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        For my stepdaughter Macey

        You have all my love in this life and in the next, where the two of us will meet again one day.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “I am rather inclined to silence, and whether that be wise or not, it is at least more unusual nowadays to find a man who can hold his tongue than to find one who cannot.”

        Abraham Lincoln
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      Audrey Ashford sat in front of her vanity mirror, applying a bit of color to her cheeks as she hummed along to Coldplay’s “Speed of Sound” playing through the speakers of her stereo. Pleased with her overall look, she set the makeup brush to the side and stood, switching the music off. She walked to the window, her breath fogging the glass as she stared out at a dull, overcast sky. Grabbing her jacket out of the closet, she shut her bedroom door and headed downstairs.

      She found her mother in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for the casserole she was making for a neighbor who’d just had a baby. A warm, savory fragrance of basil and garlic lingered in the air, and Audrey almost wished she wasn’t leaving.

      Her mother glanced up and said, “Are you headed over to Talia’s house?”

      “I am. We’re finalizing plans for our college send-off party.”

      Her mother nodded, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “Are you driving or walking?”

      “I’ve been cooped up in my room all day, and I think it would be good to get some fresh air, so I’ll walk. Talia will drive me home when we’re finished.”

      “Are you going along the street or cutting through the woods?”

      “The woods.”

      “All right. Well, be careful. It gets dark fast this time of year.”

      “I know. I will.”

      “When do you expect you’ll be home?”

      “I don’t know, ten or eleven.”

      “Text me when you’re on your way.”

      Audrey smiled, nodding. “Will do.”

      In a month’s time, Audrey would leave for college, and she couldn’t help but wonder if her mother would still ask her to check in then.

      When she stepped outside, the air was cool, settling around her like a soft blanket. She hurried through the side yard, heading toward the familiar path through the woods, a shortcut she’d taken hundreds of times. She loved taking this route, through the groves of trees, being one with nature.

      Her shoe crunched down on smatterings of dry leaves, a steady rhythm that almost always soothed her. Tonight, though, the woods felt different and uneasy.

      As she pulled her jacket tighter around herself, somewhere in the silence a twig snapped, and the hairs on the back of Audrey’s neck pricked up.

      “Hello?” Audrey called. “Is anyone there?”

      There was no answer, just the steady rustle of the breeze.

      She glanced around, seeing no one, and convinced herself the noise she heard was just a deer or a raccoon, two of the forest’s frequent visitors.

      Audrey had been honest with her mother when she’d said she was going to Talia’s to do some party planning, but that wasn’t the only reason she was visiting her friend. There was a secret she’d been carrying, heavy and suffocating, the weight of it pressing on her with every step. As she thought about seeing Talia, the person she trusted most, she still wasn’t sure she was ready to share it yet.

      But if not now, when?

      And what would happen once she did, and the truth had been revealed?

      A faint crack echoed nearby, much too deliberate to be a branch snapping under the weight of an animal, and Audrey froze, her heart pounding in her chest like a warning she could not outrun. Another rustle came from deeper in the shadows, and Audrey’s eyes darted through the trees, watching and waiting.

      Now she was sure she wasn’t alone.

      Something or someone was in her surroundings, hidden but there, nonetheless.

      Audrey moved faster, hastening her steps until she was almost at a swift jog.

      One more minute, and Talia’s house would come into view, rising over the ridge.

      Two more minutes, and she’d be safe.

      Or so she believed until a figure stepped out from behind a tree, a little silent stranger grabbing at her and yanking her backward, their hot breath pressing against the nape of her neck.

      She tried to scream, but before she had the chance, a hand clamped over her mouth, pressing something sharp against her neck.

      And then everything faded to black.
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      One Month Later

      

      A storm had settled like a curse over the quiet town of Cambria, the sky splitting open with sheets of rain that showed no signs of stopping. The wind howled low around the eaves, and every drop against my office window felt like a warning tap.

      Something was coming.

      I could feel it.

      I was sitting at my desk when the front door blew open and a woman rushed in, umbrella in hand. She flicked the umbrella downward, scattering droplets of water across the wood floor. Then she pressed a button, collapsing it as she fastened the clasp around it.

      Brushing off her damp gray trench coat, she scanned the room. When her gaze met mine, she walked over, offering a small smile as she stepped inside my office.

