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            About the Kate Darby novels:

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve been wanting to write a series to highlight our men and women in blue for quite some time, and I even started with a series called Uncertain, but I realized the novellas didn’t do the stories justice. Then the idea came to write a series set in East Texas, so I made up the small city of Peculiar, Texas, and set my story in a place with a small college and a beautiful lake. These stories are the remake of the original Uncertain series, expanded and all new characters and details.

      The stories in this series have instances of real occurrences that happen to uniform cops on a regular basis. I tried to portrait the real world as much as possible but gave myself artistic license to change details to fit the stories.

      Yes, it’s true that small towns don’t have a full detective unit, and the officers are required to investigate major crimes. Sometimes they are assisted by other agencies, but many times the crimes are investigated by the local cops. These are the stories of the police officers of Peculiar, Texas.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Series Titles:

          

        

      

    

    
      Each title in this police procedural/crime fiction series is a cop slang term, and I’ll be using the terms in alphabetical order, so you’ll know the order in which to read the books.

      I really hope you enjoy this series as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it.
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      Term: Dirty bite

      When a K9 officer bites a suspect when they weren’t supposed to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Kate Darby looked at her watch. The temperature read sixty-three degrees on her Apple Watch app. She preferred running on days like this: a thin layer of clouds crowding out the sun, enough rain in the last week to keep the dust at bay, and a slight breeze. But she felt a heaviness in the air, something like humidity, but more ominous. She couldn’t quite place it, then it struck her. How many days had it been since she saw Oscar Silva?

      Slowing her pace to a jog, and then jogging in a circle, she took in her surroundings. She looked through the pecan trees, the cypress trees, and over the fields where the grass hay hadn’t yet come out of its dormant state. No Oscar. Again, she asked herself, how many days? She couldn’t remember. Had it finally been so long that she stopped counting?

      She knew why she’d stopped counting. She looked down at the German Shepherd trotting beside her as she continued to jog in a small circle. Yeira had been the reason Oscar no longer haunted her days and nights.

      Her new partner had changed so many things in her life, the main one being responsibility. This seventy-five-pound partner kept her on her toes and turned out to be the perfect running partner. Kate now needed to be able to run longer and sprint faster, if she didn’t want to be left in the dust by her partner. Yeira would always be able to outrun her, but at least she’d not be far behind. She’d seen what could happen if a K9 got too far ahead of her partner.

      The first days of training with Yeira, Kate had seen Oscar outside the training center. One day he’d even stood in front of her patrol car, daring her to run him over. Not a problem, as far as Kate was concerned, especially if it got rid of him. No amount of counseling had helped. But when Yeira nearly slammed into the grill of her custom backseat, growling and snarling, Oscar disappeared.

      This was Kate’s first indication that she wasn’t the only one who saw Payaso’s ghost, apparition, or whatever he could be called. Yeira had either seen or felt his presence. Kate felt vindication, and yet she felt crazy still, at the same time.

      Kate could never have imagined the responsibility and time that came from having a new partner. A partner that depended on her for everything: food, water, being let out to do her personal business, not to mention personal hygiene and learning the job. Officer Jackson’s K9, Sailor, would be retiring soon, so Kate needed to be diligent with Yeira.

      In the beginning, Yeira scared the shit out of her. Yeira had come to live with Kate one week before they left for a seven-week training program. At the house, Kate wasn’t so worried, she and Yeira were getting to know one another. Not to mention Yeira slept in a crate. Once they got to training, and Kate saw just exactly how talented her new partner was, she couldn’t sleep in the hotel room with her. What if the dog went berserk and attacked her while she slept? Luckily, as part of Yeira’s training, she needed to learn that the patrol vehicle was her home, her safe place, ground zero. So Kate took full advantage and let Yeira sleep in the car.

      Along with her new four-legged, drug sniffing partner, Kate also got a new vehicle, fully equipped as a K9 unit. She hated giving up the unit she’d had for five years, but this sucker was sweet. No complaints, at least not about the vehicle. She was still second guessing accepting her new position as a K9 handler.

      Training went off without a hitch, at least not any Kate would admit to, and she was glad to be back home and back to work. It wasn’t until they walked in the door of her plantation home that first day after training that Kate realized, she’d never be alone. She wasn’t sure how she felt about this, considering the only person she’d ever had to worry about in her thirty-something years was herself. And she kind of liked it that way.

