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  CHAPTER ONE




  The ringing of the bedside telephone jolted Hugh to full awareness. Its irritating noise echoed in his head, causing the pounding to increase. Somehow, the word ‘hangover’ didn’t seem strong enough for the pain he experienced. The phone rang again and he groped for it, trying to find it without opening his eyes.




  “Hello,” he said, his voice raspy, his tongue too thick to form the word properly.




  “Hugh, did I wake you up?” Betty Adams’ voice greeted him.




  “It’s all right, Betty,” he assured her. “Is something wrong?”




  “Well, not really wrong, but somebody is staying at Al and Molly’s place.”




  Hugh flopped back against the pillow. “I know, at least I know she’s coming—the daughter, I mean. I thought she would be driving down. I guess I misunderstood.”




  “She drove in last night at seven-thirty. I saw—”




  “I appreciate you keeping an eye on things. I’ll check on it later.” Hugh hung up the phone and pulled the covers back over his head. He certainly didn’t want to think about Danielle Karr while his head continued to pound.




  The phone rang again. He decided he’d better answer it. Living at the Shangri-La Trailer Court, surrounded by senior citizen insomniacs, he knew another neighbor had probably noticed the strange car across the court at the blue trailer, with the sign that read KARR’S PORT.




  Carrie Bennett relayed an almost identical message. God love these older people; they certainly looked out for each other.




  He swung his legs over the side of the bed and focused on the clock. “Seven-fifteen,” he said aloud. “Half a day gone as far as these folks are concerned.”




  In the bathroom, he downed a handful of aspirins, then stepped into the shower. He thought back to three years ago, when he’d bought this court. Of course, until this very moment, he’d never regretted the move. He knew he didn’t really regret it now, but his current state made him irritable.




  He’d come to Florida at a time when he desperately needed a change. It was the annual “Spring Fling,” the time when he and his buddies from college tried to regain their youth. An ad in a local newspaper read Looking For A New Career? Call 555-4323. When he called the number, the man on the other end of the line told him about this wonderful opportunity he had to offer. Even his friends’ good-natured teasing didn’t change his mind. Within six weeks, he’d packed up his life and moved to Selkirk.




  In the past three years he’d watched as things changed. Older people who originally sat quietly watching the world go by, came to him with their ideas for improving the run down court. Now, everyone pitched in to help. Not for any monetary gains, but for the self-satisfaction they got out of being useful again.




  He thought back to almost a year ago when Al and Molly Karr left to return to Wisconsin for the summer, with the promise that they would call and let him know when they arrived. Less than a week later he received a message on his machine. Mr. Anderson, this is Danielle Karr. I wanted to let you know Mom and Dad were killed in an accident just outside of Nashville. I’d appreciate you keeping an eye on their place.




  Danielle Karr wouldn’t have needed to ask him for his help. He usually watched over the trailers of his “Snowbirds” while they went north to spend the summer with their kids and grandkids.




  Since then, the checks came monthly, each written for more than necessary. He called it guilt money. Even though he wrote her a note saying the extra amount wasn’t needed, it kept coming.




  Last Wednesday, just three days ago, he received another message from Danielle Karr. Mr. Anderson, this is Danielle Karr. Can you turn on the power and water at my parents’ trailer? I’ll be leaving for Selkirk tomorrow morning.




  Unless she drove without stopping for sleep, she could never have arrived by Friday night.




  After dressing in shorts and a tank top, he slid his feet into a pair of sandals and stepped out onto the deck. Across the street, he noticed a metallic blue Grand Am parked in the driveway of Al and Molly Karr’s trailer. The Wisconsin plates told him Danielle Karr hadn’t flown. For some reason, she drove almost non-stop from Milwaukee. He wondered if she would volunteer the information about her hasty trip before she sold him her trailer and went back to Wisconsin.




  * * * *




  Dani stared up at the ceiling. She’d woken several minutes earlier with memories of her parents flooding her mind. How many times had they asked her to come down and spend a long weekend with them? She was always too busy. Treasure Tours expected their reps to give one hundred percent during the winter months. Well, I gave one hundred and twenty percent and just what did it get me?




