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  It was going to happen.




  Oh, God, don’t let it happen.




  Lost. She’ll be lost.




  They’ll all be lost.




  “Come away, Eve. You don’t want to be here.” It was Joe Quinn standing beside her. His square, boyish face was pale and drawn beneath the shadow of the black umbrella he was

  holding. “There’s nothing you can do. He’s had two stays of execution already. The governor’s not going to do it again. There was too much public outcry the last

  time.”




  “He’s got to do it.” Her heart was pounding so hard, it hurt her. But then, at that moment everything in the world was hurting her. “I want to talk to the

  warden.”




  Quinn shook his head. “He won’t see you.”




  “He saw me before. He called the governor. I’ve got to see him. He understood about—”




  “Let me take you to your car. It’s freezing out here and you’re getting soaked.”




  She shook her head, her gaze fixed desperately on the prison gate. “You talk to him. You’re with the FBI. Maybe he’ll listen to you.”




  “It’s too late, Eve.” He tried to draw her under his umbrella but she stepped away from him. “Jesus, you shouldn’t have come.”




  “You came.” She gestured to the horde of newspaper and media people gathered at the gate. “They came. Who has a better right to be here than me?” Sobs were

  choking her. “I have to stop it. I have to make them see that they can’t—”




  “You crazy bitch.”




  She was jerked around and found herself facing a man in his early forties. His features were twisted with pain, and tears were running down his cheeks. It took a minute for her to recognize him.

  Bill Verner. His son was one of the lost ones.




  “Stay out of it.” Verner’s hands dug into her shoulders. He shook her. “Let them kill him. You’ve already caused us too much grief and now you’re trying to

  get him off again. Damn you, let them burn the son of a bitch.”




  “I can’t do— Can’t you see? They’re lost. I have to—”




  “You stay out of it, or so help me God I’ll make you sorry that you—”




  “Leave her alone.” Quinn stepped forward and knocked Verner’s hands away from Eve. “Don’t you see she’s hurting more than you are?”




  “The hell she is. He killed my boy. I won’t let her try to get him off again.”




  “Do you think I don’t want him to die?” she said fiercely. “He’s a monster. I want to kill him myself, but I can’t let him—” There was no time for

  this argument, she thought frantically. There was no time for anything. It must be almost midnight.




  They were going to kill him.




  And Bonnie would be lost forever.




  She whirled away from Verner and ran toward the gate.




  “Eve!”




  She pounded on the gate with clenched fists. “Let me in! You’ve got to let me in. Please don’t do this.”




  Flashbulbs.




  The prison guards were coming toward her.




  Quinn was trying to pull her away from the gate.




  The gate was opening.




  Maybe there was a chance.




  God, please let there be a chance.




  The warden was coming out.




  “Stop it,” she screamed. “You’ve got to stop—”




  “Go home, Ms. Duncan. It’s over.” He walked past her toward the TV cameras.




  Over. It couldn’t be over.




  The warden was looking soberly into the cameras and his words were brief and to the point. “There was no stay of execution. Ralph Andrew Fraser was executed four minutes ago and pronounced

  dead at 12:07 A.M.”




  “No.”




  The scream was full of agony and desolation, as broken and forsaken as the wail of a lost child.




  Eve didn’t realize the scream came from her.




  Quinn caught her as her knees buckled and she slumped forward in a dead faint.




  





  ONE




  ATLANTA, GEORGIA


  JUNE 3


  EIGHT YEARS LATER




  “You look like hell. It’s nearly midnight. Don’t you ever sleep?”




  Eve glanced up from the computer to see Joe Quinn leaning against the door jamb across the room. “Sure I do.” She took off her glasses and rubbed her eyes. “One late night does

  not a workaholic make. Or something like that. I just had to check those measurements before—”




  “I know. I know.” Joe came into the studio lab and dropped down in the chair beside the desk. “Diane said you blew her off for lunch today.”




  She nodded guiltily. It was the third time that month she had canceled out on Joe’s wife. “I explained that the Chicago P.D. needed the result. Bobby Starnes’s parents were

  waiting.”




  “Was it a match?”




  “Close enough. I knew it was almost a certainty before I started the superimposition. There were a few teeth missing from the skull, but the dental check was very close.”




  “Then why were you brought in?”




  “His parents didn’t want to believe it. I was their last hope.”




  “Bummer.”




  “Yes, but I know about hope. And when they see the way Bobby’s features fit the skull, they’ll know it’s over. They’ll accept the fact that their child is dead and

  it may bring closure.” She glanced at the image on her computer screen. Chicago P.D. had given her a skull and a picture of seven-year-old Bobby. Working with visual equipment and her

  computer, she had superimposed Bobby’s face on the skull. As she had said, the match was very close. Bobby had looked so alive and sweet in the picture it was enough to break your heart.




  They were all heartbreakers, she thought wearily. “Are you on your way home?”




  “Yep.”




  “And just dropped by to yell at me?”




  “I feel it’s one of my primary duties in life.”




  “Liar.” Her gaze was on the black leather case in his hands. “Is that for me?”




  “We found a skeleton in the woods in North Gwinnett. The rain unearthed it. The animals got at it, so there’s not much left, but the skull is intact.” He snapped open the case.

  “It’s a little girl, Eve.”




  He always told her right away if it was a girl. She supposed he thought he was shielding her.




  She carefully took the skull and studied it. “It’s not a little girl. She’s a preteen, maybe eleven or twelve.” She indicated a lacy crack on the upper jaw.

  “She’s been exposed to the cold of at least one winter.” She gently touched the broad nasal cavity. “And she was probably black.”




  “That will help.” He grimaced. “But not much. You’ll have to sculpt her. We don’t have any idea who she is. No pictures for superimposition. Do you know how many

  girls run away from home in this town? If she was a slum kid, she might not have even been reported missing. The parents are usually more concerned with getting their crack than keeping track of

  their—” He shook his head. “Sorry. I forgot. Open mouth, insert foot.”




  “A habit with you, Joe.”




  “Only around you. I tend to lower my guard.”




  “Should I be honored?” Her brow knit with concentration as she studied the skull. “You know Mom hasn’t been on crack for years. And there are a lot of things I’m

  ashamed of in my life, but growing up in the slums isn’t one of them. I might not have survived if I hadn’t had it tough.”




  “You’d have survived.”




  She wasn’t so sure. She had been too close to going under to take either sanity or survival for granted. “Want a cup of coffee? We slum kids make great java.”




