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  Sally Murphy




  Sally Murphy is a novel about a New York orphan sent on a train to the Midwest and adopted by a preacher. The story chronicles Sally’s life from chaotic childhood to adulthood while she finds love for a man and stability in herself.




  Liberty Road




  Forced into her chaotic life, Ida Keller flees until she stumbles upon Barnhill and Christopher Trapp. Chris Trapp, saloon owner, secretly cherishes Ida.




  When the man who haunts Ida’s past arrives and threatens her, Chris risks his sheltered life to guard her. Ida and Chris put aside years of destruction and learn healing in their love for each other.




  Travis Pass




  The Eversbys begin their quest to forge a new life in the west when hardship strikes. The Kubats, armed with only the barest necessities, travel toward the freedom of new America. Will each family, with so many differences, learn that distance and separation won’t dissolve the unbreakable bonds of freedom and love?




  Rock Creek




  Rock Creek is the story of Lindsay Hopkins-Pass and her struggle for survival and happiness. When her mother, Belle, is murdered during a barroom brawl, Lindsay’s only chance of survival is to live with her father, Travis Pass. Under his care, she learns love and security until Ernie Atkins destroys all that. Ernie’s evil act forces Lindsay to make choices that affect her life, the life of her fiancé, Luc Fricke, and the life of her unborn child. With the help of people who live on the shores of Rock Creek, Lindsay learns that love and commitment can turn even the worst of circumstances around.




  Albert’s Rain




  Albert plans to escape slavery until he meets Rayna. When Rayna is attacked by Master Bristol, Albert offers the support of friendship. When Albert’s life is threatened, Rayna forces him to run to save his life. This story chronicles their flight toward freedom and love and follows the pair as they struggle with life choices that accompany independence.




  Whiskey Shots Volume 1




  “Brass Star”— Nate Horner rides from his troubled past. Personal exile and tormented regrets forge his path. Can he find solace and forgiveness through friendships from the people of Barnhill?




  “Heart Forgotten”—Karlee Dorn tries to forget painful memories of years gone by. Tom Miller tries to remember a past forgotten. Can two lost souls bond to forge a new trail together?




  Arpetta Honor




  Lorenz Arpetta, a prominent attorney, struggles with daily life, an unbalanced wife, and a secret love. Jane Watson upholds the honor of her duties as a servant in Arpetta Manor, all the while loving a man she will never embrace.




  Misfortune brings Jane and Lorenz together. Is honor and strength enough to bring their love alive?




  Viveka’s War




  An historical romance set during the Depression through the sixties following the struggles of a woman as she uses learned abilities of strength, character and survival choices to build a life of independence.




  ~~For my family~~




  Chapter 1




  Bradie stretched on the bed and pulled the blankets over her head. She didn’t have to get up early. Why didn’t Grant consider that when he flicked on the bathroom light?




  She heard his morning bathroom noises and initially growled because of the interruption to her sleep, then laughed aloud at the comedy of them. First, a wrestle with the tin medicine cabinet, then a loud bang of the plastic toilet seat, followed by the roaring, watery flush. It wasn’t hard for him to adjust to life in a rundown trailer house after growing up in a luxurious, twenty-room mansion with marble floors and golden fixtures, and that surprised her. Even after leaving outrageous wealth so they could share life together, he was still optimistic. Grant still found enough happiness to wake at six in the morning and get ready for his meager paying job. He still found enough happiness in his life to belt out words to historic show tunes with a mouth full of toothpaste.




  As she lay in bed, Bradie giggled.




  “You know I used to sing in the school choir.” Grant’s laughter echoed from the bathroom. He spit, conquered the few steps and flung himself on the bed. The metal springs rattled and squeaked as he landed.




  She buried her head farther and talked from under the blankets. “With toothpaste in your mouth?” she questioned, her voice muffled.




  “It was quite the draw. My fans came from miles to watch me perform.” His overdramatic, singsong reply came as he dug to find her under the covers.




  “I’m sure they did.” Bradie chuckled as she fought herself into a blanketed cocoon so he couldn’t reach.




  “They…” he began as he struggled to find a way in and reached to touch her warm, bare skin, “…did.” He kissed her.




