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    St. Augustine, Florida, the oldest city in the United States, has always inspired me with its beauty and history. When I walk around the city, I feel the stories of the men and women who founded it. A number of nations fought to own the city and impose their control and their religious principles upon it.


    I love to walk around the city and admire the architecture of the old buildings, the cobblestone streets, and the immense coquina fort that defended the city. When I’m tired, I like to take one of the horse drawn carriages and listen to the guide talk about the history.


    One of my favorite memories is introducing my youngest grandson—a true, modern-day kid with his love for fast electronic games—to the pleasure of a leisurely, old-fashioned ride with his mom and me.


    Another memory is of walking through St. George Street in a light, silvery rain with my college friend, Carl, and enjoying Cuban food on a restaurant patio as the sun came out. I can still taste those fried plantains and feel the warmth of friendship on the rare day we found the time to get together and talk about our days at the University of Central Florida.


    Those visits to St. Augustine have inspired several stories including this, my favorite. A city like this inspires stories of passion and intrigue—and faith and love. I am grateful to my editor, Ramona Richards, for believing in this story so different from my Amish novels. I hope you enjoy it!
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    Tess fought back a yawn as she walked into her aunt’s hospital room. Excitement had kept her awake half the night.


    “I told you that you didn’t need to come,” her aunt said when she saw Tess. But she smiled.


    “I wanted to.” She bent down and kissed her cheek. “You’re my favorite aunt.”


    “I’m your only aunt.”


    “Still my favorite.”


    Tess pulled a chair up to the side of the bed and set the tote bag she carried on the floor. “What did the doctor say?”


    “No concussion. But I have to stay another day for observation. Doctors,” she muttered, her mouth turning down at the corners.


    Tess studied her aunt’s pale face. Sometimes when she looked at her she missed her mother so much it hurt. She didn’t know what she’d do if she lost her, too.


    She shook off the thought. Her aunt was just in her late fifties and in good health. There was no reason to believe she wouldn’t be around for a long time.


    “Big day today, huh?”


    “The biggest. It’s what I’ve been working toward since I graduated from the police academy.”


    Her aunt reached for her hand and squeezed it. “I’m happy for you.”


    “Brought you something.”


    “You shouldn’t have. You look tired.”


    “Gee. Thanks.” She pulled the makeup bag from the tote, and her aunt pounced on it.


    “Oh, thank goodness!” Kathy cried. “They gave me a comb, but a girl needs her lipstick to feel human.”


    She pulled out a compact, opened it, and grimaced. “Oh, my, it’s worse than I thought.”


    Using her forefinger, she dabbed some concealer cream on the delicate skin under one eye, then shook her head.


    “Going to have a bit of a shiner there,” she said with a sigh. She patted on some powder, applied some lipstick, then smiled at her appearance. “Not bad.”


    “You look great. No one expects you to look like a beauty queen in the hospital.”


    “One must keep up one’s appearance,” Kathy said, folding her hands primly on top of the blanket covering her.


    Aunt Kathy had always reminded Tess of Grace Kelly, that icy blond actress in the old movies they’d watched together on TV years ago.


    Tess was the opposite. She wore her shoulder-length blond hair in a no-nonsense twist or ponytail, hated makeup, and instead of being dainty had been five-foot-ten since high school. Oh, and there were those ten unwanted pounds that persisted in sticking around no matter what she did.


    Her aunt turned the mirror on Tess. “Forgot something?”


    She wanted to roll her eyes but decided not to. With a big sigh, Tess pulled a tube of lip gloss out of her pocket and swiped it across her mouth.


    “My, my, don’t be primping so much,” her aunt said with a touch of sarcasm as Tess tucked the tube back in her pocket.


    “Makeup just slides right off my face in this heat.”


    “I like your new look.”


    Tess stared down at her lightweight navy jacket and slacks worn with a crisp white shirt. She liked what it represented more. Not that she’d ever minded wearing a uniform. It was what had gotten her to this point. Now, she simply wore a different one.


