
        
            
                
            
        

    
	HE'S THE WORSHIPED FRONTMAN FOR CHERRY HILL, THE HOTTEST ACT IN COUNTRY MUSIC. TRENT DAVIS IS A SUPERSTAR. AND HE'S ABOUT TO BLOW HIS BRAINS OUT.

	 

	Still reeling from yet another near-lethal combination of roadie-prescribed meds, Tennessee whiskey and multiple sleepless nights, Trent now had run out of options…

	Hey, “superstar”—just look at you now! Like father, like son—you’re pathetic. Richard Moore’s thugs are gonna come crashing through that door any minute. And you can’t give them the satisfaction of carrying out their mission.

	Look, we’ve been over this a million times. You gotta finish the job—yourself. So, quit stalling. There’s no other way out. Be a man—for once in your life.

	Where’s ol’ “Big” Dan Dickey now, pal? NEWSFLASH: Your mentor is a fraud—just like you! And you don’t really think that Sara is gonna actually miss you—do you?

	She tried to warn you, dude. Ugh, her only son—what a disappointment. You’ve been a thorn in that woman’s side since you were a little kid. Listen, pal—the day she puts roses on your grave will be the happiest day of her life. In fact, everybody in your world hates you.

	Your precious little daughter and your sexy trophy wife—you sure messed that up. You know they’re better off without you. And don’t worry. There will be others who’ll step up to take care of them. Trust me, they already have.

	Given the solitude of his surroundings, the cold snap of steel against steel was deafening. With the hammer cocked into proper position at 3:18, the stage was set for Trent’s one-time “Cinderella” story to end tragically.

	Ahh, I’ve finally got you where I want you, “superstar.” Just relax, and do it. Pull the freaking little trigger, you coward. DO IT—NOW!

	 

	"Chris' story is refreshingly real."—Creston Mapes, Amazon #1 bestselling author of Sky Zone, Poison Town and Fear Has a Name

	 

	"Great storytelling and a compelling read."—Brent Jensen, Author of No Sleep 'Til Sudbury, Leftover People, and All My Favourite People Are Broken

	 

	"Chris is a master raconteur—delivering a riveting story with a powerful message.”—Michelle Wilson, Entertainment critic, Ink19.com

	 

	"I've known Chris forever. He's always been an amazing storyteller. And Superstar is a powerful story.”—Rodney O'Quinn, Bassist for the rock band, Foghat

	 

	"Chris preaches the truth without being 'preachy.' That is a difficult task, but he accomplishes it superbly.”—Dr. Larry Ollison / Walk on Water Faith Church, Author of The Paradise of God, Unlocking the Mysteries of the Holy Spirit and The Power of Grace
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	Foreword

	Christopher Long and I share considerable common ground. We not only are fellow Christ believers, but we also are both professional drummers who possess passions for country music.

	I first became acquainted with Chris back in the summer of 2017, when he wrote a glowing review of a concert performance by Mark Chesnutt — the platinum-selling country music artist with whom I've toured on drums for the last several years. I've enjoyed reading Chris' lively entertainment features ever since, and I'm so excited about the release of his fiction debut, Superstar.

	Simply put, Superstar is a definite page turner. Chris has succeeded in using his God-given writing talent and extensive professional experiences to capture the very real struggles within the music industry, while incorporating strong Scripture to drive his message home.

	The best part of Superstar, aside from Chris' well-crafted characters, is his ability to convey such a powerful message. Satan's demons are quite real — vanity, fame, and power. But as long as you keep your eye on the Lord and keep Scripture in your heart, there is hope. And through his fictional story of Trent Davis, Chris shows us how it's never too late to reach out for, and receive the love and redemption of Jesus Christ.

	—Darla Rae Perlozzi



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	SUPERSTAR

	 


 

	 

	-Prologue-

	 

	Pull the trigger, you coward. There’s nobody else here to save you—not this time. It’s just you and me. C’mon, this is your last chance, pal. So, do it. Do it now.

	Gasping desperately for each painful breath, Trent peeled off his stained white V-neck while lying on the cracked, scum-spackled bathroom tiles. Neon blue rays beaming from a flickering NO VACANCY sign poked through the tiny half-broken window, providing a genuine strobe-light effect that synced perfectly to the erratic rhythm of his revving heartbeat. The ripe odor of ineffective pesticide and sour bath towels permeated his latest temporary abode. Pockmarked with cigarette burns, the patchwork linoleum flooring and nicotine-stained floral wallpaper evoked images of the motel's seedy past.

