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MADDIE SHARP HEFTED the last bag of laundry into the cart, reminding herself—again—the reason she was working as a hotel housekeeper, then wheeled the cart to the Tórshavn Hotel laundry room.

Dania, Maddie’s work partner on the housekeeping staff, turned as she pulled a load of towels out of the dryer. “I’m done for the day after I fold these. I have a date tonight, and I’m off tomorrow.”

Maddie sighed, knowing what Dania meant. “Go. I’ll fold for you. Have fun.”

“Thanks.” Dania scooted away.

Maddie folded Dania’s towels and started her own laundry. Sitting around watching clothes wash and dry wasn’t on her good times list, so she went to the staff locker room for her jacket and wool cap. Even in late July, Tórshavn weather could be cold and rainy.

Once outside, she heard what she thought was a kitten crying. She gazed along the long stretch of ground floor guest rooms, and smiled when she saw a toddler outside one of the exterior doors babbling to the ever-present grazing sheep.

Maddie sniffed. Fire? Beyond the building, a pillar of smoke accompanied by dancing tongues of orange flames rose into the air.

She raced inside to the front desk and reported what she’d seen to the clerk. “I think it’s one of the storage units behind the annex guest rooms.”

Before Maddie could say anything more, the clerk picked up the phone.

Within seconds, the hotel alarm sounded. The clerk spoke into the emergency announcement system telling everyone this was a mandatory fire drill, and to please proceed outside as quickly as possible.

Sirens in the distance announced the impending arrival of the fire department.

Guest rooms in the hotel all had exterior doors, but some people came to the lobby demanding information. Others voiced their displeasure at having whatever they’d been doing interrupted.

Maddie did what she could to help calm them, and encouraged the guests to move outside. “I’m sure you’ll be allowed inside very soon.”

Seconds later, a Whoosh and an ear-splitting Bang filled the air.

So much for the routine fire drill announcement. Maddie rushed outside, both to see what had happened and maintain order.

A frantic couple approached. “We can’t find Suzie. Our daughter. She’s three. And hearing impaired.”

“What does she look like?” Maddie asked. “What is she wearing?”

The parents gave a description. The little girl with the sheep. Maddie raced toward where she’d seen the toddler. The little girl was calling out and chasing after the woolly animals, which had scattered at the sound of the blast.

Maddie scooped her up and tried to explain she was taking her to her Mommy and Daddy. The girl didn’t seem to mind.

Maddie found the parents, handed over the child, and refusing any further discussion, made her way through the clusters of guests to the bus stop. She shuddered to think of what might have happened to the child if the sheep had been grazing near the storage shed.

As she waited, she remembered her laundry. Maddie wasn’t going back. She made a quick call to her supervisor and asked if she could have one of the housekeepers on the late shift take care of it. The woman sounded frazzled, but agreed. Maddie, satisfied she’d done enough for one day, took the bus into town and stopped at the fast food burger joint for dinner. Sometimes, you needed a taste of home.

When Maddie showed up for work the next day, Dania grabbed her, waving the local newspaper. “You’re famous.”

“What are you talking about?”

Dania handed her the paper, pointing to an article. The headline read Housekeeper Rescues Child From Blaze.

Maddie snorted. “That’s ridiculous. She was trying to talk to the sheep, and nowhere near the fire.”

“Not according to her parents,” Dania said.

Maddie looked beyond the headline. Her picture? Her stomach flipped. This couldn’t be happening. Then again, who would see the Tórshavn paper other than locals?

Not a chance she was willing to take. She marched to the manager’s office, claimed she had a family emergency, and quit.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




THE VIBRATION OF LOGAN Bolt’s cell phone gave him a welcome excuse for a break from his run. Hobbling jog was more like it. He debated waiting until he’d finished—half a mile to go—but the ringtone said the call was from Ryan Harper, his boss at Blackthorne, Inc. Logan slowed to a walk, then extricated the phone from the belt at his waist.

Breathless, he answered. “Bolt.”

“Interrupting something?” Harper’s tone held a hint of teasing.

Dodging the ever-present stream of Copenhagen bicyclists, Logan made his way to a bench alongside the path offering respite from the summer sun, but paced rather than sat. No need to have the late-summer breeze stiffen his muscles.

He pushed his sunglasses higher on his nose. “Doing my PT run. Not a problem. What’s up?”

He was in Copenhagen on leave after a SNAFU of an assignment and for his use it or lose it vacation time. Must be important for Harper to call. Not important enough to warrant an urgent Get your ass back stateside ASAP.

Harper went on. “Sorry to interfere with your vacation, but this should be a simple assignment.”