      The woman was, in a word, disheveled. Her long, dirty-blond hair looked like it had once been tied in a bun, but the blustery weather had pulled it loose. She sank into the chair across from me, unbuttoned her coat, and slipped it off, revealing a cream-colored cashmere sweater.

      She blinked at me and said, “Hello. I’m Rosemary Ashford.”

      I knew the name, and I knew her story.

      Everyone in town did.

      Her daughter, Audrey, had been murdered while walking through the woods to a friend’s house, her throat cut from behind. The path she’d chosen that day was one she’d often traveled, a familiar trail turned fatal. Since then, whispers swept through town, talk of a killer on the loose, lurking in the woods, waiting to strike again.

      Given no other attacks had happened since, I didn’t buy it. Audrey’s murder seemed deliberate and targeted, and it would surprise me to learn it wasn’t.

      “What can I do for you, Mrs. Ashford?” I asked.

      “Call me Rosemary, please. I heard you used to be a detective for the San Luis Obispo Police Department, and a few years ago, you left to open your own detective agency.”

      “You heard right.”

      “I … ahh … I was hoping to talk to you about …”

      Before she could finish her sentence, the tears came, fast and hard like a sprinkler set to full blast. I opened one of my desk drawers and reached for a box of tissues, which I set in front of her.

      “I’m sorry about what happened to Audrey,” I said. “How’s the police investigation going?”

      “I’m not sure how long a murder investigation should take, but this one seems to be dragging,” she admitted. “That’s not to say the police haven’t been thorough. They’ve kept me informed and have been in constant contact ever since my daughter died. Still, they don’t have much in the way of leads yet.”

      She was right.

      They didn’t have any solid leads, not a single one.

      None they’d shared with me, anyway.

      “Chief Foley is my brother-in-law,” I said. “He’s married to my sister, Phoebe. And Whitlock, the lead detective, is a close family friend. I’ve spoken with both of them several times over the past few weeks, and I can assure you; they’re putting everything they have into finding your daughter’s killer and bringing them to justice.”

      She leaned back in her chair, letting out a frustrated sigh. “That may be true. Still, I’d like to hire you. I’m hoping that, with your help, things will move along faster.”

      Ever since the day I heard about Audrey’s murder, I’d kept an eye on the case, touching base with Foley and Whitlock now and then, but since they hadn’t sought out my advice, I’d kept my thoughts to myself. Until now, it hadn’t been my place to interfere. That was all about to change.

      For most murder investigations, I worked alongside my team—two women who, like me, came from law enforcement. Hunter had served as a detective in the same county I once did, while Simone had built her career as a forensic anthropologist. Shortly after I opened the detective agency, they both came on board. Since then, we’d operated as a tight unit whenever we took on a murder investigation. Hunter remained in the background, piecing together suspect intel, and Simone spoke to friends, neighbors, and potential suspects.

      With the agency slowing down over the past two months, Hunter had gone to spend time with her sister, and Simone had taken off on a vacation with Paul—her husband, and my brother. Without them, the case would require a lot of extra work. Still, I felt steady and confident I could handle it on my own.

      “I’ll take the case,” I said.

      “Good. When can you start?”

      “Now.”

      She pressed her hands together, pleased. “Is there anything you need from me?”

      “I know some of the details about the investigation, but there’s a lot I still don’t know,” I said. “Do you feel up to answering some questions?”

      “Even if I’m not, I’ll muddle my way through them.”

      I reached for the cup of tea I’d made myself earlier, but one sip told me it had already gone cold. I set it aside.

      “What was Audrey’s demeanor like in the weeks prior to her death?” I asked.

      “Much the same as always, I suppose. My daughter was the quiet type, even around her father and me. She’d chat with us about everyday things, but when it came to her own feelings, she was often cautious about what she shared.”

      “Why do you think Audrey kept so much to herself?”

      “She was an introvert. Been on the quiet side ever since she was a kid.”

      “Do you have any other children?”

      She shook her head. “After Audrey was born, we tried to conceive again, but we were unable to have another child.”

      I imagined it made the sting of Audrey’s death even more painful.

      “What were Audrey’s relationships like with her friends?” I asked.

      Rosemary crossed one leg over the other. “She had plenty of acquaintances but not many close friends. I always described her friend groups as her outer and inner circles. Most stayed on the outer edge, but a few, like Talia Kinkaid, were trusted with the parts of Audrey that no one else saw.”

