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Each year, precisely two naturally red-haired women disappear in Vancouver.Greta Morel was
the first victim ten years ago, followed by another nineteen women until today. The mysterious
people responsible for their disappearance left no trace while staging every abduction to look
like each woman willingly left everything behind.The lack of evidence of the potential crime had
the Vancouver Police prioritizing the other cases.However, when a piece of information
regarding all the missing women gets passed on to Cliff Mason, an old-fashioned Chief of Police
is forced to work on it with Buster McRoy, a devious Miami Detective whose celebrity career is
built on lies.But all hope shatters like a glass vase as yet another redhead gets abducted in front
of their noses.

An Ebook Library Best Book of October 2020: In the 1700s, Addie LaRue makes a deal with the
devil—she will live forever, although her immortality comes with the curse of being forgotten by
everyone. Addie moves through time and across continents; she learns to survive and even
leave her mark on the world. Then one day she meets a man in a bookstore who remembers her
name, and suddenly everything changes. This deeply satisfying and cinematic novel rivals
contemporary classic The Time Traveler’s Wife in concept and scope. —Sarah Gelman, Ebook
Library Book ReviewReviewPraise for The Invisible Life of Addie LaRue: "For someone damned
to be forgettable, Addie LaRue is a most delightfully unforgettable character, and her story is the
most joyous evocation of unlikely immortality."-- Neil Gaiman, author of American Gods and
winner of multiple Nebula, Hugo, and Locus Awards"Victoria Schwab sends you whirling through
a dizzying kaleidoscopic adventure through centuries filled with love, loss, art and war -- all the
while dazzling your senses with hundreds of tiny magical moments along the way. The Invisible
Life of Addie Larue will enchant readers as deeply as its heroine's Faustian bargain; you will find
yourself in quick turns both aching with heartbreak, and gleefully crowing at the truly delicious,
wicked cleverness in store."-- Naomi Novik, Nebula and Locus Award-winning author of
Spinning Silver"Addie Larue is a book perfectly suspended between darkness and light, myth
and reality. [This novel] is--ironically--unforgettable." -- Hugo Award winner Alix E. Harrow, author
of The Ten Thousand Doors of January"The Invisible Life of Addie LaRue is the kind of book you
encounter only once in a lifetime. . . . A defiant, joyous rebellion against time, fate, and even
death itself--and a powerful reminder that the only magic great enough to conquer all of it is
love."-- Peng Shepherd, author of The Book of MPraise for the Shades of Magic
series:"Addictive and immersive, this series is a must-read." --Entertainment Weekly, Grade A,
on A Gathering of Shadows"A gem of a tale.... This is a book to treasure." --Deborah Harkness
on A Darker Shade of Magic"Compulsively readable.... With so many worlds on the map, there's
plenty left to discover."--NPR on A Darker Shade of Magic"Feels like a priceless object, brought



from another, better world of fantasy books." --io9 on A Darker Shade of Magic--This text refers
to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorVICTORIA "V. E." SCHWAB is the #1 New
York Times bestselling author of more than a dozen books, including the acclaimed Shades of
Magic series, the Villains series, This Savage Song, and Our Dark Duet. Her work has received
critical acclaim, been featured in the New York Times, Entertainment Weekly, Washington Post
and more, been translated into more than a dozen languages, and has been optioned for
television and film. When she's not haunting Paris streets or trudging up English hillsides, she
lives in Edinburgh, Scotland and is usually tucked in the corner of a coffee shop, dreaming up
monsters. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/KyoL/The-Redhead-Aleksandar-Miljkovic