Logan didn’t bring up that he wasn’t due back for another two weeks. Blackthorne, Inc., even its Security and Investigations Department, wasn’t a nine-to-five operation, and backing down from assignments wasn’t how you kept your job. “I could be ready to leave tomorrow, Sir. Tonight, if I can get a flight.” His stomach twisted at the thought.

“More like a video briefing with the client in an hour,” Harper said.

An hour? So much for finishing his run and spending time dealing with the circumstances of his sister’s death. Circumstances that, due to his being in the hospital, he hadn’t been aware of. It had taken over a week once he was coherent enough to sound like a rational individual to convince the police department her death warranted further investigation. Logan knew he was a thorn in Detective Clausen’s side, but felt no guilt. He wanted—needed—the truth.

Logan gave Harper the only acceptable answer. “Yes, Sir.”

He slipped his phone into his belt and, ignoring his protesting muscles, hustled for his bicycle half a mile away, doing the time zone calculations as he hitched along. An hour from now would be five p.m. here, so eight a.m. in San Francisco.

Forty minutes later, he pulled up to the Blackthorne-owned apartment building where he’d been given accommodations when he’d arrived for his assignment over a month ago. He nodded to the doorman, who looked up from his desk and greeted him by name. Logan locked his bike in the storage room, then headed for the elevator. Twelve stories were too many to ask of his leg.

In his apartment, he spent as much time as he dared under the hottest water he could stand, dried off, rewrapped his thigh, and—figuring he wouldn’t be visible below the level of his kitchen island—put on his plaid button-down shirt over sweatpants. 

Perched on a stool, Logan logged into Blackthorne’s Security and Investigations portal. He took a peek at the monitor. Harper appeared on his screen in a conference room, not his office. No client yet.

Harper gazed his way. “Looking better, Bolt.” 

“Medical system’s good here.”

“You still seeing the shrink?” Harper asked.

“She cut me loose. Dealing with my sister’s case kept my mind off the ... incident.”

Harper snorted. “Incident. I don’t know why everyone whitewashes the language. The Old Man did it, and Dalton’s no different as the current head honcho. It was a Royal Clusterfuck, something that isn’t supposed to happen on a Security and Investigations detail. It should have been Russo’s assignment—”

Logan interrupted. “He was getting married and going on his honeymoon. Better me than him, given the circumstances.”

“Better if it hadn’t happened, period,” Harper said.

“Excrement happens, as my father used to say.” Logan sucked in a breath. “Sir, I’m doing all right, and I’d like to know more about this assignment. Can you give me a heads up?”

Harper bounced his fingertips on the desk. “Came down straight from Dalton, who got it from the Old Man himself.”

The Old Man? As in Horace Blackthorne? The founder of the company? Sweat covered Logan’s palms.

Harper tapped his computer keyboard, and the large wall screen at the front of the room came to life. A knock on the conference room door said Logan wasn’t going to get any more advance information.

Harper rose and crossed the conference room, opening the door to a tall, gray-haired man with bushy eyebrows and a moustache to match. A roadmap of wrinkles in his tanned skin spoke to time spent outdoors. Black pinstripe suit, crisp white dress shirt, red-white-and-blue striped tie. American flag pin in his lapel. Logan assumed this was the new client, the one with an assignment handed down via the Old Man, an assignment special enough to disrupt Logan’s remaining vacation time. The client and Harper exchanged a brief handshake before Harper motioned him to a chair across the table. 

“Mr. Westfield, thank you for coming in so early,” Harper said. “I’d like you to meet Logan Bolt, the investigator who will be in charge of your case. Logan, Felix Westfield.”

Logan bobbed his head, tried to project a professional image.

“You’re not going to handle it personally?” Mr. Westfield shot Harper a look that said he wasn’t pleased at being foisted off on an underling.

Logan looked at the man again. Something familiar about him. Something familiar about the name, too. Westfield. Westfield.

“Logan Bolt is one of our top investigators,” Harper said. “His experience in the missing persons field far outweighs mine. I’m in more of an administrative capacity these days. I have utmost confidence in his ability to find your daughter.”

Mr. Westfield appeared skeptical, but he gave a minuscule nod.

Harper wouldn’t mention his previous area of expertise was in covert ops, the under-the-radar department of Blackthorne, Inc.

Logan searched his memory. When realization hit, it was all he could do to keep his jaw from dropping. Westfield. As in Westfield Industries. Westfield Jewelers. Westfield Motors. Westfield Development. That Mr. Westfield. Felix Westfield. The one whose face stared out from behind a massive, gleaming wooden desk in those all-too-frequent Westfield for Governor commercials. Tastefully done, of course. 

Shit. Had Logan known, he might have feigned an aggravation to his eighty-percent recovered injury. A missing persons case? When the offspring of someone as wealthy as Mr. Westfield went missing, there were going to be complications. There were always complications.

