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A PERILOUS REUNION Framed for a crime he didn't commit, Lee Earnshaw is two weeks out of
prison when an ex-con tries to kill him and his former love, K-9 rookie cop Ellen Foxcroft.
Recognizing their attacker as a man he met in prison, Lee knows he must be the intended target.
But is the shooter settling a score, or does Lee have something he wants? Determined to start
over, training puppies and maybe getting a second chance with Ellen, Lee vows to keep both of
them safe. But as they investigate together, Ellen's golden retriever partner at their side, they find
themselves dead center in a killer's crosshairs. Rookie K-9 Unit: These lawmen solve the
toughest cases with the help of their brave canine partners

A Look Inside A Light In the Attic Special Edition (Click on Images to Enlarge)From the Back
CoverLast night, while I lay thinking here,Some Whatifs crawled inside my earAnd pranced and
partied all night longAnd sang their same old Whatif song:Whatif I flunk that test?Whatif green
hair grows on my chest?Whatif nobody likes me?Whatif a bolt of lightning strikes me? . . .Here in
the attic of Shel Silverstein you will find Backward Bill, Sour Face Ann, the Meehoo With an
Exactlywatt, and the Polar Bear in the Frigidaire. You will talk with the Broiled Face, and find out
what happens when someone steals your knees, you get caught by the Quick-Digesting Gink, a
mountain snores, and they’ve put a brassiere on the camel.With 12 never-before-published
poems, here is a special edition of this beloved poetry collection, from the creator of Where the
Sidewalk ends and Falling Up.About the AuthorShel Silverstein 's incomparable career as a
bestselling children's book author and illustrator began with Lafcadio, the Lion Who Shot Back.
He is also the creator of picture books including A Giraffe and a Half, Who Wants a Cheap
Rhinoceros?, The Missing Piece, The Missing Piece Meets the Big O, and the perennial favorite
The Giving Tree, as well as classic poetry collections such as Where the Sidewalk Ends, A Light
in the Attic, Every Thing On It, Don't Bump the Glump!, and Runny Babbit.Read more
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A PERILOUS REUNIONFramed for a crime he didn’t commit, Lee Earnshaw is two weeks out of
prison when an ex-con tries to kill him and his former love, K-9 rookie cop Ellen Foxcroft.
Recognizing their attacker as a man he met in prison, Lee knows he must be the intended target.
But is the shooter settling a score, or does Lee have something he wants? Determined to start
over, training puppies and maybe getting a second chance with Ellen, Lee vows to keep both of
them safe. But as they investigate together, Ellen’s golden retriever partner at their side, they find
themselves dead center in a killer’s crosshairs.Rookie K-9 Unit: These lawmen solve the
toughest cases with the help of their brave canine partnersWho would want to shoot at her and
Lee? Ellen wondered.Probably the same people behind the other trouble the police department
and her fellow K-9 officers had faced since being hired to solve Veronica Earnshaw’s murder.
Then again, Veronica’s brother, Lee, had just been released from prison. Could it be someone
after him?The car was coming back. Lee pulled the two dog crates from the backseat of his truck
and set them on the ground by the blown tire. Once he was sure they were out of the line of fire,
he came to kneel next to her. “They’re coming back.”She nodded, then raised her gun and aimed
it. When the car crested the hill, she knew they were in for a second attack. “That’s them.”The
dark gray Buick slowed and the barrel of a rifle appeared in the window. She figured it was now
or never and tightened her finger, heard the weapon bark, then felt the kick against her hand.The
sedan’s front windshield exploded.ROOKIE K-9 UNIT:These lawmen solve the toughest
caseswith the help of their brave canine partners—Terri Reed, April 2016—Lenora Worth, May
2016—Dana Mentink, June 2016Honor and Defend—Lynette Eason, July 2016—Shirlee
McCoy, August 2016—Valerie Hansen, September 2016Lynette Eason is a bestselling, award-
winning author who makes her home in South Carolina with her husband and two teenage
children. She enjoys traveling, spending time with her family and teaching at various writing
conferences around the country. She is a member of RWA (Romance Writers of America) and
ACFW (American Christian Fiction Writers). Lynette can often be found online interacting with
her readers. You can find her at f and on Twitter, .Books by Lynette EasonLove Inspired
SuspenseRookie K-9 UnitHonor and DefendWrangler’s CornerCapitol K-9 UnitFamily
ReunionsHide and SeekChristmas Cover-UpHer Stolen PastRose Mountain RefugeAgent
UndercoverHoliday HideoutDanger on the MountainVisit the Author Profile page at for more
titles.Get rewarded every time you buy a Harlequin ebook!Click here to Join Harlequin My
RewardsHONORAND DEFENDLynette Eason“The LORD is good, a stronghold in the day of
trouble;and He knows those who trust in Him.”—Nahum 1:7This book is dedicated to all of the
heroes in law enforcement—two-legged and four!Thank you for your bravery, your service and
most of all, your dedication to justice. May the Lord bless you and keep you, may the Lord make
His face to shine upon you.AcknowledgmentsThank you to my fellow authors for your tireless
willingness to answer my questions day and night!Terri Reed, Lenora Worth, Dana Mentink,
Valerie Hansen and Shirlee McCoy. It’s always a pleasure to work with such professionals!Thank



you to Emily Rodmell for letting me do one more. I appreciate you! :)ContentsCHAPTER
ONECHAPTER TWOCHAPTER THREECHAPTER FOURCHAPTER FIVECHAPTER
SIXCHAPTER SEVENCHAPTER EIGHTCHAPTER NINECHAPTER TENCHAPTER
ELEVENCHAPTER TWELVECHAPTER THIRTEENCHAPTER FOURTEENCHAPTER
FIFTEENCHAPTER SIXTEENCHAPTER SEVENTEENCHAPTER EIGHTEENCHAPTER
NINETEENDEAR READEREXCERPT FROM DANGEROUS LEGACY BY VALERIE
HANSENONEK-9 police officer Ellen Foxcroft shot a sideways glance at the man who drove in
silent concentration. Just ten minutes ago, they’d picked up three puppies from Sophie Williams.
Not only was Sophie a trainer for the Canyon County K-9 Training Center, she also worked with
the Prison Pups program. A program Lee Earnshaw, the man behind the wheel, was intimately
familiar with, since he’d been part of it up until two weeks ago when he’d been released from
prison. Framed. Set up by a dirty cop, he’d lost two years of his life. He’d developed a new
hardness and more lines around his eyes than when she’d last seen him.Two of the dogs they’d
just picked up from the prison program were ready to start training to be assistance animals for
Ellen’s clients—adults and children with disabilities. In addition to being a K-9 officer with the
Desert Valley Police Department, she also ran the Desert Valley Canine Assistance program
she’d started a few weeks before Lee was released. Already she and her four employees were
making a difference in the lives of the people in their community, training the dogs to be service
animals for the disabled.Thanks to Sophie’s generosity, Ellen hoped to have the two older
puppies ready for the summer camp she planned to offer next month. The younger puppy
needed more work—a job Lee would take on as soon as they got back to the facility. “You’re
awfully deep in thought,” she said. “Are you all right?”Lee blinked and sighed. “I’m fine. I just wish
we had some better leads on who might have killed Veronica.” Veronica Earnshaw, Lee’s sister,
had been murdered a little over three months ago. Her killer still walked the streets, and Ellen
could tell Lee’s frustration level was about to boil over.“I know. We’re working on it, Lee—we
really are.”He scowled at her, then turned his attention back to the road. “That’s what everyone
says, I wish I could see evidence of that.”Ellen grimaced. She wished she could, too, frankly. “An
investigation like this takes time. It’s unfortunate, but it just does. At least you’re out of prison
now, and that happened as a result of this investigation. Look at the positive side.”His lips
quirked. “You would look at it that way.” The puppies in the travel carriers in the back barked and
yipped. “I appreciate your giving me this chance to work with you and the pups. Not everyone
believes I’m innocent, in spite of the press conference and Ken Bucks’s arrest.”“You’re
welcome.”Former Desert Valley sheriff’s deputy, Ken Bucks had been arrested and, in order to
secure a deal and a lighter sentence for himself, had confessed to framing Lee and sending him
to prison two years ago for a robbery he didn’t commit. “I just really want to put it all behind
me.”“I’m sure you do.” Probably easier said than done. This was Lee’s second day on the job.
Two days ago, after much self-examination and encouragement from Sophie, she’d approached
Lee about working for her, and he’d been reluctant. With their history, she couldn’t say she
blamed him. They’d dated in high school. Until she’d allowed her mother to chase him away. Her



jaw tightened. She didn’t want to go there.Instead, she remembered the flare of attraction she’d
felt just from being in his presence again. Just from talking to him and looking into his eyes. Eyes
she’d never been able to forget.Eyes that looked years older and much harder than she
remembered. But she’d shoved aside her attraction—and her pride. After some fancy talking,
he’d agreed to give working with her a trial run. She figured his love of animals and training had
convinced him. She didn’t care what it was, she was just glad he’d conceded. He’d started
yesterday with a tour of Ellen’s assistance facility, which connected to the Canyon County K-9
Training Center. “You know, I was thrilled when Veronica said she was fine with me leasing the
unused portion of the K-9 training center.”“Veronica never was one to turn down money.”“Well,
whatever her reasons, I’m just glad she let me.”Coming from a wealthy background, Ellen knew
people looked at her differently, had various expectations of her, some good, some bad, most
wrong. But at least she’d done something good with some of that wealth.She’d started the
program with money from her trust fund. And then listened when Sophie Williams insisted that
Lee Earnshaw would be the perfect person to hire to help train the dogs.Today she could see his
eagerness to get started working with the new animals. “Sophie said when it came to working
with the dogs at the Prison Pups program, you were the best she’d ever seen. She called you a
dog whisperer.” After Veronica had been killed, Sophie had taken over the program that trained
dogs and rookie K-9 officers. She often used inmates at the prison to help with the training of the
puppies until they were old enough for the center. Lee had been one of those inmates.He gave a
low laugh then frowned. “A dog whisperer?” He shrugged. “You know me. I’ve worked with
animals all my life. I like them and they like me. The Prison Pups program was the only thing that
kept me sane these past two years.”“I know. And I’m sorry.”“Yeah. I am, too, but it is what it is. I’m
trying to move on.”“You’re not bitter?”He glanced at her from the corner of his eye. “I’m bitter. I
just fight it on a daily basis, hoping I’ll eventually win the battle.”“You will,” she said. “Whatever
happened to your plans to become a vet?”He sighed and shrugged. “Life happened.”“But you
graduated from college.”“Yes, with a degree in biology. I even started on graduate school, then
everything kind of went south with Dad and I had to help him pay bills. Breeding and training
dogs was the way to do that.”“Do you have plans to finish school?”“Yes. One day. Ken Bucks kind
of messed that up pretty good. And then Veronica was murdered...”Ellen heard the unspoken
end of the sentence—and her killer is still out there.She couldn’t help studying his features.
Brown hair with a brand-new cut, brown eyes that at times looked hard and cold but were always
alive and warm when he worked with the animals His strong jaw held a five-o’clock shadow. She
used to kiss that jaw on a regular basis. She cleared her throat and tried to shake her memories,
but they just wouldn’t leave her alone. Memories of being his girlfriend, the vicious conflict with
her mother. And then Lee had walked away from it all.Now she was back in town and he was out
of prison and she was working in Desert Valley. For the time being. Thanks to her mother’s
stipulation that she and the other rookies had to stay in Desert Valley until Veronica’s murder
was solved or she would withdraw the funding she’d given the department. Funding the
department couldn’t afford to lose. Ellen planned to have a few words about that with her mother



when she woke from the coma she’d been in for the past three months. Someone had broken in
to her home and attacked her, almost killing her. “I can understand your frustrations, Lee. I feel
the same way about my mother’s attacker.” Ellen desperately wanted to find out who did it.“I
know, it’s just—”The back windshield shattered and Ellen gave a low scream of surprise. Lee
jerked the wheel to the right. “Get down!” Outside sounds rushed through the missing window.
Someone was shooting at them!Ellen ignored his order and turned in her seat to look out the
back. “He’s coming up on your five o’clock. Coming in for another shot.” It was the perfect place
for an ambush. On a back road that didn’t see much traffic just outside a small town.Ellen’s
tension mounted and she was extremely glad she’d left Carly, her golden retriever K-9 partner, at
the training center for this trip. It was supposed to take no more than two hours all in. An hour to
the prison and an hour back. And while Lee had been as tense as she’d ever seen him at
returning to the prison, he hadn’t said a word. She released her weapon from its holster and
gripped it in her right hand, readying herself for the next attack.Four months, she thought.Less
than four months ago, she’d finished the twelve-week training session at the Canyon County K-9
Training Center. The state of Arizona had started the program years ago and found it quite
successful. They trained new police academy recruits to be K-9 officers. She was a newbie, a
rookie officer with the Desert Valley Police Department.And now she might have to shoot
someone.The thought wanted to paralyze her, but her training kicked in and she knew she could
do what she had to in order to protect herself and Lee.The car roared up beside them and she
got a brief glance at the driver and the gun he had pointed at her. Lee stomped the brakes,
throwing her against the seat belt. She jerked forward then back, her head slamming into the
headrest, her hand against the door. She lost her grip on the weapon and it clattered to the floor.
The next shot took off the passenger-side mirror of the truck. Another hit a tire. Lee fought with
the wheel and the truck listed to the side, but that didn’t stop him.He spun the wheel to the right
and they roared onto a side road. The other vehicle swept past. Lee hit the brakes again and
backed up, the truck lurching, the rim of the flattened tire grinding. But he managed to complete
his three-point turn so that the front of his truck now faced the road. She watched the
disappearing taillights of the other car.As soon as Lee put the truck in Park, Ellen rolled out of
the passenger door, grabbed her weapon from the floor and aimed in the direction the other car
had gone. “Lee, are you okay? Come out the passenger door.”“I’m fine.” He landed on the ground
beside her, kneeling behind the protection of the open door. He radiated tension. “I’m going to
check on the dogs.”Ellen registered the barking. “I’m calling for backup.” She grabbed the radio
from her hip and put in the call. When Dispatch answered, she rattled off the information. She
glanced at Lee who was also watching the road. “Anything?”“No, not yet.”“Help is on the
way.”She maintained her vigilance even as her mind searched for answers. Who would want to
attack her and Lee? Probably the same people behind the other trouble the police department
and her fellow K-9 officers had faced since being assigned to solve Veronica Earnshaw’s
murder. Then again, Lee had just been released from prison. Could it be someone after him?The
drone of an engine caught her attention and all speculation fled. She heard it coming closer as