      “How long had Audrey been friends with Talia?”

      “Since they were four years old. They attended preschool together. Once they met, they became fast friends, and before we knew it, they were inseparable.” She paused, then added, “Talia’s parents have stopped by a few times since the funeral. They seem worried. They told me Talia doesn’t leave her room most days, and she hasn’t eaten much since Audrey died.”

      Hearing about Talia’s close relationship with Audrey, I looked forward to speaking with her, and I hoped when I did she would be willing to talk.

      “Was Audrey dating anyone before she died?”

      Rosemary hesitated. “She was dating Logan. He lives across the street from us, and he’s known Audrey since grade school. I’d always suspected he liked her, but he’d never acted on it, not until a few months before she died. He turned up at our door with pink roses, a box of chocolates, and a poem he’d written about a teenager with a crush. It was the sweetest thing.”

      “I wonder what pushed him to act on his feelings.”

      “Oh, I know why he did it. A new boy moved to town, and he didn’t wait long before he showed an interest in Audrey.”

      “What’s the new boy’s name?”

      “Colton Jagger.”

      “What did Audrey think of Colton?”

      “She found him to be pushy and aggressive, though I doubt she ever told him to his face. She did send him a text message telling him the attention he was giving her was making her feel overwhelmed, and she thought they should just be friends.”

      “How did he respond?”

      “Not with any actual words, but he did send her a couple of emojis, an X and a thumbs-down.” Shaking her head, she added, “Teens these days. It’s like no one knows how to communicate anymore.”

      “So, Audrey shot Colton down. What about Logan?”

      “I assumed Audrey and Logan would date one day, and I was right. Once Logan made his feelings known, Audrey admitted she felt the same, and they started seeing each other.”

      In the short time she’d been there, Rosemary had provided me with two possible suspects, and we were just getting started. Conversations with grieving parents were always the hardest, and Rosemary was no exception. It never felt right to press, but I had questions, hard ones, and they couldn’t go unasked.

      “What can you tell me about the last day Audrey was alive?” I asked.

      Rosemary gripped the chair as if steadying herself for the conversation ahead. “It was an ordinary day. She stayed in her room for most of it, sorting through closets and drawers, trying to choose what would go with her to college and what she’d donate to charity. It was almost dinnertime, and she came downstairs, letting me know she was heading over to Talia’s house.”

      “Was the visit to Talia’s planned or spontaneous?”

      “Planned. They were going to talk about their college send-off party.”

      “What’s a send-off party?”

      “Talia, Audrey, and a few of their friends had booked a weekend away at an oceanfront house in Santa Barbara. It would have been the last chance for them all to be together before they left for college.”

      “What are the names of the other friends?”

      She tapped a finger to her lips, thinking. “Let’s see now … I believe the other three were Willow Robinson, Sadie Holt, and McKenna Moore. There might be a couple of others. I’m not sure.”

      “What time did Audrey leave for Talia’s house?”

      “Oh, about half past five.”

      “After sunset.”

      Rosemary nodded. “She’d wanted to head over earlier, but packing up her room took a lot longer than she thought it would.”

      “How often did Audrey cut through the woods?”

      Rosemary gave it some thought. “I’d say more often than not. Talia’s house isn’t far, about a ten-minute walk from our place. We spoke in the kitchen for a few minutes, and then I told her to text me when she got there. She said she would, and that was the last … the last time I ever …”

      The tears welled up again, and she reached for a fresh tissue, blotting her eyes and then pressing the tissue to her nose.

      I waited.

      It couldn’t have been easy for her, sitting across from me, reliving the last moments she spent with her daughter.

      A few minutes passed, and I said, “I know how hard this must be, dredging up the memories that are painful to think about. If it’s too difficult, we can talk again later. I have enough to get started.”

      Rosemary shook her head and reached for some more tissues. “If it’s all right, I’d like to finish.”

      “Of course.”

      She took a few deep breaths in and continued. “After Audrey left the house, I was busy cleaning up the kitchen. A half hour went by before I realized Audrey hadn’t texted me to let me know she’d arrived at Talia’s. I sent her a text, and when I didn’t hear back, I called Brianne, Talia’s mother. She said Audrey hadn’t arrived yet, and that Talia had sent Audrey a text message but hadn’t heard from her either. She figured Audrey must have gotten sidetracked and wasn’t coming over.”