	Hey, “superstar”—just look at you now. Like father, like son—you’re pathetic.

	Still reeling from yet another near-lethal combination of roadie-prescribed meds, Tennessee whiskey and multiple sleepless nights, Trent now had run out of options.

	If you keep tap, tap, tapping that gun butt against the shower door, you’re gonna drive me crazy. Just what is that annoying little cadence, anyway? Morse code for, “Help-me. I’m-a-coward?” Don't forget the words of Seabo King—a real man never draws his piece—unless he plans to use it.

	A prisoner of his own inner war, Trent finally had submitted to his ruthless internal nemesis by 3:09 a.m. Now brought to his knees, he propped his arm on the sticky toilet bowl rim to steady the loaded .44 magnum snub nose buried in his mouth.

	Yeah. Good boy, “superstar.” Richard Moore’s thugs are gonna come crashing through that door any minute. And you can’t give them the satisfaction of carrying out their mission. We’ve been over this a million times. You gotta finish the job yourself. So, quit stalling. There’s no other way out. Be a man, for once in your life.

	The stabbing chest pain and constant headaches—faithful reminders of Trent's recent, near-fatal accident.

	An accident? There are no “accident's” in Richard's world. Just well-orchestrated doom and destruction. And what about Katelyn? Such a shame. But that one is all on you, dude.

	The only thing louder than the tormenting voice inside Trent’s head and the intermittent screaming sirens outside his motel room lookout would be the impending blast of the gun. Just another night in West Hollywood.

	Ha-ha, “superstar.” Fame and fortune can’t buy you out of this one. You shoulda stuck with the rest of those church weirdos when you were a kid. And your goody-two-shoes friends, meddling in your life these days—where’s their magical “savior” now? What a joke. C’mon, time’s running out. Just do it. Do it now.

	The week’s worth of unshaven scruff, rumpled Game-cocks jersey and truck stop bargain shades had provided Trent complete anonymity for the last several days as he traveled cross-country in his white Prius rental—seeking refuge and a quiet place to think.

	Aw, just look at yourself. You’re a has-been, pal. That hot little blonde working the night desk used to wear a Cherry Hill T-shirt. But she didn’t even recognize you when you checked in at this dump. She woulda been all over you—a year ago. Face it, you’re washed-up—at 22.

	The writing had been graffitied across the backstage wall long before Trent achieved any solid gold success. The endless procession of enablers, masquerading as friends only helped to cloud his concept of reality even further.

	Where’s ol’ “Big” Dan Dickey now, pal? Newsflash: Your mentor is a fraud—just like you. And you don’t really think that Sara is gonna actually miss you—do you? She tried to warn you, dude. Ugh, her only son—what a disappointment. You’ve been a thorn in that woman’s side since you were a little kid. Listen pal, the day she puts roses on your grave will be the happiest day of her life. In fact, everybody in your world hates you.

	Months had passed since Trent last heard the sound of Ashley’s laughter. And the smell of Tracy’s favorite perfume—just another memory, fading day by day. How did it all go so horribly wrong?

	Your precious baby daughter and your sexy trophy wife—you sure messed that up. You know they’re both better off without you. And don’t worry. There will be others who’ll step up to take care of them. Trust me, they already have.

	Given the solitude of his surroundings, the cold snap of steel against steel was deafening. With the hammer cocked into proper position at 3:18, the stage was set for Trent’s one-time “Cinderella” story to end tragically.

	Ahh, yeah. I’ve finally got you where I want you, “superstar.” Now, just relax and do it. Pull the stupid little trigger, you coward. DO IT—NOW.

	 


 

	 

	 

	- 1 -

	Five Years Earlier

	 

	“Hey, I know you. You’re the singer for Cherry Hill.” A recent Leong’s staff addition, Jia was no stranger to the Springfield music scene. Displaying a delicate diamond chip nose stud and a dainty black orchid wrist tattoo, the noticeably outgoing beauty was less than shy about making her move immediately as Trent entered the restaurant.

	“Yes ma’am, that’s me.” Without hesitation, Trent leaned in to reciprocate the waitress’ advance with a casual side-hug. “Have we met before?”

