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      Lunar Lake, Wisconsin—Spring, 2022

      When the phone rings in the middle of the night, everything changes.

      Mother always said: Nothing good happens after midnight. I’d found in my forty-one years on this earth, in that at least, Mom had been right.

      I sat up so fast I jiggled the mattress. I froze, my gaze shifting to, then away from the empty side of the bed. I still hadn’t gotten used to Patrick not being there. Would I ever?

      The shrill slice of sound continued to cut through the oh so silent night. I only had one ringtone left on my allowed calls after that indelible hour of midnight, and this was it. My heart rate increased from WTF? to OMG!

      “Jenna?”

      “Sorry, Mrs. Sullivan. It’s Cammy.”

      I searched my memory for the identity of Cammy, feeling slow, stupid despite the far too rapid rate of my heart.

      Spring, same time two years ago, my OB had diagnosed the reason for my newly sluggish brain and sudden ability to fry eggs atop my head as premature menopause.

      Look at it this way, you won’t have to worry about getting pregnant for very much longer.

      Not that I had for decades. However, having my body betray me like that—basically saying I was old, when I never really got to be young—had stung. It still did.

      Cammy’s tentative voice brought me back to the right now. “I’m Jenna’s roommate.”

      My skin prickled with heat and a fine sheen of sweat started up at my hairline. “What’s wrong?”

      “Jenna hasn’t been here since Tuesday.”

      Here being the University of Wisconsin. I’d been so proud when Jenna had decided to go to UW like me. Or like the me I could have been, would have been if not for her.

      “Tuesday,” I repeated. “But it’s . . .”

      Come on, brain, don’t fail me now!

      Thursday! I thought at the same time Cammy said, “Thursday.”

      For an instant, I was near ecstatic to have concluded something at the same speed as a millennial. Then I did the math, never my strong suit even before all the brain-fart BS. “That’s two days, and you’re just calling me now?”

      “Sometimes she pulls an all-nighter. Stays at the library or goes to a study group. But she lets me know. I didn’t really worry until I called her phone, and it was . . .”

      My skin did that prickle again. Jenna’s phone was in Cammy’s hand, obviously, since she was talking to me on it. That I hadn’t asked why earlier put another notch in my losin’ it belt.

      “Her phone was in her backpack,” Cammy continued. “In her room, along with her laptop and her books.”

      Cammy paused, waiting for me to fill in the blanks. Jenna probably wouldn’t be studying without her backpack, and the notes and books and computer within. But even if she’d grabbed a few things and left the rest, she never would have left her cell phone. I didn’t think it had been out of her sight—more accurately, out of her hand—since I’d handed it to her when she was ten.

      “In Lunar Lake, anywhere can be reached from anywhere in a handful of minutes,” Patrick had argued. “Even if she falls off her bike and breaks her leg, someone’s gonna be at her side quicker than she can make a call. She’s safer than safe, like every other kid in town. What are you worried about?”

      When I lifted my eyebrows, he’d blinked, said, “Oh,” and that had been the last Patrick had said about that. He knew why I was the way I was better than anyone. It was one of the reasons I’d married him.

      I’d devoted my life to raising Jenna. She was everything. The only thing. When she’d gone to college, I’d been proud but also terrified. This exact scenario—a midnight phone call, a missing child—played through my mind far too often. Sadly, what I should do about it had never played through as well.

      “Hello?” Cammy’s worried voice broke into my thoughts. She probably thought I’d fainted. Or stroked out. I was tempted.

      But all Jenna had was me now, and all I had was her. If that meant facing my greatest fear again, I’d face it. What choice did I have?

      She was my baby.

      An hour later, I stood in the living room of the apartment Jenna shared with Cammy typing a third, followed by a fourth combination of letters and numbers into Jenna’s laptop, but the thing was pass-coded beyond any code either I or Cammy could think of. The one on her phone, the same random collection of numbers Jenna had used and apparently shared with Cammy had not been duplicated on her computer.

      “I filled out the missing student report online,” Cammy said. “Then talked to the Dean of Students rep when he came by.”