    “You’re young,” Kathy said. “I guess you don’t need as much makeup as an old lady like me. And you’ve got those high, high cheekbones that don’t need blush for emphasis. Some blue shadow would really bring out those eyes, though.”


    “You’re not old. And I’m twenty-eight. That’s not exactly young.”


    Tess reached down and withdrew a blue quilt from the tote bag and placed it on her aunt’s lap. “I thought you might like to have it here to remind you of home.”


    Her aunt tried to sit up. Tess sprang out of her chair, helped raise the bed a bit and adjusted the pillow behind her aunt’s head.


    “Better?”


    “Yes, thanks.”


    Tess watched as Kathy unfolded the quilt and stroked it. “It’s my favorite.”


    “I know.”


    She raised a corner of it to her cheek and her eyes closed, then opened. “I’ll never forget the day Gordon walked into my shop.”


    “He was this big, burly police officer,” Tess prompted with a smile.


    “So you’ve heard the story, eh?”


    Tess laughed. “About a million times,” she said.


    Kathy nodded, but she smiled and didn’t take offense.


    “But tell it to me again.” She leaned back in her chair.


    “I thought he was coming to tell me I was illegally parked out front or something,” her aunt said, her eyes beginning to take on a faraway look. “It was so hard to find parking because they were working on the street for the longest time. But he had this bag of clothes in his hands. Fabric scraps.”


    “Things that had been worn by his sister and his mother.”


    “Um-hmm. He thought his mother would enjoy having a quilt made of them. Mother’s Day was coming up.”


    “So he brought in a few pieces each week and you made the quilt.”


    “That’s right.” She examined the stitching on one square and then, apparently finding it satisfactory, tucked it around her. “Something just clicked into place. We had coffee a couple of times in February, began dating. We were married by the time Mother’s Day rolled around.”


    “So Gordon’s mother got two presents.”


    “I don’t think she saw it that way. We weren’t very good friends at first. Gordon could have been a little more diplomatic about letting her know our plans to get married.”


    Tess felt his presence before she saw him. She wasn’t sure why but it had always been so.


    “What’s this talk about I’m not diplomatic?” Gordon asked in his booming voice.


    He strolled into the room, a tall, big-boned man. Like his wife, he was in his fifties and worked out often so his white dress shirt stretched tightly over his barrel chest.


    Her aunt jumped. “Gordon! You startled me.”


    He just laughed, removed the toothpick dangling from his mouth and bent to kiss her head. “Oh, stop the fussing, Kathy,” he drawled.


    “If you hadn’t done that—” she stopped, pressed her lips tightly, and plucked at the quilt.


    Gordon turned to Tess. “So, hear your new partner’s due in today. Big city guy, eh?”


    “That’s what I hear.”


    She watched him as he prowled around the room, peering at the bouquets her aunt had received. When he passed a mirror that hung on one wall, he peered into it critically and checked his crew cut. The short strands stood at attention on his head as if not daring to lie down on the job.


    Then he began moving around the room again, as if restless. He pulled a card from an arrangement of daisies and frowned at it. “Who’s this Lee?”


    “A woman at church.”


    “You sure?”


    Kathy sighed. “Yes. You met her once. Lee Weatherby.”


    “Hmm. Yeah. I remember. Old biddy.” He tucked the card back in the bouquet and glanced at his watch. “Gotta go. I’ll check in on you later.”


    “You can’t stay for a few minutes?”


    He shook his head. “Have to see the chief. We’re still working out the details of my promotion. It’s a big deal to be second in command, you know.”


    “I know. I just haven’t seen you much lately.”


    “It’ll settle down soon. I’ll check in on you later.” He patted her head and turned to Tess. “You working today?”


    “You know I am,” she said mildly.


    He grinned, removed his toothpick, and tossed it in the trash. It missed, but he didn’t slow down to pick it up on his way out of the room.


    Tess turned to her aunt and saw she watched her husband’s exit with a mixture of sadness and bewilderment.


    “Aunt Kathy?” She waited until she turned to look at her. She hesitated, then plunged ahead. “Is everything okay with you and Gordon?”


