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  Prologue




  She was standing by the window, her arm hanging down at her side, a gun held limply in her right hand. The still hot handle of the gun burned into her palm like a branding iron. Irrationally she thought of the cliché, a smoking gun in her hand.




  Through the huge plate glass window she watched the rain beating against the pane beading—saw it pouring water, like tiny waterfalls, down the glass. Furiously it bashed the colourful plants and dripped from the pine tree.




  In the distance she heard the wail of sirens. The police. Tucking the gun in her waist band, she took from her pocket a remote control, activated it, and the plate glass window slid open. Stealthily she slipped through it, pausing only to zap it closed behind her. The cops would not be able to activate the window without the remote. It would give her more time.




  The ground was boggy. Her feet slid in up to her ankles. Wading through the mess, she reached the edge of the lake; it was the only way to leave. Swim the lake, get to the other side. The streets would be too risky; she could be seen by neighbours, or even run into the police. The lake seemed the best bet though she knew an alligator rested in its murky depths. She remembered it as a small one—still it could do her damage and who was to say another had not moved in.




  Alligator, police? It was no contest. She waded into the water, shocked at how chilly it felt against her bare legs. When it was deep enough she struck out and started to swim.




  Somehow the blood was pounding through her, a charge of adrenalin combined with fear, giving her the ability to cut through the water. She was swimming like she was Esther Williams. Now and again something slimy slid between her legs, or snaked down her legs; only fear motivated her to keep moving. If it was slimy and not hard it was not going to be a huge reptile with a gigantic appetite.




  Reaching the other side, she slid up the muddy bank, almost sliding back down the thick oozing mud and into the water. Gripping the thick glutinous stuff, she dragged herself on her belly, not even getting up when she reached soggy grass. She crawled and slithered like a snake until she reached the dense wood, then rolled into its welcoming cover.




  The woods were thick with ground cover as well as tall trees; wild prickly plants tore at her legs. A warm wetness started to drip down to the inside of her trainer. Touching her leg, she realized she had cuts and the dripping wetness was blood. As she stood, a spiteful thorn-covered branch tore into her long hair.




  It was so dark in the wood, she doubted she would find her way; there were swamps to be avoided and the rain and starless sky did not help. Looking back, peering through the trees, she saw a shaft of light. The cops had reached the house; they had gone in and turned on all the lights. It was the impetus she needed. Florida still had the death penalty. She had to get away; there was no turning back...ever!




  Chapter 1




  Kerensa Mawgan put down the telephone and, standing at the window, stared out at a view of the valley down to the undulating river. On the other side of the river was a tree-covered high bank. Everything glistened in the warm, steaming mist that had come up river after the storm.




  Laboriously, she pulled back the sliding window and stepped outside. The Yorkshire stone patio glistened with puddles of water; it gave the stone an intensity of colour, almost as if it were cast with purple dye. Everything dripped wetly in the weak sun that was successfully breaking through the mist. She felt that if she put her ear to any puddle, then it would give out the sound of sizzling.




  Tears ran down her cheeks now, and then the sobs came. Sinking onto a stone bench, oblivious to the wetness penetrating the linen of her trousers through to her flesh, she let her body bend double, her head cradled in her lap.




  She had just come from the hospital, had kissed her mother, and had gone to do her bidding. Laura had been adamant. “Bring me the box from the attic. You will know the one: it has a pink ribbon around it.” It was a command and after she had uttered it Laura had fallen back, exhausted.




  Kerensa knew she dare not disobey; it seemed to be so important. Just how important she did not know or how catastrophic it would be that she had left her mother. The hospital was a half an hour’s drive, and that drive had been longer because of the driving rain. She had only just got into the house and brought the box from the attic when the phone rang. The nurse’s voice was hard and so cold. Certainly not the breed of angel she had been led to believe nurses were.




  “Your Mother passed away.”




  How cruel for her mother to die when she had left her bedside. Something she had been reluctant to do at any time, preferring to sleep in the chair in her mother’s hospital room rather than go home. Of course she knew her mother was dying; the thing inside her had finally won. After years of remission it had its way. Laura was too young and it was too cruel.




  There was no one to telephone, apart from Laura’s employers; neighbours would find out as it was a small community. Word would spread soon enough. There had been just the two of them, Kerensa and Laura, living their lives quietly and happily in this Cornish backwater.




