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Rest In Heavenly Peace 

Tamika Keeton, Vivian Love (VV), Dorothy Cotton,

Virginia Coleman, Alvin Coleman (Daddy Coleman), 

Theresa (Mae) Gandy, Aunt Doris Griffin-Heard, 

Aunt Autrie Faye Holley, Uncle Bill Gilkey, Sheryl Lynn Smith, 

June Brackeen Deshazer, Brian Donaldson, Glenn Hitchye, Sabrina Hitchye, James and Gwen Brewer, Aunt Alberta Holley,

James Cotton, Nancy Jo Cotton, Velma Arrington, 

Edith Porter-Payne, Mr. Gene Lasley (he always scolded me about wearing make-up as a teen), Debra Ann Hill, Renita Davis, and Terrance Clark (Pork).





DeElra (DD) Clark, She could have been the next Dallas Cowboys cheerleader. Monique E. Johnson, I swear she had at least 100 pairs of tennis shoes in her closet. Adriaunna AJ Jones born way before her time. A lady in a childs body. Krista McVay she wanted to make sure you spelled her name correctly, (Krista). 

(My young darlings all gone way too soon) 


Prologue

Rosie

Rosies feet burned against the scorching desert ground as she ran from her kidnappers. Footsteps behind her rang out like Clydesdales beating against the dry hard surface. Determined to evade her abductors, the teen ignored the pain in her feet and forced herself to run faster. As the sun beat down on her exhausted body, fright fluttered in her chest just hearing the mens echoed voices from afar. 

During a bathroom break, behind a van that held four other girls captive, the girls scattered in different directions escaping their three captors. 

Two hours later, and still not captured, Rosies mind wandered back to her sexual assaults, lying on the bed naked while unknown men forced themselves on her. Im not going back, she cried, glancing over her shoulder to see how far the men were. When she turned back, she focused her gaze on the rippling heat waves and a glimmer of hope appeared in her eyes. From a distance, stood a woman with her arms stretched out wide. She strained her eyes in disbelief and hollered, Mommy! Please help me! When she approached her mother, she swooped her arms around her and the mirage faded away. 

Shaking away the faded image, Rosie kept going, zooming past a variety of shapes and sizes of cactuses, trees, and large tumbleweeds. White-winged doves conspicuously flew high above. Rosie wondered if they were perhaps thirsty like her and searching for water. With her kidnappers only giving her a couple of sips of water every hour, her dry throat tightened from thirst. As her narrow feet hammered the dry cracked ground and seeing natures endless fields, a sudden stitch in her side slowed her and she folded over in agony. Falling to the ground, with her hand clamped on her side, she said, I cant go any farther.

She crawled, heaving in and out pushing forward. Unquestionably, if she had eaten, she wouldve been able to muster enough strength to better camouflage herself, hiding in a cluster of large tumbleweeds. 

Filled with terror, Rosie rolled herself in as a small ball, shivering and waiting, hoping they wouldnt spot her. There she was, in an unknown place, forced to travel from Puerto Rico to California. The growing realization of anyone coming to her aid, rested uneasily in her soul and she cried. The mens voices grew near and she pressed a hand over her mouth stifling her cry. 

Moments later, a deep masculine voice said, Rosita, you threw me a curveball. You promised you wouldnt run away. Now Ill have to tie you up. Wrist-burns from the zip ties that had bound her hands showed. She peeped through the dry tangled weeds looking at the kidnappers dusty boots and his distinguished batman mustache. No more bathroom breaks for you. The man began hurling away the prickly tumbleweeds until he saw Rosies cradled body. He bent down and roared, Get up!

No! Rosie rolled on her back and peddled both feet kicking him in the face. She attempted to escape and he yanked her by her blouse, pulling her up and closer to him. Struggling to stand, but still fighting, Rosie pounded on his chest. Let me go!

He grabbed her hands. If you try to run away again, Ill kill you. The thunder in his voice told her he spoke the truth. Tie her hands, he ordered his accomplice as he struggled with her. 

His accomplice zipped tied her wrist and threw her over his shoulder and Rosie kicked and screamed all the way to the van. 


