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‘Wh-what do you want?’ I ask.

Damon leans forward from the back seat so that his face is once more illuminated by the ghostly glow of the dashboard.

‘I need you to listen to me, Lucas. I need you to stay calm. I need you to focus. I need you to do everything I say, because tonight …’ Damon lightly presses the barrel of the gun against the back of my skull. ‘You and I are going to make history.’




Chapter 1

‘Keith? We’re here.’

For the first time since picking him up outside the club on Sunset Boulevard, the incredibly intoxicated, early thirty-something guy splayed across the back seat of my car opens his eyes. It’s only 9 p.m., so Keith has either had the best night of his life or one of his worst. He spots his apartment building outside, breathes a heavy sigh and begins struggling with the seatbelt.

After a few moments, Keith stops, stares down at his lap … and lets out a short, staccato burp, followed by a painful groan.

Please don’t puke in my car. Please don’t puke in my car. Please don’t puke in my car! I mentally plead but say nothing because I don’t want to interrupt his efforts to get out as he resumes the battle with the seatbelt. I’m also afraid of what’s going to come out of Keith’s mouth if he tries to speak. The air in here is already a noxious cocktail of booze, sweat, and cologne. There’s no way I’m going to be able to hide the stench of vomit from Julia.

Keith finally wins the war with the buckle on the seatbelt. Once he’s free, he reaches for the door handle but stops to let out another frothy burp.

Come on, Keith. You got this. Just get onto the curb and you can let it fly.

The moment passes and he’s able to get his fingers under the handle and push the door open. A merciful gust of cool night air gently circulates through the cabin.

Keith pulls himself out of the car with all the grace and agility of a rag doll. He steps onto the curb and reaches back to shut the door but misses. He staggers backwards off the curb and unintentionally closes the door with his butt. He stays there, leaning back against the car.

I wait a few seconds but he doesn’t move.

Finally, I hit the switch on my left to roll down the passenger window.

‘Keith? You okay?’ I ask.

He starts upright with a snort.

Did he just pass out while leaning against the car?

He mumbles something, pushes himself upright, and begins pinballing his way toward the entrance of the apartment building.

‘Have a good night,’ I call after him.

I need to stay in his head.

Relying heavily on the handrails, Keith climbs the five or so steps to the glass door. He reaches into his pocket, pulls out his keys, promptly drops them, and then almost face-plants on the concrete stoop as he bends down to pick them up. Hooking a finger into the key ring, he stands, and slaps the keys against a sensor mounted next to the door. A faint buzzing reaches my ear before Keith opens the door and staggers inside.

That’s my cue to start staring at my phone.

Please, Keith. Please remember that I’m out here.

In his present state, I’d be surprised if Keith remembers anything.

When I picked him up, he didn’t even recognize the light with the logo of the rideshare app sitting on my dashboard. I have to put it there because it’s the law, but also so that people know I’m their ride. Keith was so out of it, I had to roll down the window and call his name. I’m glad Keith played it safe and called for a ride, but I also really need him to tip me. He’s in his early thirties. He’s partying in Hollywood on a Thursday night. He lives in a very nice apartment building in a very nice part of Los Angeles. So, I’m pretty sure he’s got the money and I need the tip. Even if it’s just a couple bucks.

Ding-ding-ding.

My phone chimes with an incoming text from Julia. Because I’ve got it in my settings, the text is read out over the car’s speakers in that automated female voice.

‘Are you still at the office?’

Dammit.

I take the phone out of its cradle on the dashboard, disconnect it from the speakers, and begin typing.

Yeah. Sorry. We’re scrambling to finish this project. I’ll let you know as soon as I’m on my way home

I hit send.

Pinky swear? she replies.

I smile as I type pinky swear and hit send.

A few moments later she replies with, Make that money, babe!, followed by a string of emojis consisting of money bag, money bag, baby, baby, and finally a kissy-face.