  She couldn’t stand to think about either the loss of her parents or the reason she fled her life in Wisconsin. In a little over a week, she would start her new job, using the name of Nancy Phelps.




  Dani Karr, unfortunately, had just disappeared from both Treasure Tours and the people she considered her life long friends. Dani would live at Shangri-La, while Nancy went to work, doing what she did best.




  Wearily, she got out of bed. She still wore the clothes she’d put on Thursday morning. Only expecting to rest for a few minutes, she hadn’t taken time to bring in her suitcases.




  In the kitchen, Dani found instant coffee, non-dairy creamer, and year-old pop tarts. Not the best breakfast, but until she found time to stock the shelves, it would have to do.




  After unpacking the car and enjoying a refreshing shower, Dani found her swimsuit and headed for the pool. Without a social life, she would have plenty of time to settle in.




  The warm rays of the sun lulled her to sleep almost as soon as she lowered herself into one of the chairs.




  Dreams of Jeremy filled her subconscious. Jeremy Stone, so handsome, so loving, pleaded with her for forgiveness. “You don’t understand, Dani. It’s not like Treasure Tours will ever miss a lousy two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. They make millions every year.”




  “But what about me? What about my hundred thousand dollars? What about the woman in Detroit, the one the police say you killed?”




  “She doesn’t matter. She was a dumb bitch. She went to the police. You wouldn’t testify against me, would you? Just let me make love to you one more time. You’ll see, the money doesn’t matter.”




  “You’re going to burn worse than you already are if you stay out in the sun much longer, Miss Karr,” a man’s voice invaded her dreams.




  Dani jumped at the intrusion. As she opened her eyes, she was face to face with a tall, handsome, well-muscled man. She judged him to be about six foot three, maybe thirty-five years old, with a healthy tan. Colored by her sunglasses, his eyes appeared to be violet.




  “I beg your pardon?” she said, removing her sunglasses and staring into his deep blue eyes. “I don’t think I’ve had the privilege of making your acquaintance.”




  “The name’s Anderson, Hugh Anderson,” he said, extending his hand to help her to her feet.




  “Of course. I should have known, but how did you know me?”




  Hugh began to laugh. “How could I help but know you? I received two phone calls by seven-fifteen this morning to tell me you were here. I even found you were the topic of conversation at breakfast.”




  Dani couldn’t help but smile at his statement. “Why would I make such a stir?” she asked.




  “You have to understand these people. A stranger, especially a young stranger, piques their interest.”




  “I suppose it does,” Dani agreed.




  “Now,” Hugh continued, “why don’t you come along with me? I’ll get you something for your sunburn and you can tell me how you got here so quickly. I didn’t expect you until tonight or maybe even tomorrow.”




  Dani cringed a bit. She knew she shouldn’t have driven non-stop, but she wanted to put as many miles between Dani Karr and Wisconsin as possible. As far as anyone in Milwaukee, at Treasure Tours, was concerned, Dani Karr had simply disappeared. Most of them didn’t even know about KARR’S PORT. It made the perfect place for her to hide from her past…from Jeremy.




  “Did you hear me, Miss Karr?” Hugh asked.




  “Oh, yes, I did. You don’t have to bother. I’m sure I can find something at home.” She turned to go back to her parents’ trailer when Hugh touched her arm.




  “You won’t find anything for sunburn there. None of these old people keep sun block or even anything to ease the pain. I ought to know, I end up taking care of their kids and grandkids when they get too much sun.”




  Hugh smiled as Dani nodded in agreement to his suggestion. He’d seen her picture on Molly’s breakfront, but he couldn’t believe it was a recent photo. Al and Molly were well into their seventies. He certainly didn’t expect their daughter to be so young. He assessed her age at about thirty. Her dark brown hair carried reddish highlights when the sun hit it just right and her brown eyes were flecked with gold.