  She allowed him entrance into her self-made fort and her lips found his warm and inviting return, yet she knew he would not continue. If he did, he’d be late for work. He was never late for work. He was never late for anything. Grant was incredibly prompt and incredibly dependable, one of the things she cherished about him.




  “Your fans must have been very smart...” she said between kisses. “I’ve heard people in private schools use their intelligence more.” Her giggle resounded against the walls of the house.




  “Nah. I was the smart one. I left all that to be with you. And now I have to leave you to go to work.” He planted a last firm kiss on her mouth before he rose and began singing the theme to Oklahoma.




  Bradie turned over and pulled back the covers. She placed her bare feet on the green shag carpet, stood, stretched, and yawned. She walked the short distance to the bathroom door and peered in. Her slim shape reflected in the narrow, waist high mirror.




  She saw Grant back to his morning ritual and watched as he spit toothpaste into the sink, picked up the hairbrush, stood straight, and looked into the mirror. She caught his expression and blushed when he noticed her naked reflection and gulped hard. She didn’t think that her body was so great to deserve such a reaction. Small, firm breasts, round hips and thighs connected together with a shapely waist—but not so thin she was skinny. She was pleasantly thin and, judging by Grant’s reaction, that was enough. Her shoulder-length brown hair, messy as it was from sleep, hardly distracted from her scar. That scar, about two inches, stretched diagonally on her right thigh and was the result of a car accident when she was in the seventh grade.




  “Oh, babe, why do you have to do that to me before I go to work? Put something on. Don’t make me think of you naked while I’m working. I can’t take the pressure.”




  Bradie threw a seductive smile his way when she heard his throaty tone. “Don’t think of me. Concentrate on your work.” She turned and began to sidle backward. It was always fun to tease.




  “Right. Like that’s going to happen.” Grant followed and caught her before she hit the bed. They both landed on the mattress with a plop.




  Bradie saw Grant glance at the alarm clock and knew he was thinking about work and how much time he had for play beforehand. If he didn’t stop for his coffee…




  “How about starting your day off right?” He nibbled the delicacy of her silky neck.




  “You’ll be late for work,” Bradie protested without putting up a fight to stop him as he moved one hand up the length of her thigh. The heat from him made her shiver.




  “Just a quickie—I’ll have you instead of my coffee. I like your flavor better.”




  Bradie leaned into his hardness. “Better than coffee? Imagine that.”




  “Better than anything. I could live off of you.”




  She allowed the pleasure of his touch to wash over her. As Bradie turned in his arms, she arched a leg up to greet his hungry thrust and she felt him groan when she rolled onto him. “What? I’m not that heavy.” She feigned astonishment.




  Her heart skipped a beat when he smiled. The sexiness of it sent a smooth rush all around and told her he wasn’t groaning because of her weight. Not any of her five-foot-five, hundred and twenty pound frame was heavy. Heavy was their attraction to each other and the way he looked at her. The sensual sparkle in his dark eyes told Bradie he’d toss his job in the trash if he could just spend time in bed with her. Watching his antics and hearing his returned laugh when she prodded him about his singing, that was heavy. Knowing he was in their home, in their bed every day, that was heavy.




  Grant groaned again. He took note of the alarm clock once more and sighed. “I really should go to work.”




  It would be easy for Bradie to persuade Grant to play hooky and make love to her all day. Instead, she remembered their responsibilities of jobs, even dedication to his family so he could prove he could live without all their financial security. She wanted to offer her sweetness. Instead, she rolled over to the side of the bed.




  “Tomorrow’s a holiday. I know you have tons of work to do today and so do I. I’d rather stay in bed and make love, but if we do, we’ll never get anything else done.” Bradie reached over and stroked his arm. “Will you be home early? There’s a free ballgame at the stadium tonight at eight. They’re having fireworks afterward.”




  “Babe, can’t you tell? The fireworks have already started. Call the fire department. Have them put me out.” He smiled. His dark eyebrows rose as his gaze raked over her nakedness in mischievous agreement.




  Bradie grinned back and covered up with the fuzzy, white blanket from the bed. “Do you want to play, or are you going to work?”




  “I want to play, but I have to go to work,” Grant replied as he got up and searched the room for his shoes. “I should be home in time to finish what you started.”




