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				Lisa’s story . . . 

				Sunday Times bestseller Lisa Gardner’s first-ever novella, THE 7TH MONTH, takes readers into an eventful day in the life of Boston Detective D.D. Warren. Packed with the suspenseful storytelling that has turned Gardner’s novels from LIVE TO TELL to LOVE YOU MORE into Sunday Times bestsellers, THE 7TH MONTH also includes an exclusive early look at CATCH ME, Lisa’s brand new novel coming out early February 2012.

				D.D.’s story . . .

				D.D. should be taking it easy in the seventh month of her pregnancy. Instead, she accepts a small consulting role on the set of a serial killer film, thinking that serving as a police expert and making a little extra money may make her feel more useful than she’s felt for a while.

				A simple task, until a crew member is found beaten to death. Suddenly, D.D.’s date with Hollywood is serious. Extremely pregnant, on the trail of a killer and surrounded by a hundred and four murder suspects, D.D. must quickly unravel a tangled web of lies. As another cast member is attacked, D.D. realizes that like it or not, her priorities have changed – and her last desperate hope is that she can catch a killer before she and her unborn baby pay the ultimate price.


			

		

	
		
			
				 

				By Lisa Gardner

				The Perfect Husband

				The Other Daughter

				The Third Victim

				The Next Accident

				The Survivors Club

				The Killing Hour

				Alone

				Gone

				Hide

				Say Goodbye

				The Neighbour

				Live to Tell

				Love You More

			

		

	
		
			
 
 
 

 
THE 7TH MONTH

 

 
Lisa Gardner

 
 
[image: logo]



			

		

	
		
			
				Copyright © 2012 Lisa Gardner, Inc.

				 

				The right of Lisa Gardner to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

				 

				First published in Great Britain in 2012 by HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

				 

				1

				 

				Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

				 

				All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance  to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

				 

				Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

				 

				ISBN 978 0 7553 9313 8

				 

				 

				HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP 
An Hachette UK Company 
338 Euston Road 
London NW1 3BH

				 

				www.headline.co.uk 
www.hachette.co.uk





		

	
		
			
				 

				Have you ever contemplated killing someone? Perhaps your snoring spouse, or overbearing boss, or that pretentious neighbor whose children really are smarter than yours? You probably convinced yourself it couldn’t be done. Too messy, with the blood, the guts, the suddenly voiding bowels. Or too hard, what with fingerprinting, DNA, hair and fiber, and all the other types of newly developed forensic evidence. No way you’d ever get away with it.

				Take it from me, murder isn’t that difficult. It’s a matter of simple logistics. You must plan ahead, plot out each step, then make the necessary preparations. For example, the first thing you must do is select your victim. Blonde, brunette. Male, female. Someone you know well, someone you’re about to know very well.

				Select your target. This is step one.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 1

				At first glance, Sergeant Detective D. D. Warren pegged the man to be either a white-collar criminal or a serial killer. White-collar, because he had the rounded shoulders and nervous hands of a browbeaten clerk, desperate to one day have his revenge. Serial killer, because his small stature and weak jawline spoke of a guy who probably preferred his lovers to be passive, e.g., dead, not to mention he was the right size to fit into a home’s crawl space.

				Currently, the man stood just inside the doors of Boston PD’s homicide unit. D.D. sat behind the high-countered cherrywood receptionist’s desk. He eyed her uneasily. She stared back.

				“Er . . . I’m looking for a Boston detective,” he said.

				“Witness a crime, reporting a crime, or confessing to a crime?” she asked.

				“Actually, I’m in need of an expert.”

				D.D. looked him up and down again. Upon closer inspection, the man’s oversized brown suit was cut from a silk-wool blend with flecks of dark green. Shoes, shiny new Italian leather. Tie, mustard yellow designer silk. Some money had been spent on the wardrobe. Too bad it didn’t do a thing for him.

				“You’ve lost weight,” she observed. “Judging by your chewed fingernails and the roll of Tums in your breast pocket, it’s most likely due to stress. You’re not sleeping, and are doing your best to compensate with caffeine and/or cocaine, hence the jitters. Shoes say you can afford cocaine. Breath argues for coffee addiction.”