	“Uh, not officially. But I go see your band play all the time.” The elated 22-year-old clung to Trent’s arm—lavishing him with praise, as she escorted the local musician to his table. “I mean, I’m not a groupie or anything. I just love your music. My roommate, Megan—she totally has a thing for you. She’s gonna freak when I tell her about this.”

	“Well, it was very nice to meet you.” Seemingly comfortable and quite familiar with this type of encounter, Trent kissed Jia’s hand as he shot a glance across Leong’s sizable dining room. “Tell Megan that I said, ‘Hi.’”

	“For sure.” The slender brunette giggled—still clinging to Trent’s arm. “If you’re looking for 'Big' Dan, you're right on time. He’s hiding back here at table nine. Oh, and our lunch special today is unlimited Cashew Chicken. So, I hope you’re hungry.”

	Determined to make a strong first impression, Trent was sure to be punctual today, as a positive outcome from the meeting with Dan could certainly advance his career. After exchanging a few initial pleasantries, the two men placed their respective lunch orders with Jia and got down to brass tacks. But business was slow at Leong's this afternoon. As a result, Jia had ample time to finish rolling the freshly-washed silverware into neatly-folded napkins at a table close by—in full earshot of Trent and Dan's private conversation.

	“Your dad is practically a living legend, with big-time connections out the wazoo. Why on earth isn’t he involved in your career?” Dan’s enormous hands nearly swallowed the tiny chopsticks as he lay to waste the man-size portion of lo mein—a house specialty.

	“I’ll be honest,” Trent said, navigating through the menagerie of entrées carpeting the tabletop, in pursuit of the obscured bottle of soy sauce—nearly dunking the sleeve of his plaid cowboy shirt into a steaming bowl of wonton soup. “I’ve not seen my dad since he came to town to play at the Hammons Center when I was 15. We haven’t even spoken in over a year.”

	“Dang, that’s a real shame. I had the afternoon drive-time slot on the #1 station in Dallas-Ft. Worth. I’d just left a gig doing nights on a little station in Oklahoma City. Now, those were the good old days.” Standing well over six feet tall and weighing in at nearly 280 pounds, Dan’s arms barely could be contained by his black, XXL radio station staff T-shirt as he motioned for Jia to bring him another Diet Pepsi. “I was the first DJ in a major market to break your dad’s first single. Shoot, he was just a kid back then. I wasn’t much older myself. Six months later, the band sent me a personalized gold record to show their appreciation.”

	“Oh, he’s a real class act, all right,” Trent replied—struggling in vain to display even minimal chopstick skill. “Cliff Davis might love his fans, but he hasn’t shown me much. He only ‘plays’ dad when it comes to making child support payments and sending birthday cards and Christmas gifts. But I’m almost 18 now. As far as I’m concerned, ol’ Cliff is just about off the hook and out of my life.”

	“Hmm. Well, let me cut to the chase.” Known to listeners throughout the Ozark area as “The Great Good Morning Voice” of KTTX FM, “Big” Dan Dickey was not one to mince words when it came to business. “I’ve been scouting new talent pretty successfully, long before my wife and I arrived here in Springfield. I spotted your dad’s band when they were just starting out years ago. Heck, I was playing Candi Applegate’s music on the air before she won on American Pop Star.

	“Yeah, I remember that.” A lifelong country music fan, Trent grew up tuning in to Dan’s popular radio program every weekday morning since the third grade. And he was astonished by the recent personal invitation to meet with the industry icon.

	“I’ve been in this town for 20 years now. And I’ve never heard such a buzz about a new band, as the one I’ve been hearing about Cherry Hill. That’s why I had to come see you guys play live at The Walnut Street Saloon last week. But, holy cow, there was such a mob scene in that little dressing room, I figured I’d just give you my card and we could arrange to get together and speak privately later.”

	In contrast to the dimly lit setting of their first meeting, Leong’s main dining room was dazzling. Beams of sunlight twinkled from the sparkling, crystal-like chandeliers suspended from the ceiling, and the walls boasted the type of colorful, fine artwork that most would expect to see displayed at such an upscale restaurant. The instrumental music playing in the background was soft and sweet—unlike the blasting sounds of country dance music that had vibrated through the walls at The Walnut Street Saloon. But not even Leong’s serene atmosphere was completely distraction-free.

	“Let me get this clutter out of your way, gentlemen.” Holding a small stack of plates with one hand, Jia rubbed Trent's shoulder lightly with the other. “Still hungry?” she inquired with a wink. “What else can I do for you?”

