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      Karli Sloane knew the minute someone broke into her apartment. It was a feeling, like she was being watched, but deeper, like someone whispered she wasn’t safe.

      She was in her bedroom, taking off her jewelry after a quick trip out. Her best friend was coming over to share the dirty details of her first date with the guy she’d been lusting over forever. But whoever was in Karli’s apartment was definitely not Jessica. Or Karli’s roommate, Raina. It was someone else. Someone who was trying not to be heard.

      Karli tiptoed to her bedroom door and peeked through the crack. She sucked in a silent breath. The woman could have been her twin. Especially at first glance. Same natural, shoulder-length dark curls. Same brown skin. Same full lips and wide nose. Even the woman’s clothes were things Karli could have seen herself wearing.

      For all her similarities, Karli had no idea who the woman was. She definitely would have recognized her if they’d met before, which brought back the question of why the hell she was in Karli’s apartment and sneaking around like she was looking for something.

      Stay or go? Fight or flee? Karli debated with herself for a few seconds as panic overwhelmed her and the need to run away consumed her. Then the woman walked into the kitchen, where Karli couldn’t see her.

      Adrenaline pumped in her veins, but not the good kind that made you fearless and fight. It was the bad kind that made Karli want to vomit and cry. The kind of adrenaline that would have her in a puddle if the woman discovered her.

      Karli had to get the hell out of there. Now.

      The fire escape outside her window was the only option. She didn’t know why the woman was there, but Karli would get out and find a way to call the police.

      She crept to the window and eased it open. Thankfully, she used it enough that it slid quietly. When she had just enough space to fit through, Karli squeezed her body out and closed the window so the woman wouldn’t realize Karli had left.

      She resisted the urge to race down the fire escape, knowing the metal stairs would be loud and draw attention. She was just out for a casual stroll down the fire escape. In the fall. No big deal. There wasn’t any reason to be freaking out.

      Besides the woman in her apartment.

      Karli finally reached the ground and let out a heavy sigh of relief. She didn’t want Jessica or Raina to arrive and encounter the woman, but her phone and purse were by the front door, and she had no way of letting her friends know what was going on. If she was lucky, she would catch them outside the building.

      And if she wasn’t, she’d catch the woman who broke into her apartment.

      Karli leaned against the brick exterior near the front of the building. She tried to blend in and look like she was waiting for someone. Her adrenaline was sky high, pulsing through her system and making her hyperaware of everything around her. The smell of exhaust when a truck went down the street. The blast of a horn when someone was cut off. The rumble of an engine, voices shouting, food from the burger place a block away.

      It all yanked her attention, making it impossible to focus on one thing. She did her best, until she heard a siren.

      It came closer, the rhythmic whoop echoing louder and louder until she saw the lights. Red and blue flashing, synchronized to the sounds. It was enough to make Karli take a step away from the door.

      The cops ignored Karli and everyone else on the street and rushed inside. An ambulance pulled up a minute later. The paramedics didn’t rush.

      Karli watched the scene with a strange sense of detachment. Like she was witnessing it through a TV screen or someone else’s eyes. She was numb, her fear making it hard for her to understand what was going on. Not that she knew what was going on. Someone else must have seen the woman and called the police.

      “What happened?” someone asked a police officer as they walked out of the building.

      “A woman was killed,” the cop said. “We have to lockdown the building. Do you live here?”

      The officer came toward the man who asked what happened. His hand rested on his hip, like he was getting ready to draw a weapon.

      Karli backed away slowly so they didn’t notice her. The officer and the man on the street talked. When Karli made it to the corner, she turned it and took off.

      She didn’t know where to go. Her purse with her phone and wallet were inside the apartment. She had no way of reaching out to anyone. She didn’t know what happened in the building and really didn’t want to become a suspect for anything. Especially not for murder.