				“Coffee,” the man supplied hastily, his gaze dashing around the nearly empty detectives’ bullpen. Lunchtime in Boston. Even cops had to eat. “So, can I speak with an investigator? Doesn’t have to be a high-ranking official or anything,” the man continued quickly. “Any detective will do. Probably. At least, I would think so. Just . . . a real honest-to-goodness Boston cop. Male. Well, female would work, I suppose. But with some experience. Three to five years at least. That would be perfect.”

				The man stopped talking. Sitting behind the desk, D.D. arched a brow, then folded her hands over her watermelon-sized belly while she contemplated just what she thought of such a request. Seven months pregnant, Boston’s best homicide cop was reduced to holding down the fort. At least Susan, the receptionist who was currently out to lunch, kept an emergency stash of Kit Kats in her lower left-hand drawer. Normally, D.D. would be raiding that chocolate supply, but at the moment, her stomach felt off.

				Today was D-day. Alex had asked the question. She owed him an answer.

				This morning. This afternoon. Anytime now.

				She regarded the walk-in bundle of nerves instead. He was picking at a hangnail on his left thumb. Very soft hands, she thought. Nearly effeminate.

				“Informant for the mob?” she asked him.

				“No.”

				“Embezzling from a financial firm?”

				“Of course not!”

				“Then I’m thinking serial killer.” She nodded decisively. “Yep. The kind of predator who preys on prostitutes, using a garrote fashioned from panty hose, or maybe a last-minute ambush via baseball bat. But absolutely, your victims are weaker than you, and murdering them is the only time you feel powerful.”

				The man blinked his eyes several times. His mouth opened. Closed. Opened. He managed at last: “Who are you?”

				“Your expert. You asked. Here I am. Sergeant Detective D. D. Warren.”

				The man blinked a few more times. He finally closed the five-foot gap to the receptionist desk, peering over the edge of the counter, down to where D.D. sat with her hands around her enormous belly. His turn to be skeptical now: Could a pregnant receptionist really be a homicide detective? D.D. was getting that a lot these days, so she took pity and held up her badge. While he regarded her genuine, city-issued police shield, she continued her observations.

				Definitely, the man in front of her had shed pounds, and not the good kind. His skin was washed out, like he spent all his time under fluorescent lights, and there were lines furrowed so deep into his brow, Botox was already too little too late. Maybe not a serial killer then, she amended, because clearly, he was no good at compartmentalization.

				But he had problems and needed a detective. All in all, that, made him the most interesting thing to happen to D.D. in weeks.

				The first three months of D.D.’s pregnancy, she’d suffered morning sickness so severe her diet had consisted of Gatorade and dry Cheerios. In her third trimester now, however, she felt great. She ate like a horse, had the energy of six people, and had even achieved the mysterious maternal glow mentioned in various baby books. Certainly, her short blond hair seemed thicker, curlier, and shinier. If she were a canine at Westminster, she was pretty sure she could win Best in Show.

				Which made her current work limitations all the more grating. Sure, early on she’d vomited a few times at a couple of different crime scenes. But she didn’t think the scene where the guy had blown off his own head with a shotgun should be held against her. Her squadmates Phil and Neil had brought her tapioca pudding for an entire week, just to rub it in. She’d saved each cup until her second trimester had brought an end to her nausea. Then she’d sat in front of Phil and Neil and calmly eaten every bite of brain pudding.

				Sergeant Detective D. D. Warren had her mojo back.

				The very next day, her boss had stuck her on desk duty. This is what motherhood did to the working detective. One moment, an invaluable member of the team. The next, a really fat paperweight.

				Whose boyfriend . . . partner . . . father of her child wanted her to move in with him.

				All she had to do was give Alex her answer. This morning. This afternoon. Anytime now.

				Then, at forty-one years of age, D.D. would complete her transition from active, single, workaholic Boston cop, to everyone else’s idea of domestic bliss.

				The nervous, frazzled, guilty-of-something guy in front her was looking better and better all the time.

				“So,” D.D. stated, jarring the man’s attention off her belly and back to her face. “I’ve told you mine. Now you tell me yours.” She pointed to her credentials, which included her name, and the nervous man got the hint.

				“Oh. Right. Don Bilger. Executive producer.” He fished around inside his jacket pocket, producing the previously identified roll of Tums, flushing slightly, then managing to extract a business card: “Call me Donnie.”

				D.D. accepted the offered card. She read: Donnie B. Productions, followed by an address, phone number, Facebook page, and even Twitter hashmark. The modern world, she thought, where businesses occupied social media, instead of the yellow pages.