      “And then?” I clutched the phone so tightly my hand hurt.

      “They checked to see if she’d shown up in any of her classes, but she”—Cammy’s lips trembled—“hadn’t. She also bagged a test, and . . . well . . . you know.”

      Jenna would never miss a test. She barely missed a class. She’d wanted to go into veterinary medicine since she was eight and I accidentally hit a kamikaze squirrel with my mom van. She’d insisted on taking the thing to the clinic. Five hundred dollars and two weeks later, the little rodent ran off. I swear it was laughing.

      After that, she’d stopped asking for a pet. Didn’t need one as there were always several somethings being nursed back to tip-top animal health in our garage.

      “Mrs. Sullivan?” Cammy stared at me, worried.

      As I couldn’t quite remember where we’d been when I floated off, I smiled as if I hadn’t. “Please, go on.” Must have been the right thing to say—score!—because she did.

      “The rep from the Dean called the UW–Madison Police Department. They’d like you to stop by.”

      “All right. I appreciate you looking out for her.”

      “She’d have done—” Cammy winced and looked down. “I mean she would do the same for me.”

      Next thing I knew, I was walking into the building that housed the UW police. The instant I gave my name to the desk jockey, two campus cops—one with salt-and-pepper hair cut bowl-style and a second with dark locks perched atop an impossibly long face—materialized as if they’d been hovering just out of sight. Despite the name tags reading Kowalsky and Catalano, my mind had already tagged them Ernie and Bert. They were both armed, which surprised me until I considered the commonality of active shooters these days.

      Another tune in the can’t sleep hit parade that had run through my head since Jenna climbed into her silver Jetta and motored southwest-ish for her freshman year.

      “I’m afraid no one’s seen her,” Bert said.

      “No one?” I lifted my chin, tilted my head. “On a campus of nearly forty-five thousand?”

      “You’d think there would be safety in numbers.”

      I had thought that. Silly me.

      “But more students only make a muddle.” Ernie spread his hands, a shrug without shoulders.

      A muddle? How old was this guy?

      “We’ve posted her picture, sent out an alert. So far no responses, but we need to give it some time.” Bert inched toward the door. “We have your contact info, and we’ll be in touch.”

      I dug in my toes, both literally inside my favorite black All Birds and figurately with my next words. “Shouldn’t you be more concerned?”

      “Missing students usually turn up. We haven’t lost one since . . .” Bert glanced at Ernie who actually shrugged this time, with his shoulders and everything.

      “We’ve never lost one on my watch.”

      I wasn’t sure I believed that.

      “You know who my husband is?”

      “Was.” Bert set his hand on the door.

      I hid my wince with a nod. “Was.”

      “Of course.”

      “Then shouldn’t you, shouldn’t everyone be more alarmed about his missing”—I swallowed—“daughter?”

      “It’s doubtful anyone kidnapped the child of a dead senator if that’s what you’re worried about.”

      Well, shit, now I was. I wanted to shout, “Call the FBI!” Maybe I would.

      I hadn’t turned over Jenna’s phone or her computer, and suddenly . . . I didn’t want to. Would the university police have the ability to open a password-protected laptop? Could they obtain emails from the server? What about matching names to the even half dozen phone numbers in her recent call list labeled unavailable? Sure, I could call one, but I doubted they’d give out their name and location to some stranger who randomly asked for it.

      Would the UW police have the connections to get those jobs done?

      I suddenly missed Patrick with a desperation that dizzied me. He’d been so capable, so calm. The gap in my life he had filled . . . I didn’t think I’d ever fill it again.

      I suddenly knew who to call, and I dialed on my way out the door.

      “Sarah! You’re up early.” My late husband’s assistant—a beautiful young man with ridiculously long, dark lashes and very shiny teeth—answered on the first ring.

      Sometimes, when Frankie had smiled, Patrick would hold up a hand in front of his eyes. “Switch them off!” he’d say, then he and Frankie would laugh. Patrick could make anyone laugh, including me, and I wasn’t an easy sell.