Logan opened a blank document and poised his fingers over the laptop’s keyboard. “I’ll be working on nothing else until your daughter is found, Mr. Westfield. I’ll need as much information as you can give me.”

“I’ve sent everything I have to Mr. Harper here, as he requested. Pictures, names of her friends, the report from the previous investigator.” Westfield glared at Harper, as if to ask why he hadn’t already found his daughter.

“Yes, Sir,” Harper said. “I got the files a few minutes ago. I’m forwarding everything to Mr. Bolt now.”

Mr. Westfield sputtered. Apparently he expected immediate results. As in immediate.

“Mr. Westfield,” Logan said. “I’ll be going over all your files as soon as this meeting is over, but first, I’d like to ask a few questions. To eliminate avenues that would waste time exploring.”

“Harrumph.” Mr. Westfield folded his arms across his chest. “Keep them short. I have another meeting this morning.”

Logan stared at Westfield’s image. “The biggest question is whether you believe your daughter has left of her own accord, or if someone has taken her. You’re a man of wealth and power, and someone might consider her a fair target for ransom. Has anyone contacted you with demands?”

Mr. Westfield’s lips narrowed. “No, and that’s why I’ve come to you. Blackthorne, Inc. has an admirable reputation.”

“I think the best thing for us to do now,” Harper said, “would be to give Mr. Bolt a chance to review the files. He’ll report his plan of action and ask you for any other information he needs.”

“I’ll get started right away,” Logan repeated.

“Of course.” Mr. Westfield stood, offered a hand to Harper, who saw him to the door.

When Harper returned to his seat, he glared at Logan. “Don’t screw this up, Bolt. Westfield has a direct line to the Old Man.”
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WITH THE EXCEPTION of a trip to the salon for a cut and change of hair color, Maddie spent a week playing a recluse in her apartment. She’d used the time to arrange travel, lodging, and employment on the island of Mykines. Maddie finished packing and turned in her key to the manager.

“You have new address?” he asked.

Maddie had discovered that many of the older residents didn’t speak much English, and she hadn’t picked up enough Faroese in her few months on the islands to make herself understood. Google’s translation app served her well enough in most situations, so she explained she didn’t have a new address yet. A lie, but he didn’t need to know that. Disappearing meant disappearing. When he gave her a smiling blank stare, she handed him a slip of paper. “This is my email, so you can reach me if you need to, but I think everything is in order.”

He glanced at the paper, folded it, and put it in his pocket. “Email, yes,” then rambled on at length in Faroese.

Despite her having told him—numerous times—that she didn’t understand the language, he continued to use it. His enunciation wasn’t clear enough to give reliable translations, but they’d managed. Apparently satisfied he’d said what needed to be said, he gave her a smile. “Good luck.”

She retrieved her bags and brought them to the apartment entrance—pathetic that everything she owned fit in two cases and a backpack—and made her way along the path to the bus stop. Maddie still marveled at the highway system in the Faroes, and how tunnels made it possible to get from one place to another by going through the mountains, not around them. To get to the port, which was on a different island altogether, they’d be taking a tunnel that went under the ocean. 

It took about an hour on the bus to get to the port, and then it would be another forty-five minutes on the boat to get to Mykines Island. Nobody would find her there. Barely a dozen people lived on the island year-round. More now, as it was tourist season and tourists came to see the puffins, but not a place people stumbled across. Only ways there were by boat or helicopter, and arrangements—as she’d discovered—needed to be made well in advance. 

Once the ferry arrived at the island, everyone crowded together, jostling for position as they waited for the crew to secure the boat and lower the short gangway. Maddie ignored the scowls of other passengers as she dealt with her luggage. Nobody else carried anything but backpacks and camera gear. Mykines was a day-trip destination.

Not for her. She’d arranged to stay here through the end of the season before moving on to somewhere else, a destination yet to be determined. For now, she was lucky to have found a place to live and a job in one of the two cafés. All those years growing up, first watching, then helping Cook in the kitchen should pay off. At the very least, she could wash dishes and bus tables.

“Come, please.”

Maddie shook herself to the present and realized she was next to disembark. With the help of a crew person, who regarded her luggage with a skeptical eye but hoisted it to the dock, she stood for a moment, watching the line of people move from the dock to the pathway of stairs leading up to the village. A very uphill path, strenuous enough without dealing with luggage. She heaved a sigh and began the trek.

“Need some help, Ma’am?”

She jerked at the voice from behind. 

A man. Young. College age, maybe. Curly, light brown hair. British accent. Jeans, hiking boots, blue down vest over a checked shirt. Backpack. Camera around his neck. He gestured to her suitcases.