Publisher Name: Aleksandar MiljkovicEmail: contact@aleksandarmiljkovic.comWebsite:
aleksandarmiljkovic.comCopyright © 2021 by Aleksandar MiljkovicFirst Edition – 2021All Rights
Reserved.No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form, or by any means,
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information browsing,
storage, or retrieval system, without permission in writing from Aleksandar
Miljkovic.9781777521202 (Paperback)9781777521219 (eBook)9781777521226 (Hardcover)1.
MYSTERY, THRILLER, CRIME FICTIONThE REDHEADMonsters So RealBilly often thought
about his childhood.He would often shut his eyes and think of himself and his friends, making a
tent in his bedroom out of bed sheets and blankets to protect themselves from the “zombie
apocalypse” in their imaginations. They would work together to try and save the planet. They
would often succeed. Good always beats evil in the end, right?It was not the best childhood that
one could ever have, no, but Billy missed that time of complete unawareness and fertile
imagination.The unawareness of life, the world, daily struggles, finances, death,
everything.When you’re a kid, eating your own boogers makes you happy. You’re untouchable.
You live in the story you have created, and every day is a different world, a different
adventure.Then you grow up, quicker than you think you would. You look around, and your world
is gone—a distant memory, a faded dream. You find yourself in this reality, this new world,
surviving rather than living.Once, you could be happy with so little. Now making yourself happy is
a daily goal you’re trying to achieve in some way. But often, you don’t make it. You solve one
problem and ten others pop up.And friends? The same friends who used to fight with you
shoulder to shoulder against zombies are scattered worldwide. They’re living their lives, fighting
their battles, surviving rather than living.Why did we ever stop fighting together?You grow older
and then you realize the biggest enemy was never the zombies, monsters, and other creatures
we used to create and fight against. It was people.Those “monsters” are very real.So, what is left
for you to do now, all alone in this vast world where everyone seems to be an enemy?You fight to
survive. Every day, every minute, every second.Mentally. Physically. Financially.
Emotionally.Such little pleasure; such great stress.And you keep marching towards the days in
which you will be older, more aware, weaker.What is the point of life? You can't ever win. So you
keep marching.Billy was aware that his way of thinking might not be the best way to spend his
life at all, but he could not possibly ignore his thoughts.Obtaining somewhat permanent
happiness, for Billy, would probably be the most significant achievement in his life. But even he
knew considering the way his brain worked, that would be improbable.That day, he was sitting
on one of the benches in Meadow Park in Whistler, Canada, surrounded by picturesque freshly
cut grass and a narrow river running in front of him. He was once again thinking about his life.He
had short light brown hair, dark eyes, a clean face, always clean-shaven, and a more often than
not serious expression.Billy was now forty-one years old. For the past two years, he had been
working in a coffee factory in a place called Pemberton, just a half an hour drive north from his



home in Whistler.He had worked as a car mechanic before, an assistant in the hospital, and a
clerk at a computer store. He was pretty good in many roles, but nothing made him happy or
interested him enough to pursue as a career.Billy liked to read books, write short stories, and
take beautiful pictures of nature, but all for himself. He had tried a few times to sell some of his
art, stories, and photos, but did not have much luck. He got discouraged about making art for the
public, yet he never stopped doing it for himself.It was a distraction that escorted his mind to a
happier place.Leaning forward on the wooden bench in this beautiful park, he was taking
stunning photos of the mountains, river, blooming flowers, and random dogs playing.This park
was probably the favorite place of local dog owners. Many other people came from nearby
Pemberton, Squamish, and Vancouver to walk and have fun with their families and furry
friends.Billy had always liked dogs; they were the complete opposite of people. Their love is
pure, and they are loyal without limits. Billy knew a lot about them, mainly from the books and
online forums that he read. He had considered having one for a long time, but only if he
eventually made enough money and stopped working to give proper attention and care to the
animal. Otherwise, it would be cruel for the dog to spend over nine hours on its own, five days a
week, while Billy was working in Pemberton.Billy often thought of leaving his job in the coffee
factory as he fell into his routine, and started feeling that he needed something new that would
stimulate his mind.The good thing was—if you could say so—Billy had worked regularly for the
past two decades, and while he’d changed many jobs, he did make enough money to allow
himself to rest for maybe even a year. Why not?He was thinking about it.Billy was now zooming
his camera in on different dogs and taking some exciting photos.A poodle, an Australian
Shepherd, a Doberman, Golden Retrievers, and many other breeds ran around playing with
each other, or playing fetch with their owners.It had been a few hours, and it looked like the
weather would change. You could hear the wind blowing around the park, rustling the trees on its
way. Many dog owners had already left with their dogs.Like someone had stolen the sun, the day
suddenly became darker, and gray clouds started gathering in the sky.Billy noticed that one dog
was still there, the Doberman, lying on the short green grass, around twenty, thirty meters from
him.This was an opportunity for Billy to take a perfect picture as there were no other dogs or
people around. So he looked through the lenses of his camera, zoomed in, and saw the
Doberman almost like it was just in front of him. The dog was so tired that its tongue was out of
its mouth, almost touching the tip of the grass while it quickly breathed in some fresh air. Its
chest was pounding, but its face looked relaxed.Billy did not see any people around. Everyone
had left as the clouds had made the park even darker. The cold breeze was now slowly
permeating his shirt and settling against his skin. It would start raining any moment now.Where is
his owner? Billy wondered.He had watched the dogs playing earlier and remembered that the
Doberman had been cuddled by many people and had played with plenty of other dogs; it was
very friendly. I have never seen a stray dog around here, especially not a Doberman. It was not a
cheap breed. Billy wondered again how this dog had gotten lost.In the distance, twenty meters
away from the dog, a guy was running on the trail in the Doberman’s direction.Oh, there we go. I



