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      Tuesday morning, September 25

      The century-year-old home on St. Catherine Street West had more character than a troupe of Shakespearian actors, but it also came with a lot of baggage. Michael and I couldn’t begin to afford the repairs it required, despite the real estate agent’s efforts this morning to negotiate a better price for us.

      Michael unlocked the door to our condo. “Brett has one more two-story house to show us tonight,” he said, referring to Brett Paquette, our agent with the Montreal-Res Group, or MRG. “It’s on Hillside Avenue in the same upscale neighborhood as the others.”

      Only a ten-minute drive away. And yet… “I can’t go with you tonight,” I said, removing my coat and hanging it in the hall closet. “I have a meeting with a client.”

      “No problem.” He shrugged out of his leather jacket. “I’ll go to the showing alone. Brett told me the house is a more recent construction. He said it’s perfect for us. If he’s right, I’ll book a second visit so we can go see it together.”

      “Brett said the two older homes we visited this week would be perfect for us too, and we didn’t like either one. That’s not counting the others we visited over the last months.” I sighed in exasperation.

      Michael frowned. “We can’t afford to be picky, Megan. Not many homes come up for sale in this area. Most have stayed in the family for decades.” He headed for the living room and draped his jacket over the leather sofa bordering the window.

      “But these houses are so expensive,” I protested, sitting down next to him on the sofa. “I can’t even imagine how we’d be able to afford a million-dollar house.”

      “Don’t worry. Like I told you before, I’ll use the inheritance funds from my grandmother to help with the down payment.”

      “Are you sure you want to do that?”

      “Yes. What else could be more important than buying the house we love?”

      “What about your parents? What will they say?”

      He smiled. “Are you kidding? They’ll be glad to hear I’m finally putting my grandmother’s money to good use. To be clear, I still refuse to take a penny from my parents.”

      It was the first time Michael had mentioned his family in a while, albeit with a hint of irony. He was willing to withdraw funds from his grandmother’s inheritance fund but accepting money from his parents was taboo.

      And all because of a silly feud that began years ago. Michael had refused his father’s offer to run his profitable high-tech company. He chose a career path as a crime reporter instead. To make matters worse, he rejected his parents’ lavish lifestyle and the trust fund that came with it.

      Although he hadn’t admitted as much, the chill in his relationship with his father had created a void in his life that he attempted to fill with investigative assignments. But work was no replacement for family.

      “I don’t especially like living in old houses,” I said, picking up our conversation, “but I love the area. I feel safe here. As long as we can furnish and decorate our home the way we want, I’m okay with it.”

      “We both like modern furniture combined with the odd vintage piece,” Michael said, “so I don’t see a problem. Once we get settled in our new home, we can make all sorts of plans…like getting married, raising a family—”

      “Aren’t you rushing things a little? We haven’t even found the right house yet.”

      He grew pensive. “This isn’t about the house, is it? You just don’t trust me enough to marry me. Say it.”

      “I trust you, Michael,” I said.

      “Then we can talk about our future together, can’t we?”

      I loved Michael and considered myself the luckiest woman in the world to have such a caring man in my life, but I had no intention of encouraging a conversation about marriage right now. I’d survived a first failed marriage and a murdered husband. Living with Michael, and the next step of buying a house together, suited me fine.

      I diverted the subject. “Speaking of family, we should visit your parents one day.”

      He eyed me with caution. “Why?”

      “Why not?”

      He glanced away.

      His silence offended me. “I’ve only met them a few times. And we haven’t seen them since they left Montreal and moved to their new home in the countryside a year ago.”

      “What’s the rush?”

      So it wasn’t about me after all. “You don’t have to keep proving yourself to your father, Michael.”

      “I’m not.”

      “Really? Raising the bar with each new investigative assignment you take on. Ensuring the risks get riskier.”

      “Taking risks comes with a crime reporter’s job. We’ve been through this before.” He raised his hands and let them fall to his lap with a thud.

      His words brought back the memory of a confrontation he’d once had with a knife-wielding drug trafficker. The tiny scar on his cheek was a memento of how he’d managed to fight him off and survive the ordeal.

      “Why are we having this discussion in the first place?” Michael stood up.

      “It’s about family,” I said. “You’ve met several of my relatives, and my mother invites us over often. When will we see your parents again?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve been busy.”

      I shook my head in frustration. “You’re always busy.”