No way he could know who she was. No way he could have followed her here.

She nodded. “Thanks. That’s very nice of you.”

He took her larger case, then tilted his head toward another young man walking beside him, who stepped forward and took the smaller bag.

“Vacationing?” the first man asked.

“I suppose you could call it that,” Maddie said. “Staying for the rest of the season.”

When they reached the edge of the village, Maddie said, “I can take it from here. Thanks for your help. I don’t want to keep you from seeing the puffins.”

Not that she didn’t want them to see where she was going—okay, yes, she didn’t want them to know where she would be living.

They handed over her bags. Once they’d taken off further up the hill, Maddie consulted the map her new landlord had sent. Given there was only one yellow house, it didn’t take her long to navigate to where she’d be living for the next month or so.

As she approached, a young woman, athletic build, wearing sneakers, jeans and a thick red-and-white knit sweater, blonde hair clipped to the top of her head, rushed down the steps, a grin splitting her face. “You are Maddie, yes?”

Maddie smiled at the woman’s exuberant greeting. “I am. You are Hanna?”

“Yes. I’m so glad you will be staying here. I finally convinced my grandparents that they should begin renting the house out. They insisted for so long this was a family home, but our family hasn’t lived here in years, so why let it sit empty? And so much better to have someone who wants to stay longer than one or two nights. You can make this your home, even temporarily, yes?”

“Yes. I’m looking forward to a Mykines getaway.”

“And it will be nice to have someone closer to my age to talk to. Most of the residents are of my parents’—or my grandparents’—generation.” Hanna scooted down the stairs and handed Maddie an envelope. “Your room key and the wi-fi password.”

Maddie wasn’t sure she’d be comfortable using the internet where she was staying, but she thanked Hanna, who grabbed the larger of Maddie’s bags. “Let me help you so you can settle in.”

Hanna led her to a narrow flight of stairs. Furnishings looked like those Maddie’s grandparents—or great-grandparents—might have had in their homes. Not that Maddie had spent any time in her grandfather’s house. Her sole living grandparent lived on the other side of the states, and she couldn’t remember more than one or two visits.

“Would you like tea and cakes? I have everything ready, so it is no trouble,” Hanna said once they’d put Maddie’s luggage in her room. “We can get to know each other a little more.”

Maddie wasn’t due to report to the café until tomorrow. “That sounds good. Thank you.”

Hanna brought a tray with a porcelain tea service and slices of cake into the living room. Maddie settled onto an overstuffed, faded floral print sofa, and Hanna sat across from her on an equally faded blue wing chair. Again, Maddie felt as though she’d stepped back in time.

Hanna poured each of them a cup of tea. “Tell me why you chose to come to Mykines.”

As Maddie mentally composed her reply—the reasons she’d given when she’d requested a room—a banging on the door, accompanied by “Open up. I know you’re in there,” shattered the moment.
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LOGAN TOOK A MOMENT to absorb what Westfield had said. And another moment to consider Harper’s Don’t screw up admonition. “What’s your take?” he asked. “The man never even referred to his daughter by name. It’s not sounding like a touchy-feely relationship to me. What do you know about him?”

“One child, Madison. His wife died eighteen years ago. Worked for an accounting firm. He never remarried. Political aspirations, held an assortment of local offices. Not much else. I’ll see if I can get more from Dalton. I’m barely an hour ahead of you on this one, and with Russo on his honeymoon, we’re short-handed.”

“Why me?” Logan asked. “What about any of the other investigators? Cochran, Grimes, Bartron? They’re stateside and have seniority over me. I’m in Copenhagen.”

“That’s exactly why you,” Harper said. “What little useful information Westfield was able to glean before he fired his previous investigator was that his daughter’s passport was used at the Copenhagen airport two years ago, and that was the end of the trail as far as they could find.”

Great. Denmark was part of the Schengen area, and people didn’t need a passport to move from one Schengen country to another. She could be almost anywhere.

“I’m trying to see the big picture,” Logan went on. “On the surface, if they didn’t have a touchy-feely relationship, I’m thinking she’s either a runaway or a kidnapping victim. There haven’t been ransom demands, which says runaway to me.”

“Or Westfield isn’t being totally aboveboard with us.” Harper drummed on the desk again. “Get cracking on those files, Bolt, and get back to me.”

“On it.” Logan exited the portal and went for a notepad. He’d transcribe things into an electronic format later, but he preferred putting pen to paper for his preliminary research.