  “They’re by the front door. What do you mean, what I started? You started it.” A playful flap of the covers gave him a quick peek of what lay underneath.




  Grant scratched his head and looked to the dresser in the corner of the room for his wallet and keys. He stuffed the items into the pocket of his Dockers and bent to kiss Bradie again. “I don’t want to leave, but you’re right. With the holiday, I’ve got twice as much to do. What time do you have to be at work?” He paused enough to listen.




  Bradie rolled over. “Today? Two to seven. Just for inventory. Max wants to be done before tomorrow. I should be home in time to have supper with you. I thought I’d stick a roast in the crock-pot.”




  Grant clicked his tongue, a habit he’d had since he was a child. “I get paid today. Why don’t we go out to eat?”




  “The rent is past due. It was due the first. Today is the third day for late fees. Fifteen dollars a day adds up. I told Mr. Rolland we’d have it to him tonight. Plus the electric bill and the garbage bill and the…”




  Grant closed his eyes and shook his head. “You’re right,” he admitted. “I just can’t remember the last time we went out. Why don’t we go ask my parents for a loan to get us through? It’s been over a year. I’m sure they’ll be happy to lend us a couple hundred.”




  Bradie was hesitant. She knew he only offered because he didn’t want her to go without when he had a fortune at his fingertips. He’d never grovel to his parents for any other reason.




  His parents had money, enough that Grant could be comfortable for the rest of his life and she hated that, because of his life with her, he was cut off from financial security. The last time they talked to Grant’s parents—the last time they even saw Grant’s parents—his parents had said if Grant moved in with “that little, trashy slut,” his life would be over to them and he’d never see a dime of the Blain fortune.




  Bradie wondered if Grant remembered those harsh words. She did. Still, Grant was extremely attached to his parents before she came along. Maybe that’s why they put up such a fight when he and she started dating. Maybe that’s why they argued when Grant informed them of his plans to move in with her. Either way, Grant hadn’t seen his parents since the day he’d packed his stuff and moved to the trailer park.




  “You know how your parents feel about me.”




  “If they knew you, they’d love you. You wouldn’t be forced to go without so many things if I went to them and asked for a loan,” came his reply.




  “Do you really want to? I don’t mean for the money. I don’t want to hold you from your folks. You deserve to see them, and if that’s what you want, it’s fine with me.” The last thing Bradie wanted to do was to keep Grant from his parents. She lay on the bed and leaned up on one elbow to watch his reaction. She hated seeing him torn as he was, between his feelings for his parents and his feelings for her. “We’ll be fine without their money, though,” she reminded him. Bradie had never had money. She knew what it was like to forgo one thing so a bill was paid or groceries were purchased.




  She also knew exactly what Grant’s parents thought of her. She was a poor girl from the impoverished projects on the east edge of town. The night she met Grant, his family was on their way home from their lavish evening at the country club and their car ran out of gas. They stopped at the convenience store where Bradie just happened to be waiting for her mom to get off work.




  As a help to her mother, Bradie pumped the gas into the black BMW and noticed Grant as he got out of the back seat. She ignored the smile he gave her, at first. Then, as his father paid the bill at the store window, she heard him ask her name.




  The first time she looked into his dark eyes—magic. The sort of magic only portrayed with fire and smoke in one of those David Copperfield performances. The electricity shot from her sparkling hazel eyes to his blue ones, and she couldn’t look away. She’d always been the independent, defiant one. No boy had ever held that kind of charismatic power over her.




  “Bradie. Bradie Carpenter,” she’d answered, surprised at how shy she felt. She concentrated on the smell of the gasoline to keep her heart from racing. He was fine. Tall, lean, clean cut, and obviously wealthy beyond anyone she knew and he’d asked for her name. Wavy black hair and those dark, mysteriously deep blue eyes sent shivers to the very core of her nineteen-year-old soul. It was as if she’d met him before, in another place, in another lifetime, and she couldn’t look away.




  Grant held out his hand. “Grant Blain. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Bradie.”




  Bradie was surprised by the sincerity he portrayed and wondered if it was only because he wanted her to wash the windows of the car.




  Before she started that task, Grant’s father came up from behind and quickly ushered Grant back into the car. He seemed to check if his wife was listening from the front passenger seat and instead saw her reading the newspaper.