Lee pulled the two crates from the backseat of the king cab one after the other and set them on
the ground by the blown tire. He handled the heavy cargo as though it weighed nothing, but she
knew the two six-month-old pups weighed about fifty pounds each. “I hear something. Are they
coming back?”“Sounds like it.” She raised her gun and aimed it. When the car crested the hill,
she knew they were in for a second attack. “That’s them.” The dark gray Buick slowed; the barrel
of a rifle appeared in the window. She figured it was now or never and tightened her finger, heard
her weapon bark, felt the kick against her hand.The sedan’s front windshield exploded. The
driver hit the gas and the vehicle blew past in a drunken weave. Ellen spun from her position and
moved to the back of the truck near the crated, yapping puppies. This time the car didn’t turn
around—and she got a partial plate. “Oh-four,” she whispered. “I didn’t get the rest of it. But I got
04.”She turned to find Lee hovering over the puppies, his features tense, face pale. “Are you all
right?” he asked.“Yeah. You?”He nodded. “The puppies are fine, too.”Ellen pulled her phone from
the clip on her belt. “I’m going to find out where backup is. Keep an eye out for them to come
back while I’m on the phone, will you?” Not only did they need a tow truck for Lee’s vehicle, they
needed a ride back to town and a Be On the Lookout—a BOLO—put out for the gray sedan.“Of
course.” He looked distracted. Thoughtful. His brows pulled together over the bridge of his nose
as if he knew something and was pondering it.“What is it?” she asked.His eyes flicked to hers
then he shook his head. “Nothing.”The dispatcher came on the line. “Where’s my backup?”“On
the way, Ellen. They should be there within minutes.”“Tell them to be looking for a dark gray
sedan—a Buick—with 04 in the license plate.”“Copy that.”Ellen hung up and paced behind the
protection of Lee’s truck while she watched the road and thought about what had just happened.
“Did you tell anyone about us going to pick up the puppies?” she asked.Lee frowned. “No. But it’s
not because I thought it was some top secret mission—it’s just that I don’t talk to too many
people.”Ellen heard the bitterness behind the words. Being imprisoned for two years for a crime
one didn’t commit could do that to a person. She also knew that people in Desert Valley, Arizona,
had long memories and weren’t very forgiving. Never mind that the man before her had been set
up by a corrupt cop.When she’d heard Lee had been arrested for robbery, she’d been stunned.
Then disbelief had set in. But the evidence had been overwhelming. Now she knew why. It was
easy to frame someone when the investigating officer planted evidence. Disgust curled inside
her. She had nothing but contempt for those who used their power to hurt others, to fulfill some
kind of personal agenda.Sirens broke the silence and she straightened, her eyes once again
going to the place where the gray sedan had disappeared. Some of her adrenaline eased now
that she felt sure they weren’t coming back.Chief of police Earl Jones stepped from his cruiser.
Seventy years old, he topped six feet two inches and carried himself well in spite of his large gut.
His gray hair looked mussed, as though he’d run his hands through it several times. His gaze
landed on Ellen then slid over to Lee. “Not out of prison two weeks and you’re already causing
trouble? Not a good way to start your new life.”* * *Lee nearly bit through his tongue to keep the
words he’d like to fling at the man from making their way past his teeth. He simply stared at the
chief. He wouldn’t defend himself. He didn’t have to. The fact that he stood here a free man was



defense enough as far as he was concerned. Chief Jones raised a brow, a glint of respect
lighting his eyes before he hitched his britches and held out a hand to Lee. “You got a raw deal.
I’m glad it all worked out for you.”Lee blinked and swallowed his anger. He shook the man’s hand.
“Thanks. I am, too.”The chief looked at Ellen. “What’s going on here, Foxcroft?”Ellen’s gaze
darted between the two them. Lee maintained his cool stance. Deputy Louise Donaldson exited
her cruiser and joined them on the side of the road. The woman was in her early sixties and, if
Lee remembered correctly, had been widowed at a rather young age.She was tall and solid, her
hair cut in a no-nonsense brown bob. Her dark eyes were serious and concerned. He also knew
she planned to retire soon. In fact he wondered who would retire first, the chief or Louise. And
why he was even thinking about that confused him. He attributed it to some kind of coping
mechanism. If he thought about the mundane, he didn’t have to think about the fact that he and
Ellen could have been killed a short few moments ago.“We were shot at,” Ellen was saying. “I
think there were two of them in the vehicle. They drove a dark gray Buick and I got a partial
plate.” She gave it to him. “They’ve also got a busted windshield.”“I’ll call for a tow truck,” Louise
said. She got on her phone and Earl rubbed a hand over his craggy face.“All right, let’s get you
two back to town and get this figured out. Donaldson!”“Yes, Chief?” She slid her phone back into
the clip.“Get Marlton and Harmon out here to take care of the evidence collection before the sun
goes down. We’ve only got a couple hours before dark.” Dennis Marlton and Eddie Harmon, two
more of Desert Valley’s finest—only Lee had come to figure out they weren’t quite so fine.
Between ready-for-retirement cops and simple ineffectiveness, Lee decided it was a wonder
enforcement of the law even happened in Desert Valley.Chief Jones was a good man, but his
upcoming retirement had him slacking off. The chief continued, “I’ll stay here while you chauffeur
these two back to town. Officer Foxcroft’s got some paperwork to fill out on the shooting. Make
sure her gun is turned in and all is done according to procedure.”Louise’s jaw tightened as
though she didn’t like being told how to do her job, but she simply nodded. “Of course. Come
on.”Lee put the crated puppies in the back of the DVPD SUV cruiser then he climbed in the back
while Ellen took the front passenger seat. Louise started the vehicle and pulled away from the
edge of the road. Lee reached over and settled his hand on Ellen’s shoulder. She started and
turned to look at him, confusion clouding her eyes. But at least she didn’t pull away. “I’m glad
you’re all right,” he said. “That was some quick thinking and good shooting out there.”She shot
him a tight smile. “Thanks. I just wanted to stop them.”“You did that, all right.”She fell silent and
Lee removed his hand from her shoulder to look out the window and watch the scenery pass by.
He didn’t take for granted the fact that he could do this now. He’d missed riding in a car for the
past two years. Missed driving his truck. He’d missed a lot of things. The anger wanted to bubble
up, but he took a deep breath and forced it down. Anger at what he couldn’t change wouldn’t
help anything. It would just cause the bitterness to grow, and he didn’t want to go through life that
way. Had made a vow he wouldn’t let it consume him. Not like it had his father. He forced the
thought away.Within minutes they were at the police station. Lee climbed out of the cruiser,
grabbed the puppies from the back and waited for Ellen to climb out. He let her go in front of him,



watching her enter the station, her steps light, movements graceful. He realized his feelings for
her hadn’t diminished one bit from their high school days. No matter how hard he tried to deny it,
he was still attracted to her. And her mother still hated him. No doubt even more so at this point.
He wasn’t just a kid from the wrong side of the tracks anymore—he’d been incarcerated. Oh,
yes, that would go over well with Marian Foxcroft. Assuming she ever woke up from her coma to
find out he was now out and working with her daughter. As much as he disliked the woman, he
realized he could feel compassion for her. She was in the hospital in a coma, a victim of a home
invasion and a vicious attack. No one deserved that. He swallowed hard and pulled the rolling
crates behind him. He trailed Ellen as she led the way through the Desert Valley Police
Department lobby.“Ellen?”Ellen paused and turned to the woman who’d called her name. “Yes,
Carrie?”Lee racked his brain trying to place what he’d learned about the secretary and couldn’t
come up with much. In her thirties, she wore thick horn-rimmed glasses and her brown hair was
always in the same style every time he’d seen her around town. Up in one of those messy-bun
things some women managed to twist their hair into. She was quiet and kind and did her job well
if the rumors were true.She handed Ellen a piece of paper. “The hospital called just to say there’s
been no change in your mother. Dr. North said to let you know he had a family emergency and
wouldn’t be able to meet with you this afternoon, but if you’ll call his secretary to reschedule,
she’ll fit you in as soon as possible.”“That’s fine. Thanks.” She frowned. “I wonder why he didn’t
call my cell.”“He said he did but you didn’t answer.”“She was kind of busy,” Lee said.Ellen
nodded. “Thanks, Carrie.”“Of course.” She turned back to her computer and Louise continued
the trek to a conference room.Officer Donaldson shut the door behind them and Lee saw Ellen
check her phone. “Yep. Missed call.” She glanced at Lee. “Right in the middle of our little incident.
I never heard it ring.”He hadn’t, either.Ellen removed her weapon and placed it in the bag the
officer held out for her. “You know the drill,” Officer Donaldson said. “There’ll be an investigation.
You’re off duty for the moment.”Ellen sighed. “I know.”“The good news is since there are no
wounded or dead bodies, you could be cleared for return to duty as early as tomorrow or the
next day. We’ll let you know.”“Thanks, Louise.”The woman’s brown eyes softened a fraction.
“You’re welcome. You did good, rookie.”Ellen gave a faint smile. “Thanks.”“How’s your
mother?”Her smile slipped. “She’s still alive. We’re just praying she wakes up soon and can tell
us who did this to her. Until then, she’s under twenty-four-hour guard to make sure no one can
get to her and finish what they started. Chief Jones was willing to have you all take shifts
guarding her, but I know Mom wouldn’t have wanted to take you away from your duties here. I’ve
hired a private agency to make sure there’s a guard on her door. So far, that’s worked out
well.”“We’re all praying for her.” Louise set the weapon aside and motioned for them to sit at the
table. Once seated Lee wanted to fidget. He wasn’t interested in being in this building ever again.
Louise pulled a laptop in front of her. “All right, let’s go through it all again.”Lee started to say
something when Carrie entered the room. Louise raised a brow. “Yes?”“Sorry to interrupt, but
someone found a glove behind a Dumpster near veterinarian Tanya Fowler’s office and brought
it in.” She held up the bagged glove while he pictured Tanya, the veterinarian he’d seen