  He flinched. “Ouch. I said I was sorry.”




  She smiled. “Just thought I’d take a jab or two. You deserve it for generalizing. Coffee?”




  “No, I have to get home to Diane.” He stood up. “There’s no hurry with this one if she’s been buried that long. Like I said, we don’t even know who

  we’re looking for.”




  “I won’t hurry. I’ll work on her at night.”




  “Yeah, you have so much time.” He looked at the pile of textbooks on the table. “Your mom said you were studying physical anthropology now.”




  “Only by correspondence. I don’t have time to go to classes yet.”




  “For God’s sake, why anthropology? Don’t you have enough on your plate?”




  “I thought it might help. I’ve tried to find out all I can from the anthropologists I’ve worked with, but there’s still too much I don’t know.”




  “You’re working too hard as it is. Your schedule is booked up for months.”




  “That’s not my fault.” She made a face. “It was that damn mention your commissioner gave me on 60 Minutes. Why couldn’t he keep his mouth shut? I was busy

  enough without getting all this out-of-town stuff.”




  “Well, just remember who your friends are.” Joe headed for the door. “Don’t go moving away to some highfalutin college.”




  “Don’t talk to me about highfalutin, when you went to Harvard.”




  “That was a lifetime ago. Now I’m a good ol’ southern boy. Follow my example and stay where you belong.”




  “I’m not going anywhere.” She got up and set the skull on the shelf above her workbench. “Except to lunch with Diane next Tuesday. If she’ll have me. Will you ask

  her?”




  “You ask her. I’m not running interference again. I have my own problems. It’s not easy for her being a cop’s wife.” He paused at the door. “Go to bed, Eve.

  They’re dead. They’re all dead. It’s not going to hurt them if you get a little sleep.”




  “Don’t be stupid. I know that. You act like I’m neurotic or something. It’s just not professional to ignore a job.”




  “Yeah, sure.” He hesitated. “You ever been contacted by John Logan?”




  “Who?”




  “Logan. Logan Computers. He’s a billionaire racing on the heels of Bill Gates. He’s been all over the news lately because of the Republican fundraisers he’s been throwing

  out in Hollywood.”




  She shrugged. “You know I barely keep up with the news.” But she did recall seeing a picture of Logan, perhaps in the Sunday paper the previous week. He was in his late thirties or

  early forties with a California tan and close-cut dark hair with a dusting of gray at the temples. He had been smiling down at some blond movie star. Sharon Stone? She couldn’t remember.

  “Well, he hasn’t been soliciting me for money. I wouldn’t give it to him if he did. I vote Independent.” She glanced at her computer. “That’s a Logan. He makes a

  good computer, but that’s the closest I’ve ever come in contact with the great man. Why?”




  “He’s been making inquiries about you.”




  “What?”




  “Not personally. He’s going through a high-powered West Coast lawyer, Ken Novak. When they told me down at the precinct, I did some checking and I’m almost sure Logan’s

  behind it.”




  “I don’t think so.” She smiled slyly as she punned, “It doesn’t compute.”




  “You’ve handled private inquiries before.” He grinned. “A man in his position has to have left a trail of bodies on his way to the top. Maybe he forgot where he buried

  one of them.”




  “Very funny.” She wearily rubbed the back of her neck. “Did his lawyer get his report?”




  “What the hell do you think? We know how to protect our own. Tell me if he gets hold of your private number and bothers you. See you.” The door shut behind him.




  Yes, Joe would protect her just as he’d always done, and no one could do it better. He was different from when they had first met years before. Time had hammered every trace of boyishness

  out of him. Shortly after Fraser’s execution, he had resigned from his job as an agent in the FBI and joined the Atlanta P.D. He was now a lieutenant detective. He’d never really told

  her why he had made the move. She had asked, but his answer—that he’d wanted to jettison the pressure of the bureau—had never satisfied her. Joe could be a very private person,

  and she hadn’t probed. All she knew was that he had always been there for her.




  Even that night at the prison when she had felt more alone than ever.




  She didn’t want to think about that night. The despair and pain were still as raw as—




  So think about it anyway. She had learned the only way to survive the pain was to meet it head-on.




  Fraser was dead.




  Bonnie was lost.




  She closed her eyes and let the agony wash over her. When it eased, she opened her eyes and moved toward the computer. Work always helped. Bonnie might be lost and never be found, but there were

  others—




  “You’ve got another one?” Sandra Duncan stood in the doorway, dressed in pajamas and her favorite pink chenille robe. Her gaze was focused on the skull across the room.

  “I thought I heard someone in the driveway. You’d think Joe would leave you alone.”




  “I don’t want to be left alone.” Eve sat down at the desk. “No problem. It’s not a rush job. Go back to bed, Mom.”




  “You go to bed.” Sandra Duncan walked over to the skull. “Is it a little girl?”




  “Preadolescent.”




  She was silent a moment. “You’re never going to find her, you know. Bonnie’s gone. Let it go, Eve.”




  “I have let it go. I just do my job.”




  “Bullshit.”




  Eve smiled. “Go to bed.”




  “Can I help? Make you a snack?”




  “I have more respect for my digestive system than to let you sabotage it.”




  “I do try.” Sandra made a face. “Some people weren’t meant to cook.”




  “You have other talents.”




  Her mother nodded. “I’m a good court reporter and I nag damn well. Will you go to bed, or do I have to demonstrate?”




  “Fifteen minutes more.”




  “I guess I’ll allow you that much slack.” She moved toward the door. “But I’ll be listening to hear your bedroom door close.” She paused and then said

  awkwardly, “I’m not coming home right away after work tomorrow night. I’m going out to dinner.”




  Eve looked up in surprise. “With whom?”




  “Ron Fitzgerald. I told you about him. He’s a lawyer in the district attorney’s office. I like him.” Her tone was almost defiant. “He makes me laugh.”




  “Good. I’d like to meet him.”




  “I’m not like you. It’s been a long time since I’ve been out with a man, and I need people. I’m not a nun. For God’s sake, I’m not even fifty. My life

  can’t stop just because—”




  “Why are you acting so guilty? Have I ever said I wanted you to stay home? You have a right to do whatever you want to do.”




  “I’m acting guilty because I feel guilty.” Sandra scowled. “You could make it easier for me if you weren’t so hard on yourself. You’re the one who’s a

  nun.”