  Her mother had been born here and then had gone away. When Laura came back it was with Kerensa inside her. There was a lot of gossip but it soon stopped once everyone realized they could speculate as much as they liked. Laura was not going to reveal any secrets.




  Grandparents helped out. An only child, Laura had been a late baby and her parents had been dead these past five years. They left the small house to Laura but little else. It did not matter; Laura made a reasonable living as manager of an estate agents.




  “It was never what I wanted,” she told Kerensa. “Old Mr Pendle took me on as a typist but I found there was a lot more I could do.”




  Young Mr Pendle had seen her potential as well and when he opened another office, he gave Laura a free hand.




  Kerensa looked at the box that had seemed to be so important to her mother. With reluctance she tugged at the bright pink ribbon. The box was an old chocolate box, the name on the lid now faded with the passing of time. Kerensa lifted the lid and peered inside. There was just a small black diary.




  Reluctantly, Kerensa opened the diary. It was more a journal than a record of daily life.




  

    

      Kerensa, my beautiful daughter, I wonder if you ever truly knew me and I bless the idea that you did not, you see, my beautiful daughter...


    


  




  Chapter 2




  The sun shone brightly on the day Kerensa laid her mother to rest. The small church yard was festooned with flowers, the trees heavy laden with leaves. Everything was green and fresh and bursting with fecundity. Ironic, she thought, for Laura had loved the summer and now would never see it again.




  The Mawgan’s grave was in the shade of an ancient oak. Six generations. Now Laura, beloved daughter, age forty. Tears welled up. Who was she burying though? Not the mother she had known and loved. Kerensa realized with sadness that she had never known her mother at all. Her mother played a part of someone else.




  No one in the village knew the wild child, or come to that, the Laura Mawgan who had shot a man dead.




  Respectfully the villagers who had attended the funeral came and shook her hand. One or two, the lady from the post office, and the village school head teacher, who had known her all her life, gave her a deep and sincere hug. Each one had a kind word to say about Laura. Odd that, for Laura had seldom had a kind word for them. Not that she was ever cruel or standoffish but she said they did not know about the real world. Really that should have given Kerensa a clue as to the kind of woman her mother was, but she had always been slightly in awe of Laura. She had loved her so very much. There never had been trouble between them, nor had she had that teenage hate of Laura. Most of her school friends had a love-hate relationship with their parents but Kerensa never had.




  The local people were kindly folk, a little nosy for sure, but generous nevertheless. Everyone in the village had come to the funeral; even the pub closed for an hour. The landlord showed no animosity towards her because she had not booked a room there. Most people did that but Kerensa had not the heart for an “after the funeral bun feast”.




  Mr Pendle came and said how much he would miss Laura, and what an asset she had been as well as a lovely person.




  “I could have fallen in love with her, you know,” he said, “but I was already taken.”




  Kerensa thought, Well maybe you should have spoken up, I think she liked you too, and it would not have mattered if marriage was not on the cards. After all a woman who had shot someone dead would hardly be likely to object to an affair with a married man.




  Stop it! her mind screamed out, you judgmental little prick, who are you to condemn your mother like this? She loved you and you loved her...the Laura she became and not the Laura she had been. So she had a past...she made a new life in spite of it.




  Feeling her eyes flood with tears, Kerensa turned away from Mr Pendle, nodding her head in acknowledgement of his words. Kindly he stepped away. Everyone tiptoed away and left her by the graveside alone.




  “I’m sorry but I could not face having a do after the funeral,” she confessed to Mr Pendle earlier. “I’m not being mean but somehow...” She sighed. He squeezed her shoulder kindly. “And Laura asked me not to do it anyway.”




  “That sounds just like Laura. No fuss.”




  Of course she did not tell him that Laura had been determined on not having a do for more important reasons than fuss. She had said, “They will all be whispering in corners about how I came back with a baby in my belly but that I made amends eventually. They will be speculating again on who your father was. That will happen, Kerensa, so make sure, please. No funeral tea and sympathy, just a brief service and then everyone can bugger off.”




  “But, Mum, they might...”




  “No, Kerensa my lovely, I mean it. I’ve been to enough funerals to know what happens. Skeletons always come out of the cupboard eventually. Have done it myself, so believe me.”




