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For Erin Mitchell, champion, conspirator, and friend.
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PART ONE


Ghosts of


Christmas




The past is alive. It lies, keeps secrets, taunts, invades our

thoughts and dreams. It demands reckoning, even after

we’ve tried to bury it, still breathing, in the shallow grave

of our subconsious. Ignore it at your peril.




—Harley Granger,
Requiem for a Lost Girl
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PROLOGUE


Six Days Before Christmas


I always loved Christmas. I still remember how magical it was to believe in Santa Claus, lying in bed at night, trying to stay up to hear the pitter-patter of reindeer hoofs on the roof. Then falling asleep and waking up to the tree glowing downstairs, the floor covered with gifts, my parents groggy and smiling.


I saw him, my sister would say. On the lawn, climbing out of his sleigh.


And I would be so jealous that she got to see Santa, while I couldn’t keep my eyes open long enough. She was always first. Always better. Still is.


I lean against the pole now, arching my back, all eyes on me. The music pulses and the stage lights beneath my high heels flash—purple, blue, orange, red. I am alive here, all of it moving through me. Tonight, I perform to various Katy Perry songs—a playlist I made. “Hummingbird Heartbeat.” “Peacock.” “Part of Me.” All songs that are sexy and upbeat but have a secret message. Like me. No one is listening to the music though. The smattering of men sitting on stools and in various booths, nursing drinks, are only thinking about one thing.


I wonder about them. Do they have wives and kids at home, while they’re here looking at me?


I like the way Christmas lights and decorations make even this ugly, dingy roadside topless bar look somehow glittery and magical. Billy has strung some colored bulbs along the bar, and there’s a big wreath over the juke box, some garland around the stage. Even the tilting, tacky white tree from the big-box store with lights already attached looks pretty to me. I love anything that shines and glimmers.


My dress sparkles too. It’s just like the costumes my mom used to buy me for ice skating and ballet. And though my life now is nothing like it was then, I still feel that thrill I used to feel before a recital or a competition. How my tiny, lithe body makes even the cheapest, flimsiest thing look good, how it feels to move with grace and to be watched with admiration. My mom thought that I was a princess and a star, but the truth was I wasn’t that good at any of it. Not good enough, anyway, to go beyond local, and I slowly lost interest in second and third place. 


I dance and twirl now, lose myself in the music, pretend not to notice that Bob is touching himself beneath the table in front of the stage. Billy, buff and broad shouldered, his thickly muscled arms sleeved in elaborate tattoos, serves drinks, chatting with the regulars. I can’t hear what he’s saying. He never looks at me when I’m on stage, prefers to play for the other team, though he claims he’s bisexual and flirts with me all the time.


Katy Perry is telling whoever he is, what he can and cannot take from her. And I am above it all—one with movement and music. Of all the things I imagined for myself—this was not it. My parents think I’m a waitress, working my way through college, with aspirations to be a physician’s assistant. It’s been almost a year since I dropped out and I haven’t been able to bring myself to tell them. But I’m going home for Christmas; maybe I’ll stay there. Get my act together. Figure it all out. I’m young, right? Barely old enough to work here. There’s time. This is just a way to make money for now, capitalizing on the assets I was given. Nothing wrong with that.


I twirl, lift my arms, then drop down low.


My heart stutters when he walks in, the door opening and leaking darkness. He fills the frame, tall, wide through the shoulders, lean at the waist. He’s been coming for a couple weeks and even though we’ve never talked, and he’s never asked Billy if I’ll meet him in the back, I know he’s here for me. He doesn’t come when Angela is on stage and I’m the one who’s serving drinks, dodging groping hands and leering eyes.


He’s not like the other men here. He’s young, first of all. Not middle aged and doughy, with that lingering energy of dissatisfaction clinging like an odor. He’s a friend of Billy’s, I think. Not just from the bar, but maybe they grew up here together. The two men clasp hands when he takes his seat at the bar, chat awhile. Billy tips a beer from the tap, slides the foaming glass over to him. He takes a swallow from the glass, turns, leans on the bar. He’s long and almost elegant though he’s wearing faded jeans and boots and a tight black T-shirt.


I feel his eyes on me. And for the rest of the set, I dance only for him. And I think he knows it. But when I exit the stage, and peer back though the curtain, he’s gone. It’s stupid to feel disappointed because he’s probably just a scumbag like all the others. Who else would be in this dump after 11:00 P.M. watching a girl twerk on a makeshift stage in a cheap costume she ordered online for $19.99?


