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  Preface



I went to the grocery store

I thought a little cheese’ll

Be ’nough to catch a mouse on the floor

Pop! goes the weasel

But the mouse was very bright

He wasn’t a mouse to wheedle

He took the cheese and said, “Goodnight!”

Pop! goes the weasel
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“Rob’s—dead?”

Deputy Jen Grogan’s arm went protectively around the shoulders of her sixteen-year-old daughter, Cyanne. They were in the office of the sheriff of Veil. It was nearly eleven o’clock at night, on a school night. Jen had pointed this out to Sheriff Dubowski when he’d called and said he needed them to come to the station. She’d asked him if this could wait till tomorrow. “No,” he’d said gravely—but firmly.

Cy let out a short, humorless laugh. When everyone in the room looked at her, she said, “Sorry, it’s just… The last thing I told him was that he’d die alone.”

Jen drew an uneasy breath.

“When did that conversation take place?” asked the sheriff.

“Um…the night we brought Violet home with us, after we rescued Megan Toombs.”

“What time?”

“I don’t know.” Cy’s eyes had a blank, faraway look. “How did Rob die?” she asked, almost tonelessly.

“Miss Grogan, I need to know what time you talked to Mr. Mulroy.”

Though thrown by the use of her surname, Cy started to shrug with disinterest. Jen squeezed her daughter’s forearm without taking her eyes off the sheriff. “Answer him.”

Cy blinked, seemed to come back to herself. “I, I really don’t know. I guess it wasn’t too long after we got to the house. Maybe around nine? Yeah, it was probably nine—because it was, like, right before I went to bed, and I woke up after midnight and couldn’t get back to sleep. And I remember looking at the clock and thinking, At least I got three hours.”

“You’re sure it was after midnight when you woke up?”

Cy glanced at her mother and shrugged at the sheriff. “It was twelve-something.”

“Was it raining?” The question came from Deputy Benno, standing beside the sheriff’s desk. Flanking the sheriff on his other side was Deputy Derrick, who glared at the younger, most junior deputy for interrupting the sheriff’s formal interview.

Cy frowned as she thought back. “Y-yeah, it was.”

“That puts it at twelve-forty-five or later—sir.”

“Thank you, Deputy.” The sheriff leaned toward Cy, interlaced his fingers, and put his next question as delicately as he could. “Why did you tell Rob Mulroy he would die alone?”

Cy seemed to shrink into herself. “He was being a jerk,” she mumbled. At the silence that followed she hurried on, “He told me Mom was lying to me about how Dad died, and he said he’d tell me what really happened, but only if I…went out with him again.”

The sheriff glanced down and kept his voice mild. “Why didn’t you want to go out with him?”

“Keith.” Jen had never spoken to Dubowski in that tone before. The look she gave him was both pleading and warning.

With sorrowful eyes, the sheriff said to Cy, “You don’t have to answer, and you may request to have an attorney present, but I still have to ask you—”

“He assaulted me,” Cy blurted, shaking her head in impatience. “While we were going out, he assaulted me. That’s why I broke up with him.”

Derrick and Dubowski kept their expressions neutral while Benno quietly smoldered. The sheriff turned to Jen and asked, “You knew about this?”

Jen’s hand found Cy’s as she replied evenly, “I knew that he’d behaved badly toward her. I didn’t know about the assault until shortly before Halloween—after Rob had disappeared.”

“And where were you on the night of October fifteenth, at midnight?”

“I was asleep at home.”

“And today?”

Jen blinked. “Sir?”

“Can you and your daughter account for your whereabouts today?”

Jen’s eyes flicked to the other deputies, but predictably they gave nothing away. “The whole day?” she asked.

The sheriff said nothing. Cy looked from him to the deputies in confusion. “Why are you asking about today—”

Jen tapped Cy’s wrist and said kindly, “No, honey, he can’t tell us that.”

Still befuddled, her daughter replied, “Well, I was in school…”

“And as you know, I was here,” said Jen, “giving Violet a tour of the station so she can start as an intern. Then she shadowed me for part of my patrol…”

“And when I got out of school, I came here and we took Violet to the—”

“Sheriff.”