occasionally when she’d come to the prison to vaccinate the dogs with the Prison Pups program.
A sweet lady whose nonjudgmental eyes never failed to raise his spirits. He tuned back into what
Carrie was saying. “Two kids were waiting with their mother while she had their dog in with Dr.
Fowler and they ran around the side of the building playing hide and seek. Little Justin Daniels
found it and gave it to his mother.”“Okay. And it’s important because...?”“It matches the set worn
by one of the robbers who robbed that bank in Flagstaff six months ago.”Louise frowned. “How
would she have known that?”“She wouldn’t. She turned it in to us because it had five one-
hundred-dollar bills in it and thought someone may have reported it missing.”“Has
someone?”“No.” Carrie pushed her glasses up on the bridge of her nose with her forefinger. “But
when the robbery first happened, we got all those wanted notices faxed to us, remember? The
chief also got the video footage of the robbery.” She walked farther into the room and placed the
glove on the desk. “He and I watched it together just in case I spotted anyone hanging around
town. Turns out I recognized the gloves in the surveillance video. They’re a pretty popular brand
and I sent this exact pair to a cousin for Christmas last year.” She wrinkled her nose. “Well, not
this one, but a pair just like them. So I just checked the bank footage again to be sure, and this
sure looks like one of the gloves.”Louise nodded. “Okay, that’s good news. I wouldn’t have
thought there would be any chance of picking up that trail again. Send the glove off to the lab.
Take Justin Daniels’s fingerprints as well as his mother’s and send them for comparison.” Carrie
nodded. “Also, get the serial numbers from the bills and send them to the Flagstaff PD. I don’t
know that they’ll need them, but it can’t hurt to have them just in case.”“Got it.” Carrie turned and
walked out, carrying the evidence.Louise looked up at Ellen. “You heard about that bank robbery,
right?”“Vaguely. It happened shortly after we started our training with Veronica and that’s where
my focus was. I think I remember that they never found the money, right?”“No, it happened just
as the bank was closing on a Friday afternoon. Two men in masks and semiautomatics in broad
daylight. Shook the whole city up.”“They were obviously professionals and they had it well
planned.”“True,” she sighed. “They got away that day, but the FBI was called in and arrested one
of the robbers—a Nolan Little. The second robber got away, but the FBI tracked him down right
here in Desert Valley two days later, hiding in an abandoned mobile home. He got into a
shootout with them and was killed. They searched and found his weapon and a few bills, but he
didn’t have the bank money on him.”“Let me guess, the one they caught isn’t talking.”“He
couldn’t if he wanted to. He was killed about two months into serving his sentence.”“So anyone
who might have known where the money is can’t talk because they’re dead.”“Yes. At least the
ones we know about.”“You think there’s someone else involved?”“The FBI was convinced there
was a third person—a driver—but they’ve never been able to prove it. He wasn’t in the video and
there wasn’t a car at the scene.”“How did they get away?” Ellen asked.“On foot. Ran right out the
back door through a back alley and disappeared. That’s why we think there was a third person
involved. Someone with a car that was never seen. Someone who knew where the security
cameras were and made sure to park out of view. The robbers climbed in and they drove away.”
She sighed. “The FBI sends the chief an update every so often, but I think they’ve probably given



up on ever recovering the money—or the third person if there ever was one.” She shrugged.
“Who knows? Maybe with the glove, they’ll get a fresh trail to follow.” She drew in a deep breath.
“Now, Lee, what can you tell me about the shootout that just occurred?”Lee shifted. “I think I
have something that will help.”“What’s that?”“I have a dash cam on my truck. We just need to
watch the video.” He held up his phone and pressed the screen to pull up the app.He shook his
head at the irony. After everything this department had put him through, he had something that
could possibly help them. And he was going to push aside his initial reaction of “let them fend for
themselves” and do it.This time they’d better not mess up.TWOAn hour later, Ellen and Lee
walked out of the building with Lee rolling the puppies behind in their carriers. “A dash cam?”
Ellen asked him.He shrugged. “I don’t know. Call me paranoid. But after everything that
happened with the crooked cop and...” He shook his head. “I’m not going to be in that position
again. So I mounted a dash cam on my rearview mirror as some sort of protection, I guess.
Maybe it was stupid.”“And maybe you’re brilliant. I can’t say I blame you a bit. And it allowed us to
see one of the men in the car.”“Yes.” He frowned.“Everything all right?”“Yes. I’m just
thinking.”“About?” She spotted the SUV in the road, getting ready to turn in to the lot. “Hold that
thought.”Whitney Godwin, also a rookie K-9 officer, pulled in and parked. She climbed out of the
truck, her shoulder-length light blond hair blowing around her face. She shoved it back and
waved at Ellen. “Hey, there. Are you okay?”“We survived. That’s the good news. Thanks for
bringing the car,” Ellen said. “Lee picked me up at my home this morning so we’re a bit stranded.”
She took the keys from Whitney’s outstretched hand. Looking into her friend’s eyes, she could
see contentment. Happiness. All due to the new man in her life. A doctor named David Evans.
They’d had some hard times but had made it through to the other side. Now they were planning
a wedding.It made Ellen happy for Whitney...and sad for herself. Would she ever have that look?
She glanced at Lee. She’d actually had it years ago. Back when she and Lee were together.
When they weren’t fighting about her mother, they’d had some great times, been happy. She
sighed. Whitney’s features clouded in concern. “Why the heavy sigh? You okay?”Ellen forced her
lips into an upward curve. “Yes, just...reminiscing, sorry. Do you need a ride anywhere?”“No.”
Whitney’s smile came back. “David’s on his way to get me. We’re taking Shelby for a picnic.”
Shelby was Whitney’s baby daughter.Lee found a spot of grass, clipped leashes to the three
pups and let them loose to take care of business. When they were finished, he got them back
into the carriers and rolled them over to the vehicle where she and Whitney stood.“Lee, do you
know Whitney?”He set the puppies in the back area of the vehicle where Carly usually rode,
then held out a hand to Whitney. “I don’t think we’ve met. It’s a pleasure.”“Same here.” She eyed
the building and grimaced. “I hate to go in on my day off, but I have some leftover paperwork I
need to finish up before David and I can enjoy the rest of the day. I’ll see you later.”She
disappeared through the glass doors. Lee turned to Ellen. “I’m starving,” he said.“Want to hit a
drive-through and take the food to the training facility? We can eat and talk business if you’re up
to it.”“I am if you are.”He still looked a bit distracted. What was on his mind? The shooting
probably. “You okay?”He blinked and climbed into the passenger seat. “Yeah.”“Something’s



bothering you.”“How do you figure?”She gave a low chuckle. “Come on, Lee, we used to be best
friends.” Actually, they’d been more than that, but that sentence was much safer than saying
they’d one time been in love. The flare in his eyes said he was thinking it. She cleared her throat.
“I can read you pretty well even after all these years. You have that little tic in your forehead that
gives you away every time.”He pressed his fingers to it and his brow furrowed. “Let’s get back to
the facility so we can talk without distractions.”Ellen wasn’t crazy about the fact that he wanted to
wait to talk, but she could be patient. When she had to. But... “Why don’t you just tell me what it
is that’s bothering you?”He sighed. “Fine. When we were attacked, I thought I recognized one of
the men in the car. The dash cam confirmed it.”* * *Ellen stared at him even while she cranked
the vehicle’s ignition. “What? And you’re just now saying something?”“I wanted to know for sure
before I said anything.”“And you’re sure now?”“No, but I figured you could help me find out if I’m
right or not.”“So who do think it is?”He sighed and rubbed his eyes. “I’m not sure so maybe I
shouldn’t say anything, but if it’s him—”Her ringing phone cut him off. She glanced at the
dashboard. Chief Jones’s number flashed. “Hello?”Her Bluetooth kicked in and his voice came
over the speakers. “Foxcroft. Where are you?”“Just leaving the station. Do you need me to come
back in?”“No, just wanted to let you know we got a hit on that partial plate.” While the chief
talked, she drove.“And?”“There was a vehicle stolen last night. When we ran the partial against
all of the ones in the system, we managed to narrow it down to the one that was used in the
attack. Who knew you were going to pick up those puppies today?”Ellen thought. “I don’t know. It
wasn’t a secret. I’ve already checked with Lee and he didn’t mention it to anyone. I told my staff
at the assistance center so they could get an area prepared, but other than that, no one that I
recall. Sophie could have mentioned it to someone, I suppose.”He grunted. “And it’s possible the
attack had nothing to do with that anyway. All right, rookie, be careful. Hopefully we’ll get all this
cleared up in the next day or so and you’ll be back on duty. Tell Earnshaw the dash cam thing is
paranoia at its finest. Glad he had it installed. Sorry he felt the need for it.”“He heard
you.”“Thanks, Chief,” Lee said before falling silent.She hung up and within minutes, she was
pulling into the parking lot of the Desert Valley Canine Assistance Center attached to the K-9
Unit Training Center.Ellen threw the vehicle in Park and climbed out. Lee followed, rolling the
puppies with him. He took them into a fenced area that had been specifically set up for them and
let the three pups out of the carriers. They bolted into the warm grass, tumbling over one
another, nipping and yapping, clearly glad to be able to run off some energy. “What are their
names?” she asked. “They should be on their tags.”He pointed to the one running laps around
the space. “That one is Dash.”“Appropriate.” She looked at the other two. One sat on his
haunches, tongue lolling as his gaze bounced between his friends. She walked over and
snagged his tag. “This is King. I see why they named him that. He looks like a king ruling over his
subjects.”“You’re right, he does,” Lee said with a nod. He grabbed the last dog by the collar as
she wandered past and checked her tag. “And this is Lady.”She licked his hand and Ellen
laughed. “Dainty and sweet.”He smiled. “All right. Dash, King and Lady. Poor girl is outnumbered,
isn’t she?”“It’ll make her stronger.”He nodded and locked the gate and walked toward her.She



waited for him, hands on her hips, mind only partially on naming the pups. She wanted to focus
on what he’d revealed before the chief’s call. “So you think you know one of the guys who
attacked us?”“Yes. A guy from the prison who was released around the same time I was.”She
studied him. “What were you mixed up in at the prison, Lee, that would inspire someone to come
after you like that?”His jaw went rigid and Ellen blinked at the flare of rage—and hurt—that
flashed in his eyes. “Really? That’s the first thing that comes to you mind? That’s what you
think?” His fingers curled into fists. “You’re just like her, aren’t you?” he said, his voice low and
strained.“What?”He jabbed a finger at her. “You’re just like your mother.”“That’s not fair.”“No, it’s
not. It’s not fair that she didn’t like me just because of who my family was. It’s not fair that she
interfered in our relationship. A lot of things aren’t fair. And you’re following right in her footsteps.
You’re judging me without all the facts. Well, that’s fine. You’re entitled to think and say what you
want, but I don’t have to stand here and listen to it.” He started to walk off.“Where are you
going?”“Home.”“How are you going to get there? You don’t have a car, remember?”He held up a
cell phone, his eyes narrowed. She shivered at the coldness there. “All too well. However, while
there aren’t many, I do have a few friends left in this town. I can get a ride. Or I’ll just walk. It’s not
that far.” He spun on his heel and kept going.Ellen sighed and dropped her chin to her chest.
Was he right? Was she being judgmental? The fact that he compared her to her mother made
her shudder. “Wait, Lee. Stop. You haven’t even eaten your food.”“It’s still in the bag, I’ll take it
with me.”He stopped his march at the car, opened the door and pulled out one of the fast-food
bags. Then he turned his back on her once more and headed for the edge of her property, which
would lead him to the main road. “Who was it, Lee? Who did you recognize?” He didn’t answer,
just kept walking. “Lee!”“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Ellen.” And then he disappeared around the
edge of the house.She gave a low groan and took off after him. “Stop, will you?”She rounded the
corner and slammed into his hard chest. “Oof.”He caught her biceps, the white food bag
dangling from one hand. She looked up. The chill in his eyes hadn’t thawed one degree. His
features resembled granite. She drew in his scent and swallowed, the past rushing in to
blindside her. She remembered clearly being held in his arms. Sitting in the hammock, her ear
pressed against his chest, listening to his heart thud a steady beat. She remembered his sweet
kisses and whispered promises. She remembered it all. And yearned to go back to recapture
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Sophie Williams. Not only was Sophie a trainer for the Canyon County K-9 Training Center, she
also worked with the Prison Pups program. A program Lee Earnshaw, the man behind the wheel,
was intimately familiar with, since he’d been part of it up until two weeks ago when he’d been
released from prison. Framed. Set up by a dirty cop, he’d lost two years of his life. He’d
developed a new hardness and more lines around his eyes than when she’d last seen him.Two
of the dogs they’d just picked up from the prison program were ready to start training to be
assistance animals for Ellen’s clients—adults and children with disabilities. In addition to being a
K-9 officer with the Desert Valley Police Department, she also ran the Desert Valley Canine
Assistance program she’d started a few weeks before Lee was released. Already she and her
four employees were making a difference in the lives of the people in their community, training
the dogs to be service animals for the disabled.Thanks to Sophie’s generosity, Ellen hoped to
have the two older puppies ready for the summer camp she planned to offer next month. The
younger puppy needed more work—a job Lee would take on as soon as they got back to the
facility. “You’re awfully deep in thought,” she said. “Are you all right?”Lee blinked and sighed. “I’m
fine. I just wish we had some better leads on who might have killed Veronica.” Veronica
Earnshaw, Lee’s sister, had been murdered a little over three months ago. Her killer still walked
the streets, and Ellen could tell Lee’s frustration level was about to boil over.“I know. We’re
working on it, Lee—we really are.”He scowled at her, then turned his attention back to the road.
“That’s what everyone says, I wish I could see evidence of that.”Ellen grimaced. She wished she
could, too, frankly. “An investigation like this takes time. It’s unfortunate, but it just does. At least
you’re out of prison now, and that happened as a result of this investigation. Look at the positive
side.”His lips quirked. “You would look at it that way.” The puppies in the travel carriers in the back
barked and yipped. “I appreciate your giving me this chance to work with you and the pups. Not
everyone believes I’m innocent, in spite of the press conference and Ken Bucks’s arrest.”“You’re
welcome.”Former Desert Valley sheriff’s deputy, Ken Bucks had been arrested and, in order to
secure a deal and a lighter sentence for himself, had confessed to framing Lee and sending him
to prison two years ago for a robbery he didn’t commit. “I just really want to put it all behind
me.”“I’m sure you do.” Probably easier said than done. This was Lee’s second day on the job.
Two days ago, after much self-examination and encouragement from Sophie, she’d approached
Lee about working for her, and he’d been reluctant. With their history, she couldn’t say she
blamed him. They’d dated in high school. Until she’d allowed her mother to chase him away. Her
jaw tightened. She didn’t want to go there.Instead, she remembered the flare of attraction she’d
felt just from being in his presence again. Just from talking to him and looking into his eyes. Eyes
she’d never been able to forget.Eyes that looked years older and much harder than she
remembered. But she’d shoved aside her attraction—and her pride. After some fancy talking,
he’d agreed to give working with her a trial run. She figured his love of animals and training had
convinced him. She didn’t care what it was, she was just glad he’d conceded. He’d started
yesterday with a tour of Ellen’s assistance facility, which connected to the Canyon County K-9
Training Center. “You know, I was thrilled when Veronica said she was fine with me leasing the