      “What did you do when you learned she never made it to Talia’s house?”

      “I ran into the living room, where my husband, Dustin, was watching television. I told him Audrey wasn’t at Talia’s. He threw on his coat, grabbed a flashlight, and went out to search for her. Minutes later he returned, his face drained of all color. The second he walked through the door, he fell to his knees, covering his face with his hands. Then he looked at me. He didn’t need to utter a single word. In that moment, I knew something awful had happened.”
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      “Why am I not surprised?”

      Foley leaned back in his chair, laced his fingers behind his head, and sighed.

      Whitlock laughed, nudging me with his elbow. “You should know … we made a bet about how long it would take before you got involved in our case.”

      “Who won?” I asked.

      “Neither of us. Foley said one week, and I said two. We didn’t think you had it in you to restrain yourself for an entire month. No offense.”

      “I was trying to let you two do your jobs.”

      Foley cocked his head, raising a brow. “Since when? You’ve been in here every week since the girl’s murder. Maybe you weren’t running your own investigation, but you sure as hell angled for details.”

      “Can you blame me?”

      “Suppose not. Word is your sidekicks are out of town. You planning to work the case without Hunter and Simone?”

      I grinned and said, “They’re not my only sidekicks, though, are they?”

      Foley wagged a finger at me. “Oh, no. If you think we’re your backup, you’re mistaken. If anything, it’s the other way around.”

      “I never asked you to help me. I’m here to help you.”

      “Help us how?”

      “I haven’t worked that part out yet. Why don’t we start by you telling me what you know. And I’ll … well, I’ll listen.”

      Foley snorted. “Listening isn’t helping.”

      Maybe not, but it was a start.

      “If you’re done giving me grief, I’d like to know where you are on the case,” I said.

      “And if I’m not done?”

      I shrugged. “Then I’ll wait. I have time.”

      Foley glanced at Whitlock, and the two of them burst out laughing.

      “All right, let’s get to the case,” Foley said. “What do you want to know?”

      “Everything.”

      “Everything, huh? We want to know everything too, starting with what Rosemary Ashford told you.”

      “We talked about Audrey’s friends and the guys who were interested in her, and then she walked me through the day Audrey died. She told me it was Dustin, Audrey’s father, who found her.”

      “Yeah, that was rough,” Whitlock said. “Poor guy.”

      “I feel for him,” Foley added. “When he found her, he tried to pick her up, like he meant to carry her home. But his legs gave out, and he collapsed. The problem is, he moved her from the spot where she died. Disturbed the ground all around her. I don’t blame him, but it sure would have been better if she hadn’t been moved.”

      “Did you find anything at the scene, anything useful?” I asked, leaning forward in my chair.

      “Not a thing. Her throat was slit, and if the killer left a knife behind, we’d have found it. We didn’t.”

      Whitlock shifted in his seat, rubbing a hand along his jaw. “Crazy thing is, she almost made it to her friend’s house. Couple more minutes, and she would’ve been there.”

      “I’m not familiar with that part of the woods,” I said. “Anything I should know?”

      “I’d say it’s a wooded area that’s not used all that often. About a five-minute walk from where we found Audrey, we came across a cabin. Well, the remains of what used to be a cabin. Old place. Needs to be torn down.”

      “How old are we talking?”

      “Hundred years, maybe more. I dug into the records, tried to figure out who built it and who owned it last. Nothing. It’s like the place doesn’t exist on paper.”

      “Someone must know something about it.”

      “If they do, they’re not talking,” he said, his gaze fixed on me.

      I paused, gearing up for my next question. “Do you have any suspects yet?”

      “Everyone who knew that girl is a suspect. We just haven’t tied the murder to anyone yet.”

      “Do you suspect one person over the rest?”

      “We’ll get to that in a minute. First, I want to circle back to the cabin and what we found there. For starters, it seems someone had been inside it in recent months.”

      “How do you know?”

      “Place should have been crawling with cobwebs. It wasn’t. Didn’t see a single one.”

      “You think someone cleaned it up?”

      “Seems so.”

      Whitlock, who hadn’t been as talkative as usual, raised a hand as if needing permission to speak. “And then there’s the initials we found.”

