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Chapter 1
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Miranda Porter seemed like a firecracker of a woman, Rod thought to himself.  Rod Marks is an undercover cop.  He watched Miranda through his windshield, although not because she was a suspect.  

No, his partner, Ted Blake, had been dating Miranda's best friend Sarah Murphy back a couple months ago, when they had started on their latest undercover op.  At a very inopportune time, the wrong people saw Sarah when she was with Ted, so Ted had broken things off with her to keep her safe. 

Now they divided their time between the case and watching over Sarah and Miranda because Sarah was pregnant with Ted's baby.

It was tough sitting there, day in and day out watching them, knowing that Ted and Sarah belonged together.  However, Ted wouldn't risk the woman he loved or his child to the operation.  What puzzled Rod was that being an undercover cop was always going to put the ones you loved in jeopardy.  Regardless of where Sarah was, she would always be in jeopardy.  Wouldn't it be better to be with her, to protect her?  This was something he played devil's advocate with Ted all the time.  

Rod didn't mind watching out for the women, especially when the leggy, dark-haired Miranda was around.  She was an absolute beauty, but she didn't flaunt it.  She went about her business and didn't stop to notice the stares from men, nor did she encourage them.  She completely baffled him, still, he couldn't help but watch her.  

The entire time of Sarah's pregnancy, Miranda was there for her.  The two women worked.  Sarah waitressed at a dive diner in the town of Rockport, North Carolina, called The Fast Break Diner.  Miranda was an aide, or something, at Rockport General Hospital.  Rod couldn't imagine her being an aide.  Although she seemed to take care of Sarah through her pregnancy, she just seemed to be such a hardass.  Miranda had an edge.  Trying to see her as a nurturing aide wiping asses and assisting patients didn't quite add up.  

The two women seemed to work hard, they both were rarely at the apartment, but in truth, he couldn't blame them.  The place looked like it would fall over at any moment.  There was an older woman in the apartment building, named Leila Peters, who looked out for the two women.  They always seemed to give her a hand, carrying groceries, or cleaning her car off in the winter.  

As Sarah got closer to her due date, she seemed to work more, if that were even possible. Miranda was working at the hospital in the evenings, he didn't know what she did during the day.  The only reason he knew about the hospital was that the two shared a car.  Some nights he'd follow Sarah from the diner to the hospital to pick her up.  Other nights Miranda would take the bus home if Sarah worked later or got done early.  Miranda didn't seem afraid to move around town on her own.  

Now, at an ungodly hour of the morning, Rod saw Miranda leaving the apartment building, looking a bit frazzled, which was completely out of character for her.  Then he realized Sarah was following her out with Leila helping her.  The baby was coming. 

"Holy fuck!  I need to call Ted."  Rod dialed the phone and told Ted what he was seeing. Ted said he'd meet him at the Rockport hospital.  Rod followed behind Miranda as she took her time, but her erratic movements made him see how distressed she was for Sarah.  Miranda was swerving along the roads, Rod imagined, because Miranda was talking to Sarah while she was driving.  Luckily, it was 3 a.m. and few people were on the roadways yet.  

Rod met Ted in the parking lot and tried to calm him down.  He watched through the lobby as Miranda checked Sarah in at the hospital and they were escorted to a room.  

Walking into the lobby of the hospital, Rod was hit with that distinctive hospital smell of antiseptic cleaners.  Rod showed his credentials to the receptionist, and they gave him the information they needed to find the girls.  Ted was in a complete panic.  He was cursing, pacing, and ready to barrel into the hospital room to be with Sarah.

Rod wanted nothing more than to see that happen.  However, the stress of Ted barging in on Sarah after nine months of no contact from him could send her over the edge.  "Ted, think about this rationally.  You left her.  You purposely hurt her so she wouldn't get physically hurt.  Now you want to barge into that hospital room and declare your rights?  What are you thinking?  First, Sarah needs to focus on herself and the baby right now.  Second, I think Miranda would seriously open one hell of a can of whoop-ass on you.  I don't hit girls, so you'd be at her mercy."