      Niagara Falls wasn’t the most walkable city, but it was okay. All she had to do was lie low for an hour or two and then she could go back home. She didn’t have another option.
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        * * *

      

      “Art therapist, Karli Sloane, was murdered in her apartment earlier today. The police are looking for Jessica German for questioning. Ms. German was seen fleeing the apartment building where Ms. Sloane’s body was found. I’m going to warn you, the picture you’re going to see might be hard to handle.”

      Karli wanted to laugh when she heard the news report two hours after she left her apartment. For one thing, she was obviously not dead. For another, who in the world would ever think Jessica had anything to do with anyone’s murder?

      Karli rolled her eyes as she looked up at the screen. And saw her best friend covered in blood.

      The news report clicked in her head. Jessica was wanted for questioning. The police thought Karli was dead. But someone was dead. And if Karli had to guess, it was the woman who’d been in her apartment. The one who looked like her. The one she fled because of.

      She hated that she wondered, for a second, if Jessica could have had anything to do with it. She dismissed the idea as soon as she had it, but it lingered in the depth of her mind.

      Karli wasn’t safe. Whether Jessica had anything to do with killing that woman or not, Karli wasn’t safe. She couldn’t go back to her apartment. She couldn’t go to Jessica. Raina could be in danger, but Karli didn’t know how to contact her. Raina was smart, though. Raina would find a safe place. Karli just wished she knew of one.

      Karli left the convenience store and walked toward the park a few blocks away. She’d always found the outdoors refreshing and invigorating. She had no intention of sleeping there, but for an hour, she could hang around.

      She walked through the park and tried to figure out what was going on. Someone broke into her apartment, then was killed. She wasn’t sure if she was more worried about the woman who broke in or the fact that someone killed her, but either way, Karli knew she wasn’t safe. She was in danger. She had to find somewhere to hide.

      After she left her apartment, Karli wandered for a few hours. She tried to go back, but there were still police cars sitting outside, so she left again, pretending she was just walking by. No one paid her any attention. She’d considered asking if she could get into her apartment, but it would have meant explaining where she lived and where she was when the woman was killed.

      Now that Karli knew the police suspected it had been her, she was relieved she hadn’t spoken to them. But she still needed somewhere to go. A place to sleep. Or at least shelter before the fall evening turned colder.

      The evening air gave her a moment of clarity. If she could make her way to one of the big box stores that was open twenty-four-seven, she could stay inside and be safe. There were cameras in those stores, which meant someone would see if she was attacked. And she would be warm.

      The walk there made Karli tense. She hadn’t walked so much in years. She was grateful she hadn’t kicked off her shoes when she walked into her apartment. She didn’t have money or a phone, but she had sneakers.

      Inside the store, the bright lights and colorful displays were almost too much. But it was warm and safe and Karli knew it was her best option. She just had to pretend to be a customer and not give anyone any reason to be suspicious of her being there. Simple. Right?
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        * * *

      

      Cade Murray hung up the phone and squeezed it tight. He wanted to throw it across the room, but he couldn’t afford to buy another phone this month.

      He knew something was wrong. His one and only client wasn’t answering his calls. She hadn’t since he told her he found someone who might know something about where her cousin was.

      Why did he tell her?

      Cade kicked himself for revealing the information. He was smarter than that. Well, he thought he was. Who the hell knew anymore. Cade also thought he was smarter than to get attached to a woman who would sleep with someone else, but he was wrong about that, too.

      But this time, it was costing him what little future he had left as a private investigator. When Tonya Warren came to him and said her cousin had gone missing and she thought something had happened, Cade told her he wasn’t interested. The last case he worked on blew up in his face in the most epic of ways, and he had become a laughingstock. He wasn’t looking to take on a missing person case the police said wasn’t worth investigating.

      Tonya didn’t show up without proof, though. She had phone records and emails and financial documents that made it hard to believe anything other than her cousin was in serious trouble. And that one of the city’s most notorious and invisible men was behind it.