  He thought about her reaction to his comment about getting to Florida so quickly. Something about the look in her eyes tugged at his sixth sense—his police sense. Before the shooting forced him to leave the Atlanta police department, he saw the same look on the faces of most of the victims of the violent crimes he investigated.




  “It’s not at all what I expected,” Dani said, as she entered the trailer ahead of Hugh.




  “What did you expect?” Hugh asked, intrigued by her comment.




  “I don’t know, maybe clothes hanging from the light fixtures, dishes in the sink. From what my folks said, you’re a bachelor. You know what they say about bachelors.”




  “Correction, Miss Karr, I’m divorced. There’s a big difference. I learned to appreciate a clean house during the brief period when I lived with my wife. Somehow, living like a slob didn’t exactly feel right when I went out on my own again.”




  As usual, when Hugh thought back to the break-up of his marriage, he couldn’t help but think of the next year of his life. When Anita left, he told himself he didn’t need her. He became more devoted to the force, to his work. Before the shooting, he could count only one unsolved case.




  Quickly dismissing the past from his mind, Hugh opened the cupboard and took out the blue bottle of antiseptic he knew would take the pain out of sunburn. Beside the bottle he found a package of cotton balls and handed both to Dani. “Use this. It will take the burn out, Miss Karr.”




  Dani smiled and he enjoyed the expression. “If we’re going to get friendly enough for you to give me something for my sunburned shoulders, you better call me Dani. Your name is Hugh, right?”




  Hugh nodded. “So why the rush to get down here? I mean, you could have taken me up on my offers to buy your trailer by mail.”




  “Your what?” Dani asked, looking up at him in surprise.




  “My offers to buy your trailer,” Hugh repeated. “Don’t tell me you didn’t get them? I mean, I wrote to you three times about it. It seems senseless to leave a nice place like KARR’S PORT sitting empty. Haven’t I offered you enough money?”




  “Of-of course, you have,” Dani said. “I-it’s just, it won’t be sitting empty any longer. I’m going to be living in it.”




  “You!” Hugh exclaimed, “but you can’t!”




  “Why can’t I? I own it. I can’t see renting an apartment when—”




  “When nothing. Don’t you realize you have to be fifty-five to live in this court?”




  The look of astonishment on her face surprised him. “Unless you’ve aged very well, you aren’t fifty-five and you live here. Why can’t I?”




  “Because I own this place. This is my livelihood, at least part of it.”




  “Some livelihood. How does it feel to be the ultimate beach bum? I doubt if you even know the meaning of the word WORK.”




  Hugh bristled at her suggestion. “I know all about working. I did enough of it before I bought this place, as well as after.”




  “Oh, yeah, doing what?” Dani retorted.




  “If you must know, I worked as a detective on the Atlanta police force until a punk kid with a gun ended my career. After I took a bullet in my side and spent three months in the hospital, the psychiatrist said the only way I could go back to work would be as a desk jockey.”




  “I’m sorry,” Dani said, “I didn’t know. Is your injury why you bought this court?”




  “Partly. I needed a change of pace. It may not look like it to you, but here I’m a combination of handyman, administrator, Father confessor, and surrogate son. With the help of the people who live here, I run this place and do it quite well, thank you. I listen to them brag on their kids—you know, the ones who never come to see them. I make sure they aren’t alone on Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Year’s Eve, Easter and any other holiday their kids forget. They aren’t all lucky enough to go north for Christmas and summer vacations. Most of them live on Social Security and just can’t afford it.”




  Hugh could see how his words annoyed her. He knew he shouldn’t have been so straightforward, but his anger had built up over the past three years.




  “Don’t lump me in with those kids who don’t care,” Dani retorted, her eyes flashing. “Maybe I didn’t make it down in the winter, but it’s only because it’s my busiest time of the year. In the summers I used to spend the weekends at the cottage. Daddy loved to drive his boat like a maniac while I went water skiing. At Christmas they always stayed at my condo.” Dani’s anger turned to sadness when she spoke of her parents.




  “Now, it’s my turn to say I’m sorry,” Hugh said. “I let myself get carried away where these old people are concerned. I love each and every one of them like my own folks and it hurts to see them neglected.”