    She raised her eyebrows. “Of course. Why do you ask such a question?”


    “I still don’t know how you got hurt.”


    “Oh, it was so silly, really,” Kathy said. “I just tripped over Prissy, that’s all. She always seems to be underfoot.”


    Prissy was a very spoiled Persian her aunt had had for many years. Tess had never known her to hang out anywhere but the sofa and around the food bowl.


    “You’re sure?” Tess asked quietly.


    “Of course.” She looked over the side of the bed. “Now, I don’t suppose you have anything else in that tote bag, do you?”


    Laughing, Tess picked it up and handed it to her. Kathy grinned as she pulled out the quilt she was currently working on. Tess helped her spread it out, find her needles and thread in the sewing basket she’d brought. Then she sat back as her aunt happily began working.


    “You didn’t bring yours?”


    Tess shook her head. “I knew I wouldn’t have enough time. But maybe tomorrow. I’m off.” She glanced at her watch. “I’m sorry, but I need to get going. Anything you need before I leave?”


    “Not a thing. Oh, did you feed Prissy when you went by the house? Gordon forgets when I’m not home.”


    “Sure did.” And Prissy had simply looked at her disdainfully from her place on the sofa.


    Kathy held out her hands and Tess took them. “Father, walk with Tess and protect her and keep her safe. Help her to do her job to the best of her ability. Thank you. Amen.”


    Tess squeezed her hands and smiled, then stood and hugged her. “See you tomorrow. Call me before then if you need anything.”


    The heat hit her like a wet blanket the minute she left the building. Another July in St. Augustine, oldest city in the country. She was that rare thing—a native Floridian—and in all her twenty-eight years she couldn’t remember a hotter one.


    As much as she wanted to hurry into the air-conditioned haven of the unmarked car she’d been assigned as a detective, she forced herself not to rush. Hurrying just made it feel hotter and besides, she’d likely be out in the heat for much of the rest of the day. She started the car, turned the AC on high, and knew that she’d probably be at the station before the interior cooled off.


    A sightseeing tram pulled in front of her at the light beside the police station. The driver recognized Tess, and she waved.


    Tess smiled and muttered, “Hurry up,” beneath her breath. Nothing was slower than the tram. Except for the horse-drawn carriages. Thankfully, none of those were in sight.


    With time to spare, she pulled into the parking lot, gathered her things, and walked inside.


    Maria from Records sat eating a sandwich in the break room. Tess stowed her lunch in the refrigerator.


    “First day on the new job, huh? How’s it feel?”


    “Pretty good.”


    “Met the new guy yet?”


    “Not yet.”


    Maria fanned herself with her hand. “Hot.”


    Tess chuckled and shook her head. “You’re bad. See you later.”


    Two men stood just inside the roll call room, their backs turned to her.


    “Ever had a female partner before?” she heard one of them ask. Tom Smithers. Figured.


    “No.”


    Tess froze, wondering what Smithers was going to say next.


    “Well, you’ve got your work cut out for you, buddy,” Smithers said and he laughed.


    The other man turned and saw Tess. Her training had taught her to capture an impression quickly and what she got was intense: his eyes were green and honed in on her, his posture military straight, and his stance at attention. He looked to be in his early thirties. Tall, probably six-two, and like Maria had said, he was hot: male model pretty with black hair and an easy grin.


    “Aw, heck, she’s right behind me, isn’t she?” Smithers asked when the man grinned.


    He laughed. “What do you think?”


    Stepping forward, he offered his hand. “Detective Villanova. Nice to meet you. I’m Logan McMillan, your new partner.”


    [image: imagedeco.jpg]


    She had a nice, firm grip and looked him straight in the eye. “Tess.”


    He liked the way she observed Smithers slinking off, muttering about getting some water. Maybe she was good at hiding her expression—well, actually, she better be because no cop survived without being good at keeping a nonemotional front—but she didn’t waste a second on a glare at him or any kind of comment.


    “Never a good idea to talk about someone,” he said quietly, as she looked down at the hand he still held.