Ted slowed his pacing.  He stopped mumbling and muttering under his breath.  Rod watched his friend as Ted took in some deep breaths, he stood staring toward Sarah's room.  Rod was right, but Ted felt the need to be near Sarah.  They made their way to the OB ward and waited outside of her room.  Ted sat on a bench holding a paper to cover himself if necessary.  Hearing Sarah scream, he launched himself off the bench toward her room.  

Rod blocked his path.  Seeing the fear and rage in Ted's eyes, Rod spoke calmly to him, "Dude, chill!  She's in labor, she's going to have outbursts.  You need to relax."  

Ted raged at Rod, "How the fuck do I relax when she's screaming!", he shouted. 

Rod shoved him, "Because if you go in there, you are going to cause more harm than good right now.  Think man!  Damn, the last thing I want to do is to keep you two apart.  You know I think you were a horse's ass for not being with her, but now is not the time to just appear.  Take a walk, and that's not a suggestion."  Ted nodded, turning to walk down the hall as Sarah let out another scream.  Ted froze, tensed up, but continued walking after a moment.  

After many hours, Ted and Sarah became parents to a beautiful little boy named Trent Murphy.  Ted was sad that his son didn't bear his last name, but he had to know it would be that way.  Miranda had left Sarah to rest.  Ted stayed at the hospital, promising to do nothing stupid.  Rod took his leave as he needed to grab some food, then head to work.  Rod got in the elevator and nearly jumped in surprise as Miranda came dangerously close to getting closed in the doors of the elevator as they were closing.  Rod had thought she left already, but she must have stopped to see Trent before leaving the floor.  

********
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MIRANDA PORTER JUST helped her best friend give birth to a beautiful baby boy.  God what a miracle.  She was on cloud nine.  Miranda couldn't believe the experience.  It was truly a miracle.  Miranda swore she never wanted children.  Miranda didn't want to damage an innocent child the way her past had damaged her.  She stopped by the nursery to see Trent one last time before she headed to what was left of her classes for today.  Medical school was draining, but after today, she was rejuvenated.  She smiled as she got on the elevator.  She wanted to kiss someone she was so happy.  

Miranda nearly missed the elevator as the doors were closing on her.  A man in the elevator reached out to steady her as she entered.  "Easy there beautiful, you damn near got crushed," the handsome stranger said.  

Miranda's heart sped up when she looked into his eyes.  What a beautiful creature.  His hair was jet black, and his eyes were so blue.  Her arm tingled where he touched her.  Not in a hurtful way but sizzled right to her core.  "Oh wow, thanks.  I'm just so excited."  

The man chuckled at her, his voice so deep it stirred something inside of her.  The man smiled at her.  "Big day?", he asked.

Miranda nodded, grinning from ear to ear.  "I'm a Godmother.  My best friend just delivered the most beautiful baby boy.  I'm just so excited I could, well, I could kiss someone."  

The man smiled and laughed.  "Well, I'd be careful if I were you, running around kissing strangers."  Miranda didn't know what it was, but she couldn't help herself.  She launched herself at him, brushed her lips against his, then floated out the elevator as the doors opened.

********
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ROD REACHED OUT TO steady Miranda as she nearly toppled to the floor.  He didn't realize he spoke to her until she was gazing up at him.  Rod didn't mean to have a conversation with her, but he couldn't stop himself.  Touching her nearly caused him to have a heart attack.  His heart started beating wildly.  Then she kissed him.  Holy fuck!  That quick touch of the lips wasn't much, but it was enough to send his cock into wanting more.  Before he could react, she had turned and left.  Rod snapped himself out of the haze he was in as he walked to the car he used for surveillance.  He didn't own a car, only a motorcycle.  It wasn't really practical to use that for any kind of surveillance.  

Rod headed home to shower and get ready to go to the station to check in.  He couldn't stop thinking about Miranda.  Damn that woman.  He needed to forget about her.  Now that Ted's son was here, he knew Ted would need him to watch Sarah and the baby.  Which meant Rod would spend more time watching the woman who he wanted to get to know better.  What was happening to him?  He didn't need a woman, especially that one.  Miranda was a handful, a fireball, a lethal temptation, and damn if she wasn't just what he needed.