  God, she wished her mother hadn’t decided to go into this tonight. She was too tired to cope. “I’ve had a few relationships.”




  “Until they got in the way of your work. Two weeks tops.”




  “Mom.”




  “Okay, okay. I just think it’s time for you to live a normal life again.”




  “What’s normal for one person isn’t always normal for another.” She looked down at her computer screen. “Now, scat. I want to finish this before I go to bed. Be

  sure you drop in tomorrow night and tell me all about your dinner.”




  “So you can live vicariously?” Sandra asked tartly. “I may or may not.”




  “You will.”




  “Yeah, I will.” Her mother sighed. “Good night, Eve.”




  “Good night, Mom.”




  Eve leaned back in her chair. She should have noticed her mother was becoming restless and unhappy. Emotional instability was always dangerous for a recovering addict. But, dammit, Mom had been

  clean since Bonnie’s second birthday. Another gift that Bonnie had brought when she came into their lives.




  She was probably exaggerating the problem. Growing up with an addict had made her deeply suspicious. Surely her mother’s restlessness was both typical and healthy. The best thing that

  could happen to her was a solid, loving relationship.




  So let Sandra run with it, but watch the situation closely.




  She was staring blindly at the screen. She had done enough tonight. There could be little doubt the skull belonged to little Bobby Starnes.




  She noticed the Logan insignia as she logged out and turned off the computer. Funny how you never paid any attention to things like that. Why the hell would Logan be asking questions about her?

  He probably wasn’t. More than likely it was a mistake. Her life and Logan’s were at opposite ends of the spectrum.




  She stood up and moved her shoulders to rid them of stiffness. She’d pack up Bobby’s skull, take it and the report to the house, then ship them out the following morning. She never

  liked to have more than one skull in the lab at the same time. Joe laughed at her, but she felt she couldn’t give her full attention to the job she was working on if she could see another

  skull silently waiting. So she’d overnight Bobby Starnes and the report to Chicago and the day after tomorrow Bobby’s parents would know that their son had come home, that he was no

  longer one of the lost ones.




  “Let it go, Eve.”




  Her mother didn’t understand that the search for Bonnie had become woven into the fabric of her life and she could no longer tell which thread was Bonnie and which were the other lost

  ones. That probably made her a hell of a lot more unstable than her mother, she thought ruefully.




  She walked across the room and stood before the shelf bearing the new skull.




  “What happened to you?” she murmured as she removed the skull’s ID tag and tossed it on the workbench. “An accident? Murder?” She hoped it wasn’t murder, but

  it usually was in these cases. It hurt her to think of the terror the child had suffered before death.




  The death of a child.




  Someone had held this girl as a baby, had watched her take her first steps. Eve prayed that someone had loved her and given her joy before she had ended up lost in that hole in the forest.




  She gently touched the girl’s cheekbone. “I don’t know who you are. Do you mind if I call you Mandy? I’ve always liked that name.” Jesus, she talked to skeletons

  and she was worried about her mother going off the deep end? It might be weird, but she’d always felt it was disrespectful to treat the skulls as if they had no identity. This girl had lived,

  laughed, and loved. She deserved more than to be treated impersonally.




  Eve whispered, “Just be patient, Mandy. Tomorrow I’ll measure and soon I’ll start sculpting. I’ll find you. I’ll bring you home.”




  MONTEREY, CALIFORNIA




  “You’re sure she’s the best choice?” John Logan’s gaze was fastened on the television screen, where a video of the scene outside the prison

  facility was playing. “She doesn’t appear all that stable. I’ve got enough problems without having to deal with a woman who doesn’t have all her marbles.”




  “My God, what a kind, caring human being you are,” Ken Novak murmured. “I think the woman might have cause to appear a little distracted. That was the night the murderer of her

  little girl was executed.”




  “Then she should have been dancing with joy and offering to pull the switch. I would have been. Instead, she pleaded with the governor for a stay.”




  “Fraser was convicted for the killing of Teddy Simes. He was almost caught in the act and wasn’t able to dispose of the boy’s body. But he confessed to murdering eleven other

  children including Bonnie Duncan. He gave details that left no doubt he was guilty, but he wouldn’t tell where he’d disposed of the bodies.”




  “Why not?”




  “I don’t know. He was a crazy son of a bitch. A last act of malice? The bastard even refused to appeal the death sentence. It drove Eve Duncan frantic. She didn’t want him

  executed until he told them where her daughter was. She was afraid she’d never find her.”




  “And has she?”




  “No.” Novak picked up the remote and froze a frame. “That’s Joe Quinn. Rich parents, attended Harvard. Everyone expected him to go into law, but he joined the FBI

  instead. He worked the Bonnie Duncan case with the Atlanta P.D., but he’s now a detective with them. He and Eve Duncan have become friends.”




  Quinn appeared to be about twenty-six at the time. Square face, broad mouth, and intelligent, wide-set brown eyes. “Only friends?”




  He nodded. “If she’s gone to bed with him, we haven’t found out about it. She was a witness at his wedding three years ago. She’s had one or two relationships in the past

  eight years, but nothing serious. She’s a workaholic and that doesn’t lend itself to enriching personal relationships.” He looked pointedly at Logan. “Now, does

  it?”




  Ignoring the comment, Logan glanced down at the report on the desk. “The mother’s an addict?”




  “Not any longer. She got off the stuff years ago.”




  “What about Eve Duncan?”




  “She was never on dope. Which was a wonder. Practically everyone else in her neighborhood was sniffing or shooting, including Mama. Her mother was illegitimate and had Eve when she was

  fifteen. They lived on welfare in one of the worst areas of the city. Eve had Bonnie when she was sixteen.”




  “Who was the father?”




  “She didn’t list him on the birth certificate. Evidently he didn’t claim the child.” He pressed the button to start the tape again. “There’s a picture coming

  up on the screen of the kid. CNN really wrung the story for all it was worth.”




  Bonnie Duncan. The little girl was dressed in a Bugs Bunny T-shirt, blue jeans, and tennis shoes. Her red hair was wildly curly and there was a smattering of freckles on her nose. She was

  smiling at the camera and her face was alight with joy and mischief.




  Logan felt sick. What kind of world was this in which a monster could kill a kid like that?




  Novak’s gaze was fixed on his face. “Cute, huh?”




  “Fast-forward.”




  Novak pressed the button and the scene was back outside the prison.




  “How old was Duncan when the kid was killed?”