knew a majestic dog like this must have an owner. Billy was relieved, and he picked up the
camera and zoomed in to see the Doberman and its owner’s reunion more closely.The guy
stopped and tried to cuddle the Doberman, but through his camera lens, Billy noticed that the
Doberman showed its long white canines, almost ready to attack the guy who now looked much
less like its owner.The guy backed off and now ran back on the trail, passing near the bench
where Billy was sitting.When he was close, he removed his earphones and said to Billy, “You
should leash your dog; it might hurt someone,” and continued running away on the trail."It’s not
my d...” before Billy could respond, the guy had already put his earphones back in his ears.Billy
turned around, and the dog was far away, leaving the park on his own.The rain started slowly but
became heavier every minute. Billy looked at his watch; it was 2 PM. He got back to his car and
drove to his home nearby in the area called Nesters.He lived in a small condominium primarily
made of wood, composed of eleven different apartments, of which one was his.Billy lived alone.
He was not married and did not have kids. When he came home, he took a shower, then
transferred and double-checked the photos he had taken earlier, deleting some and saving
others.While cross-checking the photos, he found something funny. So he zoomed it enough on
his computer to see between the Doberman’s hind legs."It’s a female,” he whispered to
himself.He made himself an iced coffee and sat down to write a short story inspired by that
Doberman.All that power. All that speed. The way she holds herself. She owns the dog park. Yet,
so kind and friendly, nothing more to prove. She does not expect to get challenged. Who would
dare? Her eyes will steal your breath. Her kindness will steal your heart.Billy wrote those stories
for himself. They were sometimes difficult for other people to understand, so he kept them a
secret to avoid stupid questions.Afterwards, Billy made a sandwich, cleaned his balcony, and
did his laundry. When he looked at the clock, he realized that it was already 10 PM.A day off. He
ironically chuckled to himself. Is there any faster time-eater than a day off?He lay down on his
bed, wanting to read the news of British Colombia, comprising Whistler, Vancouver, and
Pemberton, online.There was a small article that grabbed Billy’s attention: “Roderick Warnock's
dog is lost!”Roderick Warnock was one of the well-known Canadian fiction/horror writers.
Because of his fame, a lost dog article had become a piece of eye-catching news.Seeing the
missing dog’s picture, Billy promptly recognized the Doberman he had seen in Meadow Park.
Still, it was very strange; Warnock lived in Vancouver, a two-hour drive from Whistler.But Billy
read through the info that Warnock had given to the press: While I was driving from Vancouver to
Pemberton, close to Whistler, I took Molly out of the car and let her relieve herself. As she always
behaves well off-leash and is quite friendly, I let her have a little run like I have done several
times. However, she was perhaps in heat and sensed a male, and started running in one
direction, across the highway. I could not follow her. I have not seen her since then.Of course
Warnock had offered a thousand bucks for whoever brought Molly home. Since she did not have
a chip, he knew it would be a challenging task.Billy thought, an easy thousand bucks, if he went
tomorrow to Meadow Park and found Molly. He would return the dog to one of his favorite
writers, and maybe, even better, Warnock could help him publish some of his books as a sign of