unused portion of the K-9 training center.”“Veronica never was one to turn down money.”“Well,
whatever her reasons, I’m just glad she let me.”Coming from a wealthy background, Ellen knew
people looked at her differently, had various expectations of her, some good, some bad, most
wrong. But at least she’d done something good with some of that wealth.She’d started the
program with money from her trust fund. And then listened when Sophie Williams insisted that
Lee Earnshaw would be the perfect person to hire to help train the dogs.Today she could see his
eagerness to get started working with the new animals. “Sophie said when it came to working
with the dogs at the Prison Pups program, you were the best she’d ever seen. She called you a
dog whisperer.” After Veronica had been killed, Sophie had taken over the program that trained
dogs and rookie K-9 officers. She often used inmates at the prison to help with the training of the
puppies until they were old enough for the center. Lee had been one of those inmates.He gave a
low laugh then frowned. “A dog whisperer?” He shrugged. “You know me. I’ve worked with
animals all my life. I like them and they like me. The Prison Pups program was the only thing that
kept me sane these past two years.”“I know. And I’m sorry.”“Yeah. I am, too, but it is what it is. I’m
trying to move on.”“You’re not bitter?”He glanced at her from the corner of his eye. “I’m bitter. I
just fight it on a daily basis, hoping I’ll eventually win the battle.”“You will,” she said. “Whatever
happened to your plans to become a vet?”He sighed and shrugged. “Life happened.”“But you
graduated from college.”“Yes, with a degree in biology. I even started on graduate school, then
everything kind of went south with Dad and I had to help him pay bills. Breeding and training
dogs was the way to do that.”“Do you have plans to finish school?”“Yes. One day. Ken Bucks kind
of messed that up pretty good. And then Veronica was murdered...”Ellen heard the unspoken
end of the sentence—and her killer is still out there.She couldn’t help studying his features.
Brown hair with a brand-new cut, brown eyes that at times looked hard and cold but were always
alive and warm when he worked with the animals His strong jaw held a five-o’clock shadow. She
used to kiss that jaw on a regular basis. She cleared her throat and tried to shake her memories,
but they just wouldn’t leave her alone. Memories of being his girlfriend, the vicious conflict with
her mother. And then Lee had walked away from it all.Now she was back in town and he was out
of prison and she was working in Desert Valley. For the time being. Thanks to her mother’s
stipulation that she and the other rookies had to stay in Desert Valley until Veronica’s murder
was solved or she would withdraw the funding she’d given the department. Funding the
department couldn’t afford to lose. Ellen planned to have a few words about that with her mother
when she woke from the coma she’d been in for the past three months. Someone had broken in
to her home and attacked her, almost killing her. “I can understand your frustrations, Lee. I feel
the same way about my mother’s attacker.” Ellen desperately wanted to find out who did it.“I
know, it’s just—”The back windshield shattered and Ellen gave a low scream of surprise. Lee
jerked the wheel to the right. “Get down!” Outside sounds rushed through the missing window.
Someone was shooting at them!Ellen ignored his order and turned in her seat to look out the
back. “He’s coming up on your five o’clock. Coming in for another shot.” It was the perfect place
for an ambush. On a back road that didn’t see much traffic just outside a small town.Ellen’s



tension mounted and she was extremely glad she’d left Carly, her golden retriever K-9 partner, at
the training center for this trip. It was supposed to take no more than two hours all in. An hour to
the prison and an hour back. And while Lee had been as tense as she’d ever seen him at
returning to the prison, he hadn’t said a word. She released her weapon from its holster and
gripped it in her right hand, readying herself for the next attack.Four months, she thought.Less
than four months ago, she’d finished the twelve-week training session at the Canyon County K-9
Training Center. The state of Arizona had started the program years ago and found it quite
successful. They trained new police academy recruits to be K-9 officers. She was a newbie, a
rookie officer with the Desert Valley Police Department.And now she might have to shoot
someone.The thought wanted to paralyze her, but her training kicked in and she knew she could
do what she had to in order to protect herself and Lee.The car roared up beside them and she
got a brief glance at the driver and the gun he had pointed at her. Lee stomped the brakes,
throwing her against the seat belt. She jerked forward then back, her head slamming into the
headrest, her hand against the door. She lost her grip on the weapon and it clattered to the floor.
The next shot took off the passenger-side mirror of the truck. Another hit a tire. Lee fought with
the wheel and the truck listed to the side, but that didn’t stop him.He spun the wheel to the right
and they roared onto a side road. The other vehicle swept past. Lee hit the brakes again and
backed up, the truck lurching, the rim of the flattened tire grinding. But he managed to complete
his three-point turn so that the front of his truck now faced the road. She watched the
disappearing taillights of the other car.As soon as Lee put the truck in Park, Ellen rolled out of
the passenger door, grabbed her weapon from the floor and aimed in the direction the other car
had gone. “Lee, are you okay? Come out the passenger door.”“I’m fine.” He landed on the ground
beside her, kneeling behind the protection of the open door. He radiated tension. “I’m going to
check on the dogs.”Ellen registered the barking. “I’m calling for backup.” She grabbed the radio
from her hip and put in the call. When Dispatch answered, she rattled off the information. She
glanced at Lee who was also watching the road. “Anything?”“No, not yet.”“Help is on the
way.”She maintained her vigilance even as her mind searched for answers. Who would want to
attack her and Lee? Probably the same people behind the other trouble the police department
and her fellow K-9 officers had faced since being assigned to solve Veronica Earnshaw’s
murder. Then again, Lee had just been released from prison. Could it be someone after him?The
drone of an engine caught her attention and all speculation fled. She heard it coming closer as
Lee pulled the two crates from the backseat of the king cab one after the other and set them on
the ground by the blown tire. He handled the heavy cargo as though it weighed nothing, but she
knew the two six-month-old pups weighed about fifty pounds each. “I hear something. Are they
coming back?”“Sounds like it.” She raised her gun and aimed it. When the car crested the hill,
she knew they were in for a second attack. “That’s them.” The dark gray Buick slowed; the barrel
of a rifle appeared in the window. She figured it was now or never and tightened her finger, heard
her weapon bark, felt the kick against her hand.The sedan’s front windshield exploded. The
driver hit the gas and the vehicle blew past in a drunken weave. Ellen spun from her position and



moved to the back of the truck near the crated, yapping puppies. This time the car didn’t turn
around—and she got a partial plate. “Oh-four,” she whispered. “I didn’t get the rest of it. But I got
04.”She turned to find Lee hovering over the puppies, his features tense, face pale. “Are you all
right?” he asked.“Yeah. You?”He nodded. “The puppies are fine, too.”Ellen pulled her phone from
the clip on her belt. “I’m going to find out where backup is. Keep an eye out for them to come
back while I’m on the phone, will you?” Not only did they need a tow truck for Lee’s vehicle, they
needed a ride back to town and a Be On the Lookout—a BOLO—put out for the gray sedan.“Of
course.” He looked distracted. Thoughtful. His brows pulled together over the bridge of his nose
as if he knew something and was pondering it.“What is it?” she asked.His eyes flicked to hers
then he shook his head. “Nothing.”The dispatcher came on the line. “Where’s my backup?”“On
the way, Ellen. They should be there within minutes.”“Tell them to be looking for a dark gray
sedan—a Buick—with 04 in the license plate.”“Copy that.”Ellen hung up and paced behind the
protection of Lee’s truck while she watched the road and thought about what had just happened.
“Did you tell anyone about us going to pick up the puppies?” she asked.Lee frowned. “No. But it’s
not because I thought it was some top secret mission—it’s just that I don’t talk to too many
people.”Ellen heard the bitterness behind the words. Being imprisoned for two years for a crime
one didn’t commit could do that to a person. She also knew that people in Desert Valley, Arizona,
had long memories and weren’t very forgiving. Never mind that the man before her had been set
up by a corrupt cop.When she’d heard Lee had been arrested for robbery, she’d been stunned.
Then disbelief had set in. But the evidence had been overwhelming. Now she knew why. It was
easy to frame someone when the investigating officer planted evidence. Disgust curled inside
her. She had nothing but contempt for those who used their power to hurt others, to fulfill some
kind of personal agenda.Sirens broke the silence and she straightened, her eyes once again
going to the place where the gray sedan had disappeared. Some of her adrenaline eased now
that she felt sure they weren’t coming back.Chief of police Earl Jones stepped from his cruiser.
Seventy years old, he topped six feet two inches and carried himself well in spite of his large gut.
His gray hair looked mussed, as though he’d run his hands through it several times. His gaze
landed on Ellen then slid over to Lee. “Not out of prison two weeks and you’re already causing
trouble? Not a good way to start your new life.”* * *Lee nearly bit through his tongue to keep the
words he’d like to fling at the man from making their way past his teeth. He simply stared at the
chief. He wouldn’t defend himself. He didn’t have to. The fact that he stood here a free man was
defense enough as far as he was concerned. Chief Jones raised a brow, a glint of respect
lighting his eyes before he hitched his britches and held out a hand to Lee. “You got a raw deal.
I’m glad it all worked out for you.”Lee blinked and swallowed his anger. He shook the man’s hand.
“Thanks. I am, too.”The chief looked at Ellen. “What’s going on here, Foxcroft?”Ellen’s gaze
darted between the two them. Lee maintained his cool stance. Deputy Louise Donaldson exited
her cruiser and joined them on the side of the road. The woman was in her early sixties and, if
Lee remembered correctly, had been widowed at a rather young age.She was tall and solid, her
hair cut in a no-nonsense brown bob. Her dark eyes were serious and concerned. He also knew