  Without saying more, he took the bottle of antiseptic from her hand and dampened the cotton ball. “Let me get your back,” he suggested, in an attempt to change the subject. “If you’re going to be living in Florida, what happened to your great job in Wisconsin?”




  “I work for Treasure Tours. I’ve been transferred to the head office right here in Selkirk.”




  “Seems like a strange time for a transfer. Why would you consider it now, without your folks here?”




  “I honestly don’t care to go into it now. Let’s just say I didn’t have any choice in the matter.”




  “So is that the reason you drove down here like a bat out of hell? I mean any sane person takes three or four days to drive it.”




  Dani didn’t answer.




  “I know,” Hugh continued, “it’s none of my business. How about answering something I feel is my business?”




  “Something like what?” Dani asked.




  “Like why you didn’t sell me the trailer when I made the first offer? I have to assume this transfer came up rather suddenly. I sent you my first proposal back in July.”




  “I couldn’t bring myself to sell it. As long as I knew it was still here, I could pretend Mom and Dad were just on vacation and not lying in a cemetery in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin. I could tell myself they were having a good time down here. Damn, I miss them. None of this craziness would have happened if I could have talked to them.”




  Tears formed in Dani’s eyes. Rather than reach out to comfort her, Hugh questioned her statement. “I get the impression something is going on, but I don’t know what. My police sense tells me you’re in some kind of trouble.”




  “Police sense? What do you mean?”




  “All cops have it,” Hugh said. “It’s the sense that bristles the hairs on the back of your neck where there’s trouble.”




  “I thought you were an ex-cop. Does it still apply?”




  “I keep my hand in things. I left the stress of Atlanta, but I work part time on the force here. You didn’t answer me, are you in trouble?”




  Dani nodded. “I just can’t talk about it yet. Please say I can stay here. I really need to be here for a while. At least until my condo is sold.”




  Hugh thought for a moment. He hated to admit it, but in the brief time since he’d met her, he found Dani Karr to be a complex and exciting woman. Despite the secret she guarded so carefully, he knew he wanted to get to know her better.




  Since his divorce he’d dated several women. Some of them were set-ups, friends of well meaning friends. Some were one-night stands, little more than a warm body to take away his physical need. None affected him the way Dani Karr already did.




  “Two months,” he finally said. “You can stay for two months, but only if the residents okay it. We’ll need to have a community meeting to put it to a vote.”




  CHAPTER TWO




  Dani looked across the court to see Hugh watching her. His cocky attitude infuriated her. She tried to remember what her parents had said about him. Mostly, their conversations regarding the arrogant Mr. Anderson consisted of high praise for making the residents of the court work together. They did mention the number of young women who visited his trailer, though. Her mother often commented she wondered what went on behind his closed doors. Her dad professed no consenting adults should have to answer such questions. He said all the men in the court thought Hugh nothing more than a “Ladies Man”. Dani knew by his sly smile what he meant.




  She continued to let her mind ramble on the subject of Hugh Anderson. She would have never guessed him to be an ex-cop. It didn’t matter to her, though. She had more to occupy her thoughts than a cop who thought his profession gave him the right to interrogate her about the decision to move to Selkirk.




  Running her hand over the door casing, she found the key right where she left it, where her mother always left it.




  Once inside the trailer she would now call home, she looked around. Last night she was too tired to take inventory of her surroundings. This morning, she wanted no part of it. This afternoon, she knew she had to face the reality of her inheritance.




  A ripple afghan graced the back of the couch. Closing her eyes, she could see her mother, crochet hook in hand, working on it.




  A double picture frame on the breakfront caught her eye. One side held a picture of her parents taken at church just before they left for Florida two years ago. Dani thought of her copy of the picture. She wondered if Blaine Matson had contacted the storage company, if her belongings were already packed away.




  In the other side of the frame, Dani noticed a copy of the picture the company insisted she have taken for their publicity campaign. “How in the hell do they expect me to remain an unknown when less than two years ago they plastered my face all over the company?” she asked aloud.