  “Twenty-three. The little girl was seven. Fraser was executed two years later.”




  “And the woman went bonkers and became obsessed with bones.”




  “Hell no,” Novak said curtly. “Why are you being so rough on her?”




  Logan turned to look at him. “Why are you being so defensive?”




  “Because she’s not— She’s got guts, dammit.”




  “You admire her?”




  “From her head right down to her toes,” Novak said. “She could have given up the kid for adoption or gotten an abortion. She kept her instead. She could have gone on welfare

  like her mother and repeated the pattern. She kept the baby in a United Fund nursery during the day while she worked and did correspondence courses at night. She was almost finished with college

  when Bonnie disappeared.” He looked at Eve Duncan on the screen. “That should have killed her or sent her spiraling back where she came from, but it didn’t. She returned to school

  and made something of her life. She has a degree in fine arts from Georgia State and is certified as a computer age progression specialist at the National Center for Missing and Exploited Children

  in Arlington, Virginia. She also received advanced certification for clay facial reconstruction after training with two of the nation’s foremost reconstruction artists.”




  “Tough lady,” Logan murmured.




  “And smart. She does forensic sculpting and age progression as well as computer and video super-imposition. Not many people in her profession are experts in all those areas. You saw the

  clip from 60 Minutes on how she rebuilt the face of that kid who was found in the Florida swamps.”




  He nodded. “It was incredible.” His gaze returned to the video. Eve Duncan’s tall, thin body was clothed in jeans and a raincoat and appeared terribly fragile. Her

  shoulder-length red-brown hair was soaking wet and framed a pale, oval face that held agony and desperation. The brown eyes behind her wire-rimmed glasses reflected the same desolation and pain. He

  looked away from the screen. “Can we find anyone else as good?”




  Novak shook his head. “You asked for the best. She’s the best. But you may have trouble getting her. She’s pretty busy and she prefers to work on lost-children cases. I

  don’t suppose this has anything to do with a child?”




  Logan didn’t answer. “Money is usually pretty persuasive.”




  “But it may not mean that much to her. She could be making a lot more money if she took a university appointment instead of working freelance. She lives in a rented house in Morningside,

  an area close to downtown Atlanta, and she has a lab in a renovated garage in the back.”




  “Maybe a university hasn’t made her an offer she couldn’t refuse.”




  “Maybe. They’re not in your league.” He raised his brows. “I don’t suppose you’d like to tell me what you need her to do?”




  “No.” Novak had a reputation for integrity and was probably trustworthy, but there was no way Logan could risk confiding in him. “You’re sure she’s the only

  one?”




  “She’s the best. I told you that she— What’s bothering you?”




  “Nothing.” It wasn’t the truth. The whole damn prospect of having to choose Eve Duncan bothered him. She was a victim already. She didn’t need to be put at risk

  again.




  Why was he hesitating? No matter who got hurt, he had to go through with it. The decision was already made. Hell, the woman herself had made it for him when she’d become tops in her field.

  He had to have the best.




  Even if it killed her.




  Ken Novak tossed his briefcase on the passenger seat of his convertible and started the car. He waited until he was past the long driveway and out the front gates before he

  picked up the car phone and placed the call to the private number at the Treasury Department.




  While he waited to be put through to Timwick, his gaze wandered to the Pacific. Someday he was going to have a house like Logan’s out on the Seventeen Mile Drive. His house in Carmel was

  sleek and modern but nothing like the mansions here. The people who owned them were the elite, the kings of business and finance, the movers and shakers. That future wasn’t out of

  Novak’s grasp. Logan had started out with a tiny company and built it into a giant. All it had taken was hard work and the ruthlessness to forge ahead no matter what the odds. Now he had it

  all. Novak had worked for Logan for the past three years, and he admired him tremendously. Sometimes he even liked him. Logan could turn on the charm when he—




  “Novak?” Timwick was on the line.




  “I’ve just come from Logan’s house. I think he’s settled on Eve Duncan.”




  “Think? Don’t you know?”




  “I asked if he wanted me to contact her. He said he’d do it himself. Unless he changes his mind, she’s a lock-in.”




  “But he won’t tell you why he needs her?”




  “No way.”




  “Not even if it’s a personal matter?”




  Novak’s interest was piqued. “It has to be personal, doesn’t it?”




  “We don’t know. According to your reports, the things he wanted investigated are a mixed bag. Some of them may have been red herrings to throw you off.”




  “Possibly. But you thought enough of them to pay me a princely sum to find out more.”




  “And you’ll be paid even more generously if you give us something we can use against him. He’s raised too much money for the Republican Party in the last six months and the

  election is only five months away.”




  “At least you have a Democratic president. Ben Chadbourne’s popularity numbers are up again this month. You think Logan wants to make sure the Republicans take Congress again? They

  may do it anyway.”




  “And they may not. We could take it all next time. We need Logan stopped in his tracks.”




  “Sic the IRS on him. That’s always a good way to discredit.”




  “He’s clean.”




  Novak had suspected he would be. Logan was too smart to fall in that trap. “Then I guess you have to rely on me, don’t you?”




  “Not necessarily. We do have other sources.”




  “But none as close to him as I am.”




  “I said you’d be well paid.”




  “I’ve been thinking about the money. I think I’d rather trade in favors. I’ve been considering running for lieutenant governor.”




  “You know we’re backing Danford.”




  “But he’s not being as helpful to you as I am.”




  There was a silence. “Bring me the information I need and I’ll consider it.”




  “I’ll work on it.” Novak hung up the phone. Nudging Timwick had been easier than he’d thought. He must really be worried about the upcoming presidential election.

  Democrat or Republican, all those political insiders were the same. Once they got a taste of power, they became addicted, and the smart man used that addiction to move himself up the ladder to a

  place on the Seventeen Mile Drive.




  He followed a curve in the road, and Logan’s Spanish palace on the hill was once again in view. Logan wasn’t an insider; he was that rare commodity, a true patriot. He was a

  Republican, but Novak had even heard him praise the Democratic president on that negotiation with Jordan three years earlier.




  But patriots were often unpredictable and could be dangerous.




  Timwick wanted him brought down and, if he worked it right, Novak could parlay that need to the governor’s mansion. He had little doubt that whatever task Logan wanted Eve Duncan to do, it

  was personal. He had been too secretive and on edge. Secrets regarding skeletal remains were usually a pretty fair sign of guilt. Murder? Maybe. He had led a pretty rough life during the early days

  when he was trying to build his empire. It appeared that sometime in Logan’s checkered past, he had stubbed his toe big-time.




