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Heart-racing suspense and irresistible characters from the bestselling author of TOUCH & GO, CATCH ME, LOVE YOU MORE and many others.

This is an introduction to the Detective D.D. Warren series featuring opening chapters from all eight novels in the series, including the latest, FIND HER – out now in ebook and paperback.
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About the Book

Do you love NYT #1 Bestselling Lisa Gardner’s brilliant novels? Have you never read her?  Do you want to know more about her series and characters?

This is an introduction to the Detective D.D. Warren series featuring opening chapters from all eight novels in the series, including the latest, FIND HER – out now in ebook and paperback.

Heart-racing suspense and irresistible characters from the bestselling author of TOUCH & GO, CATCH ME, LOVE YOU MORE and many others.


Praise for Find Her:

‘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

‘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

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

 

Praise for Fear Nothing:

‘As Gardner novels go, Fear Nothing has upped the stakes. It is gorier, creepier and will leave the reader guessing the identity of the killer until the end – everything a crime thriller needs’ Northern Echo

‘With heart-racing suspense and compelling characters, expect Gardner to hold you captive from beginning to end’ The Hunts Post

‘Fear Nothing is filled with the trademark suspense and copious plot twists . . . And like any good thriller, it succeeds in keeping the reader guessing’ Big Issue in the North

 

Praise for Catch Me:

‘Well-wrought suspense . . . Gardner skillfully tacks back and forth . . . Fans should enjoy the numerous cameos by characters from other Gardner novels’ Publishers Weekly

‘Gardner brings the ingredients to a rolling boil . . . Irresistible high-wire melodrama’ Kirkus Reviews

 

Praise for Love You More:

‘Lisa Gardner’s books come with a built-in set of hands. They reach up out of the pages, grab you by the lapels, and hold you until you’ve read to the final, suspense-filled sentence. And Love You More is no exception’ Linwood Barclay

‘Lisa Gardner is an amazing writer. Her characters are multi-dimensional and believable, and they tell the kinds of stories that grip you right from the first page’ Karin Slaughter

‘This book had me at the author’s name. Lisa Gardner . . . No one owns this corner of the genre the way she does’ Lee Child

 

Praise for Live To Tell:

‘Gardner has another hit on her hands’ Kirkus Reviews

‘An utterly gripping if profoundly uncomfortable story that could cause sleepless nights’ Irish Independent

 

Praise for The Neighbour:

‘Full of inventive twists, this highly entertaining novel delivers a shocking solution as well as a perfectly realized sense of justice’ Publishers Weekly

‘Suspenseful and stylish . . . This is certainly Gardner’s most complex novel, and it will be a definite treat for her fans’ Booklist

 

Praise for Hide:

‘A brilliant book, not to be missed under any circumstances’ Independent on Sunday

‘Gripping, the protagonists earn quick sympathy, and the pages turn with speed’ The Wall Street Journal

 

Praise for Alone:

‘There is an impressive air of gathering menace . . . This is not a book you’d want to read alone in a dimly lit place’ Guardian

‘Fast-moving . . . Makes [Gardner] a match for many of her best-selling compatriots’ Sunday Telegraph


Dear Reader,

Welcome to the Detective D.D. Warren Case Files! First, I’ll let you in on a little secret: Boston detective D.D. Warren was never intended to be a series character. I first introduced her as a minor character in the thriller Alone. That book actually features a Massachusetts State Police sniper, Bobby Dodge, but I understood from my research that a couple of the crimes would fall under Boston city jurisdiction. Hence D.D. Warren, a hard-edged, blue-eyed blonde, more striking than handsome, with a taste for sky-high heels, and T-shirts that read ‘Felonious’. She and Bobby have a past, but regardless, she’s the kind of cop who takes her job seriously and always gets her man. She also totally stole the book, and before I knew it, had become the star of a series I never intended to be a series.

Want to know another secret? D.D. Warren actually exists.  I named the character after my real-life neighbour. Who, far from being a hardened Boston detective, is a lovely retired woman known for her gorgeous garden, scrumptious homemade breads and generous personality. On the other hand, my neighbour is also blonde, beautiful, and brilliant, so I like to think fictional D.D. Warren would be proud of her. Not to mention the real-life D.D. Warren also has great taste in shoes.