    She shrugged but couldn’t hold back a small smile. “And if you’re going to do it, be bright enough not to stand with your back to the door.”


    Other officers began crowding in the door. Logan gestured for Tess to precede him in finding a seat and sat next to her. The shift supervisor went over the previous night’s activity and bulletins, then introduced Logan.


    He tried not to fidget as the supervisor read off his list of accomplishments. They sounded great, but in the end what did that sort of thing matter?


    “So make him feel welcome to our fair city,” the supervisor was saying. “Let’s go out there and protect and serve, people. And stay safe.”


    “I think they say the same thing everywhere,” he whispered to Tess.


    He rose when fellow officers stopped to introduce themselves on their way out of the room. Maybe it was a stereotype, but he had expected the officers in a tourist city would look more laid-back.


    The shift supervisor walked over. “Take a few hours to show Logan around, give him a feel for the city.”


    “Yes sir.”


    They walked out, and Tess stopped at the unmarked car. “Want to flip for who drives?”


    “Why? I have no problem with you driving. Partner.”


    Her head snapped up, and she gave him a measuring look. He smiled at her and got into the car. The second look came as no surprise after the comment by Smithers. Law enforcement was still a man’s world in many communities.


    “We’re right in the historic district here,” she said as she guided the car onto King Street. “It’s not a big area, and during tourist season it’s crowded. You have to keep your eyes peeled or it’s easy to run over a jaywalker.”


    She gave him the standard tour. He debated telling her he’d taken it when he visited for the interview and decided not to at this point. Seeing the city through her eyes would give him a better perspective of it—and her.


    “Years ago there was quite a debate over whether a new, modern-looking bridge should replace this one. Every so often somebody would get fed up with the traffic jams on the bridge,” she said as they waited at the traffic light to drive over the bridge that connected downtown St. Augustine to Anastasia Island.


    “The old bridge had deteriorated,” she continued. “Finally, we got a new bridge but it looks like the old one. The two Medici lions there were at the foot of the old bridge, and now they guard this one.”


    She turned to him and smiled. “What other city has something like this?”


    The light changed and just as they were halfway across, lights flashed and a gate came down, blocking traffic. The drawbridge went up as a boat passed beneath.


    “You learn to pray that we don’t have an emergency and get stuck on the bridge,” she said as she drummed her fingers on the steering wheel.


    The drive was short since the island was small. “If you’re into lighthouses, you’ll have to climb this one,” she said, waving at the tall structure painted with a winding black on white design. “The view up there is something else.”


    “We locals don’t go doing stuff like that in the middle of summer,” she said as she made a U-turn.


    She drove across the bridge and turned right to take them past Castillo de San Marcos. The old fort, a huge structure built of coquina stone, had stood guard over the city for hundreds of years. Horse-drawn carriages were parked along the right side of the road, and she watched carefully in case one of them was about to pull out onto the road.


    “This city has a history of violence,” she said as she parked so that he could look up at the fort. “Matanzas Bay. Matanzas means blood. At the same time, it’s supposed to have more churches than most cities.”


    A horse-drawn carriage passed on the road, and the driver waved at Tess. “That was my first part-time job,” she told him. “I loved it.”


    “So that’s where you learned to be a tour guide.”


    She gave him a brief smile. “Can’t help but be one when you grow up here. I should warn you every relative you have will want to come visit you now that you live in Florida.”


    “No one to visit. Mom died two years ago and I was an only child.”


    “Father?”


    “In the military,” he said briefly. “We’ve never been close.”


    He sensed that she was curious, but she didn’t press him. “You?”


    “My mother died several years ago, and I never knew my dad. My only relative is my aunt. Her husband is Gordon Baxter. Have you met him yet?”


    “He sat in on the interview with the chief.” Logan hadn’t been impressed with her uncle and was a little relieved the man wasn’t a blood relation of Tess’s.


    She nodded. “He and the chief are tight.”


    They drove around for another hour, and she filled him in on crime statistics and insider information about the city.


    “Dinner break?” She’d brought a sandwich, but now she didn’t feel like returning to the station for it.