********
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SHE'D JUST KISSED A stranger on the elevator.  Was she insane?  God that man's lips were so soft, and his eyes were so blue.  The complete look of surprise when she kissed him was hilarious.  Miranda laughed out loud.  She guessed he'd have a story to tell his friends.  Then it hit her.  Oh my God!  They were on the maternity floor.  Was he there with his wife?  Did he just have a baby himself?  Oh, Miranda groaned to herself, some story to tell your child when they grow up.  Some strange, slightly deranged woman kissed their father on an elevator the day they were born.  Miranda couldn't help but laugh at the thought.  Only she would take to kissing strangers on the maternity floor.  Weird thing was, she never had needed a man, nor did she have a desire for one.  That was, until that man in all his tall, dark, and handsomeness called to her.

Reaching the parking lot, Miranda got into her car and drove to the school.  Luckily, her backpack with her books was in the backseat from the night before when Sarah had picked her up.  Miranda was too exhausted to take them in and do any studying after her shift at the hospital.  

Sarah had complained about her back bothering her but neither woman thought anything about it at the time.  Her friend Sara was a trooper.  She was so brave during the delivery.  Miranda thanked God it wasn't herself going through it, because there would have definitely been drugs involved.  Not Sarah, she did nothing that wasn't best for the baby.  

Miranda reached her classroom and took her seat, asking her neighbor where they were, and tried to settle into her class.  The images of the delivery, and Sarah holding her son, were burned into her soul.  God, what it must feel like to love like that.  Miranda liked to imagine her mother loved her that way once, but her father?  Miranda shook off the thoughts and turned her attention back to the professor in front of her.

At the end of class, she headed to the professor to express her apologies for being late.  She explained the reason for her tardiness and asked if there was anything she should review on her own.  Luckily, he was understanding and jotted down some pages for her to review.  He also gave her the handouts she had missed.  She went to her other two classes that she missed that morning.  The professors gave her the pertinent information.  She was heading home now to do some work.  Thankfully, the hospital had given her the night off.  She could run in later to see Sarah, then come home to hit the books some more.

********
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ROD COULDN'T STOP THINKING about the woman who captured too much of his mind lately.  He was hanging out with the men who were part of the drug ring they were investigating, trying to grab whatever information he could.  He couldn't focus.  

Frank looked at him, "Dude, what's gotten into you?  You seem to be tripping already?"  The guys all laughed at Frank's joke.  

Rod shook his head to clear his brain, "I got shit on my mind.  Back off."  The guys all sneered and snickered, but Frank couldn't let it go. 

"Well, if she's got you this twisted up, give me her name.  Maybe she'd be worth the ride."  Frank started gesturing like he was ramming himself into someone with his hips.  Normally Rod's response would have been to say something smartass, but today Frank just pissed him off.  

Rod jumped out of his seat and grabbed the guy by the front of his shirt.  "You better keep it in your pants, bro.  I guarantee anything I'm hitting wouldn't even be giving you the time of day."  Rod shoved him back and Frank backed off.  

About that time, the one Rod referred to as Big Cheese walked in.  "Alright ladies, break it up.  We got work to do."  Rod turned his attention to Big Cheese and paid closer attention.  Tonight, they were hoping to get some intel on the ones in charge.  These guys were all small potatoes, and they wanted the big fish to fry.  They'd use these guys to reel in what they were after. 

Things were breaking open in the case.  Big Cheese had mentioned that some "higher management" wanted to come in and see how the operation was running.  Big Cheese told the men that shipments were expected because their area was about to become more active per the upper management.  They needed to be on high alert.  Shit was about to get real.  

Rod called Ted to update him on what was going on and what had happened tonight.  Ted was going to be meeting up with his crew in a little while, so he was grateful for the intel.  Rod asked him how he was holding up.  He could hear the frustration in Ted's voice.  At this point, it was going to be difficult for Ted now that his son was here.  Shit just got real for him too, but not on the job front.

Rod didn't need to be at the apartment tonight because Sarah wasn't there, but he couldn't stop himself from driving by.  Miranda's face was all he could see.  The kiss in the elevator had him wanting more.  That long black hair or hers taunted him to wrap his fingers in and he wanted her lush curves pressed against his body.  Rod sat for a moment looking at the apartment but decided instead of sitting pathetically in front of the dark apartment pining away like a lovesick fool he'd go to Bud's bar and grab a beer before heading home.  