So what is it about D.D. that has captivated so many readers? I think part of it is because she makes a great literary alter ego. She’s bold, she’s ballsy, she’s completely unapologetic about how much she loves her job. She says the things we would never say, eats the food most of us aren’t supposed to eat, and works entirely too hard. But she’s also human. For a woman who feels completely comfortable at a crime scene, she’s lost when it comes to love, family and relationships. Marriage and children are goals she pictures for other women, which makes her unexpected personal life fun to watch develop over the course of the series.

Can you have it all? A demanding job, great marriage, happy child? D.D. doesn’t know yet. But can you catch a killer? Absolutely. And in the following case files, D.D. Warren will show you how.

Happy reading,


Lisa Gardner


Prologue

Danielle

I don’t remember that night much anymore. In the beginning, it seems like you’ll never forget. But time is a nebulous thing, especially for a child. And year by year, bit by bit, details started to fade from my memory. Coping skills, Dr Frank assured me. The natural evolution of my psyche starting to heal. Nothing to feel guilty about.

But of course, I do.

I remember waking up to a scream. Maybe my mother’s, but according to the police report, most likely my sister’s. It was dark in my room. I was disoriented, couldn’t see. And there was a smell in the air. That’s what I remember most clearly after all these years. A smoky odor I thought might be from a fire, but was actually cordite, drifting down the hall.

More noises. Things I could hear but not see: pounding footsteps, the thud of a body falling down the stairs. Then my father’s voice, booming from outside my bedroom door.

‘Oh Danny girl. My pretty, pretty Danny girl.’

My door opened. A bright glowing rectangle amidst a field of black. My father’s shadow, looming in the doorway.

‘Danny girl,’ he sang more brightly. ‘My pretty, pretty Danny girl.’

Then he tapped the gun against his forehead and pulled the trigger.

I’m not sure what happened immediately after that. Did I get out of bed? Did I dial 911? Did I try to revive my mother, or maybe stop the blood pouring from my sister’s shattered head or my brother’s broken body?

I remember another man walking into my room. He spoke in a soothing voice, told me everything was okay now, I was safe. He picked me up in his arms, though I was nine years old and too big to be treated like a baby. He told me to close my eyes. He told me not to look.

I nodded against his shoulder, but of course I kept my eyes open.

I had to see. I had to record. I had to remember. It is the duty of the lone survivor.

According to the police report, my father was drunk that night. He’d consumed at least a fifth of whiskey before loading his service revolver. He’d lost his job with the sheriff’s department the week before – after being reprimanded twice for showing up for work in a less-than-sober state. Sheriff Wayne, the man who carried me out of the house, had hoped the termination would force my father to clean up his act, maybe join AA. I guess my father had other ideas.

He started in the bedroom, catching my mother next to her bed. Then he moved on to my thirteen-year-old sister, who’d stuck her head out of her room, probably to see what was going on. My eleven-year-old brother also appeared in the hallway. He tried to run for it. My father shot him in the back, and Johnny fell down the stairs. It wasn’t a clean shot and it took Johnny a while to die.

I don’t remember this, of course. But I read the official report on my eighteenth birthday.

I was looking for an answer that I’ve never found.

My father killed my entire family except me. Did that mean he loved me the most, or hated me the most?

‘What do you think?’ Dr Frank always replied.

I think this is the story of my life.

I wish I could tell you the color of my mother’s eyes. I know logically they were blue, because after my family died, I went to live with Aunt Helen, my mother’s sister. Aunt Helen’s are blue, and judging by the photos I have left, she and my mother were spitting images of each other.

Except that’s the problem. Aunt Helen looks so much like my mother that over the years, she’s become my mother. I see Aunt Helen’s eyes in my mind. I hear her voice, feel her hands tucking me in at night. And I ache because I want my mother back. But she’s gone from me, my traitorous memory killing her more effectively than my father did, so that I was driven to look up police reports and crime-scene photos, and now the only image I have of my mom is a curiously slack face staring up at the camera with a hole in the middle of her forehead.

I have photos of Natalie and Johnny and me sitting on a porch, our arms around one another. We look very happy, but I can’t remember anymore if my siblings teased me or tolerated me. Did they ever guess that one night they would die, while I would get to live? Did they ever imagine, on that sunny afternoon, that none of their dreams would come true?

‘Survivor’s guilt,’ Dr Frank would remind me gently. ‘None of this is your fault.’