  Her eyes rested on the wall phone, bringing to mind her promise to call her former boss, Blaine. He, along with Clark and Tamar Lies, owners of the company, suggested her transfer when the police interrogated her about Jeremy.




  Picking up the receiver, she dialed Blaine’s home number, her only connection to the life she left behind in Wisconsin. After three rings, Blaine answered. She found his voice reassuring, familiar.




  “Dani, where are you? Don’t tell me you’re already in Florida?”




  “All right, I won’t tell you, but I got here last night.”




  “For Christ’s sake, Dani, you didn’t have to drive straight through. No one knows where you went or why.”




  “No one knows, but somehow I have the feeling Jeremy is going to find me. Damn it Blaine, I don’t want to end up dead like the woman in Detroit. Jeremy scares me half to death. He doesn’t know about the place, yet, but what happens if he finds out?”




  The silence on the other end of the line confirmed Dani’s fears.




  “There’s something I have to tell you,” Blaine finally said. “I had a call from the police today. The woman in Detroit wasn’t the first. He’s done the same thing in Atlanta, Toledo, and Fort Wayne.”




  “They won’t find him, will they Blaine?” she asked, unable to control her fears.




  “They’re hoping to. At least he thinks you’re still here. He sent you a dozen white roses yesterday.”




  Dani cringed. She remembered what the detective said about white roses and the note the woman in Detroit received. All it said was WATCH YOUR BACK! JS.




  “Did he send a card?” she managed to ask.




  “You don’t want to know,” Blaine replied.




  “I guess I don’t want to know. Did they say how long it’s been going on?”




  “They think Atlanta was the first. It started about four years ago. Anyway I’m glad you called. You better watch Wanted Poster tonight. They’re featuring Jeremy. The dumb bastard isn’t even smart enough to change his name. He’s used Jeremy Stone all five times.”




  Dani sat staring at the phone long after she hung up. She wondered if Hugh knew about Jeremy. He said he worked for the Atlanta police force. Could he still have been there when Jeremy killed the first woman?




  As much as she wanted a confidant, someone to share her fears, she hesitated about saying anything to Hugh. His male chauvinistic attitude had a tendency to irritate her.




  * * * *




  Hugh took one last walk around the court before going in for the night. He enjoyed this time of night. Many of the residents would already be in bed. Some of those still up sat outside playing cards and talking.




  “What’s she like, Hugh?” Phil Adams asked, when Hugh stopped by for one of Betty’s brownies.




  “I wish I could tell you. She says she wants to stay here, to live in Al and Molly’s trailer. She seems to be in a bind, so I agreed to let her stay for two months.”




  “Stay here?” Betty questioned. “She’s so young. You know how we feel about young people and wild parties.”




  Hugh laughed. “It’s only for two months, Betty. I don’t think you’ll have to worry. With her working all the time, you probably won’t ever see her.”




  “I just hope you’re right,” Betty replied. “Al and Molly were such good neighbors, as well as good friends.”




  “Give her a chance,” Hugh said, before continuing on his way home.




  The clock on Hugh’s bookcase chimed nine times as he walked in the door. Without thinking, he flipped on the TV to Wanted Poster.




  Ignoring the beer in the refrigerator, he grabbed a soda and popped the top. After a night of drinking with his friends, the thought of a beer sickened him. It certainly made him appreciate the fact Spring Fling only came around once a year. He wondered how his friends survived the flight home. Remembering his own headache, he didn’t envy them their two-hour flights.




  Hugh put thoughts of his friends from his mind as he concentrated on the small screen in front of him. The usual cast of criminals played out their stories. Hugh seethed over the crimes they committed. Rape, murder, robbery—it all seemed too commonplace in this day and age.




  “Not enough of us and too many of them,” he said aloud, before returning to the kitchen for a bag of chips.




  Once again the show resumed, following the second commercial break. To Hugh’s surprise, he heard the voice of his former partner, Randy Palmer. Without opening the bag, he focused on Randy’s face.