The bar was a real shit hole.  The place had seen better days, the dance floor was rutted and had broken floorboards.  The floors around the bar needed to be stripped to remove the film that regular mopping just didn't remove.  The bar top was scratched and cracked in spots, but Bud was a good guy.  He struggled to keep going in the shitty part of town he was in.  

Bud didn't allow drug deals going down in his place and tried to keep the riffraff to a minimum.  Bud didn't tolerate fights, if things looked like they were getting heated between the patrons, he escorted them out.  The patrons of the bar knew if they wanted to drink, they needed to respect Bud's rules.  

Unfortunately, the local hookers liked to come around trying to drum up business.  Their pimps were always not too far away.  It was hard sometimes to find a woman in there that would not cost you dearly.  Rod hated the hookers.  The thought of having to pay someone to have sex was absurd.  He had two good hands if he was in that much of a need.  Although Rod never had to complain about a lack of women, he just chose to not get involved.  Once in a while, he needed to blow off some steam, but he still didn't have to pay for it.  

Rod didn't mean any disrespect to the female population.  He always was upfront with the women he fucked.  It was a onetime thing, and no strings attached.  He didn't want a commitment, and he didn't wish to see them again.  Harsh as it sounded, it was better to be upfront than to drag someone along.  His work didn't allow him the luxury of getting close to someone.  He was always working, plus he had no intentions of getting someone involved in his lifestyle, with the risks.  His grandparents raised him right.  You didn't disrespect a woman, henceforth why the whores bothered him.  They were disrespecting themselves and the rest of the female population.  Damn, it just made his blood boil.  That was just something he didn't have a tolerance for.  How could you sell yourself to the pigs that were trolling for a piece of ass?  The men that were buying sex, disgusted him too.  Some men just didn't have morals.  Some women didn't either, but that was a story for another day.

After Rod finished his beer, he headed home.  He laid in bed trying to fall asleep, but the dark-haired beauty invaded his every thought.  Rod groaned as his cock twitched under the cover of his bed.  "Son of a bitch, Miranda."  He cursed her as he envisioned a much different scene in that elevator.  He imagined himself grabbing her to him as she pressed her body against his.  He reached to grab her ass pulling her to him and rocking her back and forth against him.  Meanwhile, plunging his tongue into her mouth, teasing her tongue with his.  He pulled her hair with his hand, exposing her neck to him.  He kissed her and nibbled the flesh where her pulse was pounding out its erratic beat under his tongue.  He heard her gasp and moan for him.  He released her ass to take one of her firm tight breasts in his hand.  He wanted to touch her flesh, and he reached under her shirt to touch her nipple.  No bra?  Score!!!  

This was his fantasy.  Rod took himself in hand as he went back to his fantasy.  He unzipped her jeans, sticking his hand down the front of her pants.  She was wet and ready for him.  He rubbed her clit, causing her to moan even louder, till she was screaming at him to fuck her.  He undid his pants, pushed hers off, then pulled her legs around him plunging himself into her tight, wet heat.  Oh yeah.  He turned and put her ass against the wall of the elevator as he drove into her.  Slamming himself against her with such force, he was afraid he'd break her.  She grew wild beneath him.  She was panting his name.  It sounded so sweet off her lips.  She clenched around him and screamed as she came apart for him.  One, two more pumps inside her and, "Holy fuck!  Shit, what a mess.  Damn that woman!"  Rod expelled as his climax hit and he exploded in his bed.  Rod got up, ripped the sheets off the bed, and went to the bathroom to clean himself up.  On his way back to the bed, he grabbed the comforter from the closet.  Then crawled back into the bed, where sleep finally engulfed him.