The story of my life.

Aunt Helen did right by me. She was over forty and childless, a corporate lawyer married to her job, when I came to live with her. She had a one-bedroom condo in downtown Boston, so for the first year, I slept on the couch. That was okay, because for the first year, I didn’t sleep anyway, so she and I would stay up all night, watching reruns of I Love Lucy, and trying not to think of what had happened one week ago, then one month ago, then one year ago.

It’s a kind of countdown, except you never get any closer to a destination. Each day sucks as much as the one before. You simply start to accept the general suckiness.

Aunt Helen found Dr Frank for me. She enrolled me in a private school where the small class size meant I got constant supervision and lots of one-on-one care. I couldn’t read the first two years. I couldn’t process letters, couldn’t remember how to count. I got out of bed each day, and that took so much energy, I couldn’t do much else. I didn’t make friends. I didn’t look teachers in the eye.

I sat, day after day, trying so hard to remember each detail, my mother’s eyes, my sister’s scream, my brother’s goofy grin, I had no room in my head for anything else.

Then one day when I was walking down the street, I saw a man lean over and kiss his little girl on top of the head. A random moment of fatherly tenderness. His daughter looked up at him, and her round little face lit into a million-watt smile.

And my heart broke, just like that.

I started to cry, sobbing incoherently through the streets of Boston as I stumbled my way back to my aunt’s condo. When she came home four hours later, I was still weeping on the leather sofa. So she joined me. We spent an entire week crying together on the couch, with Gilligan’s Island playing in the backdrop.

‘The rat bastard,’ she said when we’d finally finished weeping. ‘That fucking, fucking rat bastard.’

And I wondered if she hated my father for slaughtering her sister, or for saddling her with an unwanted child.

The story of my life.

I survived. And even if I don’t always remember, I do live, the survivor’s ultimate responsibility.

I grew up. I went to college. I became a pediatric psych nurse. Now I spend my days at a locked-down pediatric psych ward in Boston, working with the six-year-old boy who’s already hearing voices, the eight-year-old girl who self-mutilates, the twelve-year-old big brother who absolutely, positively can’t be left alone with his younger siblings.

We’re an acute care facility. We don’t fix these kids. We stabilize them, using proper medications, a nurturing environment, and whatever other tricks we can pull out of our sleeves. Then we observe. We try to figure out what makes each child tick, and we write up recommendations for the next set of experts who will ultimately deal with these kids, either at a residential program, or a long-term-care institution, or a supervised return to the home environment.

Some of our kids make progress. They become the best person they can be, a triumph by anyone’s definition. Some of our children commit suicide. Others commit murder. They become that headline you’ve read in the paper: TROUBLED YOUTH OPENS FIRE; OLDER BROTHER SLAUGHTERS ENTIRE FAMILY. And people die, whether they had anything to do with it or not.

I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking I took this job to save lost children like me. Or perhaps, even more heroically, I took this job to avert tragedies like the one that happened to my family.

I understand what you’re thinking.

But you don’t know me yet.


Prologue

Who do you love? 

It’s a question anyone should be able to answer. A question that defines a life, creates a future, guides most minutes of one’s days. Simple, elegant, encompassing. 

Who do you love? 

He asked the question, and I felt the answer in the weight of my duty belt, the constrictive confines of my armored vest, the tight brim of my trooper’s hat, pulled low over my brow. I reached down slowly, my fingers just brushing the top of my Sig Sauer, holstered at my hip. 

‘Who do you love?’ he cried again, louder now, more insistent. 

My fingers bypassed my state-issued weapon, finding the black leather keeper that held my duty belt to my waist. The Velcro rasped loudly as I unfastened the first band, then the second, third, fourth. I worked the metal buckle, then my twenty pound duty belt, complete with my sidearm, Taser, and collapsible steel baton released from my waist and dangled in the space between us. 

‘Don’t do this,’ I whispered, one last shot at reason. 

He merely smiled. ‘Too little, too late.’ 

‘Where’s Sophie? What did you do?’ 

‘Belt. On the table. Now.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘GUN. On the table. NOW!’ 

In response, I widened my stance, squaring off in the middle of the kitchen, duty belt still suspended from my left hand. Four years of my life, patrolling the highways of Massachusetts, swearing to defend and protect. I had training and experience on my side. 