Chapter 1

Tess

Tesss eyes lit up as she gazed at a picture of colorful fish teeming in stunning turquoise waters off glistening white sand. Caribbean music played silently in her mind as she danced down the hall with a resort brochure in her hand. For days now, Katesa Baptistes mission had been to convince Daddy Rich, her maternal grandfather, to accompany her to the stunning paradise seas of the Dominican Republic. 

The reading of her late paternal grandmothers will was just a few weeks away. She was excited to leave San Francisco and launch an adventure on the tropical paradise island nestled under baby blue skies. But each day had become more difficult as Tess wondered why her grandfather became annoyed when shed ask him to come along. She thought the Caribbean island would be a fantastic place for him to relax and mend his aching body after his recent fall in the flower garden. 

Seconds later, Tess stepped into Daddy Richs bedroom with the resort brochure dangling between the tip of her index finger and thumb. Taking a few steps more, she entered his bathroom where he stood in front of a mirror trimming his salt and pepper beard—more salt than pepper. As she watched the clippers make their way across his lean face, Tess waved the brochure to get his attention. 

See the sailboats in the blue waters, Daddy Rich? Isnt it beautiful? Her lively brown eyes were big and bright with excitement—almost as wide as her smile. She thrust the colorful vacation planner closer in her grandfathers face. Look at the beach! Cant you just imagine sinking your feet into the warm white sand? 

He leaned back, away from the brochure. Dang, Tess, any closer and Ill be swimming in the Caribbean sea. I told you, I dont want to go. The answer was no yesterday and its still no today. 

Daddy Rich. Really? Her smile disappeared and lips spread thin and tight.

Yes, really, he answered, looking at her through the mirror. Why dont you ask one of the ladies from the hospital to go with you?

I did, but none of them can go. Even at twenty-four years old, and an experienced traveler in the US, Tess didnt want to go alone to an unfamiliar place to see a family she knew nothing about. And an island whose language was primarily Spanish intimidated her. She had seen her late grandmother only ten times in her entire life, and could only recall a few memories. In fact, thats why she was shocked when she received a letter summoning her to the reading of her grandmothers will. Still not giving up, she pointed to a picture of an elegant restaurant with an eclectic mix of foods. And, look! Its all-inclusive. All the food you want to eat and beverages you want to drink—for free. Umm, look at that roasted lamb and goat. Those are unlimited, too. 

I dont care if they were bringing the food to me butt-naked on a silver platter and feeding me personally with a golden spoon. Im-not-going. With a flick of his finger the brochure fluttered to the floor. He spoke to her reflection through the mirror, I wont be caught dead in the same room with that piece of shit.

Daddy Rich! Youre being childish. Let the past go. Tess knew her grandfather didnt care much for her dad. Just the mention of his name would have him grinding his teeth. 

What? he frowned, turned off the clippers, and then with a stiff neck turned facing her. Ill eat dirt first and hold hands with a rattlesnake before Ill be in the same room with that good-for-nothing Juan Baptiste.

Eat dirt? Rattlesnake? Tess laughed. Im convinced, youre off your rocker. It hurt Tess to see so much hatred in his eyes.

No, Im serious. He nodded his head emphatically. I know that hes your dad, but my daughter—your mother—was too good for him and he ruined her life. Now, shes dead, he paused, and hes still enjoying his life. If she had only listened when I told her he was a lowlife who preyed on vulnerable women. But she couldnt see that. She was mesmerized by his fancy dressing, Caribbean-Spanish dialect, and his parents money, which he was all too willing to spend.

Tess bent down, scooped up the brochure from the floor, and watched as her grandfathers eyes displayed a sign of grief. 

But no, she wanted the fast life, her grandfather continued. Your grandmother and I couldnt dissuade her. The pain became so unbearable that we had to let her go. She was so gullible, trusting everyone, including your much older, controlling father. Look, Tess, I love you. I know that without your mother and father finding each other, we wouldnt have you. Youre the only positive result of their relationship. But Ill have nothing to do with this trip or seeing them. 

Steering the conversation when Tess saw the despairing look on his face she said, Well lets not talk about that right now. In the meantime, you can have some fun and relax. Come on, Daddy Rich, p-l-e-a-s-e? she dragged out. You dont have to be around them when were there. You can find other things to do while I go to the reading of Grandmother Littas will.