      Frankie now worked for Gina Garofolo, the congresswoman running for Patrick’s senate seat, and according to him, she was a prima drama with a touch of diva on top, so I got down to business.

      “Jenna’s missing.”

      “What do you need?”

      Frankie never wasted time. Patrick had loved that about him, among other things.

      “I have her laptop, but it’s password protected, and I can’t . . .” I paused to swallow; it wasn’t as easy as it had been yesterday. “I can’t get in. I’ve tried all the combos I could think of.”

      Not figuring out her code . . . it bothered me. Once I would have known it instantly.

      Mothers and daughters. It was complicated. We had been close, then Jenna had gone off to college and suddenly we weren’t. I didn’t know why.

      Patrick had given me the “if you love someone set them free” speech. But Jenna hadn’t come back; she’d only slid farther away, and no matter how hard I’d tried to find out what I’d done, or maybe not done, I’d never been able to. But she’d had Patrick, and I’d been glad. Jenna needed someone.

      However, Patrick was a little too dead to be of any help.

      I choked on a laugh-sob. What was wrong with me? Besides everything.

      Frankie swiftly posed pertinent questions: How long had she been gone? What had been done so far? Who had done it?

      “All right,” he said. “That’s good.”

      “Is it? The university police don’t seem too worked up.” Of course, in comparison to me, who would be? “I should go to the locals.”

      “The UW–Madison Police are the locals. They’re a full-service department, and they know what they’re doing. I promise.”

      As I trusted Frankie more than almost anyone alive, I contemplated what Jenna had left behind. “Then I should give the officers her phone and⁠—”

      “Hell no! I don’t care if they’re Olivia Benson crossed with Harry Bosch and Hercule Poirot”—Frankie was a bit of a mystery, thriller, crime buff—“they still wouldn’t be good enough to investigate anything that has to do with Patrick Sullivan’s daughter. Leave this with me.”

      “I’ll bring them to your office.”

      “Hold off on that a minute. I’m going to make a few calls.”

      After that I sat in my SUV, stared out the windshield, and tried hard not to have a meltdown. Should I stay here? Should I go . . . where?

      I decided eating something, even though I wanted nothing, was a good idea. It was still early, but the Golden Arches were lit, so I drove through, ordered . . . I had no idea what until I opened the bag. A Mc-egg with Mc . . . sausage? I set it aside and picked up the large, piping hot Mc-coffee, nearly dropping it into my Mc-lap when my phone rang.

      “Frankie.” Hello had gone the way of pre–caller ID telephones—into a landfill somewhere.

      “I have a call in regarding Jenna’s phone log and emails. I also got permission to see the campus security footage.”

      “How’d you do that so fast?”

      “Sarah, please.”

      The don’t insult me was left as unsaid as hello.

      “Where should I meet you?”

      Frankie texted the address.

      When I arrived, he was leaning against his ridiculous car. Sure, a convertible was sexy—when it wasn’t twenty-eight below and your 1957 peacock-blue Ford Fairlane didn’t leak wind like a badly caulked attic window.

      But Frankie loved that car; it fit his image. Frankie dressed like Gene Kelly, looked like him a bit, even danced like Gene too. Smooth.

      I tossed my sweater over the laptop, then stuffed Jenna’s phone into the pocket of my brand-new jeans. Since the advent of premature menopause, I’d had to replace all of my pants in a larger size. I was still pissed off.

      Frankie took both of my hands and squeezed. “How are you doing?”

      I lifted my shoulders. Not well but admitting it would only make me less so.

      Frankie’s eyes, which matched the car, softened, then he kissed my cheek. He was going to make some guy a fantastic husband one day.

      Inside, the tech had the footage keyed up. He pressed go and backed off as Jenna emerged from the veterinary diagnostic lab.

      “Weird.”

      “Why?” Frankie’s gaze remained riveted, like mine, to the screen.

      “She’s been accepted into the veterinary program for next fall, but she’s still an undergrad, so I’m not sure why she’s there.”

      The lab—well, all the vet school buildings as far as I knew—was pretty far from the campus proper.