      Cade agreed to take the case, with a hefty retainer up front, and a contract for even more once he found Tonya’s cousin, Edie. Tonya was happy to pay, but the second he shared information with her, she disappeared on him and stopped returning his calls.

      Last time he trusted a woman.

      It had been forty-eight hours since he’d spoken to Tonya. His research uncovered the name of a woman who used to be involved with Damon Street, the man Cade believed was responsible for Edie’s disappearance. Tonya pushed him to reveal who the woman was. Cade wanted to do a little more digging into Raina London, confirm what he thought, and then talk to her. But Tonya was impatient. She said she just wanted to know the woman’s name. Said she wondered if Edie had ever mentioned her.

      Cade told her what he knew and what he suspected. It wasn’t much, but anyone who used to be connected to a man like Damon Street and got out was someone Cade wanted to talk to.

      Damon Street was notorious for being a ghost. The police had never arrested him. There were no pictures of the man. He was a legend, one Cade wasn’t even sure was real. But if there was a chance, and Cade took him down, he would go from worst to first for private investigators in the area. No more mockery about not being able to see what was right in front of his face. He would be a legend himself.

      But first he had to find out where the hell his client was.

      Cade stuffed the file he had on Raina London into his bag with his computer and charger. It was going to be a long night, but before he could head home, he needed to find Tonya.

      The motel Tonya was staying in was not the best place in the city. It was cheap, and it was clean, but it was old and small and had zero security. Which worked to Cade’s advantage when he was able to go straight to Tonya’s room instead of speaking to someone at the desk.

      He parked near the staircase at the back of the parking lot, closest to Tonya’s room. He glanced around before he took the stairs up. He knocked on her door, but there was no answer. He pressed his ear to the door. Nothing.

      He glanced around again. He didn’t see anyone around, so he dug out his lock-picking set. Tonya could be hurt. He justified his actions that way, even as he knew he could get into a lot of trouble for what he was doing.

      A few seconds later, the cheap lock snicked open. Cade let himself in and closed the door behind him. He pocketed his kit and scanned the room quickly.

      The bed was made, neat and tidy like it had been done by housekeeping and not a guest. The door to the bathroom was wide open. The light was off, but the shower curtain was thrown back, showing him how empty the bathroom was. There was a closed closet near the bathroom. Even though there was no way to surprise someone if they were hiding in it, Cade crept forward.

      He yanked open the closet door and jumped back when the hangers swung at him. A small pile of clothes was on the floor in an open suitcase.

      No Tonya.

      Cade took a deep breath and stopped. He was trained to see what other people wouldn’t notice. A dozen years in the Army, a degree in criminal justice, and close to seven years as a private investigator, Cade saw things differently.

      Except when your girlfriend was fucking someone else.

      Cade winced at the voice in his head. He sucked in a sharp breath and tried to push the thought away. Alanna was out of his life, but Tonya was not. And she was the one Cade needed to focus on.

      The room looked like Tonya had just run out. Like she would be back at any minute. Her toothbrush was on the side of the sink, but it was dry. The shower had shampoo bottles in it, but again, it was dry. She had clothes in the dresser and a bottle of water on the nightstand. The entire place looked like nothing was out of the ordinary.

      Which meant Tonya hadn’t left town. She was still hanging around. So why wasn’t she returning his calls?

      Cade tried her phone again, but it went straight to voicemail like it had for two days. He looked around the room, wondering what he missed. He had to have missed something. But it all looked normal.

      Which was never normal.

      He decided to just wait for her. If Tonya ran out for something, she’d be back. Her purse was gone, but all her stuff was there. She’d be back. He knew it. He just had to wait.
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        * * *

      

      Cade woke up to the sound of a car door slamming. An engine started. He looked around the motel room, but nothing had changed. Tonya wasn’t in the bed. None of her stuff was missing or moved. She hadn’t come back.

      Could she have seen his car and decided to wait until he left? Or was something else going on?