  He hadn’t lied about his admiration for Eve Duncan. He’d always liked tough, take-charge women. He hoped he wouldn’t have to bring her down with Logan. Hell, maybe by bringing

  Logan down, he might be doing the woman a favor. Logan was planning on aiming that characteristic ruthless intensity on her, and she could be trampled.




  He chuckled as he realized how he’d rationalized betrayal into gallantry. Damn, he was a good lawyer.




  But lawyers served the royalty that lived along this drive, they weren’t royalty themselves. He had to move up from the station of adviser to the throne.




  It would be nice to be king.




  





  TWO




  “You look beautiful,” Eve said. “Where are you going tonight?”




  “I’m meeting Ron at Anthony’s. He likes the food there.” Sandra leaned forward and checked her mascara in the hall mirror, then straightened the shoulders of her dress.

  “Damn these shoulder pads. They keep shifting around.”




  “Take them out.”




  “We all don’t have broad shoulders like you. I need them.”




  “Do you like the food there?”




  “No, it’s a little too fancy for me. I’d rather go to the Cheesecake Factory.”




  “Then tell him.”




  “Next time. Maybe I should like it. Maybe it’s a learning type thing.” She grinned at Eve in the mirror. “You’re big on learning new things.”




  “I like Anthony’s, but I still like to pig out at McDonald’s when I’m in the mood.” She handed Sandra her jacket. “And I’d fight anyone who tried to

  tell me I shouldn’t do it.”




  “Ron doesn’t tell me—” She shrugged. “I like him. He comes from a nice family in Charlotte. I don’t know if he’d understand about the way we lived

  before— I just don’t know.”




  “I want to meet him.”




  “Next time. You’d give him that cool once-over and I’d feel like a high school kid bringing home my first date.”




  Eve chuckled and gave her a hug. “You’re crazy. I just want to make sure he’s good enough for you.”




  “See?” Sandra headed for the door. “Definitely first-date syndrome. I’m late. I’ll see you later.”




  Eve went to the window and watched her mother back out of the driveway. She hadn’t seen her mother this excited and happy in years.




  Not since Bonnie was alive.




  Well, there was no use staring wistfully out the window. She was glad her mother had a new romance, but she wouldn’t trade places with her. She wouldn’t know what to do with a man in

  her life. She wasn’t good at one-night stands, and anything else required a commitment she couldn’t afford.




  She went out the back door and down the kitchen steps. The honeysuckle was in bloom and the heady scent surrounded her as she walked down the path to the lab. The aroma always seemed stronger at

  twilight and early morning. Bonnie used to love the honeysuckle and was always picking it off the fence, where the bees constantly buzzed. Eve had been at her wit’s end trying to stop her

  before she got stung.




  She smiled at the recollection. It had taken her a long time to be able to separate the good memories from the bad. At first she had tried to save herself from pain by closing out all thoughts

  of Bonnie. Then she had come to understand that that would be forgetting Bonnie and all the joy she had brought into her and Sandra’s lives. Bonnie deserved more than—




  “Ms. Duncan.”




  She stiffened, then whirled around.




  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to frighten you. I’m John Logan. I wonder if I could speak to you?”




  John Logan. If he hadn’t introduced himself she would have recognized him from the photo. How could she miss that California tan? she thought sardonically. And in that gray Armani suit and

  Gucci loafers, he looked as out of place in her small backyard as a peacock. “You didn’t frighten me. You startled me.”




  “I rang the doorbell.” He smiled as he walked toward her. There was not an ounce of fat on his body, and he exuded confidence and charm. She had never liked charming men; charm could

  hide too much. “I guess you didn’t hear me.”




  “No.” She had the sudden desire to shake his confidence. “Do you always trespass, Mr. Logan?”




  The sarcasm didn’t faze him. “Only when I really want to see someone. Could we go somewhere and talk?” His gaze went to the door of her lab. “That’s where you work,

  isn’t it? I’d like to see it.”




  “How did you know it’s where I work?”




  “Not from your friends at the Atlanta P.D. I understand they were very protective of your privacy.” He strolled forward and stood beside the door. He smiled.

  “Please?”




  He was obviously accustomed to instant acquiescence, and annoyance surged through her again. “No.”




  His smile faded a little. “I may have a proposition for you.”




  “I know. Why else would you be here? But I’m too busy to take on any more work. You should have phoned first.”




  “I wanted to see you in person.” He glanced at the lab. “We should go in there and talk.”




  “Why?”




  “It will tell me a few things about you that I need to know.”




  She stared at him in disbelief. “I’m not applying for a position with one of your companies, Mr. Logan. I don’t have to go through a personnel check. I think it’s time

  you left.”




  “Give me ten minutes.”




  “No, I have work to do. Good-bye, Mr. Logan.”




  “John.”




  “Good-bye, Mr. Logan.”




  He shook his head. “I’m staying.”




  She stiffened. “The hell you are.”




  He leaned against the wall. “Go on, get to work. I’ll stay out here until you’re ready to see me.”




  “Don’t be ridiculous. I’ll probably be working until after midnight.”




  “Then I’ll see you after midnight.” His manner no longer held even a hint of his previous charm. He was icy cool, tough, and totally determined.




  She opened the door. “Go away.”




  “After you talk to me. It would be much easier for you to just let me have my way.”




  “I don’t like things easy.” She closed the door and flicked on the light. She didn’t like things easy and she didn’t like being coerced by men who thought they

  owned the world. Okay, she was overreacting. She didn’t usually let anyone disturb her composure, and he hadn’t done anything but invade her space.




  What the hell, her space was very important to her. Let the bastard stay out there all night.




  She threw open the door at eleven thirty-five.




  “Come in,” she said curtly. “I don’t want you out there when my mother comes home. You might scare her. Ten minutes.”




  “Thank you,” he said quietly. “I appreciate your consideration.”




  No sarcasm or irony in his tone, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t there. “It’s necessity. I was hoping you’d give up before this.”




  “I don’t give up if I need something. But I’m surprised you didn’t call your friends at the police department and have them throw me out.”




  “You’re a powerful man. You probably have contacts. I didn’t want to put them on the spot.”




  “I never blame the messenger.” His gaze traveled around the lab. “You have a lot of room here. It looks smaller from outside.”