  Laura had not really wanted the vicar or the church, but what else could Kerensa do? Laura called the vicar a sanctimonious twerp but Kerensa thought him all right. He had been good to Kerensa too, coming out to visit her and to see if she needed anything. And she never went inside the church anymore. Not since she had left junior school had she gone, not even for Christmas. Everyone had been very kind to her. No one thought of Laura’s death, at an early age, less than a tragedy. However, Laura had always ploughed her own furrow. Perhaps that’s why no one had said anything to her; they had realized it was Laura’s wishes after all.




  Instead of going directly home, she took the path that led down to the river and set off to walk towards the estuary. It took a good hour and she passed no one on the way. At the estuary there was a beach of silver sand and she sat, staring out across the blue waters to the town on the other side.




  What could she do? Where could she go? Her perfect life had disintegrated; she was not who she thought she was and neither was her mother the person she had imagined her to be. At just twenty-two the world should still be her oyster. Now everything had fallen apart. Her mother’s death, the horrible realization that Laura Mawgan was not what she had pretended to be had seen to that.




  Breaking into the silent stillness, her mobile phone was an irritant. Removing it from her pocket, she felt like throwing it. The caller’s number showed it was work.




  “How are you, honey bunch?” Mike, the editor, as always totally politically incorrect.




  “How do you imagine I am?” she piped back.




  “We need to talk,” he said.




  “The dreaded words if I were your lover, eh? All right, can I come in about an hour?”




  “Where are you?”




  “Down by the estuary. I walked. I have to walk back and get the car.”




  “Come tomorrow morning. How was the funeral?”




  “Good. Well, as good as those things are.”




  “I didn’t want you to be alone today but I got tied up. I hope you understand. I wasn’t disrespecting your mother.”




  “I didn’t expect you to come, Mike. Laws, I’m a junior reporter, not Richard Dean!”




  Richard Dean was the chief reporter. He thought he was god’s gift to journalism and that one of these days one of the daily’s would come and snap him up. He had been waiting ten years.




  “You’re a special kid; come and see me in the morning. I’m not happy with your letter.”




  “Neither am I.”




  After ending the call, she set off to walk back. By the time she arrived at the cottage she was ravenously hungry. She opened a tin of beans and popped some bread in the toaster.




  All she wanted to be was a reporter, right from age seven and when she had visited the Western Star with school. Laura had wanted her to go to Sixth Form College but when Mike offered her a job, Laura had given in and said she would not hold her daughter back. “But you know one of these days you are going to be up against someone with a degree...”




  “And they’ll be up against someone with lots of experience. It’s what I want, Mum.”




  She had done work experience at the paper and proved so adept Mike had her in during the school holidays. When he was ready to take on a junior reporter she was the obvious choice.




  Now she was going to give it up, the thing she loved, and for what? To try and find out who Laura Mawgan really was and why she had murdered the man who had fathered her child?




  Laura’s confession was too sketchy, too incomplete; it was, Kerensa realized, unfinished. That was why Laura had needed to have the journal; she had wanted to finish it but had died before she could even hold the journal in her hands.




  Miserably, Kerensa felt she had to quit her job and go to the States to find out the whole truth. It was the last thing she really wanted to do, but how could she let it just go?




  Trawling the internet had brought up nothing about Jason Campbell. It was as if he had never existed. Had Laura lied? Had her so called journal been a story, a novel that she hoped one day to write? But then why had Laura confessed? Her theory made no sense, but why was there nothing on the internet? Jason Campbell was rich, her mother had said, and he had ruthlessly used Laura and then thought to toss her away as if she were dross; yet nothing came up about the shooting. It made no sense but then again, the discovery that her lovely Mum had actually shot someone dead did not make sense either.




  Next morning, with an aching heart, she climbed the dusty stairs up to Mike’s office. Mike’s office as always resembled the town tip. How someone who was a fantastic editor, who never put a word wrong, could live like a slattern was beyond her comprehension. How he ever found anything in the mess of paper was a long standing puzzle in the office.