  The fugitive featured turned out to be Jeremy Stone. It’s almost like a premonition. I haven’t thought about the Crossley case in months. I wonder why they would be featuring Stone on ‘Wanted Poster’?




  The last time he talked to Randy, he heard about the woman in Fort Wayne. He already knew of the one in Toledo. Now he listened as another story of embezzlement and murder unfolded.




  To Hugh’s surprise, Detroit didn’t end the story. The scene moved to Milwaukee and shots of the Treasure Tours office. This time the young woman didn’t die at Stone’s hands. Stone disappeared and so did the woman. Forewarned by the police, she went into hiding. Although her name was withheld, he knew she had to be Dani Karr. Too many coincidences, too many facts were the same to dismiss his suspicions.




  Without turning off the lights or TV, he got up to go across the court as soon as the segment ended. It shouldn’t concern him if Dani Karr was stupid enough to be taken in by a con man like Stone. Unfortunately, he couldn’t get her out of his mind. The thought of Stone taking her in the way he did Janet Crossley sickened him.




  Why me? Why this court? Why couldn’t she have gone somewhere else? He distrusted coincidences, never believed in fate. He only knew he needed to keep the people in the court out of harm’s way.




  * * * *




  Dani couldn’t stop the tears flowing down her cheeks like un-dammed rivers. Blaine told her Wanted Poster was filming the segment on Jeremy when her own story came to light.




  The actor who portrayed Jeremy bore an uncanny resemblance to the real person. She couldn’t help but think back to his lovemaking. He took her to the height of passion then dropped her into the depths of despair.




  To hear the commentator refer to her as frightened and having to go into hiding, made the tears flow even harder. “Why me?” she asked aloud. “Why, when I thought I found a man I could love, did he have to turn out to be a con man and a murderer?”




  A light rap at the door startled her, causing her heart to pound and a shiver of apprehension to encompass her body. Before she could get up to answer the door, the unknown visitor knocked again.




  She slipped the security chain into place then opened the door. Seeing Hugh standing on the deck, she breathed a sigh of relief.




  “Isn’t it a little late for a social call?” she asked, when Hugh stepped into the room. The expression on his face stopped her from saying more. She didn’t know him well, but she’d seen the same look on her father’s face whenever she did something to upset him.




  “This isn’t a social call, Miss Karr.” Hugh said, his eyes sparking with annoyance.




  She watched as his gaze swept past her to the television set. “It looks like we do have something in common after all. Do you always watch Wanted Poster, or do you only watch it when you’re the subject of the main feature?”




  Dani opened her mouth to deny the accusations Hugh made, but he held up his hand to silence her.




  “Don’t say anything you might regret later. You are the woman from Wisconsin, aren’t you?”




  “It’s none of your business who I am,” she snapped. “I’m not one of your suspects. You have no right to interrogate me.”




  “Don’t I? The only case I left unsolved in Atlanta was the Crossley case. I’ve kept up on Jeremy Stone for the last four years. He’s a dangerous man. Why didn’t you tell me about him when I told you I’m a cop?”




  “I-I couldn’t,” Dani turned from Hugh. She didn’t want him to see how frightened Jeremy made her.




  “Look at me, Dani,” Hugh said, his voice suddenly soft. With his hands on her shoulders, he turned her to face him. “You are the woman from Wisconsin, aren’t you?” The repeated question forced her to answer him.




  “I didn’t know about him until it was too late. He seemed so kind and gentle. We were going to be married. I just want to wake up from this nightmare. I want to wake up and find out Jeremy doesn’t exist.” Dani’s voice cracked on the last word.




  Hugh’s grip on her shoulders loosened and his hands moved to her waist to pull her so close to him she could feel his heart beat against her breast. The musky, male scent of his body made her almost drunk with pleasurable sensations.




  The realization of what she inadvertently allowed to almost happen snapped her back to the reality of the moment. She stiffened and pulled away from the security of Hugh’s embrace.




  “Is this the way you interrogate female suspects?” she asked, moving to the other side of the room to put several feet between the two of them. “If it is, it’s no wonder your wife left you.”