Later in the dressing room, I change, pulling on my jeans and oversized hoodie. The night was slow, but the tips aren’t bad. Billy, Angela, and I pool the money and split it with the guys in the back who clean up and lock the place after we go. Angela’s at the door, leaning her towering, curvaceous body against the frame.


“Honey, Billy left,” she says. “Do you want me to wait, walk you to your car?”


“I’m good,” I tell her. I’m not quite ready and I don’t want to hold her up. She walks over to look at herself in the mirror, runs her manicured fingers through thick dark curls. We live together but we always take separate cars to work even when we’re on the same shift. Angela isn’t just a dancer. She offers other services on the down-low.


“Heading home?” I ask her.


“Not right away.” She pulls a glittering Santa hat from her bag, tilts it on her head, freshens up her lipstick. I don’t ask where she’s going, and she doesn’t offer.


“You sure?” she asks.


“I’m sure. Right behind you.”


Then she’s gone and the guys are mopping up the floor, disinfecting the booths, and I say goodnight, step out into the cold. The parking lot is empty, except for my old Toyota—and a big black pickup idling at the far end of the lot.


The wind is icy and a light snow falls. There’s a big storm coming. That’s what they said on the news. It’ll be a white Christmas and I’ll be home with my parents to enjoy it. I decide right then and there: I won’t come back here after the holiday. I’ll ask my parents for help.


Behind me, the neon sign goes dark. The stars in the sky pop in the absence of light.


I walk, my feet crunching on the gravel. Just as I approach my car, the pickup driver’s side door opens, and the man from the bar steps out.


“Sorry,” he says, lifting a hand. “I didn’t mean for this to be so weird.”


He digs his hands in his pockets, keeps his distance, and I unlock my car.


“You didn’t think lingering in a dark parking lot waiting for a dancer to get off work would come off as weird?”


My heart is hammering a little. I’m not afraid exactly. Well, not terrified. I know how to defend myself. And I know for a fact that there are security cameras in the lot. I think the guys are still inside; I could scream. They’d probably hear me and come running. But yeah, it’s weird and scary.


“You have a point,” he says with a nod.


He takes a step closer, and I lift a palm, open my door. He stops in his tracks.


“So,” he says. “When someone gets off work at midnight, what do they do after?”


He runs a hand over the crown of his head. His hair is long, pulled back into a ponytail. He has put on a denim jacket over his T-shirt. I like his smile.


“Go to sleep usually,” I say.


He nods again and looks off to the side. “Hungry?”


“Starving.”


“I know a place. Best burgers and fries in the county. Brightly lit. Usually packed with truckers.”


“Not a dark, deserted parking lot on an empty road?”


“Right.”


I hazard a guess. “Benny’s?” It’s the only all-night diner that I know of. It’s a bit of a drive but they do have great fries and I am starving.


He smiles. “What do you say?”


I think about it a moment and then find myself agreeing to meet him there.


It’s crazy, maybe.


I sit in my car and watch him pull away. I could just go home. My heart has stopped racing. His taillights disappear around a corner. I wait, still thinking—about my pjs, the leftover pizza I hope Angela didn’t eat.


But there’s something about him, about the thought of going home to a dark apartment. What would my mom say? I can guess.


I follow him anyway.
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I don’t even like Christmas. I mean, it’s a bit of crock, isn’t it? Just another thing that could be beautiful and true—a time of giving and communion, a moment of connection with the divine. Lights glittering, families gathering in love and laughter, meals shared in peace. Could be but isn’t. In this busy, addicted, technology-addled, image-obsessed world, Christmas has just become another thing to buy and sell, to crop and filter, to hashtag and edit for reels and stories. But maybe that’s me just being cynical.


I remember loving Christmas when I was little—baking with my mom, hosting the family dinner, our tree, the joy of Christmas morning. But that was a long time ago.


Now Christmas brings back other memories.


“I’ll take the red bow, and the snowflake paper,” says the man in front of me.


“Of course,” I answer. “Great choice.”


Not really. It’s a common choice, just like the book I’m wrapping—the latest runaway bestseller with foil embossed type, the author’s name in a bigger, bolder font than the title. The dark, foreboding image just a sliver of a girl’s face. I’m not judging. These are the books that keep the lights on in my little independent bookstore.