He placed the clippers on the granite countertop and said, No thanks!

Tess looked through the brochure. Look! You can go snorkeling. They have unlimited golf. See? She flipped the page. There are four restaurants and three bars. He began humming a non-tune, and his eyes roamed the room looking elsewhere to keep from looking at the brochure. You can even go hang gliding.

He took a sneak peek at the picture. Are you crazy? Do I look like a feathered vertebrate? he asked, taking another quick peek at a man flying high in the air on a big makeshift kite. 

No, Daddy Rich, you dont look like a bird, she replied with a chuckle. But seriously, you can go sailing. 

I dont have to fly thousands of miles over water to go sailing. I can go sailing right here in the San Francisco Bay. He didnt offer a smile or any jokes like he normally did; he just smirked at his granddaughter. 

Daddy Rich, dont be mad at me. She let out another chuckle while placing the brochure, a picture, and a letter on the countertop. Theyre my family, too. 

His eyes darted at her. Estranged family! he quickly corrected. Remember, you dont even know them.

Estranged from you. She pointed to her grandfather. But not me. His forehead wrinkled as he gave her a glowering eye. Well, estranged or not, its about time I get to know my dads side of the family.

Tess, thirteen years is a long time not to have any contact with those people, he argued. 

Those people! she repeated, offended. You know, youre right. Thirteen years is a long time not to have contact with my family. And a reunion is a perfect place to start. Its time. 

After a month of contemplation, and not attending the funeral, Tess had finally agreed to go. Not interested in what shed receive, her focus was to reunite with her father and to establish a relationship with his family. 

Deep concern showed on Daddy Richs face. Tess, not once have they tried to contact you. Why now? Suddenly, theyre sending pictures and letters. He looked down at Tesss collections. It sounds suspicious to me.

Daddy Rich, my grandmothers stipulation is that I must be present to receive whatever she has. Relax, she said, then began massaging the wrinkles in his forehead. Youre not in the CIA anymore. He politely swiped her hand away. Well, obviously theres something there for me or they wouldnt have requested my presence. You dont have to think every kind gesture is suspicious. Some things are legit. And I dont think theyre bad people, so stop being suspicious.

Im just cautious and Ive already told you what type of people they are. No good! And youre going all the way over there and will probably end up with an old rusted jewelry box with outdated costume jewelry. 

Tess palmed her face and shook her head. Oh, Gramps, the name she affectionately called him at times. What am I going to do with you?

Daddy Rich picked up the color Polaroid from the counter, carefully studying the woman. He looked at the picture then at Tess. He looked again at the picture and again at Tess. You look nothing like this old broad.

She plucked the picture from his hand. Old broad! This lady looks good. 

She could easily pass for eighty-years-old and you know it, Tess. He took the picture out of her hand and stared at it again.

Eighty! Shes nowhere near eighty and you know it, Daddy Rich. Late fifties maybe, but definitely not eighty. And if youre nice, maybe Aunt Lucia will give you a tour of the island. Or take you on a date, she teased.

Date! Girl, I dont want anything that old—but money!

Tess tightened her lips, gave him a patronizing look and extended the palm of her hand. He smirked and slapped the picture in her hand. Her brow furrowed in irritation as she stood in the doorway torn between both families. 

Tess had reservations about going because a couple of tourists had gone missing and some had even died strange deaths at two different hotels. But her deep-seated fears settled after receiving two heartfelt letters and a picture of her Aunt Lucia, her dads sister, explaining the safety of the island and the joy of her presence. She excitedly agreed to go. Plus, she wanted to know how her mother died. Her grandparents never talked about it. It was a strict family secret. Tess figured it was because her grandfather had too much family or self-pride. 

Daddy Rich, youre so full of suspicion one of these days youre going to bust. She picked up her belongings and walked out. As she headed to her bedroom, she could hear him making grouchy sounds over the noise of the clippers.



End of Preview


Also by the author

[image: img4.jpg]



[image: img5.jpg]



Purchase your books today at www.barbraportercoleman.com

Ops/images/img4.jpg





Ops/images/img3.jpg





Ops/images/img5.jpg
’A Ram I lne Buslr






Ops/images/cover.jpg





Ops/images/img2.jpg





Ops/images/img1.jpg
WHERE

G