    “Sounds good. You choose.”


    “Seafood?”


    “Seafood sounds good.”


    “Place not too far from here has the best shrimp in the county.”


    “Okay.”


    “Just ignore all the tourist shtick. You know—the mermaid paintings. Nautical décor.”


    A few minutes later, they settled into a booth with tall glasses of sweet tea and smoked mullet dip before them.


    Logan ignored the menu and let Tess’s order of a dozen shrimp—fried—and sides of cole slaw and French fries guide him.


    “And hush puppies?” the waitress asked him.


    Tess groaned.


    “Problem?” Logan asked.


    “No,” said Tess.


    Pam laughed. “I’ll just bring you one. One can’t hurt.”


    “I can’t ever stop at one.”


    The waitress looked at Logan. “Guard your plate. Girl steals them right off it when you’re not looking. Seen it too many times. Outright larceny.” Chuckling, she left them to put in the order.


    Logan took a sip of his tea. “So, Tess. Why’d you get into law enforcement?”


    Her fingers tightened on her glass. She set it down. “Sam—my best friend, Samantha—was murdered my senior year in high school.”


    She traced the condensation on the side of her glass and frowned. “The killer’s never been found.”
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    They got a call just as they were finishing their Key lime pie.


    “Okay, partner, let’s roll,” Tess said, rising from the table.


    Logan pulled out his cell phone, aimed it at her, and snapped a photo before she had time to throw up her hands and stop him.


    “Hey, what’d you do?”


    “Just took a photo for posterity. It’s our first case together,” he said, getting into the passenger side of the car.


    “What’re you going to do, make a scrapbook?”


    He chuckled. “Maybe.”


    She spared him a glance as they got in the car, and she flipped on the AC. “You’re in a good mood.”


    “I’m always in a good mood.”


    “Oh, really?”


    “Sure.”


    “We’ll see.”


    “How can you not be in a good mood in a beautiful place like this?”


    She drove down US 1 for a few miles.


    “Well?”


    “Well, what?”


    “You didn’t answer my question.”


    “I didn’t realize it was a question. But I’ll play your game. Yeah, it’s hard not to be in a good mood in a beautiful place like this. But just because it’s sunny Florida and there are a bunch of tourists running around on vacation doesn’t mean that we don’t have crime or problems.”


    “I know. I’m a cop, remember?”


    She nodded and stopped at a red light. When she heard the driver of the car beside her rev his engine, she looked over at him.


    “Wanna race, baby?” the guy called over and revved his engine again.


    “Probably not a good idea. There might be a cop around.”


    “Nah, I’m good at spotting cops.”


    Tess just smiled, held up her ID, and tried not to laugh when his jaw dropped.


    “Aw, man,” he said and when the light changed, he moved forward with the speed of an old lady.


    “Killjoy,” said Logan.


    She drove on. “Where we’re going might ruin your day, too.”


    “How? This is the first case we get to work together. I’m looking forward it.”


    “Why’d you move here?”


    He shrugged. “Looking for a change of pace.”


    She knew from reading up on him that he’d cracked some big cases in Chicago. One of these days she’d find out why he’d moved here.


    “Well, here’s our big B & E investigation,” she announced.


    She pulled into the driveway of a small concrete block house painted bright flamingo pink. The yard was covered with every lawn ornament imaginable: plaster religious statues, plastic geese dressed in clothes, whirligig flowers, and more.


    Tess had been just as agog when she’d seen the house the first time.


    An elderly lady with frizzy scarlet hair opened the door. She wore a purple caftan and a cat draped around her neck.


    “Why Tess, I wasn’t expecting you!” the woman exclaimed. “Why aren’t you wearing your uniform?”


    “I’m a detective now, Mrs. Ramsey. This is my partner, Logan McMillan.”


    The woman’s penciled eyebrows rose as she looked him over. “Good to meet you, Detective.”


    “We’re here to investigate the break-in you reported, Mrs. Ramsey.”