      His cell phone rang. He checked the display and grimaced.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “Nothing…just a message. I have a meeting at The Gazette this morning. I’d better go. I’ll call you later.” He gave me a quick kiss, grabbed his jacket, and briskly walked out the door, taking our unresolved issues with him.

      Twenty steps down the hallway took me to my home office—one of the advantages that working as a freelance ghostwriter for Bradford Publishing offered. Although I enjoyed meeting with the staff and clients there on occasion, I appreciated the anonymity of working behind the scenes. The security of my home and the predictability of the job schedule appealed to me most of all.

      Unlike Michael’s job. His work called for intuitive thinking in the pursuit of justice. Meeting informants in the shadows of night. Accompanying the police on drug raids. It was risky and unpredictable.

      A sudden regret washed over me. I wished I could take back the words I’d said to him moments ago. It wasn’t my place to fault him for being a risk-taker. He loved his job. Exposing criminals of all stripes and their crimes boosted his confidence in his efforts. He’d won journalism awards and written a successful crime novel—tangible proof that his heart was in his work.

      But according to Michael, he hadn’t attained his desired level of worthiness. It was a higher goal he insisted on achieving before he rekindled long lost ties with his parents. It meant consistently seeking out more dangerous assignments to prove his success to them.

      My greatest fear was that, one day, he might just take one risk too many.

      And I didn’t want to lose him.
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      Tuesday afternoon

      I changed into a white shirt and matching navy-blue jacket and pants, then drove downtown to Bradford Publishing later in the afternoon to drop off a project. I could have sent it to Kayla by email, but I liked to show my face there from time to time. It gave me visibility as a working professional, as well as an occasion to ask about upcoming ghostwriting projects.

      Kayla greeted me in the reception area, her height towering above me despite my three-inch heels. She smiled as she accepted my flash drive. “Thanks, Megan. By the way, how’s that author’s biography coming along?”

      “I’m meeting with the client here tonight to tie up the loose ends,” I said. “I should have it completed by the end of the week.”

      “Today’s Tuesday. By Friday afternoon at five o’clock then?” As Bradford’s project manager, Kayla was a stickler for details.

      “Sure,” I said. “Any other projects I can help you with?”

      “Nothing right now. As soon as something comes in, I’ll let you know.”

      “Thanks, Kayla.”

      I took the elevator back down. My phone rang as I was leaving the building. It was Michael.

      “Megan, something’s come up.” He sounded disheartened. “I won’t be able to go to the house showing tonight. I’m meeting an informant across town. It’ll take me about an hour to drive there and another hour to drive back. Is there any way you can go to the showing instead?”

      “No. I have that meeting with a client tonight. Remember? Can’t you reschedule for another day?”

      “Not until Friday. The property will probably be sold by then. Brett said it was one of the few homes left in the area. I checked it out online. It looks promising. I don’t want to lose this chance, Megan. It might be the one.”

      Just what I needed—a blip in my schedule. “What time is the showing again?”

      “Seven o’clock. You don’t have to stay there long. Half an hour tops.”

      “I’ll try to postpone my meeting. I’ll call my client and see if I can reschedule.”

      “Thanks, Megan. Send me a text message if it’s a go. I’ll send you the address, then I’ll call Brett to let him know you’ll be meeting with him instead.”

      “Okay.”

      I called my client. She agreed to meet with me at eight o’clock. I sent Michael a text message to confirm I’d attend the house showing tonight and call him afterward to let him know how it went.
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      I’d just returned home after a lengthy drive in traffic when my phone rang. The display read: MTL-RES Group. The real estate company. I answered.

      Ken Reilly introduced himself as a real estate agent with the firm. “I’m calling to let you know about a property for viewing tonight.”

      Here I was, rushing around to accommodate everyone, delaying my own work, and these agents couldn’t even coordinate their schedules. I swallowed my annoyance and said, “I’m already meeting with an agent from your firm for a house showing tonight.”

      “That’s right,” Ken said. “But I’m calling about another house. A two-story home on Parkhurst Street recently came up. We’re only contacting select buyers. The property isn’t listed on the MLS.”

      Not on the Multiple Listing Service? It meant fewer buyers knew about it, which gave Michael and me an advantage.

      Even so, Ken’s intervention bothered me. Although it was obvious that he was calling me from MRG, I erred on the side of caution and asked, “How did you get my phone number?”

      “I called Michael first,” he said.

      My guard was up. I doubted Michael would have given out my phone number without telling me about it. “Really?”