  “Really, son,” Bradie heard the older man say as he opened the driver’s door, “you’re much too young to go slumming. Another year or two, after you finish school, it will be allowed. Until then, you just stick with the girls from your sector. There are plenty of young women available who would be more than pleased to give you anything you want. Experience alone will give you enough practice in worldly ways to deal with our lesser community.” The door slammed and Grant’s dad flashed Bradie a smile that told her he didn’t believe she understood English or perhaps he thought she was deaf.




  Our lesser community. Bradie remembered those words more than any moment from that night, save for the smile on Grant’s face when he asked her name and the confident twinkle in his blue eyes when she gave it to him. She wondered if he thought of her as lesser as well, but blew it off. It didn’t matter what others thought. What mattered was what she thought and she didn’t feel different from anyone else.




  “So?” Bradie brushed the past aside. “I’ll stick a roast in, and if you decide to go see your folks, I’ll save you some, okay?”




  Grant leaned against the doorjamb, the dark paneling on the wall of the bedroom creaked under his weight, and he turned his head to smile at her. It was the same smile he’d showed her a couple days after their first meeting when he came back under the pretense of buying a candy bar, found her, and apologized for his father’s harsh comments. After that, they met more often until one day, he took her to the Blain estate and formally introduced her to his parents.




  They kept her at a distance from the first time they learned her name and her family history. When Grant announced they were moving in together, his parents cut him off financially, and Bradie wondered if their relationship would survive. It did. Grant got a job at a box factory and, with Bradie’s income from her job with the same company as her mom, they usually were able to pay bills on time with a little left for luxuries. They didn’t frequent the ritzy country clubs Grant was used to, but they ate well, and Grant seemed to enjoy the art of home cooking more and more as the months passed.




  Grant’s parents? Bradie was sure they meant well, only wanting the best for their child, but she knew he wouldn’t grovel to them for money until they recognized they were a couple. Grant thought she was the best for him and he always made sure she knew it.




  “Grant?” Bradie questioned. She saw the faraway look in his eyes as he probably remembered how wonderful his life was under the shaded acres and acres of his parents’ estate.




  “Roast is fine.” His stance changed as he searched for his watch. “If I get home before you, I’ll make gravy. Tonight after the ball game maybe we can cruise out to the lake? I want to see you in that sexy string bikini.” He looked at her and added, “After we pay the rent.”




  Then he was gone. Bradie heard him trot down the narrow hallway to the front door. She heard the wobble as the door opened and closed, then heard Grant’s car rev outside. She took a breath, wondered if he would go and see his parents after all, and looked at the alarm clock. She could go back to bed for another hour or two. If she got up and moving, she would have time to clean the house before work. Max, her boss at the convenience store, had told her to come in at two, but she was sure he’d said she could come in earlier if she wanted. Rent was past due. The few extra hours would more than make up for the late charges tacked on. Besides, what was the use of staying in bed if Grant wasn’t there to keep her warm?




  Bradie rose. If Grant visited his parents after he got off work, that would put him home after nine. She had to work till seven. She would clean the house, shower, put the roast in by noon, and work until seven. Supper would be ready by eight, and they’d still have time to catch the fireworks and ball game.




  * * * *




  Bradie stepped out of the shower just as the phone rang. She gathered the towel and ran to answer. “Yeah?”




  “Hey, babe, what are you doing?” His voice crackled over the poor connection. “Are you still in bed?”




  Bradie hoped her smile showed through the line. “No, I’m soaking wet, wrapped in nothing but a towel and standing in the kitchen.” Her words teased and she imagined the expression on his face.




  Grant let out a breathless whistle. “I have too many hours to work to think of you like that.”




  “Then don’t ask. I decided I’m going to go into work at noon. I should still be home a little after seven.” When Grant didn’t reply, Bradie continued, “So, what’s up?”




  “I got a raise and I’ve decided to ask you to marry me.”




  Though he sounded sincere, Bradie giggled. “That’s funny.”




  “I’m serious.” His voice portrayed honest sincerity.




  He was serious. Tiny goose bumps formed on her skin and she shivered. She wanted to marry him. She wanted to say yes. “What would your parents think? They already have it in their heads I’m only out for your money. Now, you ask me to marry you? That’s just going to reinforce their opinion.” She hated to admit it, but the fact remained and she needed to say something.