  “It used to be a carriage house before it was a garage. This part of town is pretty old.”




  “It’s not what I expected.” He took in the rust and beige striped couch, the green plants on the windowsill, and then the framed photos of her mother and Bonnie on the

  bookshelf across the room. “It looks . . . warm.”




  “I hate cold, sterile labs. There’s no reason why I can’t have comfort as well as efficiency.” She sat down at her desk. “Talk.”




  “What’s that?” He moved toward the corner. “Two video cameras?”




  “It’s necessary for superimposition.”




  “What is— Interesting.” His attention had been drawn to Mandy’s skull. “This looks like something from a voodoo movie with all those little spears stuck in

  it.”




  “I’m charting it to indicate the different thicknesses of skin.”




  “Do you have to do that before you—”




  “Talk.”




  He came back and sat down beside the desk. “I’d like to hire you to identify a skull for me.”




  She shook her head. “I’m good, but the only sure ways of identification are dental records and DNA.”




  “Both of those require subjects to match. I can’t go that route until I’m almost certain.”




  “Why not?”




  “It would cause difficulties.”




  “Is this a child?”




  “It’s a man.”




  “And you have no idea who he is?”




  “I have an idea.”




  “But you’re not going to tell me?”




  He shook his head.




  “Are there any photos of him?”




  “Yes, but I won’t show them to you. I want you to start fresh and not construct the face you think is there.”




  “Where were the bones found?”




  “Maryland . . . I think.”




  “You don’t know?”




  “Not yet.” He smiled. “They haven’t actually been located yet.”




  Her eyes widened in surprise. “Then what are you doing here?”




  “I need you on the spot. I want you with me. I’ll have to move fast when the skeleton is located.”




  “And I’m supposed to disrupt my work and go to Maryland on the chance that you’ll locate this skeleton?”




  “Yes,” he said calmly.




  “Bull.”




  “Five hundred thousand dollars for two weeks’ work.”




  “What?”




  “As you’ve pointed out, your time is valuable. I understand you rent this house. You could buy it and still have a lot left over. All you have to do is give me two weeks.”




  “How do you know I rent this house?”




  “There are other people who aren’t as loyal as your friends at the police department.” He studied her face. “You don’t like having dossiers gathered on

  you.”




  “You’re damn right I don’t.”




  “I don’t blame you. I wouldn’t either.”




  “But you still did it.”




  He repeated the word she had used with him. “Necessity. I had to know who I was dealing with.”




  “Then you’ve wasted your efforts. Because you’re not dealing with me.”




  “The money doesn’t appeal to you?”




  “Do you think I’m nuts? Of course it appeals to me. I grew up poor as dirt. But my life doesn’t revolve around money. I pick and choose my jobs these days, and I don’t

  want yours.”




  “Why not?”




  “It doesn’t interest me.”




  “Because it doesn’t concern a child?”




  “Partly.”




  “There are other victims besides children.”




  “But none as helpless.” She paused. “Is your man a victim?”




  “Possibly.”




  “Murder?”




  He was silent a moment. “Probably.”




  “And you’re sitting there asking me to go with you to a murder site? What’s to stop me from calling the police and telling them that John Logan is involved in a

  murder?”




  He smiled faintly. “Because I’d deny it. I’d tell them I was thinking of having you examine the bones of that Nazi war criminal who was found buried in Bolivia.” He let a

  couple of moments pass. “And then I’d pull every string I have to make your friends at the Atlanta P.D. look foolish or even criminal.”




  “You said you wouldn’t blame the messenger.”




  “But that was before I realized how much it would bother you. Evidently the loyalty goes two ways. One uses whatever weapon one’s given.”




  Yes, he would do that, she realized. Even while they’d been talking he’d been watching her, weighing her every question and answer.




  “But I’ve no desire to do that,” he said. “I’m trying to be as honest as I can with you. I could have lied.”




  “Omission can also be a lie, and you’re telling me practically nothing.” She stared directly into his eyes. “I don’t trust you, Mr. Logan. Do you think this is the

  first time someone like you has come and asked me to verify a skeleton? Last year a Mr. Damaro paid me a call. He offered me a lot of money to come to Florida and sculpt a face on a skull he just

  happened to have in his possession. He said a friend had sent it to him from New Guinea. It was supposed to be an anthropological find. I called the Atlanta P.D. and it turned out that Mr. Damaro

  was really Juan Camez, a drug runner from Miami. His brother had disappeared two years ago and it was suspected he’d been killed by a rival organization. The skull was sent to Camez as a

  warning.”




  “Touching. I suppose drug runners have family feelings too.”




  “I don’t think that’s funny. Tell that to the kids they hook on heroin.”




  “I’m not arguing. But I assure you that I’ve no connection with organized crime.” He grimaced. “Well, I’ve used a bookie now and then.”




  “Is that supposed to disarm me?”




  “Disarming you would obviously take a total global agreement.” He stood up. “My ten minutes are up and I wouldn’t want to impose. I’ll let you think about the offer

  and call you later.”




  “I’ve already thought about it. The answer is no.”




  “We’ve only just opened negotiations. If you won’t think about it, I will. There has to be something I can offer you that will make the job worth your while.” He stood

  looking at her with narrowed eyes. “Something about me is rubbing you the wrong way. What is it?”




  “Nothing. Other than the fact that you have a dead body you don’t want anyone to know about.”




  “Anyone but you. I very much want you to know about it.” He shook his head. “No, there’s something else. Tell me what it is so I can clear it up.”




  “Good night, Mr. Logan.”




  “Well, if you can’t call me John, at least drop the Mr. You don’t want anyone to think you’re properly respectful.”




  “Good night, Logan.”




  “Good night, Eve.” He stopped at the pedestal and looked at the skull. “You know, he’s beginning to grow on me.”




  “She’s a girl.”




  His smile faded. “Sorry. It wasn’t funny. I guess we all have our own way of dealing with what we become after death.”




  “Yes, we do. But sometimes we have to face it before we should. Mandy wasn’t over twelve years old.”




  “Mandy? You know who she was?”




  She hadn’t meant to let that slip. What the hell, it didn’t matter. “No, but I usually give them names. Aren’t you glad now that I turned you down? You wouldn’t

  want an eccentric like me working on your skull.”




  “Oh, yes, I appreciate eccentrics. Half the men in my think tanks in San Jose are a little off center.” He moved toward the door. “By the way, that computer you’re using

  is three years old. We have a newer version that’s twice as fast. I’ll send you one.”