********
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MIRANDA WOKE UP WITH a start.  She had fallen asleep studying at the table again.  She was having one hell of a dream though.  The man from the elevator had emerged again.  He was in the parking garage of the hospital and was waiting for her.  When she came off the elevator, he grabbed her arm and pushed her up against the cement wall of the garage.  He was groping her breast and pressing himself against her.  Miranda remembered the dream vividly. Somehow, she was wearing a dress with no panties.  Who does that, she thought?  But he was touching her between her legs, sliding over her, pushing inside of her.  She was up around his waist, legs wrapped around him and he was pushing inside of her.  She woke up.  Damn triggers!  God would she ever know what it was like to have sex like that.  She got up and drank the water that was in front of her.  Then, thanks to the advantage of the empty apartment, she went to her room and took out her battery-operated dildo.  No need for lube tonight.  She was more than ready, thanks to the hot stranger from the elevator.  As she plundered herself, she imagined him touching her.  Imagined that it was him going inside of her.  She was riding a crest.  She was moaning and felt the pressure building.  "Oh yeah," The dildo was pulsing inside her.  Her clit was charged from the vibrations, and she was ready to burst.  "Fuck me!"  The climax tore through her and she rode the sensations until the dildo's vibrations became almost painful.  

Miranda sighed and removed it, went to the bathroom to clean it then went back to bed naked.  Not something she could normally do with Sarah in the apartment.  Now with Trent going to be there, she would not have any privacy to do what she just did.  "Fuck!"  Miranda said out loud, but she didn't mind.  She loved Sarah, and she was going to be an important part of Trent's life.  
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Chapter 2
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Rod had been watching Sarah and Miranda for almost three years now.  The drug ring was still going strong. They were being stopped at every turn.  Somehow the head of the drug ring was always two steps ahead of them.  So, the stakeouts continued.  Today, Rod had the day shift.  He followed Miranda with Trent to the park.  Sarah had left earlier for work.  Rod followed her to be sure she made it there safely.  Then headed back to the apartment to watch out for Trent.  

Miranda and Trent went to the park and Rod followed.  Miranda was putting down the diaper bag and Trent was yelling, "mere Aunt Randa, mere!  Wanna swing!"  Miranda was laughing at the little boy and her face lit up.  It was about the most gorgeous thing he'd ever seen.  

Rod put a blanket down on the grass, holding a book in his lap.  His sunglasses were in place so she couldn't see him watching her.  God, she was beautiful.  The sun glistening off that gorgeous, long dark hair.  Her lips curled into a smile that just made her entire face light up.  She was laughing and talking to the little man demanding her attention.  She pulled him back on the swing and leaned in to kiss his face.  As she let go, he was showing his displeasure at being kissed.  "Aunt Randa, why you do that?  Yuck!"  

Rod grinned and thought, oh just wait kid.  One day you will want that kiss from a woman.  Rod knew after watching Miranda with Trent, that he sure as hell wanted that kiss and a lot more.  

Rod watched as Miranda took him to the sliding board next.  He watched as she grabbed him every time, he came off the slide.  The last time he came down, Miranda looked over in Rod's direction and was a little off her game.  Her attention came back to Trent but the force that he came down the slide set her off balance.  She caught him but landed on her butt.  Trent laughed and squealed harder that time because she was sitting on the ground.  "Aunt Randa, you fall down!"  Trent laughed so hard it dissolved him into giggles.  Miranda laughed back at him, turned him so he was lying on the ground as she tickled him.  "Are you laughing at your Aunt Randa?"  Trent giggled and gasped for air, "Y-e-s!"  Rod couldn't help but smile at the interaction.

Miranda stood Trent up, Rod picked up his book to hide that he'd been watching them.  Miranda looked in his direction again and she stared at him for a few moments.  She turned back to Trent and grabbed their things to leave.  "Alright Trent, time to go.  You need a nap and Aunt Randa needs to go to work."  

Trent balked at having to leave.  "Aunt Randa, do we hafe toooooo?  I wanna stay and swing!"  Miranda laughed at him.  "We can't stay, but if you promise not to tell your Mom, Aunt Randa will take you for ice cream."  Trent jumped up and down, "Ice cream, ice cream!  Yessssssss."  Miranda laughed as they headed to the car.  Miranda left Rockport heading to the ice cream parlor in Wellsprings.  

Rod stayed in the car out on the street where he could watch them through the window.  Trent had more ice cream on his face than in his mouth.  Rod watched laughing as Trent fed Miranda a spoonful of his ice cream.  Trent left it dripping down her chin.  She was laughing and wiping it with her napkin.  She gave him a spoonful of her ice cream and Trent beamed up at her.  The love between those two showed on their faces.  Their smiles were huge with one another, there was no guarding in the eyes of Miranda when she looked at Trent.  The look on her face was just relaxed and her eyes were happy instead of holding the sadness that Rod thought he saw there.  