“You smirked,” he says.


I look up as I spool the crisp paper from the thick roll, grab the large silver shears, ready to cut.


“Not at all.”


“It was a micro-expression. There and gone before you were even aware of it. Just the turning up of the corners of your mouth. People say all kinds of things. But those little muscles in the face never lie.”


This makes me look at him, a customer I haven’t met before. He drifted in about half an hour ago, was browsing in the travel section, wandered into philosophy, spent the most time in mystery/thriller, finally choosing his selection from the front table he passed on the way in.


I slice the paper, proud of the even, clean line I make, place the book facedown in the center of the square, carefully start to fold. The act of wrapping a gift is a sacred thing. Most people just throw things in a bag these days, fluff up some tissue paper, call it a day. Wrapping takes time, care, patience. My corners are precise. I press the tape with my fingernail so that it becomes invisible.


“Not a fan?” he asks when I don’t answer.


No, not a fan. Of the book. Of the season. Of the customer at this point.


“I’m a bookseller,” I say, trying for a smile. “I sell books to readers. I don’t judge.”


He gives a little chuckle. It’s easy, pleasant. “We all judge. It’s all we do, really.”


“Why did you choose it?” I ask, curious now. “You picked up Nietzsche in philosophy. Then Gopnik in travel. Finally, Megan Abbott in mystery/thriller. But you bought this one.”


I fold a tidy triangle at each end, press tape into each crease.


It’s late, about fifteen minutes after closing. The day has been busy, which is not something an independent bookstore can always claim. Since opening at ten, it’s been a parade of regulars and strangers, browsers and buyers, people who wanted shipping, or signed copies from authors who have visited. The pens and bookmarks have been popular today; they make good stocking stuffers. The notecards too—all the little items we sell in addition to books. I’ve locked the door so no one else can come in. And the street, outside the big picture window festooned with our Christmas display, is dark, a single streetlamp glowing, its orange light casting on my car parked beneath it.


I finish off the back seam, still waiting for my answer.


“I bought the book I thought my father would like, not what I would have chosen for myself. It’s a gift. Hence the wrapping.”


I unfurl a big swath of red ribbon. I do like ribbon, the texture, the color, the frivolity of it, a thing that exists only to adorn, to make festive something that would be plain.


“That’s thoughtful,” I say. “The true spirit of giving.”


He laughs again, and I like the sound of it. It’s a kind of warm rumble. A dark flop of inky hair, round glasses magnifying heavily lashed, dark eyes. He’s big, broad through the shoulders, wearing a black bomber jacket and faded jeans. I don’t think he’s been in before, but I recognize him somehow now that I’m really looking.


I tie the ribbon, use the shears to give the edges some curl. Pleased with the result, I hand it to my customer. We lock eyes and I’m surprised to feel a little jolt of—electricity. I look away quickly and walk over to the register to ring up the sale. He hands me his credit card, and I glance at the name. Harley Granger.


Oh, wow. Okay.


Now it’s my turn to clock his micro-expression. A small smile that’s there and gone, him noticing my recognizing his name. I grapple with my mental model of the store. Do we have all of his books? Are they well displayed in the true crime section? Yes. I sold of couple trade paperbacks over the last few days, but I restocked. His books are always in demand. I face them out because I’m a fan. A big one.


“I’m sorry,” I say, handing him the receipt. Heat creeps up my neck and into my cheeks. “I didn’t recognize you.”


He offers a nod. “My author photo might be a little too flattering. Five years and twenty pounds ago. Thanks for having the books.”


If anything, he looks younger, more boyish. I imagined him older, severe, smoldering maybe. A mind full of darkness. An investigator’s intrepid heart, venturing places where others fear to tread.


“What brings you to town?” I ask, trying to stay cool. My palms are literally sweating. I wipe them on my plaid wool skirt, straighten the hem of my black turtleneck sweater.


I’ve hosted some of the biggest authors in the world at my little store—brisk sales and my huge Bookstagram following make me a decent stop for authors traveling through the area to other, bigger markets. I host special events that draw crowds, like themed dinner parties and murder mystery nights that have several very engaged book groups that meet monthly and host authors live and virtually. I’m rarely starstruck. But right now, I am—embarrassingly so.


“Some unfinished business, I guess you could say,” he says.