  “My parents will get used to it. Eventually, they’ll accept us and then they’ll fall in love with you like I did. Anyway, who cares what they think? We do fine without them. I love you. Marry me.”




  She forced herself to keep a level head and said, “Can we talk about this when you get home?”




  “Sure. We can talk about it, but you’ll still end up being my wife. I’m Grant Blain. I always get what I want.”




  His words kidded her, but Bradie heard the underlying seriousness in his tone. He was serious. “Spoken like a true spoiled brat,” she replied, then she paused before adding, “I love you, Grant. We’ll talk when you get home.”




  “Okay, but you aren’t getting out of this. See you tonight. Leave that towel on.”




  “Bye.” Bradie let Grant’s cheer transcend the telephone line and took a deep breath, remembering the night before when they made love. She loved him. If they wed, they’d have a great marriage. In years to come, they could move out of the trailer into a nice house, maybe have a couple of kids. Maybe his parents would come around and change their attitudes. After all, Bradie wasn’t the gold digger they thought her to be. She loved their son. Maybe Max would give her a raise if she told him she was getting married?




  She looked at the kitchen wall clock. All those wishes and maybes didn’t add up to her paycheck. It was almost eleven-thirty. Bradie went to the bedroom to dress for work.




  Chapter 2




  “Pour me anuther,” the man slurred.




  “Sorry, Jack. You’ve had enough. Why don’t I call you a cab?”




  It was almost six. Jack had sat at the bar all afternoon.




  “Come on. I just want one to take the edge off.” Dominic, the bartender at Blondo’s, always shut him off before he was through. A holiday was a reason to party, and Dominic knew it.




  “I’ll get that cab for you, all right, Jack.” It was more of an order than a question.




  Jack knew Dominic well enough to know there would be no arguing the point. “Fine, jus’ lemme take a leak firs’.” He stood and weaved his way past the bar to the men’s room in the back.




  The well-meaning bartender shook his head and lifted the handset of the phone. He dialed and spoke. “Yeah, Sheila, this is Dominic at Blondo’s. Could you have one of the guys stop here in a few and take a customer home? Just put it on my bill, will you?” He paused for a minute. “Thanks, darlin’. You’re a sweetheart.”




  Listening to the muted conversation, Jack stood in the restroom and washed his hands. He looked into the mirror above the sink and wiped a circle of clean through the thick layer of smoke residue with his sleeve. He threw cold water on his face. His wrinkled reflection stared back under dim light. Nadine would be pissed if he came home without his car again this week. She would be totally pissed. In fact, she was still mad at him for leaving his car in a parking lot across town two days ago. A second ride home in a cab in one week would definitely put a damper on the home front situation. How on earth could he get out of Blondo’s without taking a cab? Damn Dominic! He was way too strict when it came to drinking and driving.




  The sharp tap on the door broke Jack’s train of thought.




  “You all right, Jack? The cab’s here.”




  Jack heard Dominic’s voice through the door. “Yeah, I’m fine. Be out in a second.” His heart raced. He’d have to leave his car again if he didn’t think of something fast. He forced the fuzzy drinking fog away and opened the door, then walked to the exit, “See ya later, Dom’nic. Have a nice Fourth,” he slurred as he slid his ring of keys across the bar. The keys grated against the polished smoothness of the wood.




  Dominic smiled, collected the keys, and waved a polite greeting. “You can pick up your car first thing in the morning. I’ll leave them with the day crew.”




  Dominic’s words faded as Jack slid out the door without banging into the frame and walked into the parking lot. The hot summer sun beat down on the pavement and made the sweltering July day even more sizzling. He checked his right front pocket. Thank goodness he’d decided to carry a spare set of keys just for that needed occasion. He walked behind the cab parked in front of the door, stumbled only enough for no one else to notice, and unlocked the door of his gray pickup. Once seated behind the wheel, he cranked the ignition and the engine turned over on the first try. Jack rubbed his eyes to get rid of the burn from the bar before pulling out of the narrow stall. He hoped he had enough time to get out of the parking lot before that fool bartender realized he didn’t take the ordered cab.