      Ken continued. “I heard he was looking for a house in the area.”

      “Where did you hear that?”

      “From my colleague, Brett Paquette.”

      While real estate agents were known to share leads about potential buyers and sellers, it struck me as odd that Brett would share us with another agent without letting Michael or me know beforehand. Maybe the hot real estate market was a factor. Then again, if it got us the house we wanted…

      Ken went on. “When I told Michael about the showing, he sounded interested but said he couldn’t make it. He asked me to call you.”

      That much was true. “What time is the showing?”

      “Six o’clock.”

      I checked the time. Five-thirty. It was going to be tight. “Okay, I can make it. What’s the address?”

      “It’s 246 Parkhurst Street. I’ll meet you there. Bye.”

      I immediately entered the details on my phone and in my agenda next to six o’clock. My double foolproof system for keeping records. With two back-to-back showings and a client meeting, it promised to be a hectic evening. I didn’t have time for dinner—not that there was much to choose from in the fridge—but I could grab a sandwich between showings.

      An uneasy feeling swept over me. I felt uncomfortable about going to view a house with an agent I didn’t know. I was about to call Michael to verify Ken’s call but realized when reaching for my phone that he was on his way to meet with his informant. Besides, if Ken had my phone number, Michael had obviously given it to him.

      Stop being so paranoid, I chided myself. I could simply add an extra layer of security by verifying Ken’s validity online—something I could do without bothering Michael.

      My phone rang, and I glanced at the screen. It was my mother. Oh, no! I’d forgotten to call her back about her dinner invitation tomorrow night.

      I was running late. My mother loved to chat, so I didn’t answer and let it go to voice mail. I’d call her back tonight when we’d have more time to catch up. I needed to talk to Michael about her dinner invitation anyway—something I’d neglected to do.

      With a minute to spare, I googled the MTL-RES Group website. Ken Reilly’s photo and bio confirmed he’d been working at the real estate agency for several years. As he mentioned, the home I was scheduled to visit tonight wasn’t listed on the MLS with the other properties for sale.

      Okay. I’d done my homework. Better safe than sorry.
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      Tuesday evening

      The two-story gray stone townhouse on Parkhurst Street stood loftily among other 19th-Century homes. It was an impressive structure, but it didn’t have a garage. One garage, but preferably two, was a feature Michael and I had specified in our requests to MRG. Maybe Michael thought the home had other benefits that were too good to pass up.

      On the other hand, I was surprised he’d agreed to view a house that appeared to be even older than the one we’d visited earlier today. I’d forgotten to ask Ken if renovations or updates had been made to the property over the years. I made a mental note to ask him later.

      I parked on the street and looked out the passenger window. A young woman was leading a little girl up the stairs to the front door of the house. It was unusual that the owner would be home while a prospective buyer dropped in for a showing. Another niggling detail.

      I stepped out of the car.

      “Megan!” a male voice called out.

      I turned to see a dark-haired man in a black jacket and beige khakis get out of a car parked behind mine. He held a bouquet of flowers and waved at me.

      As he approached, his amber sunglasses reflected the late September sun. “Hi, Megan. I’m Ken. These flowers are for you. A token of my appreciation.” He smiled and handed me the bouquet.

      “Oh…thanks.” Did he offer flowers to every potential client he met?

      “My pleasure. I hope it makes up for having you rush over here at the last minute.”

      I decided grace was the best approach. “It was hard to refuse the showing. The fact it isn’t on the MLS is a plus.” I pointed toward the house where I’d seen the woman and child. “Is the owner home?”

      He grinned apologetically. “Actually, this is the wrong house. When I got here, I realized I’d made a mistake with the street name. The house we’re visiting is on Parkvale Street. It’s a couple of blocks over.” He gestured in that direction, the keys on his MRG keychain jiggling in the air.

      Despite his apparent validity, my guard was up again. My pulse quickened. Did he expect me to get in his car? I stalled. “How old is the house on Parkvale Street?”

      “Not as old as this one,” Ken said with a chuckle. “I know you and Michael want something more recent. I’ll lead the way there. You can follow me in your car.”

      His answer reassured me. I exhaled, not realizing I’d been holding my breath.
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      The two-story red brick home with two garages looked inviting yet expensive. The lot was sprawling, with more than fifty feet between neighboring properties on each side. Houses in this area were valued in the million-dollar range. Would Michael and I have to sell our souls to afford this house?