      Kate looked down at her new twenty-four-seven partner. She stopped jogging long enough to lean over and scrub Yeira behind both ears. “You see him too, don’t you? Or you did, anyway. I don’t think big bad Oscar Silva cares much for K9 police officers.”

      Maybe Yeira would be the partner that saved her from herself. She sure as shit didn’t want a human partner. And as her boss, Zane Gwilly (who was also her ex-husband) told her, she was better off alone. Most of the time, she agreed with him. But lately she wondered how healthy that was.

      Kate used the back of her arm to wipe the sweat from her forehead. She finger-combed the loose hairs back into her ponytail holder, braiding her high ponytail and tucking it into the holder. She looked back at the road they’d just traveled. “Let’s head back.”

      Yeira didn’t acknowledge Kate, but turned to head back in the direction of the plantation house they now shared.

      Dressed in capri length leggings, a razorback running shirt, her work boots, and a weighted pack that weighed forty pounds around her hips, Kate said, “Let’s race,” as she picked up the pace in the last quarter mile and sprinted to the driveway.

      As they approached the sprawling property she now called her own, Kate enjoyed the view. The trees had yet to sprout their new leaves. Kate loved this time of year, right before nature came back to life, after the dead of winter. Kate loved winter, because the crime rate dropped, and she could enjoy more time outside. Also, her Kevlar vest didn’t feel as heavy and hot. But she loved spring too, because the crisp air felt alive, unlike the howling winds of winter.

      For the first time in a few years, Kate also felt alive, like she might be budding with new life after a long winter. Yeira had given her purpose, where she hadn’t felt any, not even as a cop, lately. She’d been involved in some trying cases, which taught her to be a better cop, but also made her look closer at herself. She’d come this far, she doubted she’d ever change, not enough to matter anyway.

      Still standing on the road, both Kate and Yeira panted, and she wiped the sweat from her forehead as she bent over to stretch her hamstrings and catch her breath. Yeira stopped panting before Kate did. “You’ll get me in shape yet, won’t you?”

      Kate looked up to see Azizi standing on the front porch of the big house. The plantation home looked more like the antebellum houses a person would see in Georgia, than the plantation homes of the deep south. In Louisiana and Texas, plantation homes were more practical, and in reality, some weren’t practical at all. She remembered visiting a home in Natchitoches, Louisiana where there was no interior access to the second floor. And the rooms on the second floor had a crazy layout:  you could only get to the far bedroom by walking through all the other bedrooms.

      Kate’s ancestors on her mother’s side hailed from Georgia, so when they settled in East Texas, they didn’t know any better and built a monstrosity of a house. It had taken Kate many months to feel comfortable in the house she inherited from her grandfather. It didn’t help that she’d spent so much time in the hospital recovering from a gunshot wound, then in a residential therapy home and most recently, seven weeks away with Yeira, right after she acquired the house.

      When Kate lived in town, she relished living alone. No noise, no interruptions. Now, living on the farm, she loved the sounds of the workers in the pecan orchards, Azizi working outside her tenant house or in Kate’s kitchen, and even the bumps and noises from her foster brother, who’d moved in with her, too.

      Again, Kate looked at her watch. It was early for Azizi to be at the main house. She hoped nothing was wrong.

      Azizi Carter came with the ranch Kate had inherited from her grandfather. She lived in the tenant house, rent free, for the rest of her natural life. But Kate had a feeling Azizi would inhabit that house long after she died, too. The woman stood at the top of the stairs, hands on her slender hips, her short-cropped white hair a stark contrast to her dark skin. She wasn’t looking at Kate and Yeira as they approached, she was looking past them. Kate turned to look.

      She didn’t see anything out of place, the feeling she felt in the air seemed to hang a little heavier. She jogged up the driveway, Yeira beside her.

      “Bryce is in the kitchen. I made breakfast.” She frowned at whatever she’d been staring at and the heavy feeling in the air shifted, almost felt heavier. As Kate walked past her, she picked up the handmade broom (there were several on the property, made by Azizi) that leaned against the porch railing and swept non-existent dirt from the steps.

      Kate felt the air get lighter with each sweep of the broom. Azizi rested the broom against the railing of the porch and followed them into the house.