  Hugh’s eyes remained glued to her face, but any sign of softness in them disappeared. “I didn’t mean to be improper. I only thought you could use some comfort, maybe even a friend.”




  “I don’t need anything from you, except permission to stay in this trailer. Jeremy doesn’t know about it. I’ll be safe here.”




  “You might be safe here, but what about at Treasure Tours? Don’t you think it’s the first place he’ll look for you?”




  Dani eased herself into a chair at the table and put her head in her hands. “When I start at Treasure Tours next Monday, it will be in a private office as Nancy Phelps.”




  “What about the way you look? Do the people down here know you? Have they ever met you?”




  Dani nodded. “I’ve decided to cut and dye my hair. It should alter my appearance.”




  “Don’t try to do this alone. Let me help you. I have an idea of how his mind works. I should. I studied him enough when I worked on the Crossley case. I have a friend who works as a beautician. She’s done some work for Universal Studios in Orlando as well as for Touchstone Pictures. I’ll see if she can meet us for lunch tomorrow.”




  “Us?” Dani asked, still a bit leery of his intentions.




  “Look, in this court everyone knows who you are. If they didn’t see the show tonight, they’re straightforward enough to tell anyone where to find you. We need to meet with them as well, and enlist their help. No one wants to put Stone away more than I do, but I won’t let you act as bait for the trap.”




  Dani couldn’t stop the tears flowing down her cheeks. “I’m sorry I snapped,” she said. “I guess I do need a friend. These past few months have been rough. I met Jeremy in November and by Christmas he asked me to marry him. When I sold Mom and Dad’s house in February, he offered to invest some of the money for me. I trusted him. I loved him. When I went to work on Tuesday, the police were there. They asked me where they could find Jeremy. I told them he went to Minneapolis to visit his mother. When they called the number he gave me, it turned out to be an all night convenience store.”




  “What alerted the police?” Hugh interrupted.




  Dani hesitated as the events of the past week replayed in her head. “I guess it all started when Clark and Tamar came to Wisconsin for a surprise inspection last Thursday. While they were there, they met Jeremy. Of course, I was on the road, but I did get to talk to them on the phone. They said they were going to a big conference for owners and managers in Chicago and Blaine was going with them.”




  “Hold on,” Hugh again interrupted. “Just who are these people you’re talking about?”




  “I’m sorry,” Dani replied. “I’m so mixed up in all of this I guess I just thought everyone—I don’t even know what I’m saying. Clark and Tamar Lies own Treasure Tours and Blaine Matson is my—was my boss in Milwaukee.




  “Anyway, I was in Appleton at the Paper Valley. It’s a hotel. I had a lot of people to call on in the Fox Valley area, and Appleton is centrally located. I had enough calls to make for Thursday, Friday and Monday, as well as a trade show on Saturday. I arranged for a weekend with college friends. In my absence Jeremy planned to go to Minneapolis and see his mother. Only he didn’t—he didn’t…” tears choked off her words. She buried her face in her hands so Hugh wouldn’t see her humiliation.




  To her surprise, she felt his fingers encircle her wrists and pull her hands away from her face.




  “Stop it, Dani,” he ordered. “Crying isn’t going to make what happened go away. Now pull yourself together and tell me the rest of it.”




  She made the effort to continue. “When I got back into the office on Tuesday, they were all waiting for me. Clark, Tamar, and Blaine all heard about Jeremy at the meeting. The employer of the woman in Detroit gave one of the seminars in order to warn other people about him. They came back to the office on Monday and ordered an audit. The police actually questioned me as though they thought I helped him steal the money. When they finally decided I had nothing to do with it, Clark and Tamar cooked up this plan to get me out of Milwaukee.”




  Dani finally raised her head and looked into Hugh’s eyes. “Aren’t you taking notes or something?” she asked.




  “Believe me, I don’t need to take notes, not about Stone. If you’re going to be all right, I’ll go back to my place and call my friend. Give me your phone number and I’ll call you after I talk to Vicki.”
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