      Cade dragged himself out of the chair he made his bed overnight and wrote a quick note for Tonya to call him when she got back. He scribbled his number, even though she had it, just in case she lost her phone or something.

      Then he left. He stopped by the welcome desk, but the man working there didn’t know anything about Tonya. Had no idea the last time she’d been at the motel or even when she checked in. Said she left a card on file and had the room for two more weeks.

      Cade went back to his office. He ran a trace on her phone, but as expected, it was off. Next, he got into her financial reports. Nothing had been used in two days.

      “What the hell?”

      She got breakfast the morning after they spoke at a diner near the motel. Then nothing. No more food, no gas, nothing. She could have used cash, but he found it unlikely since she’d been paying with credit up to that point.

      Where could she be?

      Cade turned on the TV in his office, listening to the newscaster drone on and on about crap he didn’t care about. He was barely paying attention until he heard a report about a woman who was killed over the weekend.

      He looked up at the screen and saw Tonya’s picture.

      No. It wasn’t Tonya. She looked a lot like Tonya. And the newscaster called her Karli Sloane.

      “Ms. Sloane was beloved by the kids she worked with. It seemed everyone adored her. To have her life cut short has shaken our community to the core.”

      Cade stared at her. She looked like Tonya. Remarkably. It was strange. There were differences between them if you looked closely enough, but at a glance, they could have been sisters.

      “Ms. Sloane’s funeral will be tomorrow at noon. All the information is on our website.”

      Cade didn’t know why he wanted to go to the woman’s funeral, but he knew he had to. If for no other reason than to distract himself from his own missing client.

      Tonya had to be out there somewhere. And if a woman who looked just like her was killed, maybe she found Raina London, and maybe Raina London was still connected to Damon Street.

      Cade had to find Tonya. Now.
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      Cade found a seat at the back of the church for the funeral. It was a huge celebration of life for a woman who touched many in the community. Some of her patients spoke about how beloved she was. A friend talked about how amazing Karli had been. Her brother shared how proud he was of his sister and how hard she’d always worked.

      All of it made Cade wish he’d met the woman. She was clearly someone who gave of herself. Someone who was generous and kind and good.

      After seeing the news report about her, Cade looked into Karli Sloane. She shared the same address as Raina London, which piqued his curiosity even more than her similarities to Tonya. Even though Cade gave Raina’s name and address to Tonya, the fact that Karli lived there, too, made Cade pause and wonder about the woman. About both of them.

      He wasn’t sure what he thought he’d find at the funeral, but he walked outside feeling like he didn’t find it. The afternoon was bright and sunny and beautiful. A light rain began to fall as he made his way toward his car. Cade hurried before it got worse, and then he saw her.

      Tonya.

      She was on the other side of the parking lot, walking away. But it was her. He rushed to catch up to her, but she was too far away.

      “Tonya!” he called out.

      Someone glared at him as he rushed past them, clearly too loud for a funeral. Cade waved in apology and kept going.

      “Tonya!”

      She didn’t stop. She didn’t even slow down. It was like she hadn’t heard him at all.

      What the hell?

      He finally made it to where she was, but she was gone. Lost in the crowd of mourners walking toward the graveyard.

      Cade abandoned his decision to leave right after the funeral and joined the others heading to the burial site. He hung back, looking for Tonya in the crowd. He didn’t know how Tonya knew Karli Sloane, or if she even did, but if Tonya was there, there was a reason. He just had to find out what it was.

      Karli’s family sat together, but every time the funeral director asked a question, they looked at another woman, a white woman Cade didn’t know. She was the one calling the shots.

      Cade pulled out his phone and took a picture of her without anyone noticing. He didn’t know her connection, but there was one. And if she had a connection to Karli, she might have a connection to Raina or Damon or Tonya’s cousin.

      Cade scanned the guests once more. He didn’t see Raina London, which was odd since they’d been roommates. He didn’t know anyone else in Karli’s life, but he’d expected to see Raina. Most of the others were wiping their eyes and focused on the coffin as it was carried toward the hole in the ground where the woman inside would rest for eternity.