  “And I thought computers were all to do with cutting down on unnecessary paperwork, Mike,” she said, glancing around, showing her irritation by the way her nose wrinkled. Okay, she admitted to herself, I am a tidy freak. I like everything in its place. Even as a fifteen-year-old teenager I had a tidy bedroom. I can’t help it. It’s a Mawgan thing. We are tidy little people.




  “Sit down.” Mike pointed to a chair. First she had to remove a stack of telephone directories, and then, because that’s the way she was, wipe the wooden seat with a paper hankie.




  “It’s dusty!” she said to prevent Mike from commenting. Mike held up his hands, shrugging his shoulders.




  “No problem, Miss Prissy. So...” His hand paddled through paperwork and remarkably came up with her letter. He pursed his lips, then read it aloud.




  She did not need to hear it; it was just saying that she was giving a month’s notice.




  “I don’t get it; you need this job, especially now, not only financially but also for your mind. You need to keep busy and I’ve plans for you, big plans.”




  “Sure, I’m to take over from Richard.”




  “That’s never going to happen.”




  “Oh, thanks for that!”




  “And I’ll tell you why, Miss Prissy. Richard is never going to get on the dailies; he doesn’t have what it takes. He thinks he has but he hasn’t. He’s definitely a small town newspaper man, while you on the other hand—well you have everything going for you. You will end up on the dailies, without question.”




  She had dreams about hearing something like that. Praise was shortcoming from Mike but it was valued because of that. If weeks ago he had told her that she would have been beside herself, now she felt only an overwhelming sense of sadness. It had nothing to do with her mother’s death; it had all to do with her beautiful career that she saw going down the toilet.




  “Well? What you got to say about that?”




  “I could say plenty. I’m so flattered...”




  “Bullshit—don’t come with the ‘I’m so flattered’ routine. It’s manna from heaven to you. It’s all you wanted. You told me that when you first worked here on school experience. You wanted to be a journalist, not one of those sweetie pies on t.v. but a real newswoman.”




  “That’s true, but things have changed, Mike.” She could barely meet his eyes, had to look down. She became aware for the first time that the tissue she used to wipe the chair was now being mangled in her hot little hands.




  “You want leave, you can have it. The trauma of losing your mother...”




  “It isn’t just that. It’s more than that; don’t ask me to tell you because I can’t, but I have to go away—to the States. I have to find...”




  “Your father?”




  Kerensa gasped. He was so astute. He had worked the dailies in his youth; he had been good too but a broken marriage, a period with a bottle of whisky in his bed and then recovery, had brought him here, but he had never lost his edge. He could sniff a story out without even leaving his desk, a word here, a mention on the t.v. there, and Mike had it all. He had the gift.




  “Look, it’s natural; you lost your grandparents and now your mother. To all intents and purposes you are an orphan and you don’t want to be. But listen, honey, turning over this stone could bring misery. If the bloke did not want to find a lovely girl like your mother, then he is hardly likely to want to know you. Shoot me if I’m wrong.”




  Ouch—she felt a sharp pinch at his words. Wrong metaphor, Mike, she thought, but oh so appropriate.




  “My dad is dead, Mike. I just want to know about him.”




  “But you don’t have to quit your job to do that.”




  “I don’t? I mean I plan to go to the states to look him up.”




  “You take a holiday. I’m not happy about it but I will let you go for six weeks. Call it leave of absence. You’ve been here four years and in all that time I don’t think you took more than three days holiday.”




  “I love my job too much.”




  “You’ve accumulated time.”




  “But the owner, you know he’s such a scrooge.”




  “Sure he is; that’s how he made millions. Look, you have three weeks holiday due. I can get you pay for those; the other three weeks you will have to wing it. But you could file copy and I’ll pay you for the article. If it’s any good.”




  For the first time since Laura’s death, Kerensa felt a momentary lightness inside her. A little whiff of enthusiasm was invading the greyness.




  “You think there would be no objection? Are you serious?”




  “Do you really think I would let you go, just like that? Come on, girlie, no false modesty. Now, as you’re here, I want you to go over to interview Mayor Pettigrew. Seems there was a bit of rough and tumble over at the Yachtsman Arms last night, and he was in the centre of it. He’ll talk to you. I can’t tell you how often he tells me he likes you...”




  “Ugh, horrid, dirty old man!”




  “Off you go; give him your lovely smile.”




  “I do want to go in a couple of weeks.”