“Sounds mysterious.”


He nods, looks down at his feet.


“You’re Madeline, right? The owner.”


Madeline Martin, owner of The Next Chapter Bookshop, a small independent store in a small rural town far enough from New York City to be almost nowhere. I should not be succeeding at this venture, but against all odds I do okay.


“That’s right,” I say, reaching for his hand. He takes it in a firm but respectful handshake. Not one of those male grips that have something to prove. Confident but gentle. “Mr. Granger. I’m a huge fan.”


“Harley, please. My dad, Mr. Granger, is the John Henderson reader.” He lifts the wrapped book and tucks it under his arm, mindful of my bow.


“Harley.” I clear my throat. “A pleasure to meet you.”


“I’m not just here to buy a book.”


“Oh?”


“I came to talk to you.”


My skin starts to tingle. And part of me already knows what this is about. Before I can stop myself, my hand flies to the scar, faint now, that runs from beneath the middle of my right eye, to the right corner of my mouth. I force my hand back down and stuff it in my pocket.


“I’m writing about Evan Handy,” he says.


The aftermath of trauma, of victimhood, is part of the national dialogue now. We all know its insidious effects, how the body keeps score, how the tentacles of suffering reach far into our future, roping us always back into the past. How a few bars of a song, or a ringing phone, or the sound of a chair scraping over a hardwood floor—or whatever that personal trigger might be—can bring us back to a moment in time we wish we could forget.


But people talk less about shame. That whispering wraith that breathes in your ear about how you deserved what happened to you and didn’t deserve to survive it. It can wrap around you, pushing air from your lungs, stealing your voice, draining the light from the sky.


“I’m sorry,” I manage. “I don’t have anything to say.”


Harley Granger holds my gaze a second, gives a careful nod. There’s empathy etched into the corners of his eyes. He hands me another card, this one with his name, number, and email printed and embossed. But I don’t reach for it.


“I get it,” he says. “We all have things we’d rather forget. Give me a call if you change your mind. I bought the old Wallace place. I’m fixing it up. I’ll be there indefinitely.”


I almost laugh out loud. The place—it’s a wreck—has stood empty for years. It’s one of those places where the local teenagers hang out now, get high, lose their virginity, stay overnight on a dare.


Of course, it’s the perfect place for someone like Harley Granger, true crime writer, podcaster, self-styled cold-case detective.


“I won’t change my mind,” I say. I take a deep breath, calming my jangled nerves.


“I hear that a lot,” he says, then turns and walks toward the door. He stops and looks back. “The past is alive.”


I recognize this from his first book, something he’s often quoted as saying. It’s odd when people reference themselves, isn’t it? And it’s more than an echo of the famous lines from Faulkner’s Requiem for a Nun.


When I stay silent, he offers me me a salute. I follow him to the door, unlock it, and hold it open. I remember myself. Bookshop owner, not just triggered trauma survivor.


“Will you do a book signing?” I ask, shedding my victim hat, and putting on my sales hat.


Compartmentalization is one of my superpowers.


“Of course,” he says. “You know where to find me.”


I push my luck. “Quick selfie? For Insta?”


We all know how to do this now. He leans in close, and I hold my phone out, careful to get his wrapped package in the shot. I pick up the scent of pine, feel his stubble briefly against my cheek.


“Nice one.” I hold it up so he can see it, and he offers a half smile and approving nod.


“I’ll see you again, Maddie.”


No one calls me that. But I don’t mind it.


The bell jingles and he’s gone. I lock the door, stand watching until I hear the rumble of an engine. A gleaming, black, restored 1965 black Mustang drifts past the window like a shark and is then swallowed by the night. My throat is sandpaper dry.


Even though my hand is shaking a little, I post quickly. Clarendon is my go-to filter. We both look happy, the red of his package popping nicely against the holiday decorations in the storefront behind us. There’s no hint in the image that I’m triggered.


NBD. Just @harleygranger stopping by to pick up a copy of the new @johnhenderson for his #holdayshopping. #omg #starstruck #indiebookshop #bookstagram #earlychristmasgift.


The likes and comments start pouring in.


That’s the nice thing about social media. You’re never alone, even when you are. But it’s just a temporary salve for my jangled nerves. Beneath the buzz of excitement at meeting a favorite author and posting on social, I’m vibrating, pushing back the rush of bad memories, fear, guilt.