Despite my situation, which Julia has no idea of, I can’t help but smile. She’s the love of my life and her little texts always have that effect on me.

I reply with my own series of kissy-faces and hit send.

I return the phone to the cradle, reconnect it to the speakers, and look back at the entrance to the apartment building.

Come on, Keith. Help me out. Please.

I hate lying to Julia. It’s the worst thing I’ve ever done, but I don’t have a choice … well, at least I made a choice about two months ago that I can’t take back, but I had to lie because any day now, we’re expecting a baby girl, Sophia (we’re already calling her ‘Little Sophie’), and we had to get married because of the insurance – I mean, we were going to get married anyway, but we had to get married when we did so that she could get on my insurance from work, but two months ago I was let go, and now the insurance is gone and Julia doesn’t know. I couldn’t tell her because I was worried what the stress might do this close to the birth, but I racked up thousands of dollars of debt buying health insurance to get us through the delivery in case—

The rideshare app chimes with an alert, causing my heart to leap in my chest.

Thank you, Keith!

Maybe he’s so drunk that he tipped me a hundred bucks or more. Those kinds of tips are legendary in the rideshare app driving world. There are stories of lucky bastards who gave a CEO or lottery winner a ride home and ended up with a tip of a thousand dollars. Are those stories real? I don’t know, but for a fraction of a second, I let myself hope.

The screen on my phone cycles through and my heart plummets as quickly as it rose.

No. Keith didn’t leave me a tip that will buy me some more time. The alert is the app letting me know that I’ve got another rider to pick up somewhere in the Hollywood Hills.

A crushing wave of depression sweeps over me and I stare motionless out the windshield at the quiet street.

Did I really let myself get worked up over the possibility of a few extra dollars from a drunk thirty-something, Sunset Boulevard partygoer? Am I really that desperate?

Well, let’s see.

My life is rapidly coming apart. I’m lying to my wife, with whom I’m expecting a baby girl in the next week or so, we’re drowning in debt, but she doesn’t know that, and this rideshare driving thing is the equivalent of bailing out a sinking ship with a teaspoon.

So, yes. I truly am that desperate.

The phone chimes once more, instructing me to hit the accept button, which will lock me in to picking up this new ride.

Okay. I got this. Eyes closed. Inhale. Hold it in. Exhale. Eyes open.

I’ve been trying yoga as a way to deal with the stress. Not at a studio or anything. I don’t have the money for that but you can find anything on YouTube.

The phone chimes again with a last warning to accept the ride or it will be given to another driver.

I check the gas gauge. That’s another thing you’ll learn when you’re counting the pennies. I need to use every drop of gas before filling up, because if I don’t, it’s just money sitting in my tank. As long as this guy isn’t going across town, I should be good, but he is definitely my last ride of the night.

I double-check that the rideshare logo light on the dashboard is still on and then lean over to hit accept on my phone.

I put the car in drive and pull away from the curb, on my way to pick up my last ride of the evening.

Some guy named Damon.




Chapter 2

The Hollywood Hills are nothing like what you’ve imagined.

From the tabloids, TV shows, and movies, you’d think that the roads are lined with massive mansions, offering breathtaking views of the city, and that every resident is a famous movie star, hip-hop artist, model, executive, or tech startup founder. While there are some of those up here, most of the mansions are in the gated communities closer to Bel Air and Beverly Hills.

The roads that wind their way through the Hollywood Hills are narrow two-lane ribbons with rusty guardrails as the only thing keeping you from plunging into the darkened basin just off the shoulder of the road. Sometimes, you don’t even have the luxury of a rusty guardrail. Only a drop into oblivion.

From time to time, you will come across a mansion or two, but for the most part, the streets are dotted with small multi-unit apartment buildings and smaller homes that are far too close to the road for comfort. There is no rhyme or reason to their architectural styles. They were built anywhere from the 1930s to yesterday and while they’re modest in size, their zip code ensures that their prices are not.