gratitude. This last thought only flashed through his mind; he did not really think of asking for
help.A big news update with the enormous red title, BREAKING, appeared on the same website
as Billy refreshed the page.Of course, someone already found her, Billy thought. He was always
a bit of a pessimist.However, when Billy clicked on the video accompanying the announcement,
it turned out to be something different.“Gordon Perkins, a thirty-four-year-old BC (British
Colombia) resident, lost his life in a car accident at 8.15 PM tonight, on Highway 99, when a
drunk driver t-boned his Chevrolet van. It was discovered that in the back of his van, Perkins had
bodies of the three men in black garbage bags, which were later confirmed to be Mark Wills,
Peter Hammond, and Stephen Ward, all missing since January this year. Was Perkins
transferring the bodies somewhere intending to bury them deep in the ground or with a different
purpose? As of now, there is no clear answer. The police are currently investigating. Still, the
story and all the evidence indicate that Gordon Perkins kidnapped and murdered or participated
in the death of these innocent men. If this traffic accident, or karma—call it as you like—had not
happened, would we ever have caught Gordon Perkins? Would we ever have found the bodies
of these unfortunate men? Are there more people like Perkins that we don’t know of?”Billy was
calm, looking at his phone in his right hand, wondering, where have I seen this guy?He jumped
out of bed, opened his laptop, and went directly into the photo folder where he had saved the
pictures he had taken earlier that day.In a couple of clicks, he found what he was looking
for.There it is! He was breathing fast while looking at the photo. The guy who had been running
on the trail and tried to cuddle Warnock’s Doberman in the park was Gordon Perkins, the same
guy who had asked Billy to leash his dog. The same guy who died in a car accident a few hours
later.He zoomed closer to the Doberman’s face and saw her enormous white teeth and the
saliva dripping down her muzzle, angry, ready to rip his hand off if he touched her.The same
Doberman had played happily with many smaller dogs and was happy to be cuddled by other
people and kids before Gordon even appeared on the trail.Billy lifted his head and wondered, is
it possible?He knew that dogs had a sixth sense of sorts. But not like this, not this accurate.Is
there a chance that she knew Gordon is a serial killer? There was absolute silence; even his
breathing paused.Billy’s eyes lit up as he concluded, I need to find her!FameAs soon as
Detective Buster McRoy walked into the Miami Police Station, he was informed that Captain
Martin Miller wanted to see him in his office.“Morning cap. What’s up?” Buster made himself
comfortable in the leather chair across Captain Miller’s desk.Captain Miller was a man in his
fifties, with a bald top and a few grey strands above his ears.“Listen, Bust, I’ll get straight to the
point. You will not like it, and it will sound crazy, but it’s an order directly from the top.” Captain
Miller removed his reading glasses and looked directly at Buster.“Alright,” Buster said
confidently.“Did you read about what happened in Canada last night, that car accident?”“Yeah,
the guy with three bodies in the back of his van,” Buster confirmed as he lifted one eyebrow.“For
a peaceful country like Canada, that case from last night lifted a lot of dust. The victims seem to
be all-important people, and they want the best possible detective on this case,” Martin finally
spat it out.“Wait, are you saying that you want to send me to deal with Canadian problems now?