				“What do you produce?” She set the card down on the counter between them.

				“Entertainment products. TV, movies, videos, that sort of thing.”

				D.D. nodded. She’d heard that Boston had become a hotbed of filming, from feature movies to cable cop shows. The new New York, she’d read. Move over, NYPD Blue. Hello, Rizzoli & Isles. D.D. didn’t watch much TV or get out to many movies. Too busy being summoned to real crimes.

				“We need a cop,” Donnie was trying again. “For technical advice. We had one, but . . . he seems to have gone missing. So we need another one. Immediately. Tonight, in fact.”

				“You lost a cop?”

				“No, no, of course not. What I mean is . . . he went on vacation. Without calling and telling us. It happens in our line of work. Consulting is good money. People work a few days, get some fast cash, go have fun.”

					“How much fast cash did he get?”

					Don rattled off a number; D.D. sat up straighter. The minute the man had mentioned needing an expert and working in film productions, she couldn’t help but think of extra cash for the baby’s nursery. But the number Donnie B. had just rattled off was closer to the baby’s college fund.

				She eyed him with new interest as well as fresh skepticism. “Who was the cop? Boston PD?”

				“Retired. Samuel Chaibongsai. Hung up his shield years ago, I’m told.”

				D.D. didn’t recognize the name, but there were more than a couple of retired Boston cops running around. “What was Samuel doing for you?”

				“We’re filming a crime drama, Cover Your Eyes. Perhaps you’ve heard of it?”

				“No.”

				“Well, it’s about two detectives racing against the clock to catch a serial killer who’s returned from beyond the grave—”

				“A dead serial killer?”

				“That’s what everyone thinks, but it turns out that the body had been burned beyond recognition, meaning . . .”

				“The serial killer faked his own death?”

				“Exactly.” Talking about the movie, Donnie B. seemed to relax. The producer’s shoulders came down, his voice warmed up. “So, the murderer, the Gravestone Killer—”

				“Because he’s from beyond the grave?”

				“No, because he kills his victims by whacking them over the head with a piece of granite tombstone.”

				“Of course.”

				“He’s stalking pretty blond widows in Boston. They show up to mourn their loved ones, and he . . . well, whack, whack. But don’t worry,” Don added hastily, “the Boston detectives are on the case, and being the heroes of the movie—”

				“They’ll send the Gravestone Killer back to the great beyond.”

				The producer paused, stared at her. “Oh, I like that. Wait a minute. I’m going to write that down. May I use that? We might play with it a little . . .”

				“Possibly. Keep talking about what you need, then we’ll establish terms.”

				“Well, we’re shooting on a very tight deadline. And, of course, we want the movie to be as authentic as possible.”

				“Hence death by tombstone.”

				“So we prefer to have a police consultant on set. To assist our actors with those tiny little details only a cop would know.” Don’s voice warmed up again. “Think about any cop movie you’ve ever seen. What do they get wrong that sets your teeth on edge?”

				“DNA test results in less than six months,” D.D. said immediately. “In real life, it takes several months, not to mention boatloads of budgets and reams of paperwork to get anything back from the lab. But in movies, TV shows, and crime novels it’s always DNA results in one chapter or less.”

				“Exactly! As a technical consultant, you could assist with that kind of insider’s knowledge. Though, to be honest, in our movie the detectives get DNA evidence instantaneously by scanning the evidence with their state-of-the-art handheld forensic finders. The devices also work on fingerprints, blood spatter, and paint chips.”

				D.D. frowned at him. “Ah, technically—”

				“Tonight,” Donnie interrupted. “We shoot seven P.M. to seven A.M. It’s the graveyard sequence, absolutely critical to the plot. Show up, I’ll have the contract waiting. Per diem, plus expenses, plus all meals are provided. Wear a warm coat.”

				Donnie didn’t wait for her reply. He picked up his business card, scrawled an address on the back and replaced it on the counter.

				Most likely confident that no one, absolutely no one, turned down that kind of money, the movie producer pivoted on his heels and left.

				D.D. looked at the card, then glanced at her watch. One fifteen P.M. She should call Alex, figure out the rest of her life, probably eat a Kit Kat.

				Or . . .

				She picked up the card, made a couple of calls, and with her boss’s blessing, formulated her evening plans.
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