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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the authors’ imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book and as always, every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  Thank you!

“Mistakes are part of the dues one pays for a full life.”  ~ Sophia Loren​​
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Previously...
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All I kept thinking about was that man.  Dimitri if that was his real name.  He’d been in my apartment waiting for me.  How did I not notice the same fragrance, when I walked in?  Pine and spice with a hint of leather.  He’d been in Victor’s apartment, too.  Had he killed Victor?

I sat there trying to decide what I should do next, then opened my laptop and booked a late morning flight to Europe.  Finally, I called my uncle and told him I was going to follow this clue to Constanta.  He wasn’t thrilled with the idea, but admitted it made sense.  I didn’t mention my visitor.

Picking up the papers, I put them under my pillow along with the gun.  As I got into bed, I wondered if this man who called me Keesa could be a murderer.  I closed my eyes and hoped for once, I didn’t dream about him.
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​​Chapter 1
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The next morning, I got on a flight to Paris.  If anyone asked, I was taking a few weeks to clear my head before deciding what to do next.  

My uncle had agreed that it might be best not to fly directly to Constanta, so when I got to my hotel, I decided to order room service and stay in.  The next morning, I went shopping and purchased a few frivolous outfits, then stopped for coffee.  Cafés in Paris are always amazing, but I had almost forgotten how much I loved being here.

I had booked the room for ten days, so I spent one more afternoon walking around the museums and taking in the sites, before I rented a car and drove to Geneva.  I used my own passport, so anyone who really wanted to find me could probably do so.  I just hoped they weren’t looking.

When I got to Geneva, I drove directly to the airport and paid cash for my ticket to Turkey with a connecting flight to Romania.  With any luck, I would be finished with all this and back in Paris before anyone noticed I had left.

After two long flights, I got in the cab at the airport and had the driver to take me to the Grand Plaza.  It took almost half an hour to get to Constanta and I spent most of the time going over my plan yet again.  If Dimitri had left for Romania after that night at my apartment, he would already be here. 

I had checked a few times to see if anyone was following me. On the road to Geneva, I had seen a few cars that made me suspicious, but it was too busy to be sure.  Now that I was in Constanta, I knew there was a chance he could be here...and realized a part of me was hoping he would be.  This man could be a murderer I reminded myself.  But some small voice inside my head kept whispering it couldn’t be true. I did my best to ignore it.

Instead, I went over my plan one more time.  After checking into the hotel, I would go to the address on the shipping manifest to see what type of business was there.  My guess was import/export from what I’d seen on the internet.  I had no idea if I’d done this before or if the people there might recognize me.
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