Don’t you think I have enough things to do here in Miami?” Buster chuckled, not taking it
seriously.“Well, I said it is going to sound a bit crazy, but that is what I need you to do.” Martin
leaned back in his chair.“Is that even, like, legal procedure? I work for the Miami Police
Department, you know, the United States of America. There is a serial killer who is already dead,
by the way, and it is my duty to abandon my real job and go to Canada to investigate?” The more
Buster talked about this, the crazier it sounded to him, especially now when he realized that the
captain was not just teasing him.“Listen, Bust, I told you these are orders from higher up. What
do you want me to do? You used to love this kind of shit!” Martin pointed the finger at him, and
Buster exhaled deeply. “We both know why the Canadians asked for you. You are the only one
who has ever caught three serial killers during his career! Hell, most detectives don’t even
encounter one killer during their careers.”“Fuck, I thought that would bring me a promotion, not a
freaking trip to Canada.” He shook his head in disbelief.“You rejected your promotion. What are
you talki—”“I know, I know.” Buster raised his hand.He had his ideas; he did not want an office
job and lots of responsibilities. He liked being a detective; it gave him freedom in certain
things.“What’s in it for me?” Buster dared to ask.The captain smiled, which confused Buster
even more.“Boy, you are going to love me after all. Go to Canada, help them sort out the case,
and—catch this—you can retire straight afterward! What are you, forty-three? This is seven
years earlier!” He clapped his hands.Buster jumped out of his chair.“Martin, you son of a bitch!”
He was smiling from ear to ear now.The captain started laughing out loud.“You should have
started with this information, you prick!” Buster was pointing his middle finger in Martin’s face,
but he was visibly amused.“Bust, play detective in Canada for a little bit, and afterwards, go dip
your balls in a warm Caribbean sea. You deserve it!” Martin looked excited for Buster.“This is not
a joke, Martin. You’re serious about this?” Buster got serious for a second as he ran his hand
through his hair.“Not a joke, my friend. I pulled some strings and asked for you to get this. I’m
kind of tired of seeing your celebrity ass in this station every day.” He smiled warmly and
extended his hand for a firm handshake, but Buster hugged him.“Nora is going to be so thrilled,
Martin!” He said as he left the office. “Throw all the details on my desk, and I’ll start getting ready.
I just need to call Nora to let her know the terrific news!” He ran through the police station down
the stairs to the outside smoking area.Buster McRoy was a detective who had worked for the
Miami Police Department for thirteen years. He had an above-average height, black hair, not too
short, Christian Bale’s Bruce Wayne style ticker eyebrows, and a two-three day-old light beard
that mostly covered the area above and under his lips.After finding and arresting some of the
major serial killers in Miami and cities nearby, Buster had gained the reputation of a celebrity
detective. He had been in his late twenties when most of those arrests happened, but even now,
thirteen years later, people still had great respect for him.But there were some who didn’t see
Buster that way—mostly some of his older colleagues—who would often say that he had gotten
lucky many years ago. Later he only did enough to get himself through the day. He never
achieved anything memorable again.Nora, his 35-year-old wife, had been trying hard to
convince him to have kids for the past five years, and Buster had promised her that as soon as



he retired, they would have as many kids as she wanted. Buster wanted to see his children grow;
he did not want to spend most of his days working sixteen-hour shifts at the station and have his
kids not know who he was.Although Nora understood Buster’s wish, she knew that she did not
have all the time in the world to become a mother. So as time passed, she became less patient
and they started having some challenging conversations almost every day.“Yes, Martin promised
that it is a done deal, hon. You know what that means, right?” Buster spoke over the phone with
Nora, holding a cigarette in his left hand and his mobile phone in his right.“So we go to Canada?
I need to find someone to take care of our place while we’re there.” She was happy, but still, she
did not want to raise her hopes until Buster’s retirement definitely happened.“Hon, I think I
should go alone.” Buster was caught off guard at Nora’s assumption that they would both be
going to Canada.“Oh, why is that?” She sounded affronted.“You know I can’t speak about the
case.” Nora knew what that meant. “But the guy that I’m supposed to investigate is already dead,
so I don’t see me being there for a long time. Two weeks tops!” He tried to explain why he
thought finding someone to take care of their place and spending money on plane tickets would
not make much sense for a short period.“I see.” She exhaled. “Well, we can speak more about it
tonight when you come home; what do you think?”“Of course, but babe, is this great or what?”
He was expecting more excitement from her.“Yes, yes, I am pleased about it, hon.” Nora tried to
sound more enthusiastic than she was.She knew Martin and the others from Buster’s police
station well. Sometimes they would promise stuff and then delay it and ask for a few more things.
So she did not want to get so thrilled because it would be harder on her if it did not happen. And
she strongly wanted to be a mother.Buster returned to his desk and read the files about the
“Case Canada” that Martin had left on his desk.He looked at Martin’s face across the office
through the glass with “Captain Martin Miller” written on it. He noticed Martin was speaking to
someone on the phone. The Captain looked concerned before he stood up and rolled the blinds
down.The SearchBilly decided to call in sick for his morning shift and search for Warnock’s
Doberman. He did not sleep much, but this tiny bit of excitement in finding Molly was the most he
had had in months, if not years. Billy was in his BMW X5, slowly driving around Whistler before
going to each park to try to find the dog.His car was an old machine from 2003, silver with black
leather seats, well maintained, and clean. Billy had invested a lot of time in that car; he enjoyed
working on it and even gave it a name, Silver.Billy had that peculiarity; he would get attached to
objects, but not people. He would stick to a certain pen, for example, and be upset if he couldn’t
find it to write something as simple as a grocery list. There could be many other pens at hand,
but he would not write a list until he found that pen. He would consider that pen to be better than
others. But he would not give names to all the objects around the house; he just got attached to
specific objects and items more than others.It was probably a result of his loneliness. He
sometimes saw objects as his friends, and no, he would not talk to them, but having them close
made him feel a bit better and less lonely.It had been over an hour since Billy had started driving,
and although he saw many people around walking their dogs, he did not see that unique
Doberman.Billy decided to park Silver in the Spruce Grove park and search there. He saw many



