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an august morning
 

chapter one
HE LETTER ARRIVED AT THE POLICE SUBSTATION
special delivery, signature required.

Jason Logan couldn't bear to open it, couldn't bear to
see black lines forming letters and letters resolving into words
that would destroy his life.

Subject 58RS is negative for paternity.

Five years of pretending would be for nothing once he
opened the letter and let the truth out. Back then, he did the
research and discovered the combination of genes that would
allow a blue-eyed blonde to be born to a sable-haired woman
and a part Korean, part who-knows-what guy.

Highly improbable. A million-to-one shot. But statistically
possible.

Within hours of Kimmie's birth, Logan had refused to entertain any other possibility. For in truth, wasn't the heart far
more than muscle and blood, and parenthood more than the
sum-or the discrepancy-of one's DNA?

He and Hilary had named the baby Kim Li after his biological mother, a woman he knew only as a scrawl on his adoption
papers. It never mattered that Kimmie didn't have his tawny
skin or sturdy build. Logan carried her on his shoulders,
kissed away her boo-boos, and chased away the monsters
under her bed.

Now the monster under his own bed had reared its evil
head.

The door buzzed. Logan shoved the envelope into his pocket,
took a deep breath, and turned to greet the visitor.

The guy might as well have been a billboard, he was that
obvious. Tailored dark suit, crisp white shirt, modest tie, lean
cheeks, almost imperceptible bulge at the waist where his
service revolver sat.

"I'm Sergeant Logan. Help you?"

"Stefan Pappas." The visitor presented his credentials.

Logan squinted, not recognizing the bona fides.

"Secret Service. Advance team for President Freeman."
Pappas loosened his tie. "Hotter'n blazes out there."

Pappas's salt-and-pepper hair was military short, his eyes
dark and intense. Though his voice was a subdued baritone,
his straight back and broad shoulders gave an air of authority.
Judging from his creased forehead and gnarled fingers, he
was in his late forties or early fifties. Which meant he'd have
significant seniority backing whatever he was after in Logan's
duty area.

"Downtown know you're here?" Logan asked.

Nope.

Score one for the feds, Logan thought. Downtown was
Barcester Police Central, six miles to the southwest. Most of
the city subs had closed when the federal money for community policing dried up. A state grant and the public's desire to
have a permanent presence in the Flats-the most dangerous
neighborhood in Barcester-had kept the University Avenue
substation open.

The U-Ave sub was little more than a boxy bungalow with a
couple desks, a dispatch system, and a lock-up in the basement.
Not the competent luxury a Secret Service guy would be used
to. Duty was three cops per shift and no administrative help.
Hardly a fast track to a gold shield, but after the Gibbons incident, it had been either run the substation or ride a desk.

Logan chose the former, keeping his pay grade and his
self-respect-but losing his wife, who apparently had never
been his anyway. Let her have her rich boyfriend and fancy
estate. She wasn't getting his little girl.

Pappas cleared his throat.

"So this is an unofficial reach?" Logan asked, trying to focus.

"It's official. Just not orchestrated."

Logan laughed. Downtown loved a good dog and pony show,
but it was the beat cops who got stuck with the cleanup. "You're
here about the high-speeds."

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	22
	...
	33
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Heart Fortune (Celta) by Owens, Robin D.



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        In Darkness We Must Abide: The Complete Second Season: Episodes 6-10 by Rhiannon Frater



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Purgatory: A Novel of the Civil War by Jeff Mann



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Miriam's Heart by Emma Miller



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Wilderness Tips by Margaret Atwood



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Social: Why Our Brains Are Wired to Connect by Matthew D. Lieberman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Louis: The French Prince Who Invaded England by Catherine Hanley



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Echoes of Silence (Unquiet Mind Book 1) by Anne Malcom



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dragon Magic: Book 3: Prophecy of the Dragons by E. J. Krause



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        A Moment of Doubt by Jim Nisbet


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    