      “Maybe she had to drop off papers, choose her classes, meet with her adviser,” I murmured.

      Frankie tapped the time stamp.

      2:00 a.m.

      My gaze caught on a line of shadows that twirled and fluttered, clinging low to the buildings, keeping pace with Jenna. I blinked, squinted, and they almost realigned into⁠—

      “Regardless of if she should have been there,” Frankie said, “she was there.” Silence pulsed for a single beat before, in typical Frankie fashion, he moved on. “I have someone trying to get names for the numbers in her call log that don’t have contact info. But her phone was turned off until this morning when it pinged first at her place and then at . . .” He tapped a bit on his screen, then wrinkled his nose. “McDonalds?”

      Frankie was a vegetarian.

      “She’s headed in the direction of her apartment when she leaves the range of this camera.” Frankie turned to the tech. “We need to see the footage from the next camera in this direction.”

      I’d forgotten the man was still in the room.

      “She isn’t on it.”

      Dizziness washed over me. I should have eaten the damn Mc-sandwich.

      “Then key up the next one,” Frankie ordered. “And the one after that, in every direction, all the way to her apartment.”

      The tech shook his head. “I checked those too.”

      I’d been prepping for the news that some greasy, grimy, great, hulking brute had dragged my daughter out of camera range by her hair. Or a child asked her to help search for his lost puppy—at 2:00 a.m. near the violent psych ward. Maybe a clown with a red balloon had lured her into a sewer.

      I really needed to stop reading Stephen King.

      “We wanna see them anyway,” Frankie said.

      The tech performed his tech-y magic. I watched, hoping, praying, begging that one of those shadows that seemed to flitter and flutter here, there, everywhere, would reshape into a real live girl.

      My real live girl.

      Except the shadows were gone and so was Jenna. She walked off the frame at the lab, and she never walked into another one.

      “How could she be . . .?” I waved my hand at the footage, still focused on the front of the deserted lab. “And then . . .?” I couldn’t form a complete thought in my head and make it come out of my mouth.

      Frankie thanked the man.

      “Yes, thank you,” I echoed.

      A complete sentence. Yay me.

      Frankie took my arm and didn’t let go until I was behind the wheel. “You gonna be okay to drive?”

      The weight that had descended on my chest in the middle of the night began to thrum, to ache. “Where is she, Frankie?”

      He produced a bottle of water from somewhere and pressed it into my hands. “Drink. I’ll make a call. I got a guy.”

      Awesome-Frankie always had a guy.

      I drank; it helped. By the time I finished, Frankie had too. “My guy is sending someone who can help.”

      “FBI?” I got so excited the letters came out high and fast. In every book I’d ever read, every movie, every TV show, the FBI fixed everything.

      Frankie made an affirmative noise, followed by “Hold on,” as his phone began to ring. He scowled at the caller ID. “I’ll just be . . .” He held up one finger before moving a few feet away to take the call.

      I wasn’t sure how long his call lasted—time had gone funky—but when he said my name, I started so violently he patted my arm.

      “I’ve been assured that the man they’re sending is the best at this kind of thing.”

      “What kind of thing?”

      “When people . . .” His voice drifted off as he tried to come up with a better way to say what we both already knew. But there wasn’t.

      “He’s the best at finding people who vanish without a trace,” I said.

      Frankie’s forehead crinkled with concern. “Are you⁠—”

      “Yes. Fine. Great. Thanks.” I even sounded fine, though not great. But I could tell Frankie needed to go, probably to deal with whatever crisis had just been related to him by phone.

      “He’ll meet you in Lunar Lake.”

      “But . . . shouldn’t I stay here?”

      “No need.” Frankie began to walk backward. “Call me after you talk to him.” He jogged the remaining distance to his car with the energy of a thirty-something and was gone before I realized he hadn’t told me the man’s name. Then again, how many guys who were the best at finding the missing were gonna come knocking on my door in Lunar Lake?
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      The love of my life shook the can of paint and began to tag the huge, flat-topped rock where we’d once shared our very first kiss.

      “Yellow because . . .” He contemplated his work, lifted and lowered one shoulder. “You know.”