black dogs playing and some people in the distance. Spruce Grove was a gorgeous green park
with three big baseball courts and maintained grass around it. But people would gather to play
baseball in the early evening, around 6 PM, as the sun was not that strong at that time. So in the
morning and during the day, those soothing green fields were used as a park.As he got closer,
he noticed a man trying to leash one of the dogs in vain; the dog did not want to be leashed. The
dog had pointed ears, an elegant posture, a black and rust shiny coat, a docked tail, and a red
collar. It was a muscular dog.No doubt, Billy realized, that’s her, Warnock’s Doberman
Molly.“She doesn’t like to be leashed!” Billy shouted, but with a smile and in a friendly manner.“Is
this your dog?” The man was looking at him suspiciously.“Yes, that is Mona.” Billy knew he
needed to come up with some similar name as Molly, so the dog would still be able to respond
on recall if required. “Were you a bad girl again?” Billy was pointing a finger in her direction as he
giggled.There were few people, the other dog owners, around the guy who tried to leash her.“We
were pretty sure that she is that lost dog of that famous writer,” a lady said skeptically.“Oh, yeah.
They look alike!” Billy was not a fan of people in general, but he was an excellent actor.“We’ve
been here for half an hour, and you were not here,” the man said.“She doesn’t like the leash, and
she is very friendly. Sometimes I let her out in the parks to play with other dogs and I stay in the
car for a while, doing some phone calls for work; she is pretty smart. When she is done playing,
she returns to the car.” Billy crouched and cuddled one of the small white dogs; he wanted
everyone to see how friendly he was and that he was an animal lover, which was in every way
true.“Sir, don’t get me wrong, but there is a $1000 award for finding that famous dog; how do we
know you simply don’t want to be the one who will get the prize, instead of some of us?” Another
younger lady said, who was also cautious.“Oh, that. I understand.” Billy slid his hand into the
pocket of his jeans and pulled out his mobile phone. He went into the gallery and turned the
phone display towards them.There was a photo folder called “Mona” that he had created last
night, and inside were Molly’s photos from the park yesterday, some cropped to show she was
alone. There were also photos of a Doberman puppy, just random ones he had downloaded and
cropped from social media, but who could tell? All Dobermans looked almost the same as
puppies.It worked.The photos were Billy’s ace up his sleeve. He knew finding her would be one
mission, but taking her from people around, if any, would be the second. The third, and the most
challenging one was convincing “Mona” to go with him to the car.“Hey, are you done playing,
girl?” Billy looked at “Mona. She glanced at him and then gently sat down, staring in a different
direction.The other people were leaving slowly; some of them felt a bit embarrassed for not
trusting Billy, although they were right but unaware of it.Billy was feeling much better when he
realized that everyone had left. It was only him and Mona. “Yes, that is your name from now on.
Do you like it?” Billy crouched next to her and started sliding his hand over her black, shiny coat.
“It is shortened from Mona Lisa.” He was looking at her; she seemed a bit tired. “Do you like your
new name?” He whispered.Mona was looking at him and panting, her tongue hanging outside of
her mouth wide open so she could inhale better. Billy slid his hand into his pocket and pulled out
some fried bacon from a little vacuum-sealed plastic bag.He knew about dogs quite a lot, but