	“Uh, I'm good. Thanks.” Keeping his attention focused on the conversation with Dan, and off Jia's airbrushed black skinny jeans was no small task for the budding young singer/songwriter. You could totally have her.

	“I know that you’re something of a hometown celebrity and that you won some big local Battle of the Bands competition last month. But that don’t mean squat.” Unimpressed and clearly annoyed by Jia’s continued flirting, Dan rolled his eyes and shoveled the last spoonful of white rice from the remaining serving tray onto his once again empty plate. “Cherry Hill could be big—really big. But right now, you’re just a big fish in a very small pond. If you’re gonna go places with your music, the first place you’ve gotta go is anywhere but Springfield, Missouri. And you’ve gotta go now. You don’t get a second chance at youth.”

	“Yeah. I was thinking about heading out to Nashville or maybe Austin after graduation.” Overwhelmed by the one-on-one experience with the physical and professional giant, Trent wiped his face with the red cloth napkin and placed it back across his knee, still pounding uncontrollably beneath the table like a high-speed jackhammer.

	“Stay out of Nashville. You’ll drown in a sea of wannabes out there. And those Music City sharks will eat you alive.” Dan slurped-down his third Diet Pepsi as the young, wide-eyed musician soaked-up his every word like a thirsty sponge. “My advice is to find a place with a big enough scene that you can be noticed, but not get lost in the crowd. By the way, you need to hang on to that pretty gal of yours. She doesn’t strike me as being like any of those dime-a-dozen band flies I see glomming onto you. What’s her name?”

	“Tracy—Tracy Ellis.” As if he’d just sat on a tack, Trent nearly came out of his seat—springing to life at the mention of his longtime girlfriend. “I’ve known her since the seventh grade, but she was just a girl in class, ya know? Then, our friend Amber Kabran set us up on a blind date a year ago. She’s the one, Dan. Game over.”

	Jia was shocked to overhear Trent's bombshell confession as she cleared off table eight.

	“You’ll need a gal who’ll support you through thick and thin.” Craning his neck, Dan spotted Jia and motioned for her to bring the check. “It’s a million-to-one shot, son. A real crapshoot. Even if you do make it, things are bound to get ugly along the way. And it sure helps to have someone who’s gonna stick with you through the good and the bad.” Awaiting the change from his crisp $100 bill, Dan stroked his bushy, graying chocolate-colored beard and offered Trent one last piece of advice. “Take her with you, if you can. Gals like Tracy are far and few between in this BS business. Don’t screw it up.”

	In short order, Jia returned with Dan's change, placed neatly on a small black tray, accompanied by two complimentary fortune cookies, sealed loosely in clear plastic wrappers.

	Shuffling through the stack of bills, Dan plucked out a $20 tip—along with the personal message written in red ink across a small strip of white paper torn from Leong’s reservation book. “Hey, Trent. Here’s my number. Call me sometime. Love, Jia.”

	“FYI, me and the girls are all going out for drinks tonight at Walnut Street,” Jia said over her shoulder as she strutted off back toward the doorway marked, EMPLOYEES ONLY. “And you’re more than welcome to come join us.”

	“You know how to find me,” Dan said, patting Trent on the back as the two men walked to the restaurant entrance. “Keep me in the loop, pardner.”

	***

	“It’s promising to be an absolutely gorgeous holiday weekend here in the Queen City, as temperatures are expected to climb into the upper 70s on Saturday and Sunday, without a trace of rain in sight until at least next Tuesday or Wednesday.”

	The friendly voice of KY3-TV meteorologist Ron Hearst echoed from the living room. But tonight, Hearst’s warm and sunny forecast did little to minimize the tension at the Davis dinner table. Spaghetti—must be Thursday.

	“Did you get the letter from MSU that came today?” Shooting her ever-effective “mom” look skillfully across the table, Sara took a quick sip from her tall glass of iced sweet tea. “I put it in your room, next to your computer.”

	“Uh, yep. Got it.” Despite having a big lunch at Leong’s earlier in the day, Trent was famished by 6:20 and he splashed Parmesan cheese generously across a heaping plateful of piping-hot homemade sauce and pasta.