He opened the file Harper had forwarded. No subfolders. A single document, titled Madison Bright Westfield. January 7, 1997. Logan jotted that down. He wondered if Mr. Westfield had put this report together or had someone else do it. Didn’t have the feel of a concerned father trying to offer anything and everything that would help find his daughter. Page one was a collage of pictures of Madison, what appeared to be standard-issue school pictures. Too old to be useful. No candid shots, nothing showing her in a family setting. The most current appeared to be a single picture of her with her father. Looked like a formal event. Dinner? Political? Award ceremony?

He had a name, date of birth, and a few pictures. He’d started cases with less.

Half an hour later, he called Harper. “This one’s got my gut twitching. Did you find out anything more from Dalton?”

“He said the Old Man wasn’t particularly fond of Westfield, but the man saved his life in ’Nam and he owed him a favor.”

“Which we’re providing,” Logan said.

“You got it. And since it’s now a Blackthorne, Inc. case, we’re all in.”

“As we are with every case. You have time for a confab? It’s strange working this remotely.”

“Nothing pressing for a while, so what do you want to toss around?”

“Have you read the file Mr. Westfield sent?” Logan asked.

“Skimmed it. That’s your job.”

“Understood, but something doesn’t feel right. Not if this guy is desperate to find his daughter. The list of Madison’s friends contains five names, and there’s no contact information, nothing saying what kind of friends they are. How they’re connected. Could be anything from preschool classmates to work colleagues. I get the feeling he wasn’t much of a parent. Still isn’t. She went to Dartmouth, 2014 to 2017. Either she went through an accelerated program or left early. No mention of graduation, no cap and gown picture, so most likely the latter. Nothing of her major, any clubs, organizations she belonged to. No mention of professors. And no job history, which is strange.”

“Dig around a little,” Harper said.

“I plan to. No stones unturned. First, what do you think of the picture of Madison and her father?”

“Her expression is telegraphing I don’t want to be here,” Harper said.

“Nothing about the when, where, or why. I’ll run the image through photo lookup software. If I strike out, I’ll get back to you.”

Logan took a screenshot, and uploaded it to the program. Results came back in seconds. “Thank goodness for people plastering the internet with every image imaginable. It’s from a rally where Mr. Westfield was one of several speakers supporting a candidate for mayor of Sierra Grove.”

“When?” Harper asked.

Logan checked. “Six years ago. Six years ago is the most recent picture the man could provide? Who knows what she looks like now. Especially if she’s a runaway.”

Harper rolled his eyes. “I can see why your gut isn’t thrilled with this case.”

“She’s twenty-eight years old. An adult capable of making her own decisions, free to go wherever she wants. If where she wanted to go was somewhere away from her father, finding her is going to be a real problem.”

“Part of the job, Bolt. Part of the job.”

“I know, I know. I wonder if Dalton would have accepted Mr. Westfield as a client based on this flimsy information if the Old Man hadn’t requested it.”

“Point well taken,” Harper said, “but it is what it is.”

“I’ll look into Madison’s phone, credit card usage, bank account activity. What’s in the report is incomplete.”

“Don’t forget social media,” Harper said.

“On my list.”

“According to the report,” Harper continued, “the investigator Westfield used first is reputable, but not top of the line. He’d probably been trying to save money. Then, as so many people often do, realized they got what they paid for, and called in the favor from the Old Man.”

Which meant Logan was going to have to come through with results. Whether they’d be the kind of results Mr. Westfield wanted remained to be seen.

“I have a feeling this could turn into one of those good news, bad news reports,” Logan said. “As in, The good news is I found your daughter. The bad news is she refuses to come home.”

“Which, as an adult, is entirely the daughter’s right.” Harper didn’t sound happy.

“If Mr. Westfield had received ransom demands, at least there’d be a trail.” 

Another thought wriggled its way to the surface. Logan posed his thoughts to Harper. “What if this whole daughter search is nothing but a charade? A way to prove Mr. Westfield was the doting father, willing to do anything—hiring the best private investigative firm in the country—and even the great Blackthorne, Inc. couldn’t find his darling Madison. You think he could be staging this whole thing, campaigning on a sympathy vote?”
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MADDIE’S TEA SLOSHED into the saucer. Who could possibly know she was here? She’d done everything right, covered her tracks. Hadn’t she? She set her tea on the coffee table and studied Hanna, who didn’t seem alarmed—or confused—by whoever was outside.

Hanna rose from her chair and, hands fisted at her hips, stomped to the door, but didn’t open it. With her mouth next to the barrier, she called out, “Go away, Tobias. I have company.”

“But—” he protested.

“I said go away.” Hanna returned to her seat and flopped down. “Don’t mind him. He can be a nuisance when he’s between bookings.”

Maddie refrained from commenting. As long as this Tobias person wasn’t looking for her, he wasn’t a concern of hers.