      The words he’d said to me shortly after we’d met—whenever I look at you, all I see is sunshine on a cloudy day—I never got tired of them. Sometimes he’d whistle the tune of the last five words, then kiss my hair.

      What eighteen-year-old girl could resist that?

      The waves on Lunar Lake slapped and receded, slapped and receded against the rocks below.

      Both the town and the lake were dubbed Lunar Lake—creative the town fathers were not. Locals just referred to the body of water as “the lake.”

      “Whaddya think?”

      I tugged my sweater tight against the October chill. The day had been warm, but at night, on the lake, not so much.

      He’d painted our initials with a plus sign in between. They seemed lonely on that massive rock. They needed . . .

      “One more thing.” I held out my hand, and after almost bobbling the paint can into the water, he gave it to me, then he smiled.

      That smile. Oh my God. He always insisted that I was the light in his darkness. But to me, he was the promise of dawn pushing against the night, the hope in tomorrow. I wanted him to smile at me like that⁠—

      FOREVER

      I sprayed the single word beneath our initials, then encased everything with a heart.

      He tucked the paint can into the pocket of his battered jean jacket before he pulled me gently into his arms. “Perfect.”

      I inched my icy hands beneath his shirt. Since he was tall and I was not, his shoulders—narrow as they were—blocked the breeze. He kissed me, and my fingers tightened. His skin was so warm, his belly so flat; I chased the muscles that fluttered there with my thumbs. The scent of Ivory soap caressed my face. When he lifted his mouth, I nearly dragged it back.

      “There’s nowhere on earth I’d rather be.” He laid his cheek on the crown of my head, and I was lost.

      My gaze caught on another rock, another tag, another heart—faded, unreadable, it had almost disappeared. Had their love faded and disappeared too?

      “Promise me nothing will ever keep us apart.”

      In the distance, something howled, or maybe it was only the wind that rippled the surface of the lake and made the reflection of the moon dance; it stirred against my temple along with his whisper. “Nothing. Ever.”

      “Sarah?”

      I blinked as the sun sparked off the water, the trees that lined the opposite shore no longer a riot of autumn color but every shade of green. Spring not fall. Warm not cold. Sun not moon. I spun, slipped, would have fallen in, but someone caught me.

      The years and the elements had etched their names on his face, but he was handsome in the way that older men could be, that older women could not, with their hair silvered and their eyes surrounded by crow’s feet. The sun-warmed shade of his skin caused his gray eyes to flash like steel.

      “You okay?” The fingers around my arm, my back were strong, and he pulled me closer when I didn’t answer.

      Couldn’t answer because my body responded as it hadn’t in a very, very long time. He was tall, with oceans of lean, hard muscle, instead of tall and still sweetly clumsy with it, but the same scent of Ivory soap tickled my nose. Did anyone use Ivory soap these days? Which made me wonder if the scent was from him, whoever he was, or just floating in on my memories of⁠—?

      I stepped away, and he let me go. My treacherous body continued to tingle in places it hadn’t. Weird things happened when you didn’t have sex for decades.

      “I didn’t mean to scare you.” He jumped from the rock and lifted a hand to help me down.

      I folded my arms and stayed right where I was. Strangers in Lunar Lake were either someone else’s family, journalists after info on Patrick, or . . . strangers. I didn’t like any of them.

      “I’m Ash.” His arm fell to his side. “Didn’t Frankie⁠—?”

      “Frankie sent you?” I stepped forward, wobbled, and he offered his hand again.

      “He did.”

      This time I let him help me. I wasn’t stupid. If I fell and cracked my head, who was going to make sure Jenna was found?

      As soon as my feet hit the ground, I let him go. His warmth, his smell—definitely him—well, everything about him made me twitchy. “You’re FBI?”

      He lifted his gaze to a sky that had gone the shade of his eyes. “Special task force.”

      That made me nervous, even before he added a single word that caused my eye to twitch.

      “Trafficking.”

      I wobbled again. Jesus, I really needed to eat something. “You think Jenna . . . she . . . Wait! This is Wisconsin.”