      Ken led the way up a short flight of stairs. “Seems like there’s some interest already.” He motioned toward the driveway where two cars were parked.

      “I thought this was a private showing,” I said.

      “It is,” he said over his shoulder. “It’s an impromptu open house for a select list of buyers.”

      Competition. An encouraging sign.

      Ken removed his sunglasses and opened the front door. It squeaked. “A drop of oil will fix that.” He chuckled.

      For no reason other than curiosity, I asked, “Is the owner home?”

      “No.” He closed the door behind us. “The owner passed away. A relative arranged to hold the showing.”

      We crossed an expansive ceramic-tiled foyer lit by a crystal chandelier in the high-ceilinged space. An elegant touch. A peek into the den on the left revealed wall-to wall shelves of books, some of which were as dated as the vintage furniture occupying the room. I would have loved to browse through the books and wondered if the seller might accept to part with a few of them.

      An antique writing desk sat in a niche beside an elaborate wood staircase that curved upwards. It was a beautiful piece and added interest to the foyer. Michael would love it.

      Soft voices reached us even before we veered to the right into the living room. A short blonde woman in heels smiled at us, then moved through an archway and turned left down a corridor. An older man holding a glass of wine followed her out.

      The home showing was so exclusive. I’d never experienced a showing where alcohol was served. I felt out of my league. And my comfort zone.

      “Wine?” Ken asked me. He indicated a cocktail table where two bottles of white wine chilled in stainless steel ice buckets and empty glasses waited to be filled.

      “No, thanks,” I said. “I have to drive somewhere else after.”

      “Same here.”

      I scanned the room. It boasted varnished wood floors and a high ceiling. Provincial-style sofas graced the space.

      “You’ll find wood floors and high ceilings throughout the house,” Ken said. “The rooms are fully furnished, mostly with old-style décor as you can see.”

      “Is the furniture included in the selling price of the house?”

      “I don’t know. Would you like me to find out?”

      “Sure.” I was already visualizing how much fun Michael and I would have trying to blend the old with the new.

      As Ken led me toward the archway, his phone rang. He dug it out of his pocket. “Excuse me. I have to take this call.” He walked back into the foyer.

      The creaking of floors upstairs meant more people were visiting. Judging from the empty glasses on a corner table, a handful of visitors had already come and gone.

      I was eager to see the rest of the house, but Ken was still on the phone. It would be rude to move on without him, so I opted to hang around a bit longer.

      An older couple entered the room through the archway and abandoned their wine glasses before heading out. That another agent wasn’t accompanying them meant nothing. They could end up making an offer on the house anyway.

      A pang of disappointment shot through me. What if a bidding war developed? Though I doubted Michael and I could afford the house, my interest in this place was mounting by the second.

      Ken strolled up to me. “I have to go get some papers in the car. Feel free to look around, Megan.”

      “Okay.” I moved through the archway, then thought about asking Ken if any renovations had been made to the house.

      I retraced my steps and stopped when I saw him open a drawer in the writing desk. He grabbed a white envelope and slid it in his jacket pocket, then rushed out the front door.

      I didn’t know what to make of his sneaky exit. Maybe the relative handling the sale had left him instructions or information about the house. If so, why hadn’t he opened the envelope to see what was inside?

      I let it go. It wasn’t my business anyway.

      I strolled back through the living room, then drifted under the archway and into the corridor. I passed a sitting room with a sofa and widescreen TV, another den, and another sitting room with more bookshelves. Another archway and connecting corridor eventually took me to the kitchen at the back of the house. The veritable maze of rooms astounded me. I’d need a road map to find my way back to the foyer!

      The kitchen had been updated to include modern white cupboards and stainless-steel appliances and fixtures. A large island stood in the center of the room. Cozy bench seating in a corner by a window offered a view of tall red maple trees.

      I imagined having coffee with Michael every morning in this charming kitchen. Yes, I could get used to that. The renovated kitchen was a definite plus in my book.

      A glass-paned door at the far end opened up onto a sunroom. Windows looked out onto the backyard where a row of tall cedars formed a natural barrier between the property and neighboring lots. A spacious pond with a stone waterfall and a wooden pergola over a patio provided the perfect setting for outdoor entertaining.

      I hadn’t seen the rest of the house, but I was already sold on it and decided Michael had to see it. I was worried that the selling price might be completely out of our affordability range, but Michael did say he’d make an exception and use part of his inheritance money for a down payment. With a bit of luck, we might be able to negotiate a fair price.