Hanna picked up her teacup. “He’s a tour guide for photo expeditions. He’s a good photographer, but his attitude gets in the way with his clients. He isn’t as busy as he could be, which frustrates him. Then he smokes too much weed, and everything goes round and round. He sometimes stays here, but he lives on Vágoy. He’ll probably take the boat back later today, and then everything will return to the normal state of Mykines’ peace and quiet.”

“Peace and quiet. That’s why I’m here,” Maddie said. Might as well get her fabricated story out and be done with it. “I need peace and quiet. I’m working on a book.”

Hanna’s eyes widened. “You’re an author?”

Maddie ducked her head, feigning embarrassment. “I hope to be. I need to be able to concentrate. No interruptions, no serious responsibilities.”

“I promise to leave you alone,” Hanna said. “What’s your book about?”

“It’s a cross between a mystery and a romance. I’ve just started, so I’m not sure where it’s going.”

Hanna’s eyes widened further. “You don’t have it mapped out in advance?”

“No, I prefer to let things unfold as they will. I’m still figuring out who my characters are.”

Hanna gave a quiet laugh. “If you need to name a character, you can use mine.”

“Thanks. I might do that. Names are a challenge for me.” Maddie took a bite of her cake. Time to change the subject. “This is delicious. Did you bake it?”

Hanna’s cheeks flushed. “I did. It’s a family recipe. Sometimes, I bring baked goods to the café. If I have guests, I usually offer pastries for a small afternoon tea. Also, since you are staying for so long, you can use the kitchen to prepare meals for yourself. There is coffee in the kitchen all day. Help yourself at any time. And there are books.”

Maddie followed Hanna’s gesture to a small bookshelf with a sign saying, Take One, Leave One. “Thank you. How many guests do you usually have?”

“Not many. My great-grandfather built this house, and he had five children. As they grew, he added more rooms, so there are now six bedrooms. One is mine. Three rooms is all we make available because most tourists don’t like sharing bathrooms, and there are only three. Your room has its own bathroom inside.

“The other two rooms we rent have a connecting bathroom between them. My uncle remodeled about six years ago, but turning this into an actual hotel—the rest of the family said no. Our tourist season is very short, and almost everyone comes for the day. They see the puffins, stop at the café, and take the last boat out. Or they’re on a photo tour with someone like Tobias. You have to be registered and pay a fee in order to hike to some areas, and other areas you can’t go to at all without a guide. Keeps the numbers down, which is good for the environment. And the puffins.” Hanna took a bite of cake. “If you want to see them, I’m sure Tobias would be happy to take you.”

“I’ll think about it. I have a job at the café and I start tomorrow. I’d like to settle in first. Maybe work on my book a little.”

“Of course. If you would like to share dinner with me, for your first night here, I would be happy to have you as a guest.”

“Only if you let me help,” Maddie said. “I don’t like feeling that I’m being waited on, not if I’m going to be here for the rest of the season. I’d rather feel like this is a home, not a hotel.”

“That’s fine with me.” Hanna put the used cups and plates on the tray. “I’ll take care of these. Come down whenever you feel like it.” She moved toward what Maddie assumed was the kitchen.

Maddie went up the narrow staircase to her room. Two twin beds covered in green duvets, with storage chests at their feet. Storage for guests? She opened one, found it filled with bedding. The other held towels. Not for guests, then.

She continued her survey. Reading lamps on the wall above each bed. A small desk and chair against one wall. An easy chair against the other. Two framed photos flanked the single window—one of a puffin with a beak full of fish, another of sheep grazing on the hillside. She wondered if Tobias had taken them. No watermark revealed the photographer.

No closet. Rather an old-fashioned wardrobe. Maddie peered inside. A space for hanging clothes above three drawers. Empty except for a few wooden hangers. She ran her hand along the smooth wood. A quality piece. Nothing IKEA about this room.

The bathroom was small, but after a quick check, everything seemed to be working. Toilet, wall-mounted sink with a mirror above, stall shower. A three-rung ladder on the wall held towels.

Maddie unpacked her laptop and set it on the desk. Might as well create the illusion of an author at work. Next, she filled the wardrobe—okay, half-filled it—with her clothes. Her toiletries would remain in their tote since there was no storage to speak of in the bathroom.

Finished getting settled, she shoved her suitcases under the beds. What next?

Hanna’s voice carried upstairs, and she didn’t sound happy. Was Tobias back? 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 6
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LOGAN WAITED AS HARPER seemed to consider whether Westfield was staging the whole concerned parent image as a campaign ploy.

“If that’s why Westfield hired us,” Harper said, “I’ll bet there’d be no problem dropping the case. We can’t avoid occasional trips into political waters, but Blackthorne as a company has never done anything to endorse a candidate, even peripherally.”