Deputy Benno drew everyone’s attention as he stepped to the side of the desk so as to face the sheriff more fully. “Sheriff,” he said more calmly, “They didn’t do it. You know they didn’t.”

Sheriff Dubowski did not look pleased at the insubordination, but at first he said nothing. He gazed thoughtfully from Benno to the interviewees. Just as he began to speak, another voice interrupted him: “He’s right, sir.”

Jen straightened up in surprise.

“Any evidence we have against the Grogans is circumstantial,” said Deputy Derrick. “I think we can eliminate them from further inquiry.” He kept his eyes on the sheriff, avoiding Jen’s stare of amazement.

The sheriff heaved a long sigh. Then, standing, he said, “Jen Grogan, did you or Cyanne have anything to do with the murder of Rob Mulroy?”

“No, sir, of course not.”

“Then I think we’ve gone enough by the book.” Contritely he added, “I’m sorry I put you both through that.”

“Wait, I don’t understand,” said Cy, glancing at all the adults in turn. “It’s over, just like that? Aren’t we your main suspects?”

Dubowski flashed a smile as Jen threw Cy an exasperated look. “Sweetie,” she said through her teeth, “when a law officer says you’re off the hook, you don’t argue. Now come on.” She tugged on Cy’s arm as she stood up.

“Actually,” said the sheriff, holding up his hand, “next we need to speak to Violet. But before we do, Deputy Grogan, I’d like to bring you up to speed. That is, if you’re willing to help us with this investigation.”

His voice was even, steady, but Jen had known him long enough to recognize the urgency in his eyes. That was the moment she realized this matter went beyond Rob’s murder. Something else was going on, something bigger. Dubowski needed her help, but as a courtesy, he was letting her decide for herself.

“Honey,” she said to Cy, “I’m gonna give you the house key. Deputy Tan’s gonna give you a ride home, and she’ll stay with you until Violet and I get back.” She didn’t add an “Okay?” at the end because it was not a request.

Once Cy was off home, Jen said to the sheriff, “All right, what are we dealing with?”
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“The girl with no memory of her past possesses a secret that will shake the town of Veil to its core.”

Violet listened to Tuck Fleagle’s tremulous voice with growing incredulity. She threw a questioning glance at Jen, whose reply was a minuscule shrug. Jen, herself, had only just listened to the recording a few minutes ago.

“It’s her destiny to bring down a great evil that’s festered here for years. Their showdown is inevitable—” Fleagle’s voice broke off suddenly.

“What? What is it?” That was the voice of Rob Mulroy, the young man Violet had prevented from assaulting Cy when they first met. The man who had then disappeared, and who, apparently, was now dead, murdered.

“Someone’s here!” shouted Fleagle. “Someone followed us! Followed you!”

“No one followed us!”

All at once Violet’s breath caught. They had warned her before playing the recording, so she knew what was coming, but suddenly, as she realized the event was only moments away, she wasn’t sure she was ready…

“Let me go! They’ll kill me!”

She could tell them to stop the playback if she spoke now…

“Just tell me—”

“Let me go—”

BANG.

Violet inhaled sharply, her eyes shut. Fighting to unclench her teeth, she listened as Rob Mulroy choked out his last breaths. She heard the thud of his body collapsing, felt her skin crawl at the wetness of the sound.

Try as she might to forget, this experience would be burned into her memory forever.

She felt Jen’s hand on her shoulder and tried to focus on that.

“I…I don’t understand! Why him and not me?” When no answer came, Tuck Fleagle’s footsteps took off at a breakneck tempo.

The sheriff stopped the playback and said, “There’s forty more minutes of Fleagle running and wheezing and rummaging around. He doesn’t say anything more.”

Violet swallowed. She pushed her gaze up from the digital recorder to look at Benno. “You haven’t found Tuck Fleagle?”