      I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to share my excitement with him right now. I retrieved my phone from my handbag. If he didn’t answer, I’d leave a message.

      My phone indicated the battery was almost dead. In my haste to leave the condo, I’d forgotten to charge my phone.

      The floor creaked behind me.

      I glanced over my shoulder expecting to see Ken. Instead I saw a hairy man the size of a gorilla rushing toward me. He wore a gas mask and aimed a gadget at me.

      I stepped back and screamed.

      A puff of something hit my face.

      I blacked out.
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      Tuesday evening

      Michael glanced at his watch. Seven o’clock.

      Raoul Levesque, his informant, was an hour late.

      He’d set up the meeting with Raoul by phone this afternoon. Although he hadn’t met the guy before, he was impressed by his familiarity with the criminal operations of the Hells Angels. Raoul promised Michael he’d share inside information about the gang’s latest plans and the names of key players involved.

      Michael welcomed any facts that could contribute to the investigative article he was working on for The Gazette. The piece included the drug-trafficking activities of the Hells Angels and their attempts to fix the price of illegal drugs sold to the markets in Canada and abroad. He hadn’t had a decent lead in weeks. Maybe Raoul would provide it.

      He surveyed the people in the West End Pub. Located in a suburban neighborhood in the western end of the island of Montreal, the pub was crowded with patrons watching the Sports Network on overhead TVs. Busy and noisy. The perfect setting for a meeting with an informant. No one would pay attention to a discussion between two unfamiliar men sitting in a shadowy corner.

      Michael had arrived at six to find the place already packed. He’d been lucky to get a table at the back of the floor. He’d waited half an hour, but when Raoul still hadn’t shown up, he ordered dinner. He was hungry and didn’t owe anyone an excuse for eating.

      His mind drifted back to the Hells Angels. His journalistic mission had long focused on breaking up their illegal drug-trafficking operations. He’d had a relative degree of success owing to informants who had supplied him with critical data about the gang over the years, but several of them had let him down. Either they hadn’t shown up, or the facts they’d provided had turned out to be erroneous. He didn’t want to raise his hopes about Raoul. Yet he kept glancing at the entrance, expecting him to show up at any moment.

      He checked the time. Seven-thirty.

      He picked up his phone. The racket in this place could have caused him to miss his call or text message.

      No. Nothing from him.

      He called Raoul’s number, but the guy didn’t pick up. Maybe he was driving and didn’t have a hands-free option in his car. He left Raoul a message saying he’d be leaving the pub at eight o’clock.

      No messages from Megan either. He’d received her text message this afternoon confirming she was going to the house showing at seven o’clock. He was grateful she’d postponed her client meeting till eight. He owed her a big one.

      He checked the time again. Megan should have visited the house on Hillside Avenue by now. She said she’d call as soon as she left the showing, which he calculated was between seven-thirty and eight o’clock.

      On impulse, he called her. She didn’t answer. Maybe she was already in a meeting with her client and didn’t want to be disturbed. She’d probably turned her phone off. He left a message anyway.

      Back to Raoul. Another fifteen minutes had passed. By now Michael was convinced he was a no-show. Either something unfortunate had happened to the guy, or Michael had been taken for a ride. He’d hate to think it was either.

      Frustrated, he hurriedly paid the tab for his dinner and left.

      Traffic was light on the drive back to Montreal. Michael swung into an all-night store in Westmount and picked up a carton of milk and a dozen eggs. He was inspecting the expiry date on a package of Havarti cheese when he felt someone’s eyes on him.

      A petite blonde woman gave him a wide smile, then hastily turned away. As she pushed her cart laden with groceries down the aisle, he watched her.

      Now he was doing the staring. What the hell was wrong with him? A strange woman had found him attractive. So what?

      He paid for his groceries and returned to the car. A cold gust of wind tickled his neck, and he raised the collar of his jacket. In two months, the white stuff would be falling from the sky.

      He got behind the steering wheel and checked his phone for the umpteenth time tonight. No messages. Strange. It was almost nine o’clock. He should have heard from Megan by now.

      Where was she?
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      The condo was dark.

      Megan was adamant about having at least two lights on at night: the corner lamp in the living room and the night light in the hallway.

      Michael turned the light on in the entrance. “Megan,” he called out.

      No answer.

      Maybe she was asleep.

      He tiptoed to the bedroom and flipped the light switch. The bed was neatly made up.