“Do you think it’s worth running by Dalton?” Logan asked.

Harper was quiet for several heartbeats. “Not yet. Not without anything to back it up. Do your due diligence.”

“Understood.” Logan ended the call and stared at his laptop screen for several long moments, letting his mind wander through the myriad possibilities of where to find Madison.

An incoming call broke through his thoughts. “Logan Bolt.”

“Mr. Bolt, this is Anna Jensen. I am sorry to bother you, but we have someone wishing to rent your sister’s apartment, and it is imperative that her belongings be removed right away.”

Logan’s stomach sank. “Her rent is paid through the end of the month, isn’t it? I can have things cleared out before then.”

“I offer my condolences. Not the end of the month, no. Here it is paid weekly. Saturday it is over. After that, her personal belongings will either be trashed or donated.”

Today was Thursday. “I’ll take care of it.”

Logan stood and paced. Would it be so bad to have whatever his sister had managed to hold onto donated or trashed? Only one way to find out. See what was in the apartment. He pulled on a pair of jeans and shoes, grabbed a jacket and called for a taxi. Almost as an afterthought, he yanked a large trash bag from the box under the sink before going downstairs.

The cab driver wasn’t too pleased to be heading into Logan’s sister’s neighborhood. He debated asking him to wait, fearing it might take time to get another driver willing to pick him up. This was supposed to be a recon visit more than a dedicated clearing out trip.

If he couldn’t get a ride back, Cady’s apartment building was a few kilometers from a train station. He’d be surprised if she had more than one trash bag of belongings worth salvaging.

At his sister’s apartment building, Logan added a generous tip to the fare. “Can I call you direct when I’m finished here?”

“I am off at twenty-hundred,” the driver said. He wrote a number on the back of a card and handed it to Logan. “Before then, you can call. If I’m close enough, I’ll come.”

“Thanks.” Logan pocketed the card and went into the building. No security here. A few cats hung around the entryway, barely acknowledging his presence as he walked past. 

He found the door marked Leder—Manager—and knocked. A sturdy woman who looked like she would brook no nonsense from anyone in her path answered. Her gaze did a careful up and down.

“Ja.” Her tone matched her expression.

“Anna Jensen?” he asked.

A narrow-lipped nod.

“I’m Logan Bolt. We spoke on the phone. I’m here for my sister’s things. Cady Rasmussen.”

Her expression relaxed. “Ja. I get my keys.”

He waited, and she returned a moment later brandishing a large ring of keys. He followed her up two flights of stairs and down a hallway that smelled of fish, urine, and disinfectant. Anna Jensen fingered through the keys, found one, and unlocked the door.

Not meeting his gaze, she said, “I am sorry about your sister. She caused no trouble.” 

Quite the epitaph.

Anna’s tone was perfunctory. Logan supposed that to Anna, his sister had been another tenant, someone who’d tumbled down life’s slope and ended up in this neighborhood, in this building. And didn’t cause trouble.

She held the door open.

He took a shaky breath and stepped inside. Apparently, she wasn’t afraid he’d vandalize the place, because she gave another nod and left him alone.

A single room. Sofa bed, open, neatly made. Round, scarred wooden table with two mismatched chairs. Logan opened a door, discovered a generous closet relative to the overall space of the studio apartment. He’d deal with whatever was inside after he took stock of the rest of the place.

Kitchen area with a sink, small refrigerator, two-burner stove. Bathroom with a chipped sink, shower stall behind a mildew-stained, once-clear plastic curtain. Rust-stained toilet nestled beneath a simple shelving unit that held typical bathroom accoutrements. A hair dryer, a plastic bin of toiletries and cosmetics, spare roll of toilet paper, box of tissues. He should have brought two bags.

He went to the kitchen cabinet under the sink and discovered standard cleaning supplies and a plastic grocery bag stuffed with more bags.

Whatever his sister’s circumstances had plummeted to, she’d attempted to maintain a level of cleanliness.

He took one of the bags to the bathroom, dumped in the toiletries. The hair dryer he put in his things to keep bag, then wondered what he’d do with it, so he added it to the toiletries. Maybe Anna Jensen could use it.

He opened the tiny refrigerator. Two six packs of beer. A half-empty bottle of orange juice. A wizened apple, and a carton of milk. He opened it and braved a sniff. Wrinkling his nose, he dumped the contents into the sink.

Freezer held ice, nothing more.

Logan headed for the closet. Whatever remained of his sister’s life lay behind that door. Halfway there, his knees threatened to give way, and he sank onto the bed. How had Cady ended up like this? As kids, they’d been inseparable until middle school and hormones sent them on their separate ways. Different friends, different interests. Different colleges. He to MIT, she to UC Berkeley. Where she’d met Noah Rasmussen.