you did not need to be a genius to realize that this dog had not eaten for almost two days. Billy
gave Mona a piece of it, and she was now more focused on him. Finally, he stood up and walked
a few steps backward, and called her to have another piece of bacon, which she was happy to
do.Molly, or Mona now, was five-years-old, per the description that Warnock had given to help
find her. Warnock had also mentioned that she was a well-trained and calm dog who rarely
barked, which Billy was happy to see as he managed to place the leash around her neck after
giving her quite a few pieces of bacon.Billy walked towards the parking place where he had left
Silver, and Mona walked next to him as if they had done it a million times together. They were
looking comfortable in each other’s company.Billy had not developed the part of his plan
concerning what would happen when he found and took Mona home. Billy questioned himself.
Should he now return her to Warnock? Not as much for the prize, but more for the opportunity to
do the right thing?He did not know the answer, but as he was driving home now and looking at
the rearview mirror, he could see Mona in the back seat, laying down calmly, with her chin on the
top of her big front paws, slowly blinking and looking somewhere at the front seat.Billy kept
driving and did something that he had not done for a while.He smiled.SHADOWJust a week
after his chat with Captain Miller, Buster arrived in Vancouver. The Canadian police and
government had organized a decent place for him, a one-bedroom apartment in one of the
recently-built buildings on Georgia Street. They gave him a day to settle; he would need to report
at the station the following day, just a few minutes away from his place.Buster’s father, Ryan
McRoy, had also been somewhat of a hero in the Miami Police Department. But Ryan’s fame
surpassed Buster’s on every level. He was a true legend. He had placed many major criminals
behind bars, and his biggest dream was that Buster, one day, would become even better than
him.Ryan McRoy was an Irishman who had come to America when he was just 19 and met the
beautiful dark-eyed Melanie. They decided to get married after just a few months. A year later,
they had Buster, their only child.Ryan McRoy was an impeccable detective. He always looked
sharp in his suits and ties, freshly shaved; his serious face, small blue eyes, and light brown hair
would constantly get him compared to James Bond.Buster was heartbroken and almost lost his
mind when his father was killed while working on the arrest of one of Miami’s biggest drug
dealers two years earlier.Ryan was shot three times in his apartment in Miami in the middle of
the night.It was believed that the killer was only a hired hitman or a member of a cartel working
for one of the biggest drug lords, Antonio Marquez, whom Ryan had been trying to put behind
bars for a long time.Peter Boyd, Ryan and Martin’s captain at the time, later announced that
Ryan’s killer was Adrian Gomez, who was not connected to Antonio Marquez in any way. He was
shot by the Orlando Police Department during a robbery just a week after he assassinated
Ryan.Buster had been all over the place, but Detective Miller, Captain Boyd, and the other
heads of the Miami Police convinced Buster to let it go, or he would get himself killed as well.
They explained to Buster something that he already knew; his father liked going on missions on
his own, and he was a pain in the ass for criminals, successfully having captured many of them.
Finally, someone had just decided to respond personally.“It comes with the job: the risk, the



