
		
			[image: Cover for 3 Truths and a Lie]
		

	
		
			 

			[image: img]

[image: image]

		

	

Copyright © 2016 Lisa Gardner, Inc

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

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

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2016

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

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN: 978 1 4722 3639 5

Cover photograph © Andy Dean Photography/Shutterstock.com

Author lettering © Mark Ecob

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk





About the Author

[image: authorimg]

© Philbrick Photography
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About the Book

Boston Detective D.D. Warren faces her most brutal adversaries yet – a class of jaded thriller writers – in Sunday Times bestselling author Lisa Gardner’s exclusive eBook short story. Includes an extract from Lisa’s next psychological thriller FIND HER.

In Lisa Gardner’s latest eBook exclusive short story, Detective D.D. Warren takes on her most intimidating assignment yet: a fifty minute class meant to educate a horde of bloodthirsty thriller writers on the ways of actual police work. Yet sometimes life really does imitate fiction, as D.D. takes the writers through the reality of one of her most twisted cases – a case that involves a seedy motel room, drugs, prostitution . . . and a severed leg.

With Lisa’s trademark suspense, sharp observations, and thrilling storytelling, 3 Truths and a Lie is a fascinating chapter in D.D.’s storied career. Includes an early look at FIND HER, coming out on 9 February 2016.
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Praise

Praise for Crash & Burn:

‘Astonishingly gripping, heartbreaking, and as vivid as if you’re living the heroine’s nightmare yourself’ Sophie Hannah

‘Expertly crafted’ Publishers Weekly

‘Lisa Gardner never disappoints’ Suspense Magazine

Praise for Fear Nothing:

‘Gardner continues to show why she is on the short list of top thriller writers today’ Suspense Magazine

‘With heart-racing suspense and compelling characters, expect Gardner to hold you captive from beginning to end’ Hunts Post

Praise for Touch & Go:

‘Gardner keeps the suspense high and the unforeseen twists coming right until the last page’ Sunday Mirror

‘Even readers who figure out the ringleader long before Tessa and Wyatt will get behind on their sleep turning pages to make sure they’re right’ Kirkus Reviews

Praise for Catch Me:

‘Well-wrought suspense . . . Gardner skillfully tacks back and forth . . . Fans should enjoy the numerous cameos by characters from other Gardner novels’ Publishers Weekly

‘Gardner brings the ingredients to a rolling boil . . . Irresistible high-wire melodrama’ Kirkus Reviews

Praise for Love You More:

‘An amazing writer. Her characters are multi-dimensional and believable, and they tell the kinds of stories that grip you right from the first page’ Karin Slaughter

‘This book had me at the author’s name. Lisa Gardner . . . No one owns this corner of the genre the way she does’ Lee Child

Praise for Live To Tell:

‘Gardner has another hit on her hands’ Kirkus Reviews

‘An utterly gripping if profoundly uncomfortable story that could cause sleepless nights’ Irish Independent

Praise for The Neighbour:

‘Full of inventive twists, this highly entertaining novel delivers a shocking solution as well as a perfectly realized sense of justice’ Publishers Weekly

‘Suspenseful and stylish . . . A definite treat for her fans’ Booklist

Praise for Say Goodbye:

‘Suspense of the highest order’ Daily Mirror

‘Some of this novel gave me shivers up my spine. It is definitely not one for arachnophobes, but everyone else should love it’ Independent on Sunday

Praise for Hide:

‘A brilliant book, not to be missed under any circumstances’ Independent on Sunday

‘Gripping, the protagonists earn quick sympathy, and the pages turn with speed’ The Wall Street Journal

Praise for Gone:

‘Good news: There are no damsels in distress here – the wife, their daughter and a female sheriff all kick butt. It’s a whodunit until the very end’ Glamour

‘An unforgettable tale’ Bookreporter.com

Praise for Alone:

‘There is an impressive air of gathering menace . . . This is not a book you’d want to read alone in a dimly lit place’ Guardian

‘Fast-moving . . . Makes [Gardner] a match for many of her best-selling compatriots’ Sunday Telegraph

Praise for The Killing Hour:

‘With tight plotting, an ear for forensic detail and a dash of romance, this is a truly satisfying sizzler in the tradition of Tess Gerritsen and Tami Hoag’ Publishers Weekly

‘Gardner keeps us guessing . . . She also keeps us on edge’ LA Times

Praise for The Survivors Club:

‘A high-octane, nerve-jangling tale of suspense’ Harlan Coben

‘Starts fast and never stops moving. The plot is clever, complex and original’ Phillip Margolin

Praise for The Next Accident:

‘A fiendishly well choreographed dance of death’ Booklist

‘Accomplished’ Kirkus Reviews

Praise for The Third Victim:

‘Riveting, hold-your-breath suspense’ Iris Johansen

‘A suspenseful, curl-up winter read, this thriller teems with crisp, realistic dialogue and engaging characters’ Publishers Weekly

Praise for The Other Daughter:

‘Sheer terror . . . A great read’ Booklist

‘Once again, Gardner serves up suspense at a furious pace’ Publishers Weekly

Praise for The Perfect Husband:

‘A dark, powerful tale of nerve-shattering suspense’ Tami Hoag

‘An unforgettably evil villain and a throat-gripping climax make The Perfect Husband a real page-turner!’ Tess Gerritsen


		
			 

			“I don’t know if I can do this.”

			“Really? It’s a bunch of fiction writers. I think you’ve faced tougher opponents.”

			“Please! Have you read some of these thrillers? Blood and guts every page. Not to mention the keynote speaker’s last name is Slaughter. That tells you something.”

			“You’ve faced worse.”

			“I don’t know what to say. In their world, detectives only take on serial killers and DNA results are available in a matter of hours. Real-world policing isn’t like that.”

			“Tell them that. Give them the truth.”

			“Yeah, because I’m going to explain to bunch of crime addicts who Google things like ‘the best way to dispose of a body’ everything they’re getting wrong in their novels. Try again. You have it easier.” She scowled at him. “You get to talk about blood spatter. They’re going to love you.”

			“I am naturally charming. And armed with a graphic crime scene photos. The advantage of having done this before.”

			D.D. glanced at her watch, scrubbed her palms on her jeans. “Thirty minutes. Thirty minutes till I face forty, fifty—”

			“I’d say closer to a hundred.”

			“—rabid thriller writers. What am I going to say?”

			Alex leaned over, kissed her cheek as they stood in line at the coffee bar. “I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

			Then Alex’s coffee order was called. And he left her to fend for herself.

			“Writers’ Police Academy,” Boston detective D. D. Warren was muttering fifteen minutes later, coffee in one hand, map of the technical college in the other. “What kind of writers even want to go to a police academy? For the love of God, even cops can’t wait to get out.”She paused in front of the building that housed the lecture series. This “vacation” had been Alex’s idea. Fly out to Wisconsin, of all places, and spend a weekend hanging out with hundreds of thriller writers talking shop. He’d been roped into it years ago by a forensic buddy, who swore it really was fun. Discuss latent prints, blood spatter, and favorite crime scenes with a bunch of aspiring novelists who were not only fascinated by police procedure but determined to get it right. As experts, D.D. and Alex got to attend for free. And as long as they were there, they could also attend some of the more interesting activities.

			For example, the yearly Writer’s Police Academy not only offered hourly lectures on things such as ballistics 101 but also partnered with the local sheriff’s department to provide hands-on workshops: SWAT team training. Evasive driving techniques. Underwater evidence recovery. Alex had brought his wet suit. Personally, D.D. was looking forward to playing on the SWAT team’s training course later in the afternoon.

			But first she had to survive the morning. Where she got to play the part of the so-called expert, providing day-to-day details of a homicide detective’s life. Which, in fact, was not nearly as interesting as most people/writers thought. D.D. read thrillers on occasion—when she had time to read. She enjoyed a good twisty plot. And if fictional detectives spent all their time playing cat-and-mouse with serial killers, all the better for leaving the real cares of her job behind.

			Today, however, her job was to provide the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. She just hoped she didn’t bore her students to death.

			D.D. walked through glass doors, instantly replacing the hot August sun with frigid institutional temperatures. She’d forgotten this from her own academy days: the tendency to keep classrooms arctic, most likely to keep the occupants awake.