      “Doesn’t matter. Human trafficking, sex trafficking . . .”

      My eye twitched faster.

      “Happens everywhere.”

      “Fandamntastic,” I muttered, doing my utmost to keep the flare of anger in place so that the desire to shriek, then panic stayed below. None of those would do Jenna any good. “The FBI has a task force on human trafficking?” I could not get the word sex to come out of my mouth, but I wanted to keep him talking, needed to.

      “Shouldn’t someone?” he asked. “Since the White-Slave Traffic Act of 1910⁠—”

      “They really called it that?” Years as a senator’s wife had made me, if not completely woke, at least trying very hard to awake.

      “Nineteen ten,” he said slowly. “It became the Mann Act, not sure when, and yeah, they used it for all sorts of racist shit, but at its heart, the act made it illegal to transport females across state lines for immoral purposes. They’ve broadened and reshaped it, but it’s still a federal offense so . . .”

      “We don’t know if she’s been taken at all, let alone across state lines.”

      “Frankie gave me a rundown.” He spread his big, hard, capable hands. “But why don’t you start from the beginning.”

      I dragged my gaze from those hands with more difficulty than there should have been considering our conversation. Focus, Sarah!

      I began at the beginning. Saying it out loud hurt—my chest, my stomach, my everything. My life had ended once, then had begun again with her.

      “There’s no one she’d leave with?” he asked. “Nowhere she’d go?”

      “Not without telling me and . . . the security tape. She just . . .” I fluttered my fingers up and away. “How does that happen?”

      “Not sure. I’ve got someone looking at that footage.”

      “The shadows—” I paused when he shot me a quick, sharp glance.

      “What shadows?”

      Had those shadows been a figment of my panicked, menopausal brain? Probably. But what if they weren’t?

      “I saw shadows slinking along the buildings, keeping pace with Jenna. When she disappeared, so did they. They seemed like more than shadows.”

      “In what way?”

      I shut my eyes, tried to snatch that wispy bit of something from the nothing, and got . . . nothing.

      “They weren’t like any shadows I’d seen before.”

      “The film may be defective,” Ash said. “But we’ll check. Anything else?”

      I shook my head.

      “All right, even though we aren’t sure what happened, at this point we’ll assume . . . uh . . . well . . .”

      “The worst?”

      “Sorry, but I’ve found that gets results.”

      As results were what I wanted, needed, had to have . . .

      “What next?” I asked.

      “I’m going to follow up on a lead tonight, then I’ll be in touch.”

      My heart began to beat more quickly. “What type of lead?”

      “The kind that, I hope, leads to something.”

      I stared at him a moment, trying to decide whether he was being a smart-ass or just a government employee. In my experience, the latter usually became the former pretty quickly. However, his expression told me nothing.

      “I have your number.” He backed away, glancing at his watch. “If I find any girls⁠—”

      “Girls?” I tried to wrap my mind around the plural but couldn’t. My brain repeated Wisconsin like a mantra. Like most mantras, it was BS.

      “They don’t usually put together a task force for just one.” He sighed. “Sarah. Sorry, Mrs. Sullivan⁠—”

      “Sarah’s fine.”

      He’d already used the name at least once, maybe more than that when I’d been standing on the rock, lost in my past. If he’d tried Mrs. Sullivan, which I’d heard called out by reporters whenever the senator and I had appeared at any function, I’d have ignored him the same as I’d learned to ignore them.

      Man, I’d hated the spotlight, but I’d known what Patrick wanted in life when I married him. It was only fair that I stand at his side with a smile after all he’d done for me. He’d been my best friend longer than he’d been my husband and⁠—

      “Sarah?”

      Sheesh. This wandering brain thing was getting old. Like me.

      “Yes. Sorry. Um . . .” What had we been talking about? I said my new favorite phrase, one that often helped me figure out what I’d missed. “Go on.”

      “Great.” He loped away with a lift of his hand.

      “Epic fail,” I murmured.