      “What initials?”

      “AA. Carved into one of the wooden beams.”

      My stomach tightened.

      AA

      Audrey Ashford.

      She could have carved it herself—but why?

      Was the old cabin a place she frequented, somewhere she could go to be alone with her thoughts? Or had it served a different purpose, one we weren’t aware of yet?

      “Who have you talked to so far?” I asked.

      “Family, friends, classmates. You name it, we’ve spoken to them.”

      “Before, when I asked if there was someone you suspected over the rest, you didn’t give me a definitive answer.”

      Foley and Whitlock exchanged glances, remaining silent.

      Whatever detail they were keeping from me, it appeared to be a juicy one.

      “All right, you two, what aren’t you telling me?” I asked.

      “Our main suspect is Logan Lambert,” Foley said.

      “The guy Audrey was dating? Why? Have you spoken to him?”

      “We have.”

      “And?”

      “He was nervous, more nervous than he should have been if he was innocent.”

      “Where was he at the time of Audrey’s murder?”

      “He said he was home alone. I spoke to his parents. They were out to dinner on the night of the murder. They said Logan was home when they went out that night and when they got back. But they were out for a couple of hours, and it just happened to coincide with the time the murder took place.”

      “It doesn’t mean Logan’s guilty of anything. Do you have any evidence to suggest otherwise?”

      “Not yet.”

      “Then why is he your main suspect?”

      “We dropped by his parents’ house a few days ago to speak to him again. They said Logan had left town for the weekend with a couple of his friends, but we talked to those friends. They said they’d made no such plans.”

      “Why would Logan lie about it?”

      “That’s what we would like to know. I circled back to Logan’s parents again this morning, hoping he was back so we could ask him a few more questions. But he wasn’t around, which means no one’s seen the kid in four days.”
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      Four days earlier, a gas station security camera had caught Logan on surveillance. He rolled up to the pump, parked his truck, and climbed out, dressed in dark jeans and a black hoodie, the hood shadowing a baseball cap pulled low on his head.

      Logan filled the tank, went inside, and piled a basket full of junk food and drinks. He returned to his truck minutes later and opened the passenger-side door. A duffel bag could be seen sitting on the floor. He set the food and drinks on top of it and then slid into the driver’s seat.

      It was the last time he’d been seen.

      I parked in Logan’s parents’ driveway, and when I exited my vehicle, I was surprised to see Rosemary walking to the front door. She made a fist like she was preparing to knock, and then she hesitated and turned toward me.

      “Hey, Georgiana, what are you doing here?” she asked.

      “I came to speak with Logan’s parents.”

      “Then I guess you heard.”

      “That Logan’s missing? Yeah, I did.”

      Rosemary moved a hand to her hip. “I had no idea. My next-door neighbor just told me, and I came right over. I have to say, I’m worried. What if the man who killed Audrey has Logan? Or even worse, what if Logan’s dead too?”

      “Until we have more information, we shouldn’t jump to any conclusions just yet,” I said.

      “It’s hard not to, don’t you think? Why else would he leave and not return home after a couple of days?”

      “Logan told his parents he was going out of town for the weekend with friends. But when those friends were questioned, they said no plans had ever been made.”

      “It doesn’t make sense. It’s not like Logan to lie. He’s a good kid. An honest one, too, in my experience.”

      Not completely honest, it seemed.

      He’d lied to his parents.

      But why?

      Was it so they wouldn’t worry?

      Worrying was inevitable.

      It was just a matter of time before they realized they’d been misinformed.

      Foley seemed convinced Logan was their prime suspect. He didn’t say it right out, but I could tell. Maybe I should have leaned into that possibility more myself. After all, the young man was on the run. But before I condemned him, I needed to know more, and I needed proof, evidence suggesting he played a role in Audrey’s death.

      I knocked on the door, and it swung open to reveal a middle-aged woman with short, curly red hair and striking blue eyes. Clad in yoga gear and a bit out of breath, she looked at us as though we’d interrupted her usual workout.

      The woman looked at Rosemary, then at me. “Who are you? And why are the two of you carrying on outside my front door?”

      Rosemary tipped her head my way. “Tilly, this is Georgiana Germaine. She’s a private detective. It’s been a month since Audrey died, and I thought the police might need a little extra help, so I’ve hired her to investigate.”