passion. Ryan was a hunter without boundaries. That is what made him a hero, and that is what’s
killed him,” Martin had once told Buster.Two years had passed, and Buster still missed him; of
course, he was his idol, and sometimes, thinking of this new case, Buster believed he would
make his father proud if he solved it.Dad must be laughing from above, seeing me solve cases
for Canadians, he thought, smiling. Bloody Canadians are too lovely to deal with this kind of shit;
even if they managed to capture this sick bastard, they’d ask him politely not to kill anyone again
and let him go. Maybe they would even offer him a hot beverage on his way out. He chuckled
again, knowing what his father would say about this situation. Ryan did not hate Canadians; he
had been an aggressive man, and he would always be annoyed with their niceness.Buster’s
mother had died when he was still a kid. She lost her battle with brain cancer, and Buster
remembered little about her.“Melanie was a superwoman, one of a kind,” Ryan would say,
starting the story. “Once she said:Ryan, when you search for a serial criminal, the smart, well-
organized one, know that they look like you and me, just regular people, with a twisted-sick mind
and a beautiful smile, and the nicer they are, the more dangerous they are to society.”“Son, I
need to tell you that sentence helped me put a lot of people behind bars. Your mother saw things
from a very different perspective than the one we detectives have,” Ryan would often remind
him.Buster was now sitting in the kitchen of his new place, having a cigarette before sleep, while
thinking about the cases that had made him a hero in Miami. Three cases had given him public
fame and respect from fellow policemen.The first was a serial child rapist-killer. The second, a
sick, dangerous woman seducing and then murdering tourists after having sex with them. The
third, a serial killer who killed three transvestites. Those cases were the highlights of Buster’s
thirteen-year-old police career. Of course he had solved some other minor cases as well, but
these were the most memorable ones.Buster pressed the cigarette butt in the black ashtray in
front of him, exhaled deeply, and went to bed. It had been years since he had slept alone. He
missed Nora by his side, but it calmed him down as he had spoken with her on video call earlier
and briefly showed her the apartment.“Open the cupboard. I know she is inside,” Nora had joked
that Buster had already found a Canadian girlfriend. Still, on the serious side, she was actually
very supportive and encouraging. “There is a reason why they brought you; show them how it’s
done.” She was always his strongest supporter.It was like Buster had just closed and opened his
eyes; the alarm was already ringing at 7 AM, announcing the time to get up. The ice-cold breeze
reminded him that he was far away from Miami as he walked to his luggage.He put on a light
blue shirt, with black pants and a black coat. Since it was his first morning in an entirely different
office and country, he decided to shave. Usually, he would give it three to four days between
shaving.
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Roy Murry, Author, “Review of THE REDHEAD. THE REDHEADAleksandar MiljkovicReview by
Author Roy MurryThis story seems plausible with the recent United Kingdom and USA news
coming to light - wealthy men taking advantage of young women. Present-day, a prince, pays
twelve million dollars to a woman for his indecent acts while on a junket to a wealthy Hollywood
producer's compound.In this story, Buster, a Miami detective, is asked to help solve a crime in
Canada with no details about the crime.It is a secret that his new Canadian partner Cliff advises
him of the sex trafficking of redhead women by wealthy connected men. And, Billy is doing what
Billy does well in another part of town - interesting and strange happenstances with his new
friend Albert.The four men evolve in thrilling events that keep the reader waiting for this page-
turner to end. When it comes, THE REDHEADS will be grateful, and the reader will be glad they
read this well-written novel.”

Ebook Library Reader, “WOW. This is one of the best action, drama,mystery books I have ever
read !. The characters are original. Lots of mystery and turns to the story. I am now a huge fan
of this author. A real page turner can't put it down novel.”

Ebook Library Reader, “a must read. I usually read romantic suspense but this looked good. Boy,
was I right. I kept reading every chance I could till I finished. Unexpected ending. Never saw that
one coming.A great book and hope to read many more of the authors books.”

Blackcloudsgirl, “Good book. Awesome book. Would have been better if there hadn't been so
much cussing. I honestly think people take it to far now a days. But I also acknowledge that that
is how the world talks most of the time.”

Deacon Tom, “Fast Paced. “The Redhead” was a fast paced detective book. Very easy to read
and one I thoroughly enjoyed.The plot is about the horror of human trafficking. It is not graphic
but very intense.”

Dennis A Crumrin, “Interesting but sad. I'm sure this account is happening all over the world and
it is sad that humanity can stupe so low.”

Merry Norris, “Wow!. I thoroughly enjoyed this book. The ending surprised and shocked me. I
highly recommend this book to anyone who enjoys a mystery.”

Suek52, “Excellent read. An excellent. Didn’t see that ending coming. Having been to Vancouver
it’s lovely to be able to visualise some of the locations in the story. I can definitely recommend
this book.”



Savanah, “Great read!. I thoroughly enjoyed this book! The character of Billy had me hooked in
the first few pages.”

The book by Aleksandar Miljkovic has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 179 people have provided
feedback.
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