she planned to retire soon. In fact he wondered who would retire first, the chief or Louise. And
why he was even thinking about that confused him. He attributed it to some kind of coping
mechanism. If he thought about the mundane, he didn’t have to think about the fact that he and
Ellen could have been killed a short few moments ago.“We were shot at,” Ellen was saying. “I
think there were two of them in the vehicle. They drove a dark gray Buick and I got a partial
plate.” She gave it to him. “They’ve also got a busted windshield.”“I’ll call for a tow truck,” Louise
said. She got on her phone and Earl rubbed a hand over his craggy face.“All right, let’s get you
two back to town and get this figured out. Donaldson!”“Yes, Chief?” She slid her phone back into
the clip.“Get Marlton and Harmon out here to take care of the evidence collection before the sun
goes down. We’ve only got a couple hours before dark.” Dennis Marlton and Eddie Harmon, two
more of Desert Valley’s finest—only Lee had come to figure out they weren’t quite so fine.
Between ready-for-retirement cops and simple ineffectiveness, Lee decided it was a wonder
enforcement of the law even happened in Desert Valley.Chief Jones was a good man, but his
upcoming retirement had him slacking off. The chief continued, “I’ll stay here while you chauffeur
these two back to town. Officer Foxcroft’s got some paperwork to fill out on the shooting. Make
sure her gun is turned in and all is done according to procedure.”Louise’s jaw tightened as
though she didn’t like being told how to do her job, but she simply nodded. “Of course. Come
on.”Lee put the crated puppies in the back of the DVPD SUV cruiser then he climbed in the back
while Ellen took the front passenger seat. Louise started the vehicle and pulled away from the
edge of the road. Lee reached over and settled his hand on Ellen’s shoulder. She started and
turned to look at him, confusion clouding her eyes. But at least she didn’t pull away. “I’m glad
you’re all right,” he said. “That was some quick thinking and good shooting out there.”She shot
him a tight smile. “Thanks. I just wanted to stop them.”“You did that, all right.”She fell silent and
Lee removed his hand from her shoulder to look out the window and watch the scenery pass by.
He didn’t take for granted the fact that he could do this now. He’d missed riding in a car for the
past two years. Missed driving his truck. He’d missed a lot of things. The anger wanted to bubble
up, but he took a deep breath and forced it down. Anger at what he couldn’t change wouldn’t
help anything. It would just cause the bitterness to grow, and he didn’t want to go through life that
way. Had made a vow he wouldn’t let it consume him. Not like it had his father. He forced the
thought away.Within minutes they were at the police station. Lee climbed out of the cruiser,
grabbed the puppies from the back and waited for Ellen to climb out. He let her go in front of him,
watching her enter the station, her steps light, movements graceful. He realized his feelings for
her hadn’t diminished one bit from their high school days. No matter how hard he tried to deny it,
he was still attracted to her. And her mother still hated him. No doubt even more so at this point.
He wasn’t just a kid from the wrong side of the tracks anymore—he’d been incarcerated. Oh,
yes, that would go over well with Marian Foxcroft. Assuming she ever woke up from her coma to
find out he was now out and working with her daughter. As much as he disliked the woman, he
realized he could feel compassion for her. She was in the hospital in a coma, a victim of a home
invasion and a vicious attack. No one deserved that. He swallowed hard and pulled the rolling



crates behind him. He trailed Ellen as she led the way through the Desert Valley Police
Department lobby.“Ellen?”Ellen paused and turned to the woman who’d called her name. “Yes,
Carrie?”Lee racked his brain trying to place what he’d learned about the secretary and couldn’t
come up with much. In her thirties, she wore thick horn-rimmed glasses and her brown hair was
always in the same style every time he’d seen her around town. Up in one of those messy-bun
things some women managed to twist their hair into. She was quiet and kind and did her job well
if the rumors were true.She handed Ellen a piece of paper. “The hospital called just to say there’s
been no change in your mother. Dr. North said to let you know he had a family emergency and
wouldn’t be able to meet with you this afternoon, but if you’ll call his secretary to reschedule,
she’ll fit you in as soon as possible.”“That’s fine. Thanks.” She frowned. “I wonder why he didn’t
call my cell.”“He said he did but you didn’t answer.”“She was kind of busy,” Lee said.Ellen
nodded. “Thanks, Carrie.”“Of course.” She turned back to her computer and Louise continued
the trek to a conference room.Officer Donaldson shut the door behind them and Lee saw Ellen
check her phone. “Yep. Missed call.” She glanced at Lee. “Right in the middle of our little incident.
I never heard it ring.”He hadn’t, either.Ellen removed her weapon and placed it in the bag the
officer held out for her. “You know the drill,” Officer Donaldson said. “There’ll be an investigation.
You’re off duty for the moment.”Ellen sighed. “I know.”“The good news is since there are no
wounded or dead bodies, you could be cleared for return to duty as early as tomorrow or the
next day. We’ll let you know.”“Thanks, Louise.”The woman’s brown eyes softened a fraction.
“You’re welcome. You did good, rookie.”Ellen gave a faint smile. “Thanks.”“How’s your
mother?”Her smile slipped. “She’s still alive. We’re just praying she wakes up soon and can tell
us who did this to her. Until then, she’s under twenty-four-hour guard to make sure no one can
get to her and finish what they started. Chief Jones was willing to have you all take shifts
guarding her, but I know Mom wouldn’t have wanted to take you away from your duties here. I’ve
hired a private agency to make sure there’s a guard on her door. So far, that’s worked out
well.”“We’re all praying for her.” Louise set the weapon aside and motioned for them to sit at the
table. Once seated Lee wanted to fidget. He wasn’t interested in being in this building ever again.
Louise pulled a laptop in front of her. “All right, let’s go through it all again.”Lee started to say
something when Carrie entered the room. Louise raised a brow. “Yes?”“Sorry to interrupt, but
someone found a glove behind a Dumpster near veterinarian Tanya Fowler’s office and brought
it in.” She held up the bagged glove while he pictured Tanya, the veterinarian he’d seen
occasionally when she’d come to the prison to vaccinate the dogs with the Prison Pups program.
A sweet lady whose nonjudgmental eyes never failed to raise his spirits. He tuned back into what
Carrie was saying. “Two kids were waiting with their mother while she had their dog in with Dr.
Fowler and they ran around the side of the building playing hide and seek. Little Justin Daniels
found it and gave it to his mother.”“Okay. And it’s important because...?”“It matches the set worn
by one of the robbers who robbed that bank in Flagstaff six months ago.”Louise frowned. “How
would she have known that?”“She wouldn’t. She turned it in to us because it had five one-
hundred-dollar bills in it and thought someone may have reported it missing.”“Has



someone?”“No.” Carrie pushed her glasses up on the bridge of her nose with her forefinger. “But
when the robbery first happened, we got all those wanted notices faxed to us, remember? The
chief also got the video footage of the robbery.” She walked farther into the room and placed the
glove on the desk. “He and I watched it together just in case I spotted anyone hanging around
town. Turns out I recognized the gloves in the surveillance video. They’re a pretty popular brand
and I sent this exact pair to a cousin for Christmas last year.” She wrinkled her nose. “Well, not
this one, but a pair just like them. So I just checked the bank footage again to be sure, and this
sure looks like one of the gloves.”Louise nodded. “Okay, that’s good news. I wouldn’t have
thought there would be any chance of picking up that trail again. Send the glove off to the lab.
Take Justin Daniels’s fingerprints as well as his mother’s and send them for comparison.” Carrie
nodded. “Also, get the serial numbers from the bills and send them to the Flagstaff PD. I don’t
know that they’ll need them, but it can’t hurt to have them just in case.”“Got it.” Carrie turned and
walked out, carrying the evidence.Louise looked up at Ellen. “You heard about that bank robbery,
right?”“Vaguely. It happened shortly after we started our training with Veronica and that’s where
my focus was. I think I remember that they never found the money, right?”“No, it happened just
as the bank was closing on a Friday afternoon. Two men in masks and semiautomatics in broad
daylight. Shook the whole city up.”“They were obviously professionals and they had it well
planned.”“True,” she sighed. “They got away that day, but the FBI was called in and arrested one
of the robbers—a Nolan Little. The second robber got away, but the FBI tracked him down right
here in Desert Valley two days later, hiding in an abandoned mobile home. He got into a
shootout with them and was killed. They searched and found his weapon and a few bills, but he
didn’t have the bank money on him.”“Let me guess, the one they caught isn’t talking.”“He
couldn’t if he wanted to. He was killed about two months into serving his sentence.”“So anyone
who might have known where the money is can’t talk because they’re dead.”“Yes. At least the
ones we know about.”“You think there’s someone else involved?”“The FBI was convinced there
was a third person—a driver—but they’ve never been able to prove it. He wasn’t in the video and
there wasn’t a car at the scene.”“How did they get away?” Ellen asked.“On foot. Ran right out the
back door through a back alley and disappeared. That’s why we think there was a third person
involved. Someone with a car that was never seen. Someone who knew where the security
cameras were and made sure to park out of view. The robbers climbed in and they drove away.”
She sighed. “The FBI sends the chief an update every so often, but I think they’ve probably given
up on ever recovering the money—or the third person if there ever was one.” She shrugged.
“Who knows? Maybe with the glove, they’ll get a fresh trail to follow.” She drew in a deep breath.
“Now, Lee, what can you tell me about the shootout that just occurred?”Lee shifted. “I think I
have something that will help.”“What’s that?”“I have a dash cam on my truck. We just need to
watch the video.” He held up his phone and pressed the screen to pull up the app.He shook his
head at the irony. After everything this department had put him through, he had something that
could possibly help them. And he was going to push aside his initial reaction of “let them fend for
themselves” and do it.This time they’d better not mess up.ONEK-9 police officer Ellen Foxcroft



shot a sideways glance at the man who drove in silent concentration. Just ten minutes ago,
they’d picked up three puppies from Sophie Williams. Not only was Sophie a trainer for the
Canyon County K-9 Training Center, she also worked with the Prison Pups program. A program
Lee Earnshaw, the man behind the wheel, was intimately familiar with, since he’d been part of it
up until two weeks ago when he’d been released from prison. Framed. Set up by a dirty cop, he’d
lost two years of his life. He’d developed a new hardness and more lines around his eyes than
when she’d last seen him.Two of the dogs they’d just picked up from the prison program were
ready to start training to be assistance animals for Ellen’s clients—adults and children with
disabilities. In addition to being a K-9 officer with the Desert Valley Police Department, she also
ran the Desert Valley Canine Assistance program she’d started a few weeks before Lee was
released. Already she and her four employees were making a difference in the lives of the
people in their community, training the dogs to be service animals for the disabled.Thanks to
Sophie’s generosity, Ellen hoped to have the two older puppies ready for the summer camp she
planned to offer next month. The younger puppy needed more work—a job Lee would take on as
soon as they got back to the facility. “You’re awfully deep in thought,” she said. “Are you all
right?”Lee blinked and sighed. “I’m fine. I just wish we had some better leads on who might have
killed Veronica.” Veronica Earnshaw, Lee’s sister, had been murdered a little over three months
ago. Her killer still walked the streets, and Ellen could tell Lee’s frustration level was about to boil
over.“I know. We’re working on it, Lee—we really are.”He scowled at her, then turned his
attention back to the road. “That’s what everyone says, I wish I could see evidence of that.”Ellen
grimaced. She wished she could, too, frankly. “An investigation like this takes time. It’s
unfortunate, but it just does. At least you’re out of prison now, and that happened as a result of
this investigation. Look at the positive side.”His lips quirked. “You would look at it that way.” The
puppies in the travel carriers in the back barked and yipped. “I appreciate your giving me this
chance to work with you and the pups. Not everyone believes I’m innocent, in spite of the press
conference and Ken Bucks’s arrest.”“You’re welcome.”Former Desert Valley sheriff’s deputy, Ken
Bucks had been arrested and, in order to secure a deal and a lighter sentence for himself, had
confessed to framing Lee and sending him to prison two years ago for a robbery he didn’t
commit. “I just really want to put it all behind me.”“I’m sure you do.” Probably easier said than
done. This was Lee’s second day on the job. Two days ago, after much self-examination and
encouragement from Sophie, she’d approached Lee about working for her, and he’d been
reluctant. With their history, she couldn’t say she blamed him. They’d dated in high school. Until
she’d allowed her mother to chase him away. Her jaw tightened. She didn’t want to go
there.Instead, she remembered the flare of attraction she’d felt just from being in his presence
again. Just from talking to him and looking into his eyes. Eyes she’d never been able to
forget.Eyes that looked years older and much harder than she remembered. But she’d shoved
aside her attraction—and her pride. After some fancy talking, he’d agreed to give working with
her a trial run. She figured his love of animals and training had convinced him. She didn’t care
what it was, she was just glad he’d conceded. He’d started yesterday with a tour of Ellen’s