  “No, thank you. This one works fine.”




  “Never refuse a bribe if you don’t have to sign on the dotted line for return favors.” He opened the door. “And never leave your doors unlocked, as you did tonight.

  There’s no telling who could have been waiting in here for you.”




  “I lock the lab up at night, but it would be inconvenient to keep it locked all the time. Everything in here has been insured, and I know how to protect myself.”




  He smiled. “I bet you do. I’ll call you.”




  “I told you that I’m—”




  She was talking to air; he’d already closed the door behind him.




  She breathed a sigh of relief. Not that she had the slightest doubt she would hear from him again. She had never met a man more determined to get his own way. Even when his approach had been

  velvet soft, the steel had shown through. Well, she had dealt with powerhouse types before. All she had to do was stick to her guns and John Logan would eventually get discouraged and leave her

  alone.




  She stood up and went over to the pedestal. “He can’t be so smart, Mandy He didn’t even know you were a girl.” Not that many people would have.




  The desk phone rang.




  Mom? She had been having trouble with the ignition on her car lately.




  Not her mother.




  “I remembered something just as I reached the car,” Logan said. “I thought I’d throw it into the pot for you to consider with the original deal.”




  “I’m not considering the original deal.”




  “Five hundred thousand for you. Five hundred thousand to go to the Adam Fund for Missing and Runaway Children. I understand you contribute a portion of your fees to that fund.” His

  voice lowered persuasively. “Do you realize how many children could be brought home to their parents with that amount of money?”




  She knew better than he did. He couldn’t have offered a more tempting lure. My God, Machiavelli could have taken lessons from him.




  “All those children. Aren’t they worth two weeks of your time?”




  They were worth a decade of her time. “Not if it means doing something criminal.”




  “Criminal acts are often in the eyes of the beholder.”




  “Bullshit.”




  “Suppose I promise you that I had nothing to do with any foul play connected with the skull.”




  “Why should I believe any promise you make?”




  “Check me out. I don’t have a reputation for lying.”




  “Reputation doesn’t mean anything. People lie when it means enough to them. I’ve worked hard to establish my career. I won’t see it go down the drain.”




  There was silence. “I can’t promise you that you won’t come out of this without a few scars, but I’ll try to protect you as much as I can.”




  “I can protect myself. All I have to do is tell you no.”




  “But you’re tempted, aren’t you?”




  Christ, she was tempted.




  “Seven hundred thousand to the fund.”




  “No.”




  “I’ll call you tomorrow.” He hung up the phone.




  Damn him.




  She replaced the receiver. The bastard knew how to push the right buttons. All that money channeled to find the other lost ones, the ones who might still be alive . . .




  Wouldn’t it be worth a risk to see even some of them brought home? Her gaze went to the pedestal. Mandy might have been a runaway. Maybe if she’d had a chance to come home she

  wouldn’t . . .




  “I shouldn’t do it, Mandy,” she whispered. “It could be pretty bad. People don’t fork out over a million dollars for something like this if they’re even

  slightly on the up-and-up. I have to tell him no.”




  But Mandy couldn’t answer. None of the dead could answer.




  But the living could, and Logan had counted on her listening to the call.




  Damn him.




  Logan leaned back in the driver’s seat, his gaze on Eve Duncan’s small clapboard house.




  Was it enough?




  Possibly. She had definitely been tempted. She had a passionate commitment to finding lost children and he had played on it as skillfully as he could.




  What kind of man did that make him? he thought wearily.




  A man who needed to get the job done. If she didn’t succumb to his offer, he’d go higher tomorrow.




  She was tougher than he’d thought she’d be. Tough and smart and perceptive. But she had an Achilles’ heel.




  And there was no doubt on earth that he would exploit it.




  “He just drove off,” Fiske said into his digital phone. “Should I follow him?”




  “No, we know where he’s staying. He saw Eve Duncan?”




  “She was home all evening and he stayed over four hours.”




  Timwick cursed. “She’s going to go for it.”




  “I could stop her,” Fiske said.




  “Not yet. She has friends in the police department. We don’t want to make waves.”




  “The mother?”




  “Maybe. It would certainly cause a delay at least. Let me think about it. Stay there. I’ll call you back.”




  Scared rabbit, Fiske thought contemptuously. He could hear the nervousness in Timwick’s voice. Timwick was always thinking, hesitating instead of taking the clean, simple way. You had to

  decide what result you needed and then just take the step that would bring that result. If he had Timwick’s power and resources, there would be no limit to what he could do. Not that he

  wanted Timwick’s job. He liked what he did. Not many people found their niche in life as he had.




  He rested his head on the back of the seat, staring at the house.




  It was after midnight. The mother should be returning soon. He’d already unscrewed the porch light. If Timwick called him right away, he might not have to go into the house.




  If the prick could make up his mind to do the smart, simple thing and let Fiske kill her.




  





  THREE




  “You know you’re going to do it, Mama,” Bonnie said. “I don’t understand why you’re worrying so much.”




  Eve sat up in bed and looked at the window seat When she came, Bonnie was always in the window seat with her jean-clad legs crossed. “I don’t know any such thing.”




  “You won’t be able to help yourself. Trust me.”




  “Since you’re only my dream, you can’t know more than what I know.”




  Bonnie sighed. “I’m not your dream. I’m a ghost, Mama. What do I have to do to convince you? Being a ghost shouldn’t be this hard.”




  “You can tell me where you are.”




  “I don’t know where he buried me. I wasn’t there anymore.”




  “Convenient.”




  “Mandy doesn’t know either. But she likes you.”




  “If she’s there with you, then what’s her real name?”




  “Names don’t matter anymore to us, Mama.”




  “They matter to me.”




  Bonnie smiled. “Because you probably need to put a name to love. It’s really not necessary.”




  “Very profound for a seven-year-old.”




  “Well, for goodness’ sake, it’s been ten years. Stop trying to trap me. Who says a ghost doesn’t grow up? I couldn’t stay seven forever.”




  “You look the same.”




  “Because I’m what you want to see.” She leaned back against the alcove wall. “You’re working too hard, Mama. I’ve been worrying about you. Maybe this job

  with Logan will be good for you.”




  “I’m not taking the job.”




  Bonnie smiled.




  “I’m not,” Eve repeated.