  “Fine. I know just who will stand in for you too...Betty...”




  “Betty!”




  “Don’t diss the woman; she has a brain somewhere buried deep in that fluffy blonde mane—and she has been out on a story or two.”




  “Yes and you had to write most of it, but as you say to me, people like her—or rather her girly ways. Fine, I’m really grateful, Mike. I...”




  “Mayor Pettigrew is waiting,” he said and winked.




  Chapter 3




  It was hot. The electrical storm that had been raging had done nothing for the temperature, nor had it cleared the air.




  The motel was cheap and cheerful. That was the best thing Kerensa could say about it. There were two stories. The doors were on the outside on the interconnecting balcony and there was a rail to lean against, if she wanted to gaze down on the minuscule turquoise pool. Funny to have a swimming pool when just a quarter of a mile down the road was a gorgeous beach. She had been there four days and had never seen anyone use the pool; perhaps it was just for show.




  Her room was small and basic but very clean. The couple who ran the motel were slim and bronzed, she blond, he dark, but pleasantly polite in an off-hand kind of way. “Have a nice day,” was about the extent of their involvement whenever they saw her. Still, that was how she wanted it.




  There was a diner down the road that served good food at a reasonable price. She found if she went out and ate breakfast then she needed nothing else for the rest of the day.




  The girl behind the counter had got to know her now and was friendly but not nosy, although she was fascinated by Kerensa’s accent.




  Before breakfast she went for a swim in the warm waters of the Gulf and here, too, some folks who lived in the apartments that lined the beach had become used to seeing her and were always happy to say good morning and pass the time of day. It stopped Kerensa from feeling totally lonely. Coming from a village, Kerensa was used to having contact with people. Her job did not encourage solitude either, so it was good to have these daily intimacies.




  The first day she had arrived she had been confused. She had no idea where to head for reasonable accommodation; however, the cab driver at the airport had recommended the motel as being cheap and clean and he was right. It was not ideal but it suited her purpose and her pocket.




  There was a bus too that went into town, unusual in Florida but it cut down her expenses. Most afternoons she spent in the library.




  The library, like her laptop, had brought up no information on Jason Campbell. There was nothing on a murder at a Florida villa for the date she had. Unbelievable as it was, she guessed that her mother was thinking of writing a novel. That she had never shown any desire to do such a thing did not mean she had not dreamed of it secretly. It was a plot, it had to be, yet it seemed so real and why address the notes to her, to Kerensa, if it were not something that had happened?




  “Miss.” Kerensa looked up into the twinkling, friendly eyes of the librarian who had been helping her dig out stuff. “You don’t seem to be having much luck with your research; could you be more specific? I might be able to help you.”




  “Well,” Kerensa smiled sweetly,” you know I’m a reporter.”




  “Sure, Miss, you said you wanted to do research for an article”




  “Actually, I wanted to write a series of articles on unsolved crime in Florida. This area in particular and I...”




  “Well, if you’re looking at unsolved crimes you are going to be here longer than a month!” The Librarian twinkled a laugh at her.




  “Well, murder specifically.”




  “Ah, well that could be less troublesome.”




  Kerensa took a deep breath, debating whether or not to mention Jason Campbell. After all he was the reason she was here, but if she mentioned his name and they knew something, who knew where that would lead. Would the police start sniffing around? After twenty years? She doubted it! Deciding to jump in with both feet, she said, “I thought someone told me about a guy called Jason Campbell; he was shot and I don’t see anything here about that, but I could have the wrong name.”




  “Jason Campbell?” The Librarian pursed her lips. “No, can’t recall anyone of that name. Let me go check.”




  The librarian was in her early fifties and had told Kerensa that she had lived in the Bay area all her married life. Ten to one she would have remembered something; librarians, after all, were wonderful repositories of information. She had found that out very early in her journalistic career.




  It was pleasantly cool in the library. As she perused the newspaper through the viewfinder she felt her eyes droop a little. Last night the raging lightning storm did nothing for her inability to sleep; in fact the reverse. She was up at four a.m. peering through the window, watching as the lightning sliced open the black sky and the thunder roared close behind.




  Closing her eyes for a moment, she sat back in the chair, then slowly slid a hand up around the back of her neck, kneading the flesh. There was not a worse position than sitting slightly stooped over a desk. She wondered if anyone had ever discovered that it would make a very good method of torture.