assistance facility, which connected to the Canyon County K-9 Training Center. “You know, I was
thrilled when Veronica said she was fine with me leasing the unused portion of the K-9 training
center.”“Veronica never was one to turn down money.”“Well, whatever her reasons, I’m just glad
she let me.”Coming from a wealthy background, Ellen knew people looked at her differently, had
various expectations of her, some good, some bad, most wrong. But at least she’d done
something good with some of that wealth.She’d started the program with money from her trust
fund. And then listened when Sophie Williams insisted that Lee Earnshaw would be the perfect
person to hire to help train the dogs.Today she could see his eagerness to get started working
with the new animals. “Sophie said when it came to working with the dogs at the Prison Pups
program, you were the best she’d ever seen. She called you a dog whisperer.” After Veronica
had been killed, Sophie had taken over the program that trained dogs and rookie K-9 officers.
She often used inmates at the prison to help with the training of the puppies until they were old
enough for the center. Lee had been one of those inmates.He gave a low laugh then frowned. “A
dog whisperer?” He shrugged. “You know me. I’ve worked with animals all my life. I like them and
they like me. The Prison Pups program was the only thing that kept me sane these past two
years.”“I know. And I’m sorry.”“Yeah. I am, too, but it is what it is. I’m trying to move on.”“You’re not
bitter?”He glanced at her from the corner of his eye. “I’m bitter. I just fight it on a daily basis,
hoping I’ll eventually win the battle.”“You will,” she said. “Whatever happened to your plans to
become a vet?”He sighed and shrugged. “Life happened.”“But you graduated from college.”“Yes,
with a degree in biology. I even started on graduate school, then everything kind of went south
with Dad and I had to help him pay bills. Breeding and training dogs was the way to do that.”“Do
you have plans to finish school?”“Yes. One day. Ken Bucks kind of messed that up pretty good.
And then Veronica was murdered...”Ellen heard the unspoken end of the sentence—and her
killer is still out there.She couldn’t help studying his features. Brown hair with a brand-new cut,
brown eyes that at times looked hard and cold but were always alive and warm when he worked
with the animals His strong jaw held a five-o’clock shadow. She used to kiss that jaw on a regular
basis. She cleared her throat and tried to shake her memories, but they just wouldn’t leave her
alone. Memories of being his girlfriend, the vicious conflict with her mother. And then Lee had
walked away from it all.Now she was back in town and he was out of prison and she was working
in Desert Valley. For the time being. Thanks to her mother’s stipulation that she and the other
rookies had to stay in Desert Valley until Veronica’s murder was solved or she would withdraw
the funding she’d given the department. Funding the department couldn’t afford to lose. Ellen
planned to have a few words about that with her mother when she woke from the coma she’d
been in for the past three months. Someone had broken in to her home and attacked her, almost
killing her. “I can understand your frustrations, Lee. I feel the same way about my mother’s
attacker.” Ellen desperately wanted to find out who did it.“I know, it’s just—”The back windshield
shattered and Ellen gave a low scream of surprise. Lee jerked the wheel to the right. “Get down!”
Outside sounds rushed through the missing window. Someone was shooting at them!Ellen
ignored his order and turned in her seat to look out the back. “He’s coming up on your five



o’clock. Coming in for another shot.” It was the perfect place for an ambush. On a back road that
didn’t see much traffic just outside a small town.Ellen’s tension mounted and she was extremely
glad she’d left Carly, her golden retriever K-9 partner, at the training center for this trip. It was
supposed to take no more than two hours all in. An hour to the prison and an hour back. And
while Lee had been as tense as she’d ever seen him at returning to the prison, he hadn’t said a
word. She released her weapon from its holster and gripped it in her right hand, readying herself
for the next attack.Four months, she thought.Less than four months ago, she’d finished the
twelve-week training session at the Canyon County K-9 Training Center. The state of Arizona
had started the program years ago and found it quite successful. They trained new police
academy recruits to be K-9 officers. She was a newbie, a rookie officer with the Desert Valley
Police Department.And now she might have to shoot someone.The thought wanted to paralyze
her, but her training kicked in and she knew she could do what she had to in order to protect
herself and Lee.The car roared up beside them and she got a brief glance at the driver and the
gun he had pointed at her. Lee stomped the brakes, throwing her against the seat belt. She
jerked forward then back, her head slamming into the headrest, her hand against the door. She
lost her grip on the weapon and it clattered to the floor. The next shot took off the passenger-
side mirror of the truck. Another hit a tire. Lee fought with the wheel and the truck listed to the
side, but that didn’t stop him.He spun the wheel to the right and they roared onto a side road.
The other vehicle swept past. Lee hit the brakes again and backed up, the truck lurching, the rim
of the flattened tire grinding. But he managed to complete his three-point turn so that the front of
his truck now faced the road. She watched the disappearing taillights of the other car.As soon as
Lee put the truck in Park, Ellen rolled out of the passenger door, grabbed her weapon from the
floor and aimed in the direction the other car had gone. “Lee, are you okay? Come out the
passenger door.”“I’m fine.” He landed on the ground beside her, kneeling behind the protection
of the open door. He radiated tension. “I’m going to check on the dogs.”Ellen registered the
barking. “I’m calling for backup.” She grabbed the radio from her hip and put in the call. When
Dispatch answered, she rattled off the information. She glanced at Lee who was also watching
the road. “Anything?”“No, not yet.”“Help is on the way.”She maintained her vigilance even as her
mind searched for answers. Who would want to attack her and Lee? Probably the same people
behind the other trouble the police department and her fellow K-9 officers had faced since being
assigned to solve Veronica Earnshaw’s murder. Then again, Lee had just been released from
prison. Could it be someone after him?The drone of an engine caught her attention and all
speculation fled. She heard it coming closer as Lee pulled the two crates from the backseat of
the king cab one after the other and set them on the ground by the blown tire. He handled the
heavy cargo as though it weighed nothing, but she knew the two six-month-old pups weighed
about fifty pounds each. “I hear something. Are they coming back?”“Sounds like it.” She raised
her gun and aimed it. When the car crested the hill, she knew they were in for a second attack.
“That’s them.” The dark gray Buick slowed; the barrel of a rifle appeared in the window. She
figured it was now or never and tightened her finger, heard her weapon bark, felt the kick against



her hand.The sedan’s front windshield exploded. The driver hit the gas and the vehicle blew past
in a drunken weave. Ellen spun from her position and moved to the back of the truck near the
crated, yapping puppies. This time the car didn’t turn around—and she got a partial plate. “Oh-
four,” she whispered. “I didn’t get the rest of it. But I got 04.”She turned to find Lee hovering over
the puppies, his features tense, face pale. “Are you all right?” he asked.“Yeah. You?”He nodded.
“The puppies are fine, too.”Ellen pulled her phone from the clip on her belt. “I’m going to find out
where backup is. Keep an eye out for them to come back while I’m on the phone, will you?” Not
only did they need a tow truck for Lee’s vehicle, they needed a ride back to town and a Be On
the Lookout—a BOLO—put out for the gray sedan.“Of course.” He looked distracted. Thoughtful.
His brows pulled together over the bridge of his nose as if he knew something and was
pondering it.“What is it?” she asked.His eyes flicked to hers then he shook his head.
“Nothing.”The dispatcher came on the line. “Where’s my backup?”“On the way, Ellen. They
should be there within minutes.”“Tell them to be looking for a dark gray sedan—a Buick—with 04
in the license plate.”“Copy that.”Ellen hung up and paced behind the protection of Lee’s truck
while she watched the road and thought about what had just happened. “Did you tell anyone
about us going to pick up the puppies?” she asked.Lee frowned. “No. But it’s not because I
thought it was some top secret mission—it’s just that I don’t talk to too many people.”Ellen heard
the bitterness behind the words. Being imprisoned for two years for a crime one didn’t commit
could do that to a person. She also knew that people in Desert Valley, Arizona, had long
memories and weren’t very forgiving. Never mind that the man before her had been set up by a
corrupt cop.When she’d heard Lee had been arrested for robbery, she’d been stunned. Then
disbelief had set in. But the evidence had been overwhelming. Now she knew why. It was easy to
frame someone when the investigating officer planted evidence. Disgust curled inside her. She
had nothing but contempt for those who used their power to hurt others, to fulfill some kind of
personal agenda.Sirens broke the silence and she straightened, her eyes once again going to
the place where the gray sedan had disappeared. Some of her adrenaline eased now that she
felt sure they weren’t coming back.Chief of police Earl Jones stepped from his cruiser. Seventy
years old, he topped six feet two inches and carried himself well in spite of his large gut. His gray
hair looked mussed, as though he’d run his hands through it several times. His gaze landed on
Ellen then slid over to Lee. “Not out of prison two weeks and you’re already causing trouble? Not
a good way to start your new life.”* * *Lee nearly bit through his tongue to keep the words he’d
like to fling at the man from making their way past his teeth. He simply stared at the chief. He
wouldn’t defend himself. He didn’t have to. The fact that he stood here a free man was defense
enough as far as he was concerned. Chief Jones raised a brow, a glint of respect lighting his
eyes before he hitched his britches and held out a hand to Lee. “You got a raw deal. I’m glad it all
worked out for you.”Lee blinked and swallowed his anger. He shook the man’s hand. “Thanks. I
am, too.”The chief looked at Ellen. “What’s going on here, Foxcroft?”Ellen’s gaze darted between
the two them. Lee maintained his cool stance. Deputy Louise Donaldson exited her cruiser and
joined them on the side of the road. The woman was in her early sixties and, if Lee remembered



correctly, had been widowed at a rather young age.She was tall and solid, her hair cut in a no-
nonsense brown bob. Her dark eyes were serious and concerned. He also knew she planned to
retire soon. In fact he wondered who would retire first, the chief or Louise. And why he was even
thinking about that confused him. He attributed it to some kind of coping mechanism. If he
thought about the mundane, he didn’t have to think about the fact that he and Ellen could have
been killed a short few moments ago.“We were shot at,” Ellen was saying. “I think there were two
of them in the vehicle. They drove a dark gray Buick and I got a partial plate.” She gave it to him.
“They’ve also got a busted windshield.”“I’ll call for a tow truck,” Louise said. She got on her phone
and Earl rubbed a hand over his craggy face.“All right, let’s get you two back to town and get this
figured out. Donaldson!”“Yes, Chief?” She slid her phone back into the clip.“Get Marlton and
Harmon out here to take care of the evidence collection before the sun goes down. We’ve only
got a couple hours before dark.” Dennis Marlton and Eddie Harmon, two more of Desert Valley’s
finest—only Lee had come to figure out they weren’t quite so fine. Between ready-for-retirement
cops and simple ineffectiveness, Lee decided it was a wonder enforcement of the law even
happened in Desert Valley.Chief Jones was a good man, but his upcoming retirement had him
slacking off. The chief continued, “I’ll stay here while you chauffeur these two back to town.
Officer Foxcroft’s got some paperwork to fill out on the shooting. Make sure her gun is turned in
and all is done according to procedure.”Louise’s jaw tightened as though she didn’t like being
told how to do her job, but she simply nodded. “Of course. Come on.”Lee put the crated puppies
in the back of the DVPD SUV cruiser then he climbed in the back while Ellen took the front
passenger seat. Louise started the vehicle and pulled away from the edge of the road. Lee
reached over and settled his hand on Ellen’s shoulder. She started and turned to look at him,
confusion clouding her eyes. But at least she didn’t pull away. “I’m glad you’re all right,” he said.
“That was some quick thinking and good shooting out there.”She shot him a tight smile. “Thanks.
I just wanted to stop them.”“You did that, all right.”She fell silent and Lee removed his hand from
her shoulder to look out the window and watch the scenery pass by. He didn’t take for granted
the fact that he could do this now. He’d missed riding in a car for the past two years. Missed
driving his truck. He’d missed a lot of things. The anger wanted to bubble up, but he took a deep
breath and forced it down. Anger at what he couldn’t change wouldn’t help anything. It would just
cause the bitterness to grow, and he didn’t want to go through life that way. Had made a vow he
wouldn’t let it consume him. Not like it had his father. He forced the thought away.Within minutes
they were at the police station. Lee climbed out of the cruiser, grabbed the puppies from the
back and waited for Ellen to climb out. He let her go in front of him, watching her enter the
station, her steps light, movements graceful. He realized his feelings for her hadn’t diminished
one bit from their high school days. No matter how hard he tried to deny it, he was still attracted
to her. And her mother still hated him. No doubt even more so at this point. He wasn’t just a kid
from the wrong side of the tracks anymore—he’d been incarcerated. Oh, yes, that would go over
well with Marian Foxcroft. Assuming she ever woke up from her coma to find out he was now out
and working with her daughter. As much as he disliked the woman, he realized he could feel