    “Come in, come in,” she said, opening the door a few more inches. “Watch out. Don’t want to let anyone out.”


    “Anyone?” Logan murmured beside Tess.


    “Watch your ankles,” she hissed, looking around.


    “I put Cammy up,” Mrs. Ramsey said.


    “Thank you.” Tess pulled her notepad from her pocket. “You said someone broke in the back door last night. Can we check it out?”


    “You know the way, dear.”


    Mrs. Ramsey settled back down onto the sofa and turned the volume up louder on the television. “Diamonique Hour is on QVC.”


    Tess led the way through the living room and into the kitchen. Several cats were lying in the sink. Another couple peered down from their post on the top of the refrigerator. She checked the back door, looking for signs of forced entry and finding none. Dutifully she went through the rest of the house with Logan.


    When he shot her a puzzled look, she nodded, put her finger to her lips, and returned to the living room.


    “Mrs. Ramsey?”


    The woman tore her gaze from the television. “Will you look at that! Lovely bridal set, isn’t it? I always liked the emerald cut. Makes even a small diamond look big.” She tilted her head and studied Logan. “Are you married?”


    He looked startled. “Uh, no, ma’am.”


    She nodded, then raised her eyebrows at Tess. “I see.”


    Tess wanted to roll her eyes. “Mrs. Ramsey, we didn’t find any sign of a break-in. We checked all your doors and windows.”


    “Well, I suppose that’s all well and good. But where’s my diamond necklace?”


    “Show me where you last saw it.”


    She lifted the cat on her lap and set it down on the sofa, then hauled herself to her feet. “Same place as always. Keep my jewelry box in the armoire in the master bedroom, under my shapewear.” She shot a look at Logan. “They don’t call them girdles anymore.”


    Tess nearly choked at Logan’s expression.


    “I—didn’t know that.”


    “We’ll be right back,” Tess said.


    “I’ll be here.”


    “Nice young man,” Mrs. Ramsey told her. “Single, huh?”


    This time Tess did roll her eyes.


    And got the look. The teacher look.


    She straightened. “Uh, yes, ma’am.”


    Mrs. Ramsey opened the door to the master bedroom, and a huge white cat shot out of the room.


    “Cat incoming!” she yelled to Logan and held her breath. When she didn’t hear anything, she let it out.


    “See? It’s not here!” Mrs. Ramsey said, holding an empty jewelry case.


    Tess nodded. “Description?” she asked and made notes in her pad as the woman rattled off the details that Tess knew by heart: Husband gave to her for their first anniversary. One carat. Oval shape. Platinum setting and chain. Irreplaceable.


    She closed the pad with a snap. “We’ll do our best to find out who took it.”


    They walked back into the living room. Tess wondered if she’d find Logan writhing in pain. Instead, Cujo—er, Cammy—looked adoringly at Logan as he scratched her head.


    “Nice cat,” he told Mrs. Ramsey.


    She beamed. “Thank you. I always say Cammy knows a good person.” She turned to Tess. “I’m glad you didn’t bring that Smithers man. Cammy doesn’t like him. Or that husband of your aunt’s.” She made a face. “Never liked him.”


    “Smithers?”


    “Your uncle. Always seemed . . . sneaky. You know? I could never prove—” she stopped.


    “Never could prove what?” Tess asked, trying to look casual. “I won’t say anything.”


    Mrs. Ramsey sighed. “I could never prove he cheated on tests in my class. But I know he did.” She glanced at Logan. “I taught long enough I had Tess’s uncle and Tess in my classes at the high school.”


    “How about that?”


    “We have to go, Mrs. Ramsey. I’ll call you if we find your necklace. In the meantime, be sure to keep the doors and windows locked.”


    “I will, dear. And you promise you’ll read a book this week.”


    “I will.”
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    “Thanks for warning me about the cat.”


    “I got your back.” She glanced over when he didn’t say anything. “Cat got your tongue?”


    “Thought women didn’t crack jokes like that.”


    She shrugged. “Couldn’t resist. You want to stop for something to drink? I know a place that has great sweet tea.”