  Mum, what kettle of rotten fish were you stirring up? How come I am sitting here instead of chasing hot stories around Cornwall? Being busy exposing Mayor Pettigrew as a bum feeler. She smiled at her thoughts.




  “You look happy!”




  Practically leaping out of her chair, she realized that someone had been observing her. A tall well built young man in a denim shirt and jeans was standing by the table. Now why had she not found that particular librarian! Not that the older lady was not helpful but this guy was helpful in all kinds of satisfying ways. Gosh, she was not immune when it came to appreciating a well toned body and an attractive, not quite handsome face.




  “Not really,” she managed, “just enjoying not staring into the viewfinder. Do you work here?”




  “No, I came in to see my mother. I’m Ned Rochester.”




  She sat upright. “You have to be joking. You’re Mr Rochester!” And the thought instantly popped into her head: If you’re Mr Rochester I am definitely your Jane!




  Wow, even Mr Rochester had never looked that good, or maybe he did when he was younger and hanging around with the mother of Adele.




  “Huh?”




  “Oh, sorry.” She put her hands over her lips to stifle a giggle; this was a library, after all. But there he was in the flesh, her dream of romance. Mr Rochester in person. He could carry her away on his charger any day!




  “You are not going to believe this but I...” Shut up, her sensible mind screamed, you don’t know this guy; he could be a serial killer! At the very least a con artist or bag snatcher. Cautiously she looked down at where her handbag was sitting at her feet; she bent and picked it up, hugging it close to her.




  “Nothing,” she murmured. “Where is your mother?”




  “Getting you some books. She thought I might be able to help.”




  “Your mother is the library lady?”




  “Sure. You were looking into unsolved murders; I guess I’m your guy for that. Did I mention I’m a cop?”




  * * * *




  Gulp, gulp, and then some, Kerensa thought. Not only did he look like he belonged on a poster advertising some wonderful smelling male stuff, his name was Rochester, her favourite hero, and he was a cop. Therefore on the one hand he was a delight to her rather jaded eye, but on the other hand he was trouble with capital T in more ways than one. How to get out of this one, Kerensa Mawgan?




  “I rather like Mr Rochester, in the book I mean,” she babbled, anything to change the subject and send his mind elsewhere.




  “Huh?”




  Beautiful but dumb, she thought, it was ever thus.




  “It doesn’t matter.” She grinned up at him. “It’s all in the name; well thank you, Mr Rochester.” She articulated the name slowly and purposely playfully. “But I have all I need in the murder department. I’m on holiday and just wondered. I’m a reporter; can’t seem to get away from the job.”




  I sound like a demented rabbit, she thought, and he is looking at me like he knows I am as crazy as a—well, coot, she surmised he would say.




  “Doesn’t matter what you want it for; still if you’re not interested in specialist help...”




  “It’s not that. I would hate to waste your time.”




  “Time is what I have a lot of.”




  “Oh really, the crime rate here is that low?”




  He grinned down at her. “No, Ma’am, but you see...”




  He curled his hand around his shirt, raising it a little but before she could cry “help—indecent exposure,” her eyes met with a mass of bandages. “I got shot.”




  “Laws!”




  “It happens in my job but I guess I am pretty lucky it did not go higher—another couple of inches and I would be a in a pine box and Mom would be in mourning.”




  “I must say you’re pretty cool about it.”




  “Not really, but I sort of have to be, otherwise...” He shrugged. “I could really scare the proverbial... So what do you think? Two heads better than one or what?”




  “You must be really bored.”




  “Truth to tell,” he slid on the chair next to her, “I am bored out of my tree!”




  Nervously Kerensa tidied up her papers, softly banging them against the wooden desk, sliding a paperclip on them to hold them together.




  “Someone once told me, and I forget who so don’t ask, that a man called Jason Campbell was murdered around here. It was round about the late eighties...” She knew the date very well but she figured that would be too telling. “But there isn’t a trace of it in the records. So perhaps I am wrong.”




  “Maybe you have the wrong name; could be if someone told you vaguely. Why does it interest you and are you sure it was unsolved?”