Rich didn’t begin to describe Noah. He had it all, and Cady had fallen hard. Money. Looks. Charm. He swore his wild days were over, that he loved only Cady, and, despite their father’s warnings that he would break her heart, she’d married him.

All was well the first few years. Travelling the world, rubbing elbows with the stratospheric set. Being lavished with gifts, festooned with jewels. They’d moved to Copenhagen three years ago, and soon afterward, her ever-increasingly rare calls turned to ever-increasingly rare texts, and then, dried up completely. Until her last text. The one that came through when he was in the hospital. Sent three days prior to him being coherent enough to read it.

Logan pulled out his phone and read it again.

Help me big brother. I’m in too deep. C.
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Chapter 7
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MADDIE EASED THE DOOR open so she could hear what Hanna was saying more clearly. Even if she was talking to Tobias, hadn’t she said he was harmless?

It appeared Tobias didn’t have a ticket for the last boat off the island and wanted to stay here.

Would that be so bad? According to Hanna, he lived on Vágoy, a place Maddie had never been to other than her initial arrival at the airport and to catch the boat to Mykines. 

Because he didn’t live on Streymoy didn’t mean he couldn’t have read the Tórshavn paper. He could have seen her picture. Even if he had, why would he connect a hotel housekeeper to a guest here, to who she really was? That picture was of a blonde with shoulder-length waves, not her current super-short auburn do.

No, she wasn’t that person anymore. Officially, thanks to a scary—and expensive—trip through the dark web, she was Madeline Sharp, citizen of Switzerland. Born in Zurich in 1999. On Mykines, she was Maddie Sharp, aspiring author. And, as of tomorrow, a humble café worker.

“Just one night,” Tobias said, his tone pleading. “I have a group of eight coming tomorrow for a six-day photography tour. Only tomorrow will be on Mykines, so I will be gone.”

“Do you have a ticket for tomorrow’s boat?” Hanna asked.

“I do. Please. One night?”

“Why not stay at one of the café guest rooms?”

Maddie knew the answer to that one, as she’d tried to take advantage of their accommodations—convenient to live where she worked—but they’d said they were booked for the entire season.

“Both rooms are full,” Tobias said.

“Show me your ticket for tomorrow.”

With that, Maddie knew Tobias would be spending the night. Would he be staying for dinner? How could she avoid him?

After a pause, where Maddie assumed Tobias was presenting the requested booking confirmation, Hanna said, “Come back at twenty-one hundred. Don’t be late, or the door will be locked. And don’t be early, either. The regular room rate applies, payable in advance. Which is now. And no smoking. Of any kind.”

Another pause, and muffled grumbling, but Hanna’s Thank you and the door closing meant the transaction was complete. Twenty-one hundred hours. Despite living in countries using the twenty-four hour clock for two years now, Maddie still had to do the conversion in her head. Nine o’clock. Perfect. She could retire to her room well before that hour, claiming she needed to work on her book.

After waiting to be sure Tobias had left, she went downstairs. Without Maddie saying anything to her, Hanna brought up that Tobias would be another guest for the night. “He’s quiet—my guess is he’ll have plenty to drink at the café and will sleep the night away. Because he has a tour starting tomorrow, he’s going to switch into his professional guide mode.”

“I completely understand. You’re running a guest house, and turning away guests can’t be good for business. I never expected to be the only person staying here for the rest of the season. I came down to see if I could help you with dinner.”

“There’s not a lot to do. You can open a bottle of wine. I made lamb stew this morning, which needs reheating. That, and bread—also already made—will be dinner. More of the cake you had earlier for dessert.”

“Sounds perfect.” Maddie followed Hanna into the kitchen. Small, a far cry from the sleek modern appliances she’d left behind when she decided to get as far away from her old life as possible. Working at the Tórshavn Hotel, Maddie’s meals were included while she was on shift, and her rental apartment had a bare bones kitchen for her time off, when she didn’t want to eat out.

Maddie opened the wine, and they ate in the kitchen at a small table for two. “Your English is excellent,” Maddie said. “Did you learn it here?”

Hanna laughed. “No. I lived here through fourth grade, which is as far as the local school went, and they teach some basic English. After that, I stayed with a cousin’s family in Copenhagen through high school, and in my senior year, had the opportunity to become an exchange student in the United States. I lived with my host family in Elgin, Illinois, near Chicago. From there, at my uncle’s suggestion, I went to The Ohio State University to learn about the hospitality industry. After graduation, I worked in a hotel in Santa Barbara, California for three years before—again at my uncle’s suggestion—returning to Mykines to improve tourism here.”
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