I could go for my gun. Commit to the act, grab the Sig Sauer, and start shooting. 

Sig Sauer was holstered at an awkward angle that would cost me precious seconds. He was watching, waiting for any sudden movement. Failure would be firmly and terribly punished. 

Who do you love? 

He was right. That’s what it came down to in the end. Who did you love and how much would you risk for them? 

‘GUN!’ he boomed. ‘Now, dammit!’ 

I thought of my six-year-old daughter, the scent of her hair, the feel of her skinny arms wrapped tight around my neck, the sound of her voice as I tucked her in bed each night. ‘Love you, Mommy,’ she always whispered. 

Love you, too, baby. Love you. 

His arm moved, first tentative stretch for the suspended duty belt, my holstered weapon. 

One last chance . . . 

I looked my husband in the eye. A single heartbeat of time. 

Who do you love? 

I made my decision. I set down my trooper’s belt on the kitchen table. 

And he grabbed my Sig Sauer and opened fire.


Prologue

The little girl woke up the way she’d been trained: quickly and quietly. She inhaled once, a hushed gasp in the still night, then her eyes fixed on her mother’s drawn face.

‘Shhh,’ her mother whispered, finger to her lips. ‘They’re coming. It’s time, child. Move.’

The girl threw back her covers and sat up. The winter night was cold; she could see her breath as a frosty mist in the glowing moonlight. The little girl was prepared, however. She and her older sister always slept fully dressed, layering T-shirts, sweatshirts, and coats regardless of season. You never knew when They might come, flushing their prey from warm sanctuary into the treacherous wild. Unprepared children would fail quickly, succumbing to exposure, dehydration, fear.

Not the little girl and her sister. They’d planned for such events. Their mother, from the time they could walk, had trained them to survive.

Now the little girl grabbed her backpack from the foot of her bed. She slipped the wide straps over her shoulders while sliding her small feet into her loosely laced sneakers. Then she followed her mother onto the darkened second-story landing. Her mother paused at the top of the stairs, finger on her lips, as she peered down into the gloom.

The little girl halted a step behind her mother. She glanced toward the back of the hall, where her sister usually slept. The tiny rental didn’t allow for her older sister to have her own room, or even her own bed. Instead, her sister slept on the floor, with her coat as a mattress and her backpack as a pillow. As a good soldier should, their mother said.

But the spot against the far wall was empty – no sister, no coat, no frayed red pack. Fully awake now, the little girl felt the first tingle of fear and had to resist the urge to call out her older sister’s name.

Her mother’s instructions on this subject were firm: They were not to worry about each other, they were not to wait for one another. Instead, they were to get out of the house and into the woods. Immediately. Once they’d managed to safely evac and evade, then they would meet up at the predetermined rendezvous points. But first priority, get out of the house, elude capture.

And if they did not . . .

As their mother had told them many times, thin features pinched, face too old for her years: Be brave. Everyone has to die sometime.

The little girl’s mother descended the first step, staying to the far right, where the riser was less likely to groan. Her oversized wool coat swirled around her legs as she moved, like a black cat weaving around her ankles.

The little girl followed in her mother’s wake, placing each foot with similar care while she strained her ears for sounds from the darkness below. Their tiny two-story rental used to be a farmhouse. It was located away from town, down a long dirt road on a dusty brown patch of land at the edge of the woods. They had no roots in the community, no ties to their neighbors.

Everything the girl owned, she wore on her back. From clothing to water bottle to dried fruit and almonds to one battered Nancy Drew novel she’d bought for ten cents at a garage sale to a quartz rock she’d found two years ago along another road in another town where her mother had also woken her and her sister in the middle of the night and they’d never seen that house again.

Maybe other children had toys. Pets. TVs. Computers. School. Friends.

The little girl had her backpack, her older sister, her mother, and this.

Her mother had reached the first floor. She held up her hand, and wordlessly, the little girl halted. She still heard nothing, but watched silvery dust motes swirl around her mother’s boot-clad feet.

Now the little girl could hear a noise. A rattle, followed by two thumps. The old furnace, finally registering the chill and kicking to life. After another moment, the distant thumping ceased and the midnight hush returned. The little girl looked. The little girl listened. Then, unable to determine any sign of danger, she peered up solemnly at her mother’s pale face.

Sometimes, the little girl knew, they didn’t flee in the middle of the night because of the infamous evildoers
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