compassion for her. She was in the hospital in a coma, a victim of a home invasion and a vicious
attack. No one deserved that. He swallowed hard and pulled the rolling crates behind him. He
trailed Ellen as she led the way through the Desert Valley Police Department lobby.“Ellen?”Ellen
paused and turned to the woman who’d called her name. “Yes, Carrie?”Lee racked his brain
trying to place what he’d learned about the secretary and couldn’t come up with much. In her
thirties, she wore thick horn-rimmed glasses and her brown hair was always in the same style
every time he’d seen her around town. Up in one of those messy-bun things some women
managed to twist their hair into. She was quiet and kind and did her job well if the rumors were
true.She handed Ellen a piece of paper. “The hospital called just to say there’s been no change
in your mother. Dr. North said to let you know he had a family emergency and wouldn’t be able to
meet with you this afternoon, but if you’ll call his secretary to reschedule, she’ll fit you in as soon
as possible.”“That’s fine. Thanks.” She frowned. “I wonder why he didn’t call my cell.”“He said he
did but you didn’t answer.”“She was kind of busy,” Lee said.Ellen nodded. “Thanks, Carrie.”“Of
course.” She turned back to her computer and Louise continued the trek to a conference
room.Officer Donaldson shut the door behind them and Lee saw Ellen check her phone. “Yep.
Missed call.” She glanced at Lee. “Right in the middle of our little incident. I never heard it
ring.”He hadn’t, either.Ellen removed her weapon and placed it in the bag the officer held out for
her. “You know the drill,” Officer Donaldson said. “There’ll be an investigation. You’re off duty for
the moment.”Ellen sighed. “I know.”“The good news is since there are no wounded or dead
bodies, you could be cleared for return to duty as early as tomorrow or the next day. We’ll let you
know.”“Thanks, Louise.”The woman’s brown eyes softened a fraction. “You’re welcome. You did
good, rookie.”Ellen gave a faint smile. “Thanks.”“How’s your mother?”Her smile slipped. “She’s
still alive. We’re just praying she wakes up soon and can tell us who did this to her. Until then,
she’s under twenty-four-hour guard to make sure no one can get to her and finish what they
started. Chief Jones was willing to have you all take shifts guarding her, but I know Mom wouldn’t
have wanted to take you away from your duties here. I’ve hired a private agency to make sure
there’s a guard on her door. So far, that’s worked out well.”“We’re all praying for her.” Louise set
the weapon aside and motioned for them to sit at the table. Once seated Lee wanted to fidget.
He wasn’t interested in being in this building ever again. Louise pulled a laptop in front of her. “All
right, let’s go through it all again.”Lee started to say something when Carrie entered the room.
Louise raised a brow. “Yes?”“Sorry to interrupt, but someone found a glove behind a Dumpster
near veterinarian Tanya Fowler’s office and brought it in.” She held up the bagged glove while he
pictured Tanya, the veterinarian he’d seen occasionally when she’d come to the prison to
vaccinate the dogs with the Prison Pups program. A sweet lady whose nonjudgmental eyes
never failed to raise his spirits. He tuned back into what Carrie was saying. “Two kids were
waiting with their mother while she had their dog in with Dr. Fowler and they ran around the side
of the building playing hide and seek. Little Justin Daniels found it and gave it to his
mother.”“Okay. And it’s important because...?”“It matches the set worn by one of the robbers who
robbed that bank in Flagstaff six months ago.”Louise frowned. “How would she have known



that?”“She wouldn’t. She turned it in to us because it had five one-hundred-dollar bills in it and
thought someone may have reported it missing.”“Has someone?”“No.” Carrie pushed her
glasses up on the bridge of her nose with her forefinger. “But when the robbery first happened,
we got all those wanted notices faxed to us, remember? The chief also got the video footage of
the robbery.” She walked farther into the room and placed the glove on the desk. “He and I
watched it together just in case I spotted anyone hanging around town. Turns out I recognized
the gloves in the surveillance video. They’re a pretty popular brand and I sent this exact pair to a
cousin for Christmas last year.” She wrinkled her nose. “Well, not this one, but a pair just like
them. So I just checked the bank footage again to be sure, and this sure looks like one of the
gloves.”Louise nodded. “Okay, that’s good news. I wouldn’t have thought there would be any
chance of picking up that trail again. Send the glove off to the lab. Take Justin Daniels’s
fingerprints as well as his mother’s and send them for comparison.” Carrie nodded. “Also, get the
serial numbers from the bills and send them to the Flagstaff PD. I don’t know that they’ll need
them, but it can’t hurt to have them just in case.”“Got it.” Carrie turned and walked out, carrying
the evidence.Louise looked up at Ellen. “You heard about that bank robbery, right?”“Vaguely. It
happened shortly after we started our training with Veronica and that’s where my focus was. I
think I remember that they never found the money, right?”“No, it happened just as the bank was
closing on a Friday afternoon. Two men in masks and semiautomatics in broad daylight. Shook
the whole city up.”“They were obviously professionals and they had it well planned.”“True,” she
sighed. “They got away that day, but the FBI was called in and arrested one of the robbers—a
Nolan Little. The second robber got away, but the FBI tracked him down right here in Desert
Valley two days later, hiding in an abandoned mobile home. He got into a shootout with them
and was killed. They searched and found his weapon and a few bills, but he didn’t have the bank
money on him.”“Let me guess, the one they caught isn’t talking.”“He couldn’t if he wanted to. He
was killed about two months into serving his sentence.”“So anyone who might have known
where the money is can’t talk because they’re dead.”“Yes. At least the ones we know about.”“You
think there’s someone else involved?”“The FBI was convinced there was a third person—a driver
—but they’ve never been able to prove it. He wasn’t in the video and there wasn’t a car at the
scene.”“How did they get away?” Ellen asked.“On foot. Ran right out the back door through a
back alley and disappeared. That’s why we think there was a third person involved. Someone
with a car that was never seen. Someone who knew where the security cameras were and made
sure to park out of view. The robbers climbed in and they drove away.” She sighed. “The FBI
sends the chief an update every so often, but I think they’ve probably given up on ever
recovering the money—or the third person if there ever was one.” She shrugged. “Who knows?
Maybe with the glove, they’ll get a fresh trail to follow.” She drew in a deep breath. “Now, Lee,
what can you tell me about the shootout that just occurred?”Lee shifted. “I think I have
something that will help.”“What’s that?”“I have a dash cam on my truck. We just need to watch
the video.” He held up his phone and pressed the screen to pull up the app.He shook his head at
the irony. After everything this department had put him through, he had something that could



possibly help them. And he was going to push aside his initial reaction of “let them fend for
themselves” and do it.This time they’d better not mess up.TWOAn hour later, Ellen and Lee
walked out of the building with Lee rolling the puppies behind in their carriers. “A dash cam?”
Ellen asked him.He shrugged. “I don’t know. Call me paranoid. But after everything that
happened with the crooked cop and...” He shook his head. “I’m not going to be in that position
again. So I mounted a dash cam on my rearview mirror as some sort of protection, I guess.
Maybe it was stupid.”“And maybe you’re brilliant. I can’t say I blame you a bit. And it allowed us to
see one of the men in the car.”“Yes.” He frowned.“Everything all right?”“Yes. I’m just
thinking.”“About?” She spotted the SUV in the road, getting ready to turn in to the lot. “Hold that
thought.”Whitney Godwin, also a rookie K-9 officer, pulled in and parked. She climbed out of the
truck, her shoulder-length light blond hair blowing around her face. She shoved it back and
waved at Ellen. “Hey, there. Are you okay?”“We survived. That’s the good news. Thanks for
bringing the car,” Ellen said. “Lee picked me up at my home this morning so we’re a bit stranded.”
She took the keys from Whitney’s outstretched hand. Looking into her friend’s eyes, she could
see contentment. Happiness. All due to the new man in her life. A doctor named David Evans.
They’d had some hard times but had made it through to the other side. Now they were planning
a wedding.It made Ellen happy for Whitney...and sad for herself. Would she ever have that look?
She glanced at Lee. She’d actually had it years ago. Back when she and Lee were together.
When they weren’t fighting about her mother, they’d had some great times, been happy. She
sighed. Whitney’s features clouded in concern. “Why the heavy sigh? You okay?”Ellen forced her
lips into an upward curve. “Yes, just...reminiscing, sorry. Do you need a ride anywhere?”“No.”
Whitney’s smile came back. “David’s on his way to get me. We’re taking Shelby for a picnic.”
Shelby was Whitney’s baby daughter.Lee found a spot of grass, clipped leashes to the three
pups and let them loose to take care of business. When they were finished, he got them back
into the carriers and rolled them over to the vehicle where she and Whitney stood.“Lee, do you
know Whitney?”He set the puppies in the back area of the vehicle where Carly usually rode,
then held out a hand to Whitney. “I don’t think we’ve met. It’s a pleasure.”“Same here.” She eyed
the building and grimaced. “I hate to go in on my day off, but I have some leftover paperwork I
need to finish up before David and I can enjoy the rest of the day. I’ll see you later.”She
disappeared through the glass doors. Lee turned to Ellen. “I’m starving,” he said.“Want to hit a
drive-through and take the food to the training facility? We can eat and talk business if you’re up
to it.”“I am if you are.”He still looked a bit distracted. What was on his mind? The shooting
probably. “You okay?”He blinked and climbed into the passenger seat. “Yeah.”“Something’s
bothering you.”“How do you figure?”She gave a low chuckle. “Come on, Lee, we used to be best
friends.” Actually, they’d been more than that, but that sentence was much safer than saying
they’d one time been in love. The flare in his eyes said he was thinking it. She cleared her throat.
“I can read you pretty well even after all these years. You have that little tic in your forehead that
gives you away every time.”He pressed his fingers to it and his brow furrowed. “Let’s get back to
the facility so we can talk without distractions.”Ellen wasn’t crazy about the fact that he wanted to



wait to talk, but she could be patient. When she had to. But... “Why don’t you just tell me what it
is that’s bothering you?”He sighed. “Fine. When we were attacked, I thought I recognized one of
the men in the car. The dash cam confirmed it.”* * *Ellen stared at him even while she cranked
the vehicle’s ignition. “What? And you’re just now saying something?”“I wanted to know for sure
before I said anything.”“And you’re sure now?”“No, but I figured you could help me find out if I’m
right or not.”“So who do think it is?”He sighed and rubbed his eyes. “I’m not sure so maybe I
shouldn’t say anything, but if it’s him—”Her ringing phone cut him off. She glanced at the
dashboard. Chief Jones’s number flashed. “Hello?”Her Bluetooth kicked in and his voice came
over the speakers. “Foxcroft. Where are you?”“Just leaving the station. Do you need me to come
back in?”“No, just wanted to let you know we got a hit on that partial plate.” While the chief
talked, she drove.“And?”“There was a vehicle stolen last night. When we ran the partial against
all of the ones in the system, we managed to narrow it down to the one that was used in the
attack. Who knew you were going to pick up those puppies today?”Ellen thought. “I don’t know. It
wasn’t a secret. I’ve already checked with Lee and he didn’t mention it to anyone. I told my staff
at the assistance center so they could get an area prepared, but other than that, no one that I
recall. Sophie could have mentioned it to someone, I suppose.”He grunted. “And it’s possible the
attack had nothing to do with that anyway. All right, rookie, be careful. Hopefully we’ll get all this
cleared up in the next day or so and you’ll be back on duty. Tell Earnshaw the dash cam thing is
paranoia at its finest. Glad he had it installed. Sorry he felt the need for it.”“He heard
you.”“Thanks, Chief,” Lee said before falling silent.She hung up and within minutes, she was
pulling into the parking lot of the Desert Valley Canine Assistance Center attached to the K-9
Unit Training Center.Ellen threw the vehicle in Park and climbed out. Lee followed, rolling the
puppies with him. He took them into a fenced area that had been specifically set up for them and
let the three pups out of the carriers. They bolted into the warm grass, tumbling over one
another, nipping and yapping, clearly glad to be able to run off some energy. “What are their
names?” she asked. “They should be on their tags.”He pointed to the one running laps around
the space. “That one is Dash.”“Appropriate.” She looked at the other two. One sat on his
haunches, tongue lolling as his gaze bounced between his friends. She walked over and
snagged his tag. “This is King. I see why they named him that. He looks like a king ruling over his
subjects.”“You’re right, he does,” Lee said with a nod. He grabbed the last dog by the collar as
she wandered past and checked her tag. “And this is Lady.”She licked his hand and Ellen
laughed. “Dainty and sweet.”He smiled. “All right. Dash, King and Lady. Poor girl is outnumbered,
isn’t she?”“It’ll make her stronger.”He nodded and locked the gate and walked toward her.She
waited for him, hands on her hips, mind only partially on naming the pups. She wanted to focus
on what he’d revealed before the chief’s call. “So you think you know one of the guys who
attacked us?”“Yes. A guy from the prison who was released around the same time I was.”She
studied him. “What were you mixed up in at the prison, Lee, that would inspire someone to come
after you like that?”His jaw went rigid and Ellen blinked at the flare of rage—and hurt—that
flashed in his eyes. “Really? That’s the first thing that comes to you mind? That’s what you