	“Well, what do you think?” Sporting a sassy-looking shoulder-length coif, accented by long, super-fun bangs, Sara appeared nowhere close to her actual age. Her nearly line-free porcelain complexion and vivid green eyes—framed fabulously. She’d even been carded recently for a matinee showing of the latest Brad Pitt feature at the Gilloiz Theater. Flattering, to be sure—especially at 43.

	“Aw, I don’t know, Mom.” Trent squirmed uncomfortably, scratching the back of his neck. Can’t she get off it already?

	“We’ve been over this before, Trent. In a few weeks you’ll be graduating from high school. You’ve got to start thinking about your future. And MSU offers some wonderful programs.”

	All day long, Dan Dickey’s words had played over and over in Trent’s mind like an endless tape loop. He was set on following his own dream of becoming a country music star—and nothing was going to derail his mission.

	“You don’t understand. You never have.” The scraping of the wooden dining room chair against the ceramic tile was like screeching guitar feedback, as Trent shot up from the table and stormed down the hallway.

	“Trent Jacob Davis, don’t you dare tell me that I don’t understand.” Sara shouted towards the back of the modest, three-bedroom house, loud enough to overpower the NBC Nightly News now echoing from the living room as she began clearing away the dinner dishes. “I understand plenty. And I’m not just going to stand by while you throw your life away—with no back-up plan.”

	“C’mon Mom, can’t this wait? I’m gonna be late for practice.” Trent marched into the kitchen, carrying his prized Taylor acoustic/electric guitar in one hand and reaching for a cold Mountain Dew with the other. The refrigerator door—plastered with photos of mother and son from years’ worth of school activities, Scouting projects, church events and getaway vacations. Daytona Beach, 1999—good times, for sure.

	“When, Trent? When are we ever going to discuss your future seriously? When are you ever going to start taking your future seriously?” Unwilling to drop the issue, Sara dried her delicate hands off on her pastel pink apron—a cherished Christmas gift from Trent, back during his junior high school “T.J.” days. A regal-looking crown was emblazoned across the front of the apron. In a playful, feminine-style font, five words were stitched below the crown—SARA: QUEEN OF THE KITCHEN.

	“Later, Mom.” Much later. Wearing his standard white V-neck and Wranglers, Trent paused briefly in the doorway leading into the two-car garage.

	Giving up a half-smile, Sara reached out and pinched Trent’s bicep. “You make me so mad sometimes.” Teetering on her tiptoes, she then stretched up to kiss her son goodbye.

	“Well, it’s a family tradition, I guess,” Trent chuckled. “I love you, Mom. I’ll be home late, so don’t wait up.”
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	“Ugh—this stupid tie is chokin’ me to death, Mom.”

	“I understand that you’re miserable, but it means so much to me that you came today.” Sara sat glowing, holding Trent’s hand in the Davis family’s unofficial spot, just off the center aisle of the third row at Springfield’s Queen City Community Church.

	“No sweat. I love you, Mom.”

	It had been months since Trent attended Sunday morning service at QCCC. But he certainly didn’t want to disappoint Sara on Mother’s Day. This was the church in which she was raised. In fact, Sara had been attending three services a week at QCCC for almost as long as she could remember. In those days it was called Faith Bible Church. But little else had changed over the years—from the outdated bathroom and lighting fixtures to the antique Baldwin organ and the original oak pulpit. This do ye—in remembrance of Me.

	“You know, these are the exact same hymnals we used when I was a little girl.” Transported to a simpler time, Sara flipped through the pages of the faded songbook with the same sense of wonder as she first had during that innocent season, back when she was still Sara Stanton—the adorable little six-year-old in pigtails. Page 189. “Amazing Grace”—my favorite.

	“No kidding?” Trent sighed, having endured his mom’s hackneyed church stories over and over for years. Smells like mothballs in here.

	“And you see that?” Sara nudged Trent, pointing at the backside of the pew in front of them. “Your Uncle Rick carved his initials with his pocket knife when we were kids. Boy, did he ever get a whipping that day.”

	“Yeah, that’s what I’ve heard.” Trent shifted and fidgeted, trying desperately to find a comfortable position before the service commencement.

	Trent too grew up in this church. His experiences were equally memorable, but for starkly different reasons. He thought back to the by-chance encounter that he’d had with Pastor Joseph Munsey while in the local Walmart parking lot one Saturday afternoon last summer.

	“So, Trent—what’s up? How’ve you been? How’s school?” Often more proficient at bringing spirits down than lifting them up, small talk wasn’t exactly Joseph’s forte.