      “Just where do you think you’re going, ma chere?” Azizi asked.

      Kate stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Yeira sat next to her. “I’m going to take a shower. I’ll be down to eat in a few minutes.”

      Hands back on her hips, Azizi said, “That would be a no. I’m not going to reheat breakfast.”

      “You don’t have to. I’ll reheat it myself. I’m all sweaty. I need a shower.”

      “There won’t be anything to reheat,” Azizi said as she disappeared through the doorway into the kitchen.

      Stubborn old woman, Kate thought. But she knew better. If Azizi said there wouldn’t be any to reheat, she’d take it back to her house for leftovers, or she’d just toss it in the trash. She’d done it before.

      Kate hesitated only a second. Her stomach growled, and she didn’t want to have to cook for herself. There were plenty of breakfast bars in the cabinets, but a homecooked meal sounded good.

      She doubled down on her decision to forego a shower when she walked into the kitchen at the back of the house and smelled Azizi’s cooking. Café noir perked in the stovetop coffee pot, and Azizi poured directly from the pot, over a mug already prepped with heavy cream and too much sugar. Kate wouldn’t complain. “You want me to take the pot to the table?”

      Azizi gave a curt nod.

      “I’ll take a refill,” Bryce said, not turning his attention from his phone.

      Bryce Trident, her foster brother, had made himself right at home from the moment he moved into the big house.

      Kate reached out and mussed the carrot red hair on Bryce’s head. “You’re not an invalid. Get your own coffee.” She placed the coffee pot on the table.

      Azizi rolled her eyes and said something under her breath. Yeira gave a quiet whimper of agreement.

      “What’s the occasion?” Kate asked. Azizi rarely cooked breakfast. And when she did cook, she usually did it when no one was home. She’d come home to the smells of something meaty and delicious and knew Azizi had been busy in the kitchen. She just wished she knew when, so she could plan around it and not stop at Sonic on the way home. Someday, maybe she’d figure Azizi out.

      “Azizi said she missed me,” Bryce put his phone down and Kate saw he had been reading an article from a medical journal.

      “Bryce, come here and grab the serving dishes,” Azizi snapped. “An old woman shouldn’t have to climb a ladder to get dishes from the cabinet.”

      Bryce jumped to his feet. He never moved that fast for anyone, not even his boss at the morgue. He reached high to the top shelves and pulled down three large plates. “Anything else?”

      “Take plates to the table. And silverware. Your sister has had a hard morning, running with her partner. You’ve had a hard morning lifting that phone.”

      Grumbling, but not daring to sass Azizi, Bryce grabbed three plates from the counter, then pulled open a drawer for silverware, while Kate settled in the chair nearest the backdoor, which she cracked just enough to let cooler air in. She needed to stop sweating.

      She’d forgotten about the weight around her hips until she tried to sit. Unbuckling the weight belt, she dropped it to the floor, next to Yeira. “What smells so delicious?”

      Azizi yanked a plate, fork and knife from Bryce’s hands. “Pain perdu with boudin patties. The cheese grits are almost ready.”

      Kate had rarely indulged in Cajun cuisine before moving onto the farm. But Azizi had been raised on Cajun cooking, so Kate now knew that pain perdu was basically day-old bread dipped in a mixture of egg, milk, and when Azizi cooked, brandy. The bread was then fried in a cast iron skillet containing lard. She’d heard it called egg toast when she was a kid.

      Bryce brought the dishes to the table and placed a plate in front of her. “Dear God, can’t you smell yourself?”

      Kate glared at Bryce, but lifted her arm to smell her pit. Ah, the odor of lavender deodorant and sweat. She leaned in closer to Bryce. “Want a sniff?”

      Bryce shoved her back. “Azizi, how am I supposed to enjoy your delicious cooking under these circumstances?”

      Azizi held out a plate of boudin links in one hand, and pain perdu in the other. “Take these and stop being a baby.” She’d already taken a link and piece of bread and put it on a plate for herself. As Bryce set down the serving dishes and returned to the kitchen, she scooped a heaping serving of cheese grits onto her plate and handed him the bowl.

      “Aren’t you joining us?” Bryce asked.

      “I have a busy day,” Azizi said. Then to Yeira, she said, “There’s water on the back porch, and I filled your bowl.”