  “Maybe not, I thought it was, from what I was told. And I suppose, like you, I am bored out of my skull.”




  “And this is the particular one you want to pursue.”




  “Not necessarily but I thought as I had been given a hint of something odd, I might as well look into that first.”




  “Sure, good thinking.”




  Kerensa looked across at him. He was good looking, not chocolate box handsome, but there was enough there to give her a little frisson. Tall and broad shouldered with crisp dark hair and very blue eyes. His complexion had that faint tan of the Floridians, not from lying in the sun but just walking around in it. Like a sizeable majority of Americans he had good strong teeth. She bet he had worn braces as a kid and guessed he had been really cute. There was something about his accent too that made her think pleasant thoughts: that slow, drawl that could give you goose bumps given the right atmosphere.




  His mother returning with a book broke Kerensa’s concentration on Ned Rochester.




  “Ned will be so much better at this than me, but you know, Miss, there was something...”




  Chapter 4




  Kerensa was sitting on one of those tall, lean stools that looked rather fragile. She had her feet curled up on the bar, her right hand nursing a cup of Starbucks’ best Americana and wondering what the heck she thought she was doing.




  Ned was standing and now their heights matched. Gosh, he was tall, but not skinny. Looking at his profile, she could see one flaw and she rather liked it that on close observation he was not picture book perfect. His nose was large and hooked, and there was a tiny scar puckering his chin. “Knife wound,” he’d casually told her. This was some cop; he was a liability, getting knifed and shot at different times. Either that or he was unlucky.




  “So what do you think?” he asked.




  “About what?”




  “Campbell Logan.”




  “What’s to think? It isn’t the same case.”




  “You sure about that? It seems a coincidence.”




  She sighed before taking a long sip of coffee.




  “Campbell Logan was shot; he wasn’t killed.”




  “Yes, that’s true but the time scale fits. Just ’cause the guy survived doesn’t mean it wasn’t the same one.”




  Duh, she thought, dumb and then dumber. It was not the same name. Campbell—Christian name—Logan never fitted in the picture. Besides he was dead, not slightly dead, but dead. That’s what Laura had written. I shot him dead. The house was by the water, I swam the lake, I thought the ’gators preferable to the police and the death penalty at the end of it. I would not have cared for myself but I had you to consider. You, my child, growing inside me and unwanted by that bastard that put you there.




  Sad choice of word that bastard, she mused. After all, if anyone is a bastard then it’s me.




  “Where is Delamere Drive anyway?” she asked, telling herself it’s better to pretend some interest. “I think they said the house was on the water.”




  “Could be. I’m not sure exactly where it is. It’s not in Tampa, that’s for sure, at least not the beat I know.”




  “But it was in the newspaper; how big an area would that paper cover?”




  “Pretty big, from here right up to Hillsboro’ County, I guess. But it wasn’t a question of the area itself. Campbell Logan was news then; everything he did had a way of getting into the newspaper. Campbell Logan played baseball. He recognized he was never going to make it to top drawer so he got out and made shrewd investments. He had a lot of advantages, a kid born on the right side of the tracks, but a good ball player, so I heard.”




  “And he’s still alive?”




  Ned shrugged. “Don’t know for certain. He fell off the radar a couple of years back—well more’n a couple of years. I think getting shot did something to him. Maybe the person that shot him did so as a warning. Get out of the limelight, buddy, or meet your maker. Something like that, I guess. Anyways, I would say he has been forgotten until you...tell me again, how’d you come up with this idea for a story?”




  “I told you someone mentioned it. I don’t think it is the same case, Ned.” She sighed; it was an artificial sigh, she was on the alert. She had to get away from where this was going. She could not confess everything to this man; she hardly knew him and anyway he was a cop and the cops spelled trouble, in this instance at least.




  “Like I said, I thought it would be fun to write about crime in Florida, put it up against all the cute pictures of Mickey Mouse.”




  He laughed; it was a genuine laugh. “I ought to arrest you, don’t want you ruining our tourist trade.”




  “Oh, I think that’s pretty much impossible. Anyway, it was a daft idea.” She threw him a look, lowering her lashes over her eyes. “Crazy, I mean, why waste a good holiday on rubbish.”




  “I don’t think it’s crazy.” Ned matched her gaze for a moment and she found it difficult to look away.
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