      Funerals were an odd thing for Cade. The finality of it. He could still remember his grandmother’s funeral when he was nine. She was the only person in his life who acted like he mattered when he was a child. His parents were wholly focused on Cade’s older brother, Jackson, Jr., and everything JJ did. Cade was an afterthought at best, but usually not even that.

      Except with his grandmother. Her entire face would light up when Cade walked into a room. She always looked for him. He was her favorite person in the entire world. She said he reminded her of her late-husband, the grandfather Cade never met. She told Cade stories about him and made him feel like he could do anything. He was the reason Cade joined the Army. His grandfather had done the same, and the stories his grandmother told him made him want to be a hero, too.

      When she got sick, Cade was the only one who could make her smile. And when it was the end, she wanted him there with her. He missed three days of school to be by her side for her last days.

      Her death rocked his world. Everything changed overnight for Cade. Instead of having someone who adored him, he was alone. That was what death did. It stole people. It left the ones behind feeling like a piece was missing.

      And watching as Karli’s family and friends mourned her was like losing his grandmother all over again. He couldn’t explain it, but after researching her for an entire day, he felt like he knew Karli Sloane. The woman she was and the one she would have been.

      Cade was so busy watching the coffin that he almost didn’t notice Tonya standing on the far side of the graveyard, away from the guests. Cade couldn’t call out to her in the middle of the ceremony, but he had to talk to her. Find out where she’d been for two days and if she went to Raina’s apartment like he assumed.

      Maybe also find out why another woman was dead.

      He moved toward the back of the crowd, keeping his gaze on Tonya. When he reached the edge of the gatherers, he moved around the group and started toward her. He glanced back when a bell sounded. The coffin started to sink. Slowly.

      Cade closed his eyes and said a prayer for the woman in the coffin. That she would find peace.

      Then he turned back to Tonya. She was gone. Again.

      “Dammit,” he hissed, earning a glare from the people near him.

      He pressed his lips up into an apologetic smile and moved away from the group. He had a camera in his SUV. Tonya couldn’t have gotten far. Maybe she was still there. And maybe he could find her.

      The lot was quiet when he got back to it. His SUV wasn’t blocked in, but he wasn’t as ready to leave as he’d been after the service.

      Cade grabbed his camera from the front floorboard and adjusted the focus. He took pictures of the entire crowd around the graveyard. From the family and friends to patients and parents. He didn’t see Tonya, but he kept taking pictures.

      The crowd finally started to disburse. He sat in his vehicle, but he couldn’t take pictures without someone noticing. He watched, waiting for Tonya to reappear.

      One by one, the vehicles in the lot pulled out. People hugged and cried and shared words, but they all left. When Cade was the only one left, he knew it was time to go.

      He turned toward his apartment and remembered he needed dinner for the night. Groaning since the store was the other way, he decided to run into the big box store. If he was lucky, it would be quiet since it was only three o’clock.

      Cade grabbed a basket and headed for the frozen foods aisle. He stared at the choices, none of them overly appealing. He had to eat something, though. He grabbed five options and tossed them into his cart. He went to the back of the store and picked up a six-pack of local beer. He was on his way up front when he saw the hair again.

      Tonya. What the hell was she doing there?

      He followed her down an aisle, but she turned at the other end before he could say something to her. He rolled his eyes at himself and kept going, spotting her again in the chips aisle.

      She glanced up when he turned the corner, but she immediately looked away. She busied herself looking at chips.

      There was something about the way she was standing there that tugged at him. She was familiar, but not. He thought she was Tonya, but for the brief moment she met his gaze, there was no recognition in hers. Even if Tonya had been avoiding him, she would have reacted to seeing him.

      Which meant the woman in front of him wasn’t Tonya.