  “Whatever.” Bonnie was staring out the window. “You were thinking about me and the honeysuckle tonight. I like it when you feel good about me.”




  “You’ve told me that before.”




  “So I’m repeating it. You were hurting too much in the beginning. I couldn’t get near you. . . .”




  “You’re not near me now. You’re only a dream.”




  “Am I?” Bonnie looked back at her, and a loving smile lit her face. “Then you won’t mind if your dream stays around a little longer? Sometimes I get so lonesome for

  you, Mama.”




  Bonnie. Love. Here.




  Oh, God, here.




  It didn’t matter that it was a dream.




  “Yes, stay,” she whispered huskily. “Please stay, baby.”




  The sun was streaming through the window when Eve opened her eyes the next morning. She glanced at the clock and immediately sat up in bed. It was almost eight-thirty and she

  always got up at seven. She was surprised her mother hadn’t come in to check on her.




  She swung her feet to the floor and headed down the hall to the shower, rested and optimistic as she usually was after dreaming of Bonnie. A psychiatrist would have a field day with those

  dreams, but she didn’t give a damn. She had started dreaming of Bonnie three years after her death. The dreams came frequently, but there was no telling when she’d have them or what

  triggered them. Maybe when she had a problem and needed to work through it? At any rate, the effect was always positive. When she awoke she felt composed and capable, as she did today, confident

  that she could take on the world.




  And John Logan.




  She dressed quickly in jeans and a loose white shirt, her uniform when she was working, and ran down the stairs to the kitchen.




  “Mom, I overslept. Why didn’t you—”




  No one was in the kitchen. No smell of bacon, no frying pans on the stove . . . The room appeared the same as it had been at midnight when she’d come in.




  And Sandra hadn’t been home when she’d gone to bed. She glanced out the window, and relief rushed through her. Her mother’s car was parked in its usual spot in the

  driveway.




  She’d probably gotten in late and had overslept too. It was Saturday and she didn’t have to work.




  Eve would have to be careful not to mention she’d been worried, she thought ruefully. Sandra had noticed Eve’s tendency toward overprotection and had a perfect right to resent

  it.




  She poured a glass of orange juice from the refrigerator, reached for the portable phone on the wall, and dialed Joe at the precinct.




  “Diane says you haven’t called her,” he said. “You should be phoning her, not me.”




  “This afternoon, I promise.” She sat down at the kitchen table. “Tell me about John Logan.”




  There was silence at the other end of the line. “He’s contacted you?”




  “Last night.”




  “A job?”




  “Yes.”




  “What kind of job?”




  “I don’t know. He’s not telling me much.”




  “You must be thinking about it if you’re calling me. What did he use as bait?”




  “The Adam Fund.”




  “Christ, has he got your number.”




  “He’s smart. I want to know how smart.” She took a sip of orange juice. “And how honest.”




  “Well, he’s not in the same category as your Miami drug runner.”




  “That’s not very comforting. Has he ever done anything criminal?”




  “Not as far as I know. Not in this country.”




  “Isn’t he a U.S. citizen?”




  “Yes, but when he was first establishing his company he spent a number of years in Singapore and Tokyo trying to improve his products and studying marketing strategies.”




  “It seems to have worked. Were you joking when you said he probably left a few bodies by the wayside?”




  “Yes. We don’t know much about those years he spent abroad. The people who came in contact with him are tough as hell and they respect him. Does that tell you anything?”




  “That I should be careful.”




  “Right. He has the reputation of being a straight shooter and he inspires loyalty in his employees. But you have to consider that all of that is on the surface.”




  “Can you find out anything more for me?”




  “Like what?”




  “Anything. What’s he been doing lately that’s unusual? Will you dig a little deeper for me?”




  “You’ve got it. I’ll start right away.” He paused. “But it’s not going to come cheap. You call Diane this afternoon and you come down to the lake house with

  us next weekend.”




  “I don’t have time to—” She sighed. “I’ll be there.”




  “And without any bones rattling around in your suitcase.”




  “Okay.”




  “And you have to have a good time.”




  “I always have a good time with you and Diane. But I don’t know why you put up with me.”




  “It’s called friendship. Sound familiar?”




  “Yeah, thanks, Joe.”




  “For digging out the dirt on Logan?”




  “No.” For having been the only one holding back the madness that had clawed at her during all those nights of horror, and for all the years of work and companionship that had

  followed. She cleared her throat. “Thanks for being my friend.”




  “Well, as your friend, I’d advise you to go very carefully with Mr. Logan.”




  “It’s a lot of money for the kids, Joe.”




  “And he knew how to manipulate you.”




  “He didn’t manipulate me. I haven’t made any decision yet.” She finished her orange juice. “I’ve got to get to work. You’ll let me know?”




  “That I will.”




  She hung up the phone and rinsed out her glass.




  Coffee?




  No, she’d make a pot at the lab. On weekends Mom usually came down in the middle of the morning and had coffee with her. It was a nice break for both of them.




  She took the lab key from the blue bowl on the counter, ran down the porch steps, and started for the lab.




  Stop thinking about Logan. She had work to do. She had Mandy’s head to finish and she had to go over that packet the LAPD had sent her last week.




  Logan would call her today or come to the house. She hadn’t the slightest doubt. Well, he could talk all he pleased. He wouldn’t get an answer from her. She had to find out more

  about—




  The lab door was ajar.




  She froze on the path.




  She knew she had locked it the previous night as she always did. The key had been in the blue bowl, where she always threw it.




  Mom?




  No, the doorjamb was splintered as if the lock had been jimmied. It had to have been a thief.




  She slowly pushed open the door.




  Blood.




  Sweet Jesus, blood everywhere . . .




  Blood on the walls.




  On the shelves.




  On the desk.




  Bookcases had been hurled to the floor and appeared to have been chopped to pieces. The couch was overturned, the glass on all the picture frames had been shattered.




  And the blood . . .




  Her heart leapt to her throat.




  Mom? Had she come to the lab and surprised the thief?




  She strode forward, panic making her heart race.




  “My God, it’s Tom-Tom.”




  Eve whirled to see her mother standing in the doorway. Relief turned her knees weak.




  Her mother was staring at a corner of the room. “Who would do that to a poor little cat?”




  Eve’s gaze followed hers and her stomach lurched. The Persian was covered with blood and barely recognizable. Tom-Tom belonged to their neighbor but spent a lot of time in their yard

  chasing the birds attracted by the honeysuckle.
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