The “Holiday Chill” station I chose on my iPhone earlier is playing an ambient version of “The Little Drummer Boy.” The volume down low, it’s ghostly and strange as I start shutting down the store. I always felt bad for him, the little drummer boy, how he thought his gifts weren’t enough for God.


I can relate.
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The lake glistened and I stood on the edge looking down. A last late-fall heat wave, sun blazing, cicadas shrilling in the trees giving volume to the heat.


“You’re scared,” said Evan. “You. Madeline. She who fears nothing.”


It was one of the first things he asked me: What scares you, Madeline Martin? Nothing, I answered, even though it was a lie. I was scared of lots of things, still am.


“I’m not scared.” I poked my chin out at him, looking up into the merciless blue of the sky.


“Then jump.”


“You don’t have to do what he says. You know that.”


Badger sat on the big rock, still fully clothed while Evan and I had stripped down to our underwear. What I remember most vividly about that moment is the vertiginous feeling of freedom, our youth, our near nakedness. Badger and I were seventeen. Evan a year older at eighteen. The ledge was fully fifteen feet above the lake. A girl had broken an arm the summer before and since then a sign had been erected warning people away. Private property. No jumping. Violators will be prosecuted.


“Shut up, Badger,” Evan said, without heat, eyes still on me.


“Don’t call me that.” He sounded peevish. Angry. He was jealous. Of course he was. Evan was the new kid, the interloper, an unwelcome addition to our group of friends. It was just the three of us that day. Where were the others? I don’t remember now.


Evan’s eyes, a startling blue like the sky above us, always gleaming with mischief or some new dare. Something about the energy between us. It connected me to my wildest self. I looked back at Badger, my oldest friend—the voice of reason, the person who even to this day I can say connects me to my best self or has tried to—just slowly shook his head. You’re someone different when he’s around, he had accused me. I denied it. But looking back I see it was true. Evan came into our world suddenly, and change came quickly.


“Don’t do it, Madeline,” said Badger.


And then I was running, the earth hard and chalky against my bare feet. I leapt from that ledge, whooping with fear and delight, air rushing past me, the glittering green water rising up fast. Youth. It only knows the jump, not the landing. And falling can feel like flying, at first.
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That was nearly ten years ago.


Tonight, a light snow starts to fall as I lock up the bookshop and make my way to the old Scout truck that used to belong to my dad. It’s a beast, beat up and rattling. But I love it.


Five days until Christmas. There’s a bigger storm coming. Some are saying that we’ll have a white Christmas for the first time in a long while. Global weirding. Last year Christmas Day was sixty degrees. This year, we’re expecting a “bomb cyclone” or some new media-generated storm name created to incite maximum fear and therefore maximum spending on the hoarding of supplies.


I shiver in the driver’s seat, waiting for the heat to come up, still buzzing from my encounter with Harley Granger as I wind though the rural roads that lead home.


I don’t live far from the Wallace place, but far enough that I rarely have to drive past it. Tonight, I make a left instead of a right, following the route that Harley must have driven in his muscle car. I take it slow. The asphalt is slick, the temperature dropping, you never know when a deer will leap out from the thickly wooded acres and total your car or worse. Around me the pines are already frosted with snow.


There it is on the rise. A big rambling place with a barn off to the right. Gray and shingled, two stories, vaulted roof, wraparound porch. I know what it looks like inside now—wallpaper pouting, water pooling, ceilings sagging. There are big holes in the roof through which you can see the sky. Graffiti on every surface. Probably easier to tear it down than fix it up.


Tonight, lights burn in the windows, orange eyes staring back at me.


Unfinished business, Harley Granger said.


I am alive with unwanted memories of a time and place I mostly push away.


It’s been a long day and fatigue is tugging at my eyelids, tightening up my shoulders. I really should turn around and go home. But I keep driving, heading to Badger’s place on the outskirts of town.


After a few more minutes, I pull into his driveway, kill the engine, climb out, boots crunching on the gravel.


The lights in the garage are on, and music wafts on the cold night air. I can’t place the tune. Some classic rock ballad, a throaty-voiced singer, heavy guitar riffs.


White Christmas lights adorn the house and the trees on the front lawn.


I bypass the house, though I see Badger’s wife Bekka through the kitchen window stirring something on the stove. Usually, I’d sit and catch up with her, waiting for Badger to finish up work and join us.