    “You Southerners sure like your iced tea.”


    “Sweet tea.”


    She got the tea and a big cookie called a sand tart. Logan didn’t eat sweets much but she hadn’t steered him wrong in what she’d chosen to eat at their break. As usual, she introduced him to the woman behind the counter. He knew from his years as a beat cop you got to know your neighborhood, but it seemed like Tess knew everyone.


    They settled in a big booth and watched the tourists walking around sweating in the afternoon heat. Now and then, a few of them straggled inside, sighed over the air conditioning, and ordered drinks and pastries.


    “So tell me about Mrs. Ramsey. She seems . . . quite a character.”


    “She wasn’t always like this. She was my high school English teacher for several years. Got bumped up when I did. I thought it was a coincidence at the time, but now I know better.”


    “What do you mean?” He took a bite of the cookie and nearly groaned it was so good.


    She shrugged. “Things happen for a reason. I learned a lot from her but not just about English. She really helped me after—after Sam died.”


    Logan took a sip of the tea and found it a bit sweet for his taste. “So how long has she been thinking someone’s breaking into her house and stealing her jewelry?”


    Tess lifted a hand when someone walked past and greeted her. It was turning out this was a smaller town than he’d originally thought.


    “About a year now. Her husband died not long after Sam, and it took a lot out of her.” She set the cookie down, half-eaten, and looked up at him. “She hasn’t been . . . eccentric until recently. So far it seems harmless, but I’m going to keep an eye on her.”


    She sat back. “I guess this is different for you, coming from the big city.”


    “Big city’s made up of small neighborhoods,” he said. “You gonna eat that cookie?”


    “Help yourself.”


    He bit into it and then realized it made him think about her lips had touched the same place his were doing now. Don’t go there, he warned himself. You’re partners. Not a good idea to mix personal and work.


    Their break was short-lived. They’d barely finished the tea when they got a call to investigate several more break-ins—real this time.


    “Not a lot of excitement since you’ve been here,” she said as they got into the car after the last one.


    “Fine by me,” he said. “I’m not looking for excitement.”


    She looked at him, started to say something, and then started the car.


    “What?”


    “Nothing.”


    “Might as well ask. It’s the only way we’ll get to know each other.”


    “What makes you think I want to know about you?”


    He laughed and gazed out at the car window. “Of course you do. The reason both of us wanted to be detectives is because we’re hypercurious.” He looked back at her. “And the more we know about each other, the better we’ll work together.”


    He watched her as she stopped at a red light and glanced around. “Then there’s safety, too. Being a detective is less dangerous than being a patrol officer. But if there’s a situation, good partners who know and trust each other can up the odds of surviving it.”


    “Well, things are pretty quiet here,” she told him as she turned off the ignition and unclipped her seat belt. “Being attacked by Cammy is probably as hazardous as things are going to get.”


    Logan remembered the way the cat had come tearing out the bedroom toward him. He’d had a few uncomfortable moments until it got closer and he saw it didn’t have a crazed look on its face. Trusting, he bent and scratched its head, and everything was fine.


    He didn’t have to wonder why it had attacked Smithers. Seemed to him that the cat had good judgment there. He didn’t care for Smithers talking about Tess the way he had and was glad he’d gotten her for a partner.


    “So, got big plans for the weekend?” he asked.


    “Some real exciting stuff. A few home repairs, church on Sunday.”


    “I like to do home repairs.”


    She reached into her pocket for the cards she carried and handed him one. “You’re welcome to attend if you like.”


    “Oh, this is for your church.”


    Her lips quirked in a grin. “Yeah. I do my own home repairs. Why don’t you buy your own place so you can have some fun?”


    He fingered the card before putting in his own pocket. “I’m renting until I know what part of the city I want to live in.”


    “Smart.”


    He met her eyes. “Yeah. I thought so. Maybe you can give me some advice on where I should buy.”


    “Sure. Take some time. Not everyone likes living here.”


    “I’m liking it fine,” he said, pausing on the sidewalk to look around. He looked back at her. “I’m liking it just fine.”
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