Rod admired that she had such a tight relationship with Trent.  He was jealous in a way because he wanted that too.  Rod wanted to take him for ice cream, help him slide down the sliding board, and teach him to play catch.  Rod wished Ted would have done things differently because he felt cheated out of knowing Trent.  Rod's phone rang.  Caller ID, lit up with Ted's name “Yeah Ted, what's up?"  He listened as Ted talked, "No all is good, I'm watching Miranda and Trent right now.  They're at an ice cream parlor in Wellsprings."  Rod grinned, "Yes Ted, Miranda is giving your son ice cream.  Get over it.  She can do whatever she wants with him.  He's allowed to have ice cream now and again."  God what was it with parents and giving their kids ice cream.  "Did you call for a reason, Ted?"  Rod had to laugh at the way Ted was not handling this being an absent parent.  Ted filled him in on what was going on with his pod of people.  Rod said, "Alright, got it.  I'll keep my ears open tonight when I go in.  Be safe, talk to you tomorrow."  

Rod hung up the phone and cursed.  Things were heating up.  Ted told him that the "upper management" was to be hitting town within the next few days.  Supposedly there was an increase in shipments to happen.  He needed to keep his guard up tonight.  He was meeting up with his group of dimwits tonight around eight.  Ted and Rod both were out of the loop with the shipments.  They always seemed to happen when Rod and Ted were away from the group.  The two always found out about the shipments afterward.  Rod felt they were purposely being excluded, but why?

Rod followed Miranda and Trent home. He then waited until he saw Miranda leave.  He followed her as she walked to the bus stop.  He waited till her bus picked her up.  Once she was safely on board, he headed home to rest a bit, then shower.  He had till eight tonight, it was only two now, so he had plenty of time to catch a few z's.  Unfortunately, every time he closed his eyes, he saw Miranda's face.  God, what was it about her that drove him so crazy?  He managed to drift off to sleep, only to be awoken, it seemed minutes later, by the alarm.  Rod rubbed his face and went to make some coffee.  He strode to the coffee pot naked, to make his brew.  While that brewed, he headed to the shower to clean up then came out to a freshly brewed cup of coffee.  Rod loved an ice-cold beer, but coffee was his vice.  He drank it black, and strong.  

Rod whipped up some waffles on his waffle iron.  Even though it was evening, he didn't much feel in the mood for making anything else.  He loved waffles.  The way the syrup slipped into the little squares, filling each one to the top, spilling to the next.  They were his favorite breakfast food.  Hell, his favorite anytime food.  Rod sat enjoying his waffles and coffee.  He looked around his apartment.  It was just a few rooms.  Just enough for him.  It was ground floor, and it was in Wellsprings.  It sat off the main strip going through town.  He looked around at the pictures of his grandparents.  So many memories with them.  He loved them and missed them so much.  He hoped he made them proud.  Both had passed before him joining the police academy.  

Once when Rod was a teenager, his mother came.  She tried to play the good mother but turned out that she was only looking for money.  She left as quickly as she came.  It crushed poor Memaw.  She had hoped her daughter would have seen the error of her ways and had come back to be the responsible parent she should have been.  Pawpaw consoled her, but Rod knew he'd never ask after her or go looking for her.  There was no need.  Anyone who could hurt Memaw that way didn't deserve any of his time.  He only wished he’d held true to that vow.  

Rod focused on the one picture of Memaw with her arms around him standing in front of the cabins.  He loved it there.  Up on the mountain, following the trail to the lake, fishing, living life out in the country.  Yes, he loved that place.  He went there as often as he could.  However, now was not the right time to be there.  He needed to stay close to Sarah and Trent.  He also needed to focus his time on taking down the dirty fuckers pushing drugs, way too close to Wellsprings.  It was time to put these guys out of business.  