      A gust of cool air swept past, and I seized the folds of my black velvet coat, a 1920s relic with puffed sleeves, pulling it snug against myself. “Would it be all right if I come in and ask you a few questions?”

      Tilly frowned. “I’d rather you didn’t.”

      It wasn’t the response I was hoping for, and I paused a moment, trying to come up with a different approach.

      “I just need a few minutes of your time,” I said. “If your son is missing, I can help find him.”

      She flung her hands in the air, exhaling a frustrated sigh. “Why does everyone assume my son is missing?”

      “From what I understand, Logan told you and your husband he was going away with friends. The police spoke to those friends. They said no plans were ever made.”

      “He didn’t tell me he was going away with friends. He told his father, Vaughn. I’m not sure what all the fuss is about. I’m sure he’s fine. He’s a resourceful kid, always has been.”

      Spoken like a mother who would say anything to protect her son.

      “Have you heard from Logan since he left?” I asked.

      “No.”

      “It’s been four days. Aren’t you worried?”

      Tilly cast a quick look behind her, scanning the hall as though she was concerned someone might overhear our conversation, and then she looked at me. “When Logan gets overwhelmed, he takes off sometimes.”

      I wasn’t buying it, but I decided to play along, for now.

      “When he disappears like that, how long does he stay away?” I asked.

      She shrugged. “Until he feels like coming home.”

      Rosemary raised a brow, a silent gesture that told me she wasn’t fond of Tilly’s answer. “I must say, I’ve never known Logan to take off this way.”

      Tilly cast Rosemary a sharp look, a silent warning to hold her tongue, but Rosemary wasn’t having it.

      “I’d like you to explain to me why you won’t accept Georgiana’s help,” Rosemary said. “Your son is missing. Have you ever considered he might be in some kind of trouble?”

      Tilly leaned back, crossing her arms. “I’m sure he’s fine.”

      “But what if he isn’t fine?”

      They squared off, and Tilly’s nostrils flared. She reached out, attempting to slam the door in our faces, but I jammed my boot inside just in time to stop her.

      “How dare you!” Tilly fumed. “Even if I knew where my son was, I wouldn’t tell you. I’m sorry for what you’re going through, Rosemary. But I want you to leave. Both of you. Now.”

      “I’ll leave as soon as you stop lying to me,” I said. “And don’t bother trying to defend yourself. Your breathing has changed, becoming faster and shallower the longer we talk, and your responses sound rehearsed. Ever since I introduced myself, you haven’t met my eyes once. All classic tells. You’re either hiding something from me or you’re lying to me. Or maybe a bit of both.”

      Tilly glanced down the hallway again. This time, a man walked toward her, and she squeezed her eyes shut, as though wishing he hadn’t become aware of our conversation.

      The man said a quick hello to Rosemary, and then he turned toward Tilly. “Everything okay here?”

      “No, Vaughn,” Tilly said. “Everything is not okay. This woman is Georgiana Germany, and she⁠—”

      “It’s Germaine,” I corrected.

      “Germany, Germaine, whatever. Anyway, Rosemary hired her to investigate Audrey’s murder.”

      Vaughn clapped his hands together. “That’s wonderful news, isn’t it? The sooner we get answers, the sooner her family can find the peace they all deserve.”

      “It may be wonderful news for Rosemary, but it it’s not so wonderful for us.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “What do you mean?”

      “Georgiana came here to press us for information about Logan.”

      Vaughn tapped a finger to the door, thinking. Then he said, “I’d like to speak to the detective alone.”

      “What?” Tilly said. “No—why?”

      He placed a hand on his wife’s shoulder, giving it a squeeze. “Trust me, honey. It’s best I speak with her. All right?”

      “I don’t understand.”

      Rosemary stepped into the Lamberts’ house as if she owned the place, looped her arm in Tilly’s and said, “Come on, friend. Let’s have a drink. What do you say?”

      With a great deal of reluctance, Tilly nodded, and they disappeared down the hall.

      And then there were two.
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      “I was thinking perhaps we could speak in private,” Vaughn said.

      Given our lack of privacy options, I suggested we go for a drive. He agreed, and we were off. As soon as we pulled out of the driveway, I said, “Why did you want to speak to me alone?”
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