      He went through the same routine for each room before he moved on to the kitchen. He deposited the bag of groceries on the counter, then placed the milk, eggs, and cheese in the fridge.

      Megan.

      Her eight o’clock meeting with her client could have lasted longer than she’d anticipated. She had to deal with difficult clients at times. He’d hear all about it when she’d come home from a meeting, exhausted after having explained at length to the client that no, she couldn’t write his or her memoir in a week, or yes, you might get sued if you intentionally write something malicious about a real person in your book.

      Michael pulled out his phone and called Bradford Publishing. Megan had access to a conference room there where she occasionally met with clients to discuss projects the firm assigned to her. It was possible she’d met with her client there. Another possibility: Other co-workers could have been involved in the project, and they all stayed behind afterward to chat.

      But no one picked up at Bradford, and his call went to voice mail. He left a message.

      Michael pondered another scenario. Megan might have visited her mother in town. He scanned his contact list for Mrs. Sullivan’s number—or Connie, as she preferred to be called.

      “No, Megan’s not here,” Connie said, concern in her voice. “I’m waiting to hear from her about dinner tomorrow night. She was supposed to call me back to let me know if you both could make it.”

      Michael didn’t know anything about the dinner. Swamped with her job and house-hunting outings, Megan had evidently forgotten to mention it to him.

      He didn’t want to cause Connie unnecessary stress. Megan had confided that her mother had developed high blood pressure and needed to take things easy. That their condo was a brief drive away allayed Megan’s worries about her mother’s health. It was one of the reasons they wanted to buy a home nearby.

      “She was meeting with a client tonight,” Michael said. “She might still be at Bradford Publishing. I called there and left a message.”

      “Thank you, Michael,” she said. “You know how much I worry about her.”

      With good reason. He’d shared her anguish after Megan’s husband had been murdered. The nightmare had intensified when his cold-blooded killer had pursued Megan and tried to murder her.

      “I’ll let you know as soon as I hear from her,” Michael said before he ended the call.

      He sat on the couch in the living room and caught the ten o’clock news on TV. He tried to concentrate, but his mind kept wandering off. He flipped aimlessly from station to station, not finding anything that interested him.

      He tried to reason with himself, convince himself that although Megan’s meeting had dragged on for more than an hour, a two-hour meeting with a client wasn’t out of the ordinary. He’d often spent hours discussing upcoming articles with his editor at The Gazette. He would wait a while longer. Megan might walk in at any moment or reply to one of the messages he’d sent her.

      He brewed a pot of coffee, then opened his laptop on the kitchen table. He’d been doing the legwork on the Hells Angels article for months now. The infamous gang had set up networks for trafficking illegal drugs—like fentanyl—across the country. Through his investigative articles, Michael was doing his part to inform the public about the rising fentanyl crisis. And he felt pretty good about it.

      Not all the information he’d gathered was based on research. He’d garnered part of it from personal observation. Like the time he’d witnessed a young guy collapse on the street after he’d unwittingly taken fentanyl. He was certain the guy had no pulse, but paramedics brought him back to life with a shot of naloxone. Statistics showed that thousands of others hadn’t been as lucky. Michael hoped his articles would increase public awareness about the escalating drug problem and save lives.

      His thoughts flashed back to Raoul as he sipped his coffee. He was frustrated that the informant hadn’t shown up at the pub. He’d pinned his expectations on him to provide updates on the Hells Angels’ illegal drug activities. As Michael had often done, he’d planned to pass along any pertinent details to the cops to assist in closing down those operations.

      Maybe Raoul got cold feet at the last minute. It happened. Talking to reporters or cops was risky, and leaks to the wrong people could expose an informant as a rat. The consequences were sometimes fatal.

      Michael tried to concentrate on his article, but no matter what he wrote, he deleted it seconds later. Something else was bothering him.

      Megan.

      Before the clock struck eleven, his worry meter soared. He ignored it. He hadn’t run out of options yet.

      He poured more coffee into his cup, then phoned Brett Paquette, his real estate agent. Brett was usually on call—even after regular business hours.

      “Hey, Michael.” Brett’s cheery voice came through. “What can I do for you?”

      “I’m following up on the house showing you arranged for Megan at seven tonight. A two-story on Hillside Avenue.”

      “Oh, yeah. Too bad she couldn’t make it.”

      Michael spilled some coffee on the kitchen table. “What? She told me she was going.” He reached for a
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Revenge is a dish best served cold.