	“Doin’ great. I’ll be graduating soon.” Trent adjusted the brim of his black cowboy hat to shield his eyes from the glaring July sun. “The band is working a lot too. We’re playing at The Park Crest Grill this week.”

	“Hmm. How interesting.” The robust 60-year-old pastor pondered Trent’s response as he ran his fingers through his thick head of gray hair. “That’s a bar, isn’t it?”

	“Uh, yeah. That’s where bands usually play. And it’s good money.” Should I invite him to come check us out? Eh, probably not.

	“Listen, son. I’ve been meaning to talk to you.” Dressed in a plaid work shirt and western-style jeans, Joseph hadn’t planned on preaching today. However, he was more than open to the unexpected opportunity. And the inflection of his voice intensified drastically, as he steered the casual conversation quickly into an oncoming procession of persecution. “Your grandmother was a fine, lovely Christian woman. Helen loved you very much. And I’m afraid that if you don’t change your ways, soon, you’re not going to join her in Heaven.”

	“Are you kidding me?”

	“Now, don’t get me wrong.” Joseph began to backpedal, while walking Trent to his blue Ford pickup truck. “You know that I’m not one to judge. But I’m worried about you.”

	“Well, you shouldn’t be,” Trent said through the open driver’s side window. Firing-up the engine, he threw the truck in gear. 

	Joseph’s comments were particularly perplexing, considering that by all accounts, Trent Davis was a good kid. He’d never been in trouble—he didn’t even drink or smoke. In fact, after Sara washed his mouth out with soap while in the first grade, Trent rarely uttered as much as a curse word. However, it didn’t take much to fall under judgment and condemnation at QCCC.

	A recent private exchange between Trent and the cantankerous church choir director, Donna Noy, proved equally stinging.

	“Hey, Mrs. Noy.” Trent caught up to the chunky, 65-year-old church elder just following a Thanksgiving week choir rehearsal. “I wrote a special tune that I’d like to perform at the Christmas cantata next month.”

	“Forget it, Trent. The cantata is no place for nonsense.” 

	“Well, don’t you at least wanna hear it first?” Since he was a boy, Donna’s raspy, slobbery sputter always amused Trent. “Here comes ol’ Daffy Duck again,” he used to say. However, today, he found that particular peculiarity, combined with her exaggerated Tennessee twang to be more irritating than entertaining.

	“No. No, I do not.” All of five-foot-four and sporting a classic jet-black, ‘60s-style, beehive wig with pointy cat-eye glasses, Donna stood with arms akimbo as she read Trent the riot act. “I’ve already heard some of your songs, and to be honest, I’m quite disappointed. If you’re ever going to swim deeper waters for Jesus, you seriously need to consider whether you plan to honor God or honor Satan with your talent.” Harsh words, from the woman who had given young “T.J.” his first vocal lessons at age 12.

	“Well, thanks for the pep talk.” Trent shrugged his broad shoulders and made a beeline for the church’s glass double-door entrance as the clickety-clack of his Durangos against the tile floor ricocheted from wall to wall throughout the foyer. That was the last time Trent stepped foot on QCCC property—until today.

	“Ah, the Davis family.” With the threadbare hem of his long-flowing black robe grazing the tatty, moss-colored Berber carpet, Joseph Munsey made the rounds, welcoming nearly all of today's 136 parishioners. “How are we on this fine Mother’s Day?”

	“Oh, we're doing just wonderful, Joe.” Sara lit up like a light bulb as she reached out to shake the pastor’s hand.

	“Will you still be joining us at the house on Saturday night?”

	“Why of course. I wouldn’t dream of missing the Munsey’s monthly pot luck dinner. Tell your lovely wife that I’ll be trying out my new chicken casserole recipe.”

	“I certainly will.” Joseph then leaned into the pew to shake Trent’s hand. “Good morning, stranger.”

	“Morning,” Trent forced through clenched teeth. Ugh, is it over yet?

	***

	“Holy cow, you can barely move in this place.” Trent squinted uncomfortably as he removed his shades—his eyes straining to adjust to the restaurant’s dimly lit entrance. “Davis—party of two,” he announced to Cassie and Krista, the two teenage hostesses. Dressed in matching white blouses and pleated black skirts, Cassie manned the phone mounted next to the cash register as it nearly rang off the wall, while Krista greeted patrons and crossed names off from the endless reservation list.
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