“No,” said Benno. “I came across this recording when I searched his apartment. Our working theory is that Mulroy brought the recorder to the interview and turned it on secretly, and then, as he was dying, he slipped it into Fleagle’s pocket.”

Violet passed a hand over her mouth; her face felt numb. “I think I preferred the old lady who thought I was some girl who disappeared forty years ago. At least she didn’t get killed because of me.”

A morbid fixation had drawn her eyes back to the digital recorder; therefore she missed the quick look that passed between the sheriff and his deputies.

Dubowski said to her, “One reason we withheld this information from you was that I presumed you wouldn’t have any idea what Fleagle was talking about, what with your memory loss.”

“Not a clue,” Violet confirmed. In her head, with maddening clarity, Rob Mulroy’s death replayed over and over. She tried to make it stop and couldn’t. Taking a deep breath and resigning herself to the ongoing nightmare, she said, “So who is Tuck Fleagle?”

The sheriff glanced at the others in puzzlement. “Beg pardon?”

“At the radio station, Rod Piper said Fleagle was a morose drunk and an unreliable employee. That’s all I know about him. How long has he lived in Veil? Where did he work before the radio station? Who or what is he that might pertain to how he knows me?”

“Violet…” The sheriff pushed aside the recorder so he could fold his hands on the desk. “I understand that, with Fleagle being the first and only clue we’ve found that could lead us to discovering your identity, you’d want to pursue that line of inquiry. Rest assured, we’re doing everything we can to locate him.”

Violet gave him a sidelong glance. “It sounds like a ‘but’ is coming, which doesn’t make any sense. My true identity now figures into a murder investigation. Why would you not be—”

“We’re not sure that Fleagle’s connection to you—if any such connection truly exists—is germane to the case.”

Violet was so taken aback, she struggled to form coherent words—and failed. Jen hastened to explain, “Tuck Fleagle has a reputation for advancing conspiracy theories and pretending secret involvement in things that put him in or near the center of drama.”

Derrick nodded in agreement. “Just now you mentioned that girl who disappeared in the forest and was never found. Fleagle once claimed he knew what really happened to her. He hinted that he’d helped her escape from a plot to assassinate her, that they even had a love affair.”

“But he was killed to—I mean, Rob was killed to stop Fleagle from telling him…” Violet trailed off as Fleagle’s last words on the recording echoed back to her, the significance of his question suddenly clear—why not him? If the killer’s goal really had been to prevent the spread of information about Violet’s true identity, then why had only Rob been eliminated? It might have been possible—if risky—to leave Rob alive and just kill Fleagle, yet Fleagle alone had been spared. Why?

The sheriff unwittingly answered her question: “It’s possible Mulroy’s murder has nothing to do with you at all. We think—or some of us think,” he amended, catching sight of Benno’s expression, “that his being killed during a discussion about you…was just a coincidence.”

There’s more to it, Violet realized. There was more they hadn’t told her yet. But what? Violet turned to Jen and asked the question with her eyes.

Delicately Jen said, “We think whoever killed Rob…also killed Marcy.”

Violet’s heartbeat shook her eardrums.

“And Matt Foley, too. And possibly several other people, though I’m not sure I’m sold on that.”

Matt Foley, the obnoxious atheist? He was dead

































































































OEBPS/4d74b8b3f1cf6221a72ff9c8b57ee02cbb810e60_smallRaw.jpg
A MYSTERY NOVELLA SERIES

MILES LEDOUX





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents
    


    
    
      		
        Preface
        
      


    
      		
        Prologue
        
      


    
      		
        I
        
      


    
      		
        II
        
      


    
      		
        III
        
      


    
      		
        IV
        
      


    
      		
        V
        
      


    
      		
        VI
        
      


    
      		
        VII
        
      


    
      		
        VIII
        
      


    
      		
        IX
        
      


    
      		
        X
        
      


    
      		
        Epilogue
        
      


    
      		
        WINTER IN VEIL
        
      


    
      		
        Next time in Veil…
        
      


    
      		
        About the Author
        
      


    
    



  