Rod headed out the door, locking it behind him.  He got on his bike and took off to meet up in Rockport with the men who held all the answers to the questions he had.  He wanted to beat the answers out of them and move forward.  He knew he couldn't do that, but God help him, if they kept hitting a brick wall, heads were going to roll.  Rod had his helmet on.  Regardless of what anyone said, his head was worth the protection.  He had his leather coat on, black jeans, and his black boots.  All in black tonight kind of fit his mood.  Rod pulled up at the meeting.  The guys all looked toward him as he took his helmet off and he swung himself off the bike.  

Rod strolled into the group as if he had not a care in the world.  He didn't show the urgency he felt to get this all settled.  Frank watched him wearily.  Since their altercation a while back, he gave Rod a wide girth.  Many other guys did as well.  He hung back, talking to some of the guys who welcomed him to the group.  Then Big Cheese called him over.  It appeared Big Cheese had some things for him to do.  He ended up on his bike running errands.  Fucking errand boy.  They were screwing with him on purpose.  Rod stopped at one place on the list.  It was a God damned wild goose chase.  He called into the station, letting them know he no longer had eyes on the scene as they sent him out.  He called Ted and advised him, too.

Ted barked out at him, "What the fuck, Rod?  Do you think your cover's compromised?"  

Rod sat astride his bike shaking his head, "I don't know how.  They got nothing on me.  I'm going to get these errands done, then head back to confront them.  This is bullshit."  Rod ended the call, put his helmet back on, then took off to finish the errands.  He headed back to the group at the warehouse in record time.  He got off the bike, went right up to Big Cheese, threw the envelopes at him that he had to gather on his wild goose chase, and spat out at him.  "Next time, send someone else to be your errand boy, that shit's not for me.  I'm no one's errand boy.  Got it?  I'm taking off.  This was a wasted fucking night.  This group is a fucking joke, man!  Maybe I need to join up with a group who'd appreciate what I can do for them."  Rod turned on his heels, hopped on his bike, and took off. 

Rod went to head home but needed to cool off.  What the fuck was happening?  He went to Wellsprings.  He sat at the circle in town where the fountain was.  He found it so peaceful there.  The sound of the water, the gentle light from the street pole just down the block.  The walking trail that led from Wellsprings to Rockport, then the other direction into Pleasantville.  The trail also circled a park to take your dogs, or to just hang out.  The townspeople were good about keeping it clean.  They took pride in it.  They made it a beautiful place to just sit and relax.  He was sitting there just kicking back when he heard a car door.  He looked up to see Miranda headed to one of the benches at the circle as well.  He looked over toward her as she sat there.  She looked deep in thought.  Her eyes completely focused on the fountain and her eyes he thought looked haunted.  

Miranda never seemed to let her guard down, but when she was alone Rod saw a difference in her, she softened in a way.  She dropped the hard-ass attitude, and that left an almost sadness.  A woman from town was walking toward her.  She looked familiar, but Rod hadn't met her he sat and listened.  "Miranda!" The woman headed to her friend.  

Once she reached her, Miranda stood up, "Taryn!  God, I've missed you.  How are you?"  The woman's response was muffled as she had her back to him.  

********
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MIRANDA SMILED FOR the first time that day since having ice cream with Trent.  Taryn Miller was the third part of her and Sarah.  They were high school friends and basically what Miranda considered friends for life.  Taryn lived with her parents in Wellsprings, while Sarah and Miranda lived in Rockport.  The towns were quite a few miles apart.  Unfortunately, Miranda and Sarah couldn't afford a place in Wellsprings just yet.  Taryn would come to their apartment to visit.  Unfortunately, though, her schedule helping her parents at their restaurant, was quite hectic.  Sarah and Miranda's schedules being so crazy as well, they have had little time to get together.  

Miranda said, "Taryn, we need to go out this weekend.  Sarah is off.  I'm off, which rarely happens.  We need to blow off some steam.  Can you get off Saturday morning so we can go out Friday night?  You can stay at the apartment.  We'll take a cab and go to Bud's.  Just have some drinks, dance, and cut loose."  Taryn was laughing and agreed.  Miranda was ecstatic, "Awesome Taryn!"  She hugged her friend.  "I'm going to sit here a while.  I need to unwind from my night.  You go.  I know it's late and you need to get up early."  Taryn got up and Miranda stood to hug her once again.  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
IVY BLACKE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