			One flight of stairs, a turn here, a turn there, and she arrived at her designated classroom. Outside the sign read: Boston Detective D. D. Warren’s Insider’s Guide to Policing. Within, true to Alex’s prediction, easily a hundred people waited, some having arrived early enough to snatch seats, the rest standing valiantly in any available space. Meaning she really had better open strong, or bit by bit, the standing ones would wander out again.

			“What am I going to say?”

			D.D. smiled bravely, clutched her coffee tighter, and headed for the front of the room. Along the way, she passed a petite blonde whose hairstyle D.D. wouldn’t mind trying out for herself—the keynote speaker, Karin Slaughter, whose thrillers did live up to her name. And sitting next to her, a forensic anthropologist, Kathy Reichs, who already wrote things about decomp D.D. never wanted to know. Because a Writer’s Police Academy had to offer more than just cops bursting everyone’s bubbles, but also a few New York Times bestselling authors who already knew how to get the fictional job done.

			“Insider’s guide to policing,” D.D. muttered under her breath. “Not going to work, not going to work, not going to work.”

			She made it to the front. Set down her coffee. Her bag. Eyed a whiteboard designed for her to write out scintillating details of a detective’s job. Turn in your paperwork. Never piss off your boss. Definitely turn in your paperwork.

			She turned, faced the room.

			Yep, at least a hundred faces, all armed with iPads and laptops for note taking. Bestselling authors, new writers, every single one of them obsessed with crime and determined to get it right. What had Alex told her about his presentation last year? The bloodier his slides, the happier his audience.

			D.D. took a deep breath. An insider’s guide to policing was never going to cut it.

			She opened her mouth, heard herself say: “I’m going to share with you today the strangest case I ever worked. It involves a seedy motel, a hooker, and a dismembered leg. What do you think?”

			The people standing in the back quietly put down their bags, settled in against the wall.

			“All right. Let’s begin.”

			•   •   •

			“So you know that game, three truths and a lie? Most of the details of what I’m going to tell you will be the truth. One will be a lie. Since most of you like to write about detectives, this will be your chance to play one. First person to identify the lie will get a special prize.”

			Hand in the back. Male, six foot four, brown mop top, thick glasses. “What’s the prize?” he asked.

			“You’ll have to win to find out.”

			Collective groan.

			“Hey, aren’t you people supposed to be fans of suspense?”

			D.D. took a sip of coffee. Collected her thoughts. “All right. Here’s a bit of policing one-oh-one. A crime starts with a call—say, to nine-one-one, maybe even a direct complaint to the department. Either way, uniformed patrol officers are the first responders. In this case, the night manager of the Best Getaway hotel in Boston contacted nine-one-one demanding an ambulance. Dispatch tried to get more information, but the man was too busy vomiting to answer questions. So the operator summoned emergency services as well as the first available officer. In this case, a rookie patrolman, Justin, three days on the job, got to be the one to find the body.

			“You know what homicide detectives hate? What really, truly gets on our nerves?” D.D. gazed around the room. One by one, her audience members dutifully shook their heads. “First responders who trash our crime scenes. Don’t get me wrong. We respect EMTs. Of course we respect EMTs. But have you ever seen what they can do to a crime scene? Trampling across fields of evidence with backboards. Kneeling in blood spatter to check vitals, start CPR. Tossing aside packaging from bandages, gauze, life-saving injections. Hey, I’m not completely petty; I understand trying to save someone’s life comes first. The tricky part is that my job begins when, by definition, the EMTs efforts have failed. Except, of course, now my job is that much more difficult.”

			Her audience nodded.

			“But in this case, the rookie patrolman, Justin, saved me and my team a great deal of grief. He peered inside the motel room, noted the carnage, and, not being an idiot, called off the ambulance, as it wasn’t going to matter. Justin secured the scene, then notified dispatch to contact my unit instead. Job well done.

			“Boston homicide works as three-people squads. I’m a sergeant detective, meaning I’m the so-called leader of my squad, though my teammates, Phil and Neil, would love to argue. Each squad takes a turn being on call. That Saturday night, we were the lucky squad to be summoned at two A.M. to a sleazy motel in downtown Boston where the rooms rent by the hour.
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