      Yeira looked up at her, then walked to the back porch. Kate could hear her lapping up water as Azizi walked out the backdoor chuckling.

      When this bit of communication between Azizi and Yeira happened the first time, Kate stood with her mouth agape. By the end of the first week with her K9 partner living in the house, Kate realized, Yeira and Azizi had something special. It was something Kate would never have, but Azizi didn’t intrude, just let Yeira know what was going on when needed.

      “I’m going to learn to play the guitar, then I’m moving to Nashville,” Bryce said.

      Kate choked back a laugh. “Really? Did you buy a guitar?”

      Bryce shoveled grits into his mouth. “I already have one.”

      “I’m assuming you said you have one, though it sounded like mmnmnnnmn with that food in your mouth. Didn’t yo’ mama teach you no manners?”

      “She was yo’ mama too,” Bryce said, wiping his mouth.

      They weren’t birth siblings. They’d met in their foster home, and became blood siblings in a ceremony they’d performed when they were teens. It involved some weird sayings Bryce had gotten from a Hoodoo priestess, and the mixing of blood from their palms. Having another Hoodoo practitioner in their midst (Azizi) brought back the memories of that intimate ceremony.

      They had just finished their freshman year in high school, and it had been a tough year for both of them. Bryce had been hanging out with the emo crowd, his pale skin and red hair such a contrast to the black and grey. He'd even painted his fingernails black. This was a time right before Bryce got hooked on drugs. Kate knew he'd been experimenting since he took his first puff off a cigarette at age 12. He'd been distant from her almost the entire year, so when he'd suggested they perform this hoodoo ritual that would make them blood siblings, Kate agreed. She hoped it would bring them closer together and Bryce would reconsider the path he'd been following.

      They met under a live oak tree at Caddo Lake around 11:30 p.m., the night of the full moon, a full five days after Bryce had brought up the idea of the ritual. He had traveled to Louisiana with a friend to visit a hoodoo practitioner and come home with roots, herbs, and a foul-smelling oil.

      He said the man wouldn’t write down the directions for the ritual, so he had repeated the directions all the way home. It was a two-hour drive, and he’d hitchhiked back to Texas because his ride to the town had been a one-way trip.

      They both stripped down to just their underwear, Bryce using a pen light to look around and find a large stone. He pulled the roots and herbs from the paper bag and used a smaller stone to crush them together, then he used a dried root to scoop the entire mess into the foul oil. Kate stood watching, shivering as the wind picked up.

      Bryce handed her a needle. “Here, prick your hand.”

      Kate took the needle, and instead of pricking her hand, she drew the needle across the fatty part of her palm. She wanted to make sure she had enough blood, because she wouldn’t be doing this a second time.

      Bryce stared at her, then pulled out another needle and mimicked her. He took the needle from Kate and placed them both in the bag which held the ingredients for the ritual.

      “Are you sure you want to be my sister?” Bryce asked.

      “Only if you want to be my brother,” Kate responded, knowing she wanted this more than anything. She loved their parents, but not like she loved Bryce.

      He poured oil onto his left palm where he’d drawn blood, and reached out to Kate. She placed her palm up for him to pour the oil into hers. Instead he spit in it. Kate jerked her hand away.

      “Fine, you could have just said this was a hoax. That you didn’t really want to be my brother, fucker.” Kate reached for her shirt to wipe her hand.

      “No! Leave it.” He grabbed her hand, said a few words she didn’t understand, then poured oil on the blood and spit. “Now we hold hands.”

      They held hands, palms grasped tightly, and stared at the light of the full moon reflecting off the lake. The wind picked up again, so hard it blew the Spanish moss off the live oak. Then just as suddenly, everything went still, even the night music of the crickets and frogs silenced.

      Bryce released her grip. “I love you, sister.”

      Kate shivered. “I love you too, brother.”

      She smiled at the memory and stuffed cheese grits in her mouth, then watched Yeira stare at the wall for a moment before dipping her head and taking a bite of dog food.

      Kate took a bite of her boudin and looked closer at Bryce. “Oh my god, did you get a spray tan?”

      Bryce’s natural skin tone resembled fine white china, which went well with his red-orange hair. He’d never worried about his skin being pale before.

      Bryce pushed his chair back and picked up his dishes, heading into the kitchen, away from her. “What?”