But tonight, I walk past an old Jeep, its rag top ripped, hood crunched, an ancient Benz, the chassis of a Charger up on blocks, and a tilted Ducati with a wrinkled front fender. In the big garage, Badger’s boots and faded cargo pants stick out from under a cherry red Corvette. When the car first arrived, it didn’t look much better than the Charger. Now, it’s fully restored, gleaming, about to be shipped to its new owner, some tech mogul in California. A Christmas gift for the mogul’s new wife.


This is who Badger is. Who he has always been. A boy in love with cars. A vocation he learned from his father. Now Badger owns and runs the garage and body shop he grew up in, his dad long retired and living in Florida with a new girlfriend. It used to be Bob’s Repair and Restore. Badger rebranded it to Graveyard Classics. Bekka designed the logo, runs all the social media, does the website and newsletter, does the books. She grew him from a local mechanic to a nationally recognized classic-car restorer with more than a hundred thousand Instagram followers. He takes orders from all over the country, has a waiting list five months long. They like to call it their mom-and-pop shop.


He rolls out on a big red mechanic’s creeper when he hears my footfalls on the concrete floor.


“Looks sweet,” I tell him.


He sits up and runs a hand through his sandy-blond hair. It used to turn almost white in the summers when we were kids. But it’s darker now. He wears it long; since the pandemic he’s sported a full beard. His Game of Thrones look. He glances back at the car, offers an easy nod.


I look around for his younger brother, Chet. But Badger is alone.


“I’m happy with it,” says Badger, putting a loving hand on the tire. “The truck picks it up tomorrow, should get there in time for Christmas Eve no problem.”


I sit on the stool near his work bench, swivel a little.


“You okay?” he asks.


I tell him about the visit from Harley Granger. He dips his head while he listens, then looks up at me when I’m done, gaze intense.


“So you told him you didn’t want to talk. End of story, right?”


I nod, pick up an old Mercedes Benz hood ornament, turn the cool metal around in my palm. Badger told me that the manufacturer stopped putting them on cars because they were causing unnecessary injury to struck pedestrians. A factoid that has stayed with me. Imagine being struck by a Mercedes and having its logo imprinted on your ass, or leg, or face for life.


“He can’t make you talk about it,” he says when I don’t say anything.


“He’s here to investigate,” I say, my voice coming up an octave. “That’s what he does. He examines cold cases and produces these long-form podcasts, writes a book. He’s solved three cases that the police were unable to solve. New evidence he gathered led to one overturned conviction. Another case is getting a retrial.”


Badger rubs at his eyes with a thumb and forefinger, his turn to stay quiet.


“I imagine he’ll come to talk to you too,” I say.


“Well, he’ll get the same answer you gave him. I have nothing to say that I haven’t already said a hundred times.”


I force myself to take a deep breath. On the radio Mariah Carey croons about what she wants for Christmas, tinny and distant in the big space.


“You two look like you’ve seen a ghost.”


Bekka stands in the garage entrance, svelte in tight black jeans. Her silken, jet hair spills over delicate shoulders. She’s wearing a thin, nearly see-through white T-shirt even though I’m shivering in my parka. An inked vine of thorns snakes around her arm and disappears into her cuff. The rest of her body is similarly tattooed. Badger, soft bodied and thick featured, is in no way her equal in the looks department.


What does she see in me? he wondered out loud when they first started dating in high school. After.


She sees your soul, I answered. He gave me a look that could only be described as scared.

OEBPS/images/border-bottom.jpg





OEBPS/images/border-top.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Cover



		Title



		Part One: Ghosts of Christmas



		Prologue: Six Days Before Christmas



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6: Six Days Before Christmas



		7



		8



		9: Five Days Before Christmas



		10







		Part Two: Christmas Past



		11: Four Days Before Christmas



		12



		13



		14



		15: Three Days Before Christmas



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27:







		Epilogue: Christmas Eve



		Stranger Than Fiction



		Acknowledgements



		A Sneak Peak at The New Couple in 5B



		Also by Lisa Unger



		Copyright















		iii



		v



		vi



		vii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		i



		ii



		iv













OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
“The perfect mix of thils and chils to delght any suspense reader~LISA GARDNER





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
a'sg;;w wg&
SCHRISTMAS‘.Q
PRESENTS

A Novella

LISA UNGER






