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About Jason Dean

Jason Dean was born in South London in 1966. He spent many years as a graphic designer before turning his talent to writing and deciding to write the kind of American thrillers he`d always loved to read. He lives in Thailand with his wife.


About the Book

A broken front axle and a three mile walk to civilisation from the wilds of Georgia hadn’t been the way former Marine, James Bishop, had wanted to start his day. Forced to stay overnight in Sagamore, population 1100, while his ride is fixed, Bishop heads into town for some food. 

But in Bishop’s world nothing is ever quite as it seems. 

He’s in Sagamore for a reason, a personal reason. A young man has disappeared and Bishop has vowed to find out what happened to him.

Finding answers is always possible, but Bishop’s about to find out that it’s harder when no wants you asking them …
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I

The gas station was an old, one-storey, stucco structure with two ancient self-service pumps out front under a rusted steel roof. There were no customers. To the right of the store was a wide brick building containing two raised overhead garage doors, and above these was a long sign with faded black lettering that said CARTRIGHT VEHICLE SERVICES.

After walking three miles, this was practically the first sign of civilization I’d come across. So far I’d seen acres of peanut crops or thick woods on either side of me, and not much else. But now up ahead I noticed a couple of ranches hidden among the trees on the left side of the road, and I presumed the town of Sagamore, Georgia – population of 1,100, if the road sign I’d passed a half-mile back was to be believed – was a little further over the rise.

I went over to the first garage door, peered in and saw a pick-up with the hood open. Leaning over the engine, using a spanner on the distributor, was a stocky, bearded black guy in faded blue coveralls. He looked about ten years older than me, so late forties, maybe. An old Stones tune was blaring out of a stereo somewhere inside. There was just him.

‘You Cartright?’ I asked.

The guy paused in his work and turned to me. ‘Maybe. Something you want?’

‘My vehicle up and running again. It’s currently by the side of the road about three miles back, with a busted front axle.’

Placing the spanner on the engine block, Cartright pulled a rag from his pocket and wiped his hands. ‘And you want me to just drop what I’m doing and go take a look for you.’

‘I’d sure appreciate it.’

He scowled at me for a few seconds, as though weighing the pros and cons. Then he gave a deep sigh and said, ‘Better follow me, then, I guess. My truck’s out back.’

I followed Cartright to an open area of scrubland at the rear, where I saw a two-storey clapboard house further back. An old tow truck also stood there. We both got in and Cartright drove us onto the main road. After I gave basic directions, the rest of the three-mile journey passed in silence. Cartright wasn’t the most loquacious guy I’d ever met, but then I wasn’t exactly known for running my mouth either.

We passed the same farmland I’d already seen coming the other way, and soon we came to my old BMW, still parked on the grassy verge by the side of the road where I’d left it. The front wheel on the driver’s side was at a noticeable fifteen-degree angle to its partner. Cartright parked in front of the car, and we both walked back. There were no other vehicles in sight, either coming or going.

Pulling a pencil light from his pocket, the mechanic crouched down and shone the light at what was left of the front axle. Then he slid the top half of his body under the vehicle and looked it over from a different angle. Thirty seconds later he came out from under and stood up. ‘Okay, I got good news, bad news, and worse news. Which one you want first?’

‘Surprise me,’ I said.

‘Well, the bad news is you got a cracked front axle shaft as you can plainly see, which means you’re going precisely nowhere until you get a replacement put in. But I can probably find you a used shaft and install it and get you back on the road again by, say, tomorrow lunchtime. That’s the good news.’

‘And the worse news?’ I asked.

‘It’s gonna cost you.’

‘Walked right into that one, didn’t I? How much?’

He paused, and did his scowl thing again. Finally he said, ‘Let’s say three hundred for the front axle, and then another two hundred on top for labour and miscellaneous, which’ll make it an even five hundred. And I don’t haggle, so don’t waste your time trying. And that’ll be in cash, up front. Take it or leave it.’

‘That’ll be half up front,’ I said, ‘and the rest when it’s done. Otherwise I’ll leave it.’

He looked at me silently without blinking. I eyeballed him back.

‘I don’t haggle either,’ I said. ‘In case you were wondering.’

After a few more beats, he gave a casual shrug and said, ‘In cash.’

‘In cash,’ I agreed.

Without another word, he turned to his truck and began lowering the hook on the rear mounted crane. Less than five minutes later he had my BMW’s front wheels secured onto the raised lifting grid. Cartright then took us back to the gas station where he expertly reversed my vehicle into the empty garage. After we had got out of the truck, he went to the rear and began manually lowering my car to the concrete floor.

I pulled out my billfold and extracted three fifties, four twenties, two tens, and handed them over to him. ‘So are there any motels in town?’ I asked.

Cartright stuck the bills in his pocket and then continued lowering the crane. ‘No motels. There’s a boarding house, except it’s usually full up. You want, you can ride into Albany with me later, then get a cab back tomorrow.’

I didn’t like that idea for a number of reasons. ‘Nothing else in town at all?’

Cartright looked at me for a few moments. ‘Well, I got a room above my garage out back that I use as a stockroom. It ain’t much but it’s got its own entrance and there’s an old sofa bed in there as well as a fully working bathroom. You want it?’

‘Depends. How much?’

‘Fif—’ He stopped and smiled. ‘Sixty bucks. And that’s in cash, all up front.’

‘Let me guess. I can take it or leave it, right?’

‘You must be a mind reader.’

‘And you must have been a pirate in your last life.’

‘I ain’t forcing you to stay here, mister. That’s the price. You want it or not?’

I wanted it. Opening my billfold, I pulled out three twenties, leaving me with just forty dollars. I hoped there was an ATM in town. ‘Do I get a key?’

Cartright said, ‘I’ll go see if I can drum one up for you.’
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