      Kate jumped up, grabbing her own dish which had half of her breakfast still on it and followed. “You did. What’s her name?”

      Bryce placed his dishes in the sink, then pushed his way around Kate and back to the dining room. He grabbed the serving plates and stood next to the table. “Get out of the kitchen. I need to put this stuff away and get to work.”

      Kate stood with her legs and arms spread, as if ready to do a jumping jack. “Not until you tell me her name.”

      Bryce rolled his eyes and moved right past Kate, putting the dishes on the counter. He pulled storage containers from the top cabinet and shoveled the pain perdu, grits, and boudin all into a large plastic bowl. “You wouldn’t know her.” Bryce tried to shove past Kate again, but this time Yeira stood next to her, growling. “What the…”

      “Nein,” Kate said, telling Yeira “No.”

      Yeira’s growl turned to a whisper, then a low whining. She wanted to work, to protect her partner.

      “Get her out of here,” Bryce said. “I don’t think I like her anymore.”

      “She’s only doing her job. If you weren’t being such a dick, she wouldn’t have growled.” Kate pulled Yeira’s toy from her waistband and played tug of war with her for a moment while Bryce stood frozen in place. “She’s not going to hurt you. Not unless I tell her to.”

      Bryce went back to putting breakfast away and cleaning the dishes. “If you’re so sure of that, why is she still sleeping in a crate?”

      “I’m tired. Have a good day at work. And I will find out the girl’s name.” Kate and Yeira walked out of the kitchen, Kate saying to Yeira, “He got a spray tan, she must be special. I mean, what fair-skinned, redhead gets a spray tan for a girl?”
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      Kate’s cell phone rang at 2:38 p.m. She rolled over in bed, dressed only in a white cotton tee and white cotton underwear, her hair still wet from her morning shower. Never a good idea to go to sleep on long wet hair. She looked at the caller ID. Zane. She let it ring. When the call disconnected, she looked at her notifications. Three missed calls and a text that read: 911.

      Kate jumped up and threw off her covers, dialing Zane’s number. “Hey, sorry, I was asleep. I didn’t even hear the phone ring until the last call. I was dead to the world. What’s up?”

      Sounding perturbed, Sergeant Zane Gwilly said, “I need you at the Middle Town Assisted Living, ten minutes ago.”

      Kate didn’t want to be that person, but she counted the hours in her head. She still needed two more hours of sleep, then an hour to eat dinner and get ready for work. She wasn’t embarrassed to admit how much she loved sleeping. As she got out of bed and let Yeira out of her crate, she asked, “What’s going on?”

      “We have a patient missing from the facility. They just reported it, but he’s been gone for at least five hours. We need Yeira.”

      Kate could hear voices in the background. Zane was already at the facility. “I’m on my way.”

      No time for makeup, Kate pulled her still wet hair into a bun at the nape of her neck, and dressed in record time. She had a habit of laying out her uniform the night (or day, as the case may be) before her shift. It was easier to have it all lined up and ready to go instead of walking around the room half-dressed and pulling together the pieces. The last thing she did was dress Yeira in her K9 vest, and they ran down the stairs together.

      Yeira took a potty break as Kate adjusted her duty belt and held open the car door for her partner. “You’re gonna have to learn to open your own door soon.”

      Yeira jumped in, and off they went.

      Stopped at the stop sign on Hwy 69, it took Kate a moment to realize cars were pulled to the shoulder on both sides of the road. A funeral procession headed to the cemetery. As she said a silent prayer to the powers that be, she noticed Yeira had quieted. Kate’s admiration for the grace and respect complete strangers were showing for the deceased and their loved ones had calmed her nerves, which in turn calmed Yeira’s. She’d have to keep this in mind in the future and learn to calm herself better.

      As the cars pulled back onto the road, Kate lit up her blue lights and flipped on the siren. They’d not be as respectful of her as she tried to get to her destination. She hadn’t planned to go Code 3, but now she’d been delayed and it would be dark by six or six-thirty, and she didn’t want to have to search for the missing patient in the dark if at all possible.

      

      Must have been a slow crime day in Peculiar, Texas. Kate saw three patrol vehicles, the assistant chief’s car, a paramedic and a state trooper all at the lobby entrance to the assisted living facility.

