the small, quaint town of Copper Grove was no stranger to the rules that guide any other small town. Everyone usually knows everything about everyone, but not about the new arrival in town. The day she appeared it seemed as though the town finally went quiet for a moment. No rumors and no information, No one knew too much about her or who she was. Her identity was so absorbed into her husbands that she was somewhat of a mystery. 

“You keep starin’ like that and you’ll be deemed the next town pervert.” 

I look to my right and shut the creaky door to my mailbox.   

“We wouldn’t want that now would we?” I joke. 

My neighbor and previous old babysitter stands in his normal spot that he does every morning when he catches me out checking the mail. You would think his feet would have left impressions in the concrete with how much he stands there every day.

“You know these kids would love that,” he clears his throat. “They are always sniffing around for the next piece of dirty gossip that is out there. The sheriff peeping on the new widow in town would set this town ablaze.” He laughs. Though he never admitted it, Mr. Greyson loves the drama in town. I couldn’t blame him. It seems to be the only thing that entertains him in his old age. He's 76 now, I believe. 

Another moving truck passes by us kicking up dust even though the morning air was warm and humid. The gate to the large estate slowly opened. Creaking a bit as it had not been opened that often in a while.

“I haven't seen the boy yet.” Mr. Greyson says after a moment. “Doubt we'll see the younger sister either. Last I heard there was bad blood at the dinner table.” 

“You mean between the Cooper children?” I ask. 

“Jacob Cooper,” He barks back as he scratches his nonexistent beard. “An only child if I've ever seen one. His sister, Annie I think her name was. She was always in the city attending some rich private school.” He shakes his head in pity. “Only saw her once. But you can bet that their parents kept their noses stuck in books every second of every damn day.” 

Another moving truck passes by. Dozens of men make their way in and out of the large estate carrying various boxes, occasionally yelling to each other. I stand in silence just watching. 

“How’s your buddy holdin’ up out there?” Mr. Greyson couldn’t handle a moment of silence. “He’s spos’ to be comin’ home anytime, isn’t he?” 

“So I hear, but he’s not my buddy he’s my brother I figured you would have known that by now.” I keep my eyes trained on the Cooper house. “He’s due back in town any day now.” Remington is a good man. He felt that his purpose in this life was to put it on the line for others. This led him to becoming the town's private investigator, and when that didn’t satisfy him, he left for the Marines.

This was not a subject I was ready to discuss at this time however. Some say he went into the military because he wanted to feel fulfilled. But I knew that it was because he couldn’t face the ghosts from our last case. “Did you know the Cooper boy?” trying to change the subject. 

“Knew him?” He yelps. “I’ll be damned. I knew “of him”. His parents never let him out of that cursed estate. He was like a ghost in this town.” 

Just then the sight of a beautiful shining chestnut hair quaff catches my eye. A stunning woman with hazel eyes walks out onto the front porch wearing a long black dress. Though it was early morning it glistened in the morning light. 

Mr. Greyson gives a low whistle. “She’s in mourning all right.” He chuckles. 

“That's funny to you?” I ask with a raised eyebrow. 

He ignores me. “No wonder the boy left town. They don't have women here like they do in the city.” Mr. Greyson smiles and his eyes stay trained on the beautiful sight in front of us. 

I could not blame him. I couldn't even utter a word. All I could do was to continue to stare.   

Just then the woman meets our gaze and gives a soft smile and a wave, before returning inside. My heart jumps. The breath I was holding seemed to escape my body at that moment. 

“Don’t do it boy, She’ll break your heart.” Mr. Greyson jokes. 

“Believe it or not, old man, I'm not the type to go after married women.” I roll my eyes. But the vision of her flashed across my mind once more. 

“Well rumor through the grapevine is that the Cooper boy is dead.” This catches my attention. 

I look at him and he's staring off in the distance as if lost in thought.

“He’s dead?” 

“That's what I said. Dead as dead could be. Rumor also has it that his wife did it. She poisoned the poor kid.” Mr. Greyson gives a low chuckle and shakes his head. “I’d sure hate for that rumor to be more than just that...” he pauses and looks at me. “Rumor” He sighs. “Well boy, I have my show to catch, I’ll be back to bother you at the same time in the morning tomorrow. Don’t get into too much trouble with that badge and gun ya’ hear?” 

I raise my hand to him as a goodbye and return my gaze to the estate. The moving trucks were in a line on their way out. They were leaving the estate back to sitting quiet, just like it had been all these years. “Who are you?” I whisper out loud to myself. 

The sound of an all too familiar old Chevrolet Malibu catches my ears. Remington was home. I turn my attention next door to see my old friend step out of his now rusted red Chevelle. 

I smile. 

“You look like shit,” I shouted out to him. 

Remington runs his hand through his hair and laughs a hearty laugh. “At least I’m not still in a robe at 8am.” He raises an eyebrow and grins. A devilish trait, that made the girls swoon in high school. He was always a lover boy. 

I look down at my old ratty robe and sigh. “Coffee?” I hold up my mug to him. 

“Of course,” he smiles and slams his car door shut, before walking my way with a puzzled look on his face. He knows I’m up to something he’s just not sure what.
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Chapter 2
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“How is this old town been treating you?” Remington asks as he walks through the door behind me and tosses his heavy leather jacket on a nearby chair. 

“Oh you know. It’s as riveting as ever.” I make my way to the kitchen to pour him some coffee. “God forbid anything happens that actually allows me to do my job.” 

Remington laughs a hearty laugh. “Come on old man, I thought you liked the quiet of this town.” 

I hand him his coffee and take a seat at the nearby bar. He walks over to the table and falls back in a chair with a groan. 

“Well, things might not stay too quiet for a while.” I sip my coffee. 

“Oh?” He eyes me. “You're telling me some fresh meat finally came in?” 

“Don't call her that,” I retort. 

“Her?” He looks completely intrigued. “Have you finally found some tail?” 

“No,” I laugh and lean back in my chair. “No fresh tail. But it is something to pass the time here. Jacob Cooper’s wife moved to town.” 

“Wife” He laughs loudly. “Bastard won our bet.” He looked outside this town for somebody he could relate to. 

“Where’s she hiding?” 

“Well,...” I hesitate. “I guess widow.” 

Remington goes silent for a moment before speaking. “How?” 
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