Go ahead.

Check out the prices on any real estate site. It’ll blow your mind, but the biggest shocker to anyone experiencing the Hollywood Hills for the first time isn’t the price of the homes.

The biggest shock is how dark and silent these streets are.

Like a lot of young and naive transplants from other parts of the country, Julia and I expected Los Angeles to be filled with, as the famous theme song proclaims, ‘swimming pools and movie stars.’ We spent the first few days exploring the different parts of the city only to discover that Hollywood is gross and depressing, most of the Beverly Hills/Rodeo Drive area is a tourist trap, and no one swims at the beach. It was a crash course in reality, but it was that first nighttime drive through the Hollywood Hills that finally put an end to all our previous notions of what Los Angeles would be.

We were expecting mansions, parties, and hundred-thousand-dollar cars. Instead, we found ourselves carefully navigating the twisting, dangerous roads. When we did have a chance to stare at palatial homes, it was in confusion. There weren’t nearly as many as we thought there would be. On some stretches of road, there was nothing but shrubs, scraggly trees, and unsettling darkness. The lights of the city burned all around below us in the distance, but the Hollywood Hills were almost pitch-black, save for the pools of light cast by scattered houses or the occasional streetlamp that illuminated a treacherous turn.

This is the first time I’ve been up here since that night with Julia almost two years ago and not much has changed.

As I navigate to the address where I’m supposed to be picking up Damon, I do my best to keep my eyes forward and not stare into the dark oblivion just out the window to my right. The fall could be only a few feet, broken up by trees or shrubs, or it could be a hundred, so I take the turns cautiously in my old, reliable, gray Honda Civic. I had a newer car, but I traded down before we left Pennsylvania to get us some extra cash. I shouldn’t say ‘old’. It’s just ‘older’ but it has everything I need.

I check the screen again to make sure this is the right way because I’m not seeing anything in the distance. The internet reception up here is shit, which causes the app to periodically recalculate, but it’s saying that I’m on the right route.

I really hope this rider, this Damon, is going to be worth it. I’m trying to stay positive but the agonizing pace of the narrow roads and the lack of visual stimulation has me thinking, and recently, that’s when a voice that sounds suspiciously like my father starts whispering in my ear.

You really think that this ride is going to change anything? it asks.

I try to ignore it.

You’re deluding yourself.

I bite my lip.

I’ve been hearing a lot more of this voice recently, especially as the birth of Little Sophie draws closer and closer. It’s a voice that haunts me while I lie next to Julia and try to sleep. It’s a voice that interrupts every glimmer of hope. It’s a reminder of how young we are, how naive I’ve been, and just how deep a hole I’ve put us in. It’s been invading every quiet moment with each second we get closer to Little Sophie’s arrival.

When will you give this up? it asks, insistently. When will you stop lying and just let it all fall apart? Because that’s what’s coming. You’re only delaying the inevitable, and when Julia finds out—

I jab my finger at my phone, banishing the map to a corner of the screen and pull up a music streaming app. I don’t care what it plays. I just need something, anything, to make this voice shut up, but with the crappy internet, the app just hangs on the load screen. You’d think for one of the most expensive expanses of real estate in the country, it would have better coverage.

The voice laughs.

I switch on the radio and hit scan, but it’s all static.

I bring the map back up.

Through the occasional recalculating, the directions say that I’ve got less than a mile to go, but the more I look around, the more I start to feel that this can’t be right. There’s nothing out here. There’s the opening to a driveway every now and again, but other than that, it’s shrubs, trees, and dirt.

Maybe the crappy internet has me heading to the wrong spot and the real address is one of those huge mansions on the other, much more densely populated, side of the hill. Even if these directions are correct, there’s no possibility that I’m on my way to pick up some high roller who is going to be my fairy godmother tonight.

And you were counting on that, weren’t you? the voice asks over the static coming through the radio.