      This facility housed both assisted living and a nursing home, which Kate considered the perfect business model. They grabbed them when they were no longer able to live in their homes, moved them to a nice assisted living neighborhood with medical care just about a hundred feet away. And when they could no longer manage even in a specially designed townhouse, they had a bed waiting in the care facility. Maybe she’d start investing her money in these businesses. With the growing population and living longer, her money would be in a steady business model.

      Kate parked her SUV, got out, opened the back door and clipped the leash on Yeira. Her first thought: So many people milling around. It’s going to be impossible to find this missing person.

      Zane was the first to approach her. “How’s life with a partner going?” He’d asked the same question every day since she and Yeira had returned from training.

      “Do you think I’m going to have a different answer today than I’ve had any day for the last umpteen days that you’ve asked that question?” Kate snapped back.

      “Meow! You’re in a mood. Besides, I’ve been waiting for you to tell me how she cramps your independence,” Zane admitted.

      Zane’s appearance was that of a grizzled ex-marine, with a stout build and bald head. The smile wrinkles on the outer edges of his eyes gave him away as a nice guy. Kate had seen his meaner side over the years, but it had never been directed at her.

      Kate, as well as most of the law enforcement officers in the United States, knew the statistics of violence against spouses within the ranks. Many would expect Zane to be a hard ass, but he had great restraint, since Kate tested him regularly. Both when they were married, and now.

      Kate blew out a breath. “You could have just said that. Yes, she’s cramping my style, but I love having her. I’m never alone.”

      “But you love being alone, don’t you?” Zane pressed.

      “It’s not the same. She doesn’t talk or offer advice, she’s just always there. I’m okay with that. I’ll admit, the high-pitched barking grates on my nerves, but I’m getting better at ignoring it. Other than that, thank you so much for putting my name in for the K9 handler position.”

      “You’ve thanked me enough. I’m glad it’s working out and that you love it. Are you ready for this?”

      Assistant Chief Tara Dixon stepped in beside Zane. “Have you ever tracked a missing person?”

      Kate shrugged. “At training, but not in real life. I’m sure Yeira’s up to the challenge. Why wasn’t Sailor brought in?”

      The frown on Zane’s face made Kate think something horrible had happened. She braced herself.

      “Sailor had a dirty bite last night, so Chief Benoit decided maybe he needed to be retired a little early,” Tara said.

      Kate sighed with relief. A dirty bite was when a K9 bit a bad guy (or not too bad guy) when he wasn’t supposed to. In training, she’d heard about this happening. It opened law enforcement up to lawsuits, so they had to be taken seriously. Kate couldn’t have been happier with Tara’s answer, because Sailor wasn’t hurt. She’d expected some sort of line-of-duty injury by the look on his face.

      “I’m sorry to hear that. Is Jackson doing okay? I know he’s been dreading the retirement,” Kate said.

      “He’s fine,” Zane said, sounding like he’d rather be anywhere else at the moment.

      “Well, let’s do this thing. There are way too many people milling around. She’s going to have to work hard to keep that scent.” Kate waved her arm at all the people. Yeira jumped up and barked. Everyone went quiet.

      Tara took charge, asking everyone to back away from the entrance to the home and stay in a group. “Where do you want to start? We have the pillowcase from his room for a scent.”

      Kate looked around at the building and landscape. “How many ways are there out of the building?”

      “There are multiple emergency exits, but they all have alarms. The only exits that don’t create an alarm is the front entrance, and the exit off the kitchen. But there have been employees in the kitchen all day and no one has seen this patient.” Tara pointed vaguely in the direction of the different doors of the building, most of which Kate couldn’t see.

      Kate had been deciding if the pillowcase was enough, or if she should start in the patient’s room. At this point, it looked like he probably just walked out the front doors.

      “Who is in charge and can give me all the information I’ll need?” Kate asked.

      “That would be me,” a tall woman who looked to be around fifty years old with short brown hair and heavy makeup said. She wore a knee-length skirt with black nylons and black shoes with no heels. Even though Kate didn’t think it was cold, the woman wore a long black sweater, which she held wrapped around her front with her crossed arms. Kate wondered if this was a defensive posture or the woman was really cold. “I’m Julie Armstrong, the residence manager.”

      This was when Kate noticed Julie held a pillowcase tucked under one arm
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