  The cab driver was reading the latest issue of Popular Mechanics and didn’t notice the man who got in the truck and drove away. Instead, he waited for someone to come out of the bar. After he read a few more pages, he got out of the car and cracked the door of the bar enough to holler, “Dominic, where’s the fare?”




  Dominic looked up in surprise. “Shit!” He quickly picked up the phone and dialed the number to the police station.




  * * * *




  Grant got into his car and rolled down the window. He closed the door and felt the steaming summer heat shift as the outside breeze blew in. Finally, a long day over. He was ready for the extended holiday weekend. He was ready to spend extra time with Bradie.




  Bradie said she wanted to go to the game and then watch the fireworks display that followed. She’d mentioned the particular Fourth of July festivity at the stadium and said it was far better than the ones he grew up watching at the country club. She’d described details of synchronized music and majestic lighting. He was anxious to find out if she was right. The only shows he’d seen in his life were the articulated, socially acceptable ones that met with his parents’ approval. Sure there were flashes, sparkles, and loud pops, but how much can someone dressed in a tuxedo enjoy something meant to be casual?




  After the ball game, he and Bradie would go to the lake and make love on a secluded beach. Grant could hardly wait to get home and take off the restricting business garb he wore for eight hours and get comfortable with Bradie.




  Grant merged off the side road to a two-lane highway and brought his car up to speed. He looked a block down the road at a bizarre commotion on the overpass. Two boys were having fun with firecrackers and Grant smiled. As a child, he never had the chance to light fireworks. He remembered seeing a cracker stand not too far from the trailer park. Maybe he’d stop there before he went home. Bradie was a bit of a pyromaniac. She had a thing for candles and her favorite holiday was the Fourth of July. She definitely had a knack for lighting fire to his soul. Maybe there was a thing or two he could learn from her about firecrackers as well?




  * * * *




  “Hey, Jeff, watch this,” Tim exclaimed as he stood on the sidewalk edging the overpass and maneuvered a lit, one-inch firecracker into a plastic pop bottle. He tossed the bottle, firework inside, over the side of the concrete bridge and it exploded in midair with a noisy boom.




  The corners of Jeff’s mouth curled to a smile. “Cool! Let me try.” He searched the littered sidewalk for another twenty-ounce bottle. “How about this?” fair-haired Jeff asked as he held up an aluminum can someone had stepped on and then discarded. The boy walked to the middle of the bridge and motioned for his brother to join him.




  “Here,” Tim instructed, “light the wick, put it in, and throw it over. Don’t hold on to it or it’ll explode in your hand. Mom would have a cow if I brought you home hurt.”




  “Mom would have a cow if she knew we were blowing up firecrackers. She said to wait till Dad got home.” Jeff took the long stem of the brown punk from his older brother. With a wide, mischievous smile, Jeff followed Tim’s instructions. He lit the wick on the small firecracker, tossed it into the bent can, and flung it over the side of the overpass.




  In midair, the can exploded and sent shards of aluminum in all directions before the bulk of it came to rest with a tin clank on the pavement below.




  The proudest of looks covered Jeff’s face as he surveyed his brother for recognition. “That was better than yours!”




  “Beginner’s luck.” Tim strutted to Jeff and took what was left of the package of Ladyfingers. “Watch the master.”




  Tim found an old plastic pop bottle in the trashcan on the edge of the walkway, removed the cap, and motioned for Jeff to help him. “I’ll light the wick. You screw the cap back on.”




  * * * *




  Jack fumbled with the knobs on the radio, trying to eliminate the static. “Damn buildings.” He thought of the tall construction that prevented the radio’s clearer signal. He also felt the effects of his afternoon drinking, though he knew he’d driven in much worse shape. Hell! He could still see the yellow lines down the center of the road.




  One block down the curvy road, Jack saw two boys playing on the overpass. They tossed firecrackers onto the street below in containers, watching them blow up as they flew.




  “Damn kids!” Jack exclaimed as he placed his foot on the accelerator and sped up to avoid falling debris. All he needed to do was come home drunk with a new dent in his vehicle. Then the missus would definitely follow through with her threat to move out. He didn’t want the hassle of her moving out on a holiday weekend when there were many more interesting things to occupy his time.
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