      And unless she had a twin, Cade had a sinking feeling he knew exactly who she was.

      He walked closer to her, pretending he was just looking for chips. He grabbed a bag from close to where she was standing, knowing she would look up at him if he moved into her personal space.

      He flashed her a smile. “Sorry. These are my favorites.”

      She smiled back and nodded, moving a few feet away.

      He pulled out his phone and swiped to open the camera app. “What else is on my list?” It was a crappy ploy, but if he was lucky… Yes!

      She looked up, and he snapped a picture of her face.

      “Apples. Love fresh apples in the fall. My favorite time of year.”

      She smiled again and nodded.

      Point taken, and mission accomplished.

      “Have a nice night,” Cade said as he turned.

      She didn’t reply, but she didn’t have to. Cade got what he needed. Confirmation she was not Tonya, and a picture to prove what he already knew.

      Karli Sloane was alive.
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        * * *

      

      Karli watched the man retreat and finally let out the breath she’d been holding. She wasn’t usually the woman men noticed or spoke to in the grocery store. With her thick legs and wide hips, she was ignored more than anything else. Unless she was blocking an aisle. Then she was granted a dirty look.

      The man who walked away was just being friendly. She knew people who would talk to anyone and figured he had to be one of those people. That’s the only reason he said anything to her.

      She hadn’t noticed him before he spoke and barely saw him after. Her head was spinning. She’d actually attended her own funeral. People always said they wondered what others would say about them, and Karli knew the answer. But it wasn’t real.

      Her parents and brothers came, which she appreciated. There was a part of her that wondered if they’d even bother, but obviously Stacey had contacted them. Karli’s cousin, Lorelei, was there, too. They’d been close once, but it had been a while since Karli had spoken to her. Stacey was the one calling the shots and had obviously been the one to make all the arrangements. Karli appreciated it, more than Stacey would ever know. Raina wasn’t there, and neither was Jessica. Karli wasn’t surprised, but she wanted to see her friends. To know they were safe.

      Karli hated seeing all her patients there. To know they all thought she was gone. She adored each of them and almost lost it when they started talking about how great she was. For all the times over the last few days she’d felt like crap for running instead of facing the woman in her apartment, none were as bad as knowing her patients were suffering.

      But the more Karli thought about it, the more she knew she had no choice but to stay hidden.

      Karli continued to stare at the chips as her stomach rumbled loudly. She hoped no one heard. There were times it was tempting to grab something off the shelves and eat it in the store, but Karli couldn’t handle the idea of stealing.

      When she was sure the man who’d spoken to her was gone, she moved away from the chips. She went to the baby section and touched all the soft, pretty things. Then she went to office supplies. After walking around for an hour, she decided to get more fresh air before finding her hiding place for the night.

      Karli was sick of finding food and starving. She was sick of sleeping in a chair. She was sick of walking hours a day. She wanted a shower and a bed and a good meal.

      But more than all of that, she wanted to stay alive. So she kept going. Walking and scavenging and sleeping wherever she could.
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        * * *

      

      Karli finally had enough after almost a week of hiding in plain sight. She ended up in a long line of fans heading toward the high school on Friday night. She had no idea what was going on, but there was a crowd and they were all distracted.

      The school was open for people to use the bathroom. Karli went in and found herself in a locker room instead of just a regular bathroom. She nearly cried when she saw the open lockers with clothes and food inside.

      Glancing around to make sure no one else was there, Karli grabbed a granola bar from one locker. She snagged a bottle of pop from another. A third came up with an apple. An empty string bag with the high school logo on it was sitting on the end of a bench. Then she found clothes. A sweatshirt, pants, even a t-shirt.

      Not all of it was exactly her size, but it was close enough.

      She kept moving through the locker room and found the showers. It was an open space, but it was separated from the rest of the locker room. She felt like she’d hit the jackpot.

      Without thinking about what she was doing, Karli turned on the shower. She had to be quick, but she didn’t care. It was better than trying to clean herself in the bathroom at the big box store and always feeling like she wasn’t clean enough.