      He’d seemed off, but what did I know? I’d never met an FBI guy outside of TV. You’d think, being a senator’s wife, I would have but no. I stood at Patrick’s side when he needed me, and when he didn’t, I was here. Lunar Lake was where I’d wanted to be. And the only ones who knew why were Patrick and me.

      Make that me.

      Our home was the closest one to the lake, and I was glad. If I’d had to walk through town, I’d have had to field question upon question, nosiness couched in concern.

      I jaywalked across Lakeview Drive and up the front walk. The house we’d moved into after we married had been in Patrick’s family for over a century.

      I’d spent what time I didn’t with Jenna on the house. Our three-story Victorian had been featured in Architectural Digest. Patrick had been so proud. I was happy to have done something for him. I had done precious little, and I regretted it.

      As I stepped onto the refurbished parquet foyer, our final family photo drew my gaze. Jenna had been home for the summer, so had Patrick, and he’d hired a portrait photographer to come to the house.

      “You always say you’re never in the pictures.”

      “I do not always say that.” In my opinion, I was in far too many pictures.

      Mrs. Sullivan! Mrs. Sullivan!

      “You know what I mean.” Patrick had seemed sad—he knew how much I hated that stuff—and I’d taken his hand, echoing the promise I’d made so many years before.

      “I do.”

      The photographer had snapped a picture, right then, of the two of us. I kept it on the bedside table. But the one that occupied center stage on the dark wood mantle above the marble sitting room fireplace showed the three of us on the porch swing—Jenna in the middle, Patrick’s arm along the back. She leaned into him, laughing. I was separate, a little distant, but their bond had made me happy, had made me smile.

      The breeze fluttered our hair. Mine, which no longer shone like sunshine—more like moonglow—had mingled with Jenna’s.

      Dark. Like her father’s.

      Five months after that picture was taken, Patrick succumbed to the heart attack I’d told him he was due to have if he didn’t lower his stress level.

      Should I have given Ash a picture of Jenna? How would he know if he’d found her if he didn’t have that?

      But the FBI knew everything about everyone, right? Everyone knew everything about everyone thanks to the goddamn internet. And if he found a girl—any girl or girls—wouldn’t he just rescue them?

      I let those questions, that worry, slide away. I had plenty of others.

      In the sitting room, I ran my hand along the carved walnut armchair, circa 1860. The ivory brocade showed very little wear. Probably because sitting in it felt like sitting in Hell’s waiting room. But it looked so damn good.

      For a woman who refuses to wear anything uncomfortable, you have a laissez-faire taste in furniture.

      Patrick had despaired of me ever being able to arrive at an event without being styled first. He had been as much of a fashion hound as Frankie. Maybe that’s why they’d gotten on so well.

      Frankie!

      I tapped his name in my Favorites list, and when the call went to voice mail, I was tempted to blurt all of my questions. Instead, I just said, “Call me.”

      Time, which had crept from the instant I answered Cammy’s call, kept on creeping.

      I should nap, but back when my world fell apart, napping had

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Facing My Greatest Fear
      


      		
        2. Sunshine On A Cloudy Day
      


      		
        3. Spectacular Distractions
      


      		
        4. Needs Must
      


      		
        5. The Only Good Werewolf Is A Dead Werewolf
      


      		
        6. We’re The Shadows; We’re the Wind
      


      		
        7. Spin The Fickle Wheel Of Fate
      


      		
        8. Everything’s So Bad It’s Hilarious
      


      		
        9. The Moon Called
      


      		
        10. When Prey Runs, A Predator Pursues
      


      		
        11. Pack Was Everything
      


      		
        12. A Kiss For The Dying
      


      		
        13. The Stranger From Across The Tracks
      


      		
        14. Ends And Means. All That Noise.
      


      		
        15. A Long Time Ago In A Distant Forgotten World
      


      		
        16. That’s A Good Reason
      


      		
        17. Always Could Be A Very Long Time
      


      		
        Blame it on Midnight
      


      		
        Dear Reader
      


      		
        The Nightcreature Universe
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        More Books by Lori?
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/lorihandeland_nothinggoodhappensaftermidnight_hr.jpg
NOf