think?” His fingers curled into fists. “You’re just like her, aren’t you?” he said, his voice low and
strained.“What?”He jabbed a finger at her. “You’re just like your mother.”“That’s not fair.”“No, it’s
not. It’s not fair that she didn’t like me just because of who my family was. It’s not fair that she
interfered in our relationship. A lot of things aren’t fair. And you’re following right in her footsteps.
You’re judging me without all the facts. Well, that’s fine. You’re entitled to think and say what you
want, but I don’t have to stand here and listen to it.” He started to walk off.“Where are you
going?”“Home.”“How are you going to get there? You don’t have a car, remember?”He held up a
cell phone, his eyes narrowed. She shivered at the coldness there. “All too well. However, while
there aren’t many, I do have a few friends left in this town. I can get a ride. Or I’ll just walk. It’s not
that far.” He spun on his heel and kept going.Ellen sighed and dropped her chin to her chest.
Was he right? Was she being judgmental? The fact that he compared her to her mother made
her shudder. “Wait, Lee. Stop. You haven’t even eaten your food.”“It’s still in the bag, I’ll take it
with me.”He stopped his march at the car, opened the door and pulled out one of the fast-food
bags. Then he turned his back on her once more and headed for the edge of her property, which
would lead him to the main road. “Who was it, Lee? Who did you recognize?” He didn’t answer,
just kept walking. “Lee!”“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Ellen.” And then he disappeared around the
edge of the house.She gave a low groan and took off after him. “Stop, will you?”She rounded the
corner and slammed into his hard chest. “Oof.”He caught her biceps, the white food bag
dangling from one hand. She looked up. The chill in his eyes hadn’t thawed one degree. His
features resembled granite. She drew in his scent and swallowed, the past rushing in to
blindside her. She remembered clearly being held in his arms. Sitting in the hammock, her ear
pressed against his chest, listening to his heart thud a steady beat. She remembered his sweet
kisses and whispered promises. She remembered it all. And yearned to go back to recapture
each and every moment.TWOAn hour later, Ellen and Lee walked out of the building with Lee
rolling the puppies behind in their carriers. “A dash cam?” Ellen asked him.He shrugged. “I don’t
know. Call me paranoid. But after everything that happened with the crooked cop and...” He
shook his head. “I’m not going to be in that position again. So I mounted a dash cam on my
rearview mirror as some sort of protection, I guess. Maybe it was stupid.”“And maybe you’re
brilliant. I can’t say I blame you a bit. And it allowed us to see one of the men in the car.”“Yes.” He
frowned.“Everything all right?”“Yes. I’m just thinking.”“About?” She spotted the SUV in the road,
getting ready to turn in to the lot. “Hold that thought.”Whitney Godwin, also a rookie K-9 officer,
pulled in and parked. She climbed out of the truck, her shoulder-length light blond hair blowing
around her face. She shoved it back and waved at Ellen. “Hey, there. Are you okay?”“We
survived. That’s the good news. Thanks for bringing the car,” Ellen said. “Lee picked me up at my
home this morning so we’re a bit stranded.” She took the keys from Whitney’s outstretched hand.
Looking into her friend’s eyes, she could see contentment. Happiness. All due to the new man in
her life. A doctor named David Evans. They’d had some hard times but had made it through to
the other side. Now they were planning a wedding.It made Ellen happy for Whitney...and sad for
herself. Would she ever have that look? She glanced at Lee. She’d actually had it years ago.



Back when she and Lee were together. When they weren’t fighting about her mother, they’d had
some great times, been happy. She sighed. Whitney’s features clouded in concern. “Why the
heavy sigh? You okay?”Ellen forced her lips into an upward curve. “Yes, just...reminiscing, sorry.
Do you need a ride anywhere?”“No.” Whitney’s smile came back. “David’s on his way to get me.
We’re taking Shelby for a picnic.” Shelby was Whitney’s baby daughter.Lee found a spot of
grass, clipped leashes to the three pups and let them loose to take care of business. When they
were finished, he got them back into the carriers and rolled them over to the vehicle where she
and Whitney stood.“Lee, do you know Whitney?”He set the puppies in the back area of the
vehicle where Carly usually rode, then held out a hand to Whitney. “I don’t think we’ve met. It’s a
pleasure.”“Same here.” She eyed the building and grimaced. “I hate to go in on my day off, but I
have some leftover paperwork I need to finish up before David and I can enjoy the rest of the day.
I’ll see you later.”She disappeared through the glass doors. Lee turned to Ellen. “I’m starving,” he
said.“Want to hit a drive-through and take the food to the training facility? We can eat and talk
business if you’re up to it.”“I am if you are.”He still looked a bit distracted. What was on his mind?
The shooting probably. “You okay?”He blinked and climbed into the passenger seat.
“Yeah.”“Something’s bothering you.”“How do you figure?”She gave a low chuckle. “Come on,
Lee, we used to be best friends.” Actually, they’d been more than that, but that sentence was
much safer than saying they’d one time been in love. The flare in his eyes said he was thinking it.
She cleared her throat. “I can read you pretty well even after all these years. You have that little
tic in your forehead that gives you away every time.”He pressed his fingers to it and his brow
furrowed. “Let’s get back to the facility so we can talk without distractions.”Ellen wasn’t crazy
about the fact that he wanted to wait to talk, but she could be patient. When she had to. But...
“Why don’t you just tell me what it is that’s bothering you?”He sighed. “Fine. When we were
attacked, I thought I recognized one of the men in the car. The dash cam confirmed it.”* * *Ellen
stared at him even while she cranked the vehicle’s ignition. “What? And you’re just now saying
something?”“I wanted to know for sure before I said anything.”“And you’re sure now?”“No, but I
figured you could help me find out if I’m right or not.”“So who do think it is?”He sighed and
rubbed his eyes. “I’m not sure so maybe I shouldn’t say anything, but if it’s him—”Her ringing
phone cut him off. She glanced at the dashboard. Chief Jones’s number flashed. “Hello?”Her
Bluetooth kicked in and his voice came over the speakers. “Foxcroft. Where are you?”“Just
leaving the station. Do you need me to come back in?”“No, just wanted to let you know we got a
hit on that partial plate.” While the chief talked, she drove.“And?”“There was a vehicle stolen last
night. When we ran the partial against all of the ones in the system, we managed to narrow it
down to the one that was used in the attack. Who knew you were going to pick up those puppies
today?”Ellen thought. “I don’t know. It wasn’t a secret. I’ve already checked with Lee and he
didn’t mention it to anyone. I told my staff at the assistance center so they could get an area
prepared, but other than that, no one that I recall. Sophie could have mentioned it to someone, I
suppose.”He grunted. “And it’s possible the attack had nothing to do with that anyway. All right,
rookie, be careful. Hopefully we’ll get all this cleared up in the next day or so and you’ll be back



on duty. Tell Earnshaw the dash cam thing is paranoia at its finest. Glad he had it installed. Sorry
he felt the need for it.”“He heard you.”“Thanks, Chief,” Lee said before falling silent.She hung up
and within minutes, she was pulling into the parking lot of the Desert Valley Canine Assistance
Center attached to the K-9 Unit Training Center.Ellen threw the vehicle in Park and climbed out.
Lee followed, rolling the puppies with him. He took them into a fenced area that had been
specifically set up for them and let the three pups out of the carriers. They bolted into the warm
grass, tumbling over one another, nipping and yapping, clearly glad to be able to run off some
energy. “What are their names?” she asked. “They should be on their tags.”He pointed to the one
running laps around the space. “That one is Dash.”“Appropriate.” She looked at the other two.
One sat on his haunches, tongue lolling as his gaze bounced between his friends. She walked
over and snagged his tag. “This is King. I see why they named him that. He looks like a king
ruling over his subjects.”“You’re right, he does,” Lee said with a nod. He grabbed the last dog by
the collar as she wandered past and checked her tag. “And this is Lady.”She licked his hand and
Ellen laughed. “Dainty and sweet.”He smiled. “All right. Dash, King and Lady. Poor girl is
outnumbered, isn’t she?”“It’ll make her stronger.”He nodded and locked the gate and walked
toward her.She waited for him, hands on her hips, mind only partially on naming the pups. She
wanted to focus on what he’d revealed before the chief’s call. “So you think you know one of the
guys who attacked us?”“Yes. A guy from the prison who was released around the same time I
was.”She studied him. “What were you mixed up in at the prison, Lee, that would inspire
someone to come after you like that?”His jaw went rigid and Ellen blinked at the flare of rage—
and hurt—that flashed in his eyes. “Really? That’s the first thing that comes to you mind? That’s
what you think?” His fingers curled into fists. “You’re just like her, aren’t you?” he said, his voice
low and strained.“What?”He jabbed a finger at her. “You’re just like your mother.”“That’s not
fair.”“No, it’s not. It’s not fair that she didn’t like me just because of who my family was. It’s not fair
that she interfered in our relationship. A lot of things aren’t fair. And you’re following right in her
footsteps. You’re judging me without all the facts. Well, that’s fine. You’re entitled to think and say
what you want, but I don’t have to stand here and listen to it.” He started to walk off.“Where are
you going?”“Home.”“How are you going to get there? You don’t have a car, remember?”He held
up a cell phone, his eyes narrowed. She shivered at the coldness there. “All too well. However,
while there aren’t many, I do have a few friends left in this town. I can get a ride. Or I’ll just walk.
It’s not that far.” He spun on his heel and kept going.Ellen sighed and dropped her chin to her
chest. Was he right? Was she being judgmental? The fact that he compared her to her mother
made her shudder. “Wait, Lee. Stop. You haven’t even eaten your food.”“It’s still in the bag, I’ll
take it with me.”He stopped his march at the car, opened the door and pulled out one of the fast-
food bags. Then he turned his back on her once more and headed for the edge of her property,
which would lead him to the main road. “Who was it, Lee? Who did you recognize?” He didn’t
answer, just kept walking. “Lee!”“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Ellen.” And then he disappeared around
the edge of the house.She gave a low groan and took off after him. “Stop, will you?”She rounded
the corner and slammed into his hard chest. “Oof.”He caught her biceps, the white food bag



dangling from one hand. She looked up. The chill in his eyes hadn’t thawed one degree. His
features resembled granite. She drew in his scent and swallowed, the past rushing in to
blindside her. She remembered clearly being held in his arms. Sitting in the hammock, her ear
pressed against his chest, listening to his heart thud a steady beat. She remembered his sweet
kisses and whispered promises. She remembered it all. And yearned to go back to recapture
each and every moment.
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M. D. Bryant, “as advertised. good”

Jenny Dominguez, “Honor and Defend. Lynette Eason is the author of Honor and Defend, the
fourth book in the Rookie K-9 Unit continuity. The rookie we get to know this time is Ellen
Foxcroft. She is from Desert Valley, rich, wants to leave her controlling mother behind and once
dated Lee Earnshaw. Lee is also from Desert Valley, from the wrong side of town according to
Ellen’s mother and just recently released from prison for a crime he didn’t commit. One thing
that they both have in common is that the both love dogs. Ellen is putting her money to good use
by training dogs to aid people with different kinds of disabilities and hires Lee to help her. On the
way back from picking up three dogs Lee and Ellen are shot at. The main story in this book
moves along quickly and there are a couple of surprises. The characters are strong and likable.
There will be a few more clue about the story that flows through the continuity. I liked this story
and have enjoyed all of the books in the continuity so far. I would recommend it to anyone that
likes suspense stories in a continuity format.”

Busybeth72, “Sweet yet well paced. This next installment of the K9 rookies unit is well written
and suspenseful. It keeps you guessing who is really the murderer from the original book while
capturing your attention about the latest crimes. Lee was released from prison just a few weeks
before this story begins. He was framed and found guilty of murder, courtesy of a mentally
unbalanced dirty cop. His innocence has been established. Now he's back in his home town and
working with his former sweetheart Ellen. Ellen is rich, a rookie K9 cop trying to break free of her
overbearing mother and the sponsor of a new facility for training assistance service dogs. The
continuing mystery around a spate of murders continues. One of the victims was Lee's sister.
Lee and Ellen have a lot of history to work through and get past. But their attraction to each other
scares them both. How they realize their true feelings is a sweet yet nerve racking scenario. Well
worth the read.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Fabulous!. The series keeps getting better. This book provides the need
for a good faith driven mystery. The characters become family to readers.”

Chrissybear77, “True love finds away.. In this book, we see the story of Lee and Ellen. They
were, you lovers until her mom interfered. Lee was sent to prison, for a crime he didn't commit.
Now out,he is working, with dogs and Ellen, the Sparks are still there. Danger isn't far and you,
have to love all the K-9's and all the dogs in this. I love how true love, always finds a way. This
book is full, of dogs and suspense and love along with danger and falling in love. Get this book
today.”

Rogena Smith, “Books with a Bark and lots of twists and turns!. I absolutely love this series of



Rookie K-9 Unit Books, a nibble here a nibble there, you can't put them down!”

Shirley, “Honor and Defend. I gave five stars . You will want to read the whole series. Lee and
Ellen trained the puppies the whole series. I enjoyed reading aboutI gave 5 stars. You will enjoy
reading this series .Lee and Ellen dated in School and now train puppies for the K 9 units.
Awesome read with  a lot of Twists and turns. and romance.  If you love dogs . Go for it !!! ”

Sandra K. Webb, “A 20+ Star Book!. A 20+ star book! Loved it! I can highly recommend the
whole Rookie K-9 Series! I love all the Love Inspired Suspense Books and I know you will to if
you give them a chance. This book had suspense, romance, angst and of course, a HEA
ending.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Four Stars. I have not received this book yet. When will I get this to
read.Thank you, Pat”

The book by Lynette Eason has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 187 people have provided feedback.
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