      After her shower, she dressed in the borrowed clothes. She felt guilty taking things from students, but her righteousness was slipping the longer she was on her own, scared, hungry, and dirty.

      One day, she’d repay all the people who unknowingly helped her.

      She checked to make sure the locker room was still empty, then left. She made it outside and hoped the crowd was still lingering so she could disappear into it again.

      Thankfully, there was a small group just outside the door. She walked past them, pumping her fist when they cheered for the school she’d just adorned herself as a fan of.

      Karli pulled her hood up and glanced around. It was risky sneaking into the high school for a shower, but it had been too long since she had one. She needed to feel clean. Or cleaner.

      She turned toward the baseball field and ducked her head, hoping to blend into the crowd and disappear before anyone recognized her. The sweatshirt she swiped from the locker room was big enough that she could wear her pilfered backpack underneath and hide that she was carrying her dirty clothes and not much else with her.

      “Good game, huh?” a guy asked her.

      Karli nodded. “Definitely.”

      “Think they can hold on to the lead?”

      “I hope so.” Karli flashed the guy a smile, avoiding his gaze. She hoped that was the right answer. She didn’t know what the score was or who was winning, but she was going to play along.

      “Me, too. My son’s the right fielder. He said the team really wants to win this game for Coach Tom. They want to make it to the playoffs for his last season.”

      “That’s nice of them,” Karli said. She kept pace with the guy. In another lifetime, she might have let herself think he was cute. Short dark hair, a nice smile, and the kind of eyes a woman could get lost in. If she wasn’t already lost. Or trying to be.

      “Yeah. He’s been a great coach. Definitely goes above and beyond for these kids. Do you have a kid who’s playing?”

      Karli shook her head. “No. I’m here with a friend.”

      “Oh, yeah? Does your friend have a kid on the team? Jake has all the kids over sometimes. I probably know him.”

      Karli searched her mind for the little she knew about baseball. “Um, yeah. He’s the pitcher. One of them.”

      “Roger? Nick? Antonio? Jerome?”

      “Yeah, Jerome.”

      The guy nodded and kept walking with her.

      “So, I should go find my friend. Enjoy the rest of the game.”

      “You, too, Karli.”

      Karli stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. “What? Um, what did you call me?”

      “Karli. Isn’t that your name? Karli Sloane?” He turned and looked at her, crossing his arms over his wide chest. He raised one eyebrow.

      “How… I mean, no. You must have me confused with someone else.”

      “Actually, no, I don’t. Because you’re Karli Sloane.” He took a step closer to her.

      “Isn’t that the woman who was found dead in her apartment a while ago? Her friend killed her, right?” Karli tried to play off the accusation even as her entire body flushed hot and broke into a sweat.

      “Except her friend didn’t kill her. But you already know that, Karli. Since, you know, you’re not dead and Jessica didn’t kill anyone.”

      “Who are you?”

      He smirked, the edge of his lips turning up. He knew he caught her. They both did.

      Every instinct in her said to run, but there was something about the look in his eyes that said he was smirking because he figured it out, not because he was going to turn her in.

      “What do you want?” Karli asked.

      “Answers.”

      “What kind of answers?”

      “The kind I think you can help me get. Starting with who actually killed the woman in your apartment.”

      “I don’t know. I don’t even know who she was.”

      “Her name was Tonya Warren. She hired me to find her cousin. She thought you knew something. Or the woman who was staying with you did.”

      “Raina?”

      The man nodded.

      “Wait a minute. How did you find me? How did you know who I was? How do you know all of this?”

      “Because I’ve been following you, Karli. And you’re the only one who can help me. Will you? Please?”

      Karli looked at him. He was a stranger. He’d been following her. He hadn’t turned her in, or outed her. He wanted to help her. If they worked together, she could get her life back.

      But first, she had to trust him.
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