
Preorder the next paperback in Lisa Gardner’s thrilling Detective D.D. Warren series

She knows what it’s like to be the victim.
That’s why she’ll stop at nothing to . . .
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Out 18th October

‘An exceptional novel . . . You’ve had Gone Girl . . . now read Find Her’ CrimeSquad

‘Fast-paced with edge-of-the-seat writing, you won’t be able to put it down’ Daily Express

‘An absolute master of the psychological suspense novel. This story proceeds at a breathless pace, springing surprises at every turn and building up the tension to an almost unbearable level’ Sharon Bolton


‘The heroine of Gardner’s latest blockbuster is one of the most nuanced of the many she has created’ Daily Mail


‘Original, chilling and so gripping I had to remind myself to take a breath. Lisa Gardner’s Find Her is a sure-fire bestseller’ Clare Mackintosh


‘Lisa Gardner at her all time best . . . Innovative and unique as well as brilliantly crafted. Mark this one down as a “must read”!’ Huffington Post


Go to www.lisagardner.com to find out more
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Read on for the first chapter in the highly anticipated new novel in the FBI Profiler series
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Thirteen-year-old Sharlah Nash knows that the first time her brother killed eight years ago, he did it to save their lives.

Now retired FBI profiler Pierce Quincy and his wife Rainie Connor have offered Sharlah a new life of safety. She desperately wants to believe this is her shot at happily ever after.

Then two people are murdered in their local convenience store and Sharlah’s brother is identified as the killer. 

Telly Ray Nash is on the hunt for Sharlah and as the death count rises it becomes clear that nothing and no-one, including Pierce and Rainie, will stop him getting to her.

Now, Sharlah has one chance to take control. 

She can run for her life . . . or turn and face the danger right behind her.

Out early 2017
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Chapter 1

Sheriff Shelly Atkins wasn’t supposed to be in the law enforcement business anymore. Ten years after a fire had left her torso and upper shoulder a ropey mess of scars, not to mention ruined her hip, she’d hung up her hat so to speak. Taking up an anonymous benefactor’s (retired FBI agent Pierce Quincy, she remained certain) offer of a once-in-a-lifetime trip to Paris, she’d initially salved her wounds with French crepes, French wine, and French museums.

But it turned out a no-nonsense woman such as herself could only once-in-a-lifetime it for so long. Sooner than expected, she found herself missing the comforts of her small, but tidy cabin by the ocean. The sound of breaking waves along the coast. The beckoning green of the towering mountains. Hell, even the relentless smell of manure that permeated everything in a dairy town.

So she came home. Set herself up with a steady schedule of walking the beach, hiking the woods, keeping herself busy. Her replaced hip did best when in motion, the soreness of an active day far better than the knifing ache of inactivity. And roaming the great outdoors, she was less likely to remember. A woman with her number of scars was definitely best off not remembering.

Then two years ago, the sitting county sheriff, an outsider who the locals had never quite taken to, had resigned abruptly. Some whispers of impropriety, but nothing the DA could prove. Either way, the county found itself sheriff-less. And Shelly . . .

She wasn’t a beautiful woman. Not even pretty, and that was before the fire had turned half her body into a Picasso painting. She had the solid build of a plow horse, and the kind of no-nonsense face that made men comfortable buying her a beer, without ever thinking of inviting her home.

She had no family, no children, not even a pet goldfish, because she was never entirely certain she wouldn’t travel again.

Basically, eight years after the fire had nearly killed her, Shelly had managed to add nothing and no one to her life. Mostly, she missed her job like hell. Not to mention the people she’d once worked with.

So she’d run for sheriff. And given that she was still remembered as something of a home-town hero for saving a federal agent from that fire, the locals had enthusiastically voted her back into office, bum hip, scarred torso and all.

Which meant, Shelly reminded herself now as she drove, lights flashing, that she had only herself to blame. A report of shots fired this time of year, in a quaint coastal town dependent on tourists? Not good for the local sheriff, nor the business leaders who counted on Bakersville’s sleepy reputation, to remain, well, sleepy.

The hour was still early, just after eight, which argued for either cranky, good old boys who were still half-skunked from their excesses the night before, or disillusioned tourists who’d finally figured out that camping in a heat wave wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. Normally, August in these parts wasn’t so bad, especially with an ocean breeze helping to keep temperatures reasonable. But the mercury had been topping a hundred for the past five days and bringing tempers with it.  

In a rural community of five thousand, where the number of guns probably did outnumber the total population, maybe a report of shots fired had only been a matter of time. Dispatch had provided the address: a gas station/convenience store at the edge of town, and Shelly had personally taken the call. Both her deputies had already logged overtime working the normal summertime nuisance calls, so she felt it was the least she could do. And while she wasn’t happy about gunshots in her town, she wasn’t terribly concerned. Overall, Bakersville, Oregon, was most famous for its cheese, trees, and ocean breeze. Sure, it also had a growing meth problem, but policing in these parts was hardly big city stress.

Headed north, having already made it through blink-or-you’ll-miss-it downtown, Shelly was approaching the county’s biggest claim to fame: the cheese factory. Even with lights flashing, she had to blare her horn to weave her way through the thick line of RVs and campers already stacked up waiting to turn into the parking lot. The cheese factory was one of the top tourist attractions in Oregon, where tours of its production facility and gourmet deli
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