Fuming, I shut off the radio in frustration.

I know that voice is me. It’s my growing insecurities. It’s my imagination taunting me. I used to be so self-assured, but the events of the past year have shattered my confidence. For the first time in my life, I’m questioning if I’ll be enough and when those doubts start coming on, the only thing that quiets that voice is sitting with Julia, talking about Little Sophie, and feeling her kick inside Julia’s belly.

That’s where I want to be right now. I want to be sitting on the couch of our studio apartment in Van Nuys. We haven’t been able to afford any streaming services, so all we’ve had is YouTube and our recent obsession has been watching clips of police chases. Maybe because it’s a novelty. There weren’t many police chases back in Pennsylvania, but there seems to be three or four a week here in Los Angeles. We always marvel at the thought process of running from the cops, especially when the helicopters show up.

Why would any sane person keep running?

Thinking about sitting with Julia makes me want this night to be over. If I arrive at this place and this Damon guy, whoever he is, isn’t waiting for me, I’m canceling the ride and heading back to the apartment. Maybe Julia and I can watch a movie or just talk about what it will be like when Little Sophie gets here.

But what about that extra three-dollar tip Julia and Little Sophie are counting on? the voice asks and begins laughing.

I grit my teeth and check the phone.

The pickup is only five minutes away. Thanks to the turns and switchbacks as I descend the hillside, my top speed barely reaches twenty-five.

Finally, the road straightens out. I’m halfway down into the basin of the canyon and it’s especially dark.

The destination appears as a blue dot on the screen of my phone, but I don’t see anything in my headlights.

‘Where the fuck are you?’ I whisper.

Now, now. Language, the voice says. You have to keep up that cheerful smiling facade for your rider so they won’t know what a fuckup you are. The voice starts laughing, again.

That’s it.

I don’t want to do this anymore tonight. I don’t want to take ‘Damon’ to wherever he wants to go. I don’t want another Keith who might vomit in my car. I don’t want to make small talk. I usually don’t talk to my riders anyway because I hate doing this. I don’t want to pretend that this isn’t utterly hopeless, humiliating, and soul-crushing. I don’t care what it does to my all-important customer rating on the app. I reach out to cancel the ride, but just before my finger hits the button, a shape appears at the edge of my headlights.

There’s a man standing next to a mailbox at the end of a driveway that leads to a house, illuminated by a solitary light over the garage. The man has cropped black hair and stubble to match. He looks to be in his mid-forties, fit, and wearing a black hoodie with a backpack slung over one shoulder. Maybe he is some sort of tech bro. He waves as I approach but is forced to stop and shield his eyes against the glare of the headlights.

I pull up, stop beside him, and hit the switch to roll down the passenger window.

‘Damon?’ I ask.

The question is unnecessary because he matches the picture on the profile of the person I’m picking up, but the app company requires that I ask for them by name so that the rider knows I’m legit.

‘That’s me,’ he cheerily replies while opening the back door. ‘You Lucas?’

‘Yep.’

‘Who else would you be, right?’ he asks with a smile consisting of perfectly white teeth.

‘Right,’ I reply.

I look past him as he tosses the backpack onto the back seat. The driveway dips and then rises in the distance. At the end of the driveway is a one-story mid-century home. There’s a fence around the side and I can make out the blue glow of a pool. Anywhere else, the house would probably run somewhere between two hundred thousand and half a million dollars, but in this neighborhood, it’s a few million, easy. There are two cars sitting in the driveway. One is a nondescript Toyota. The other is a gleaming sports car. I can’t pin down the make and model, but it gives me hope that maybe Damon does have money.

In any case, even if he isn’t a multimillionaire who’s going to turn this pumpkin of a human being into a crystal coach, at least he seems like a cool guy.

I hit the button on my phone’s screen to acknowledge that I’ve picked him up. The app thinks for a second as it calculates the route to his destination. Just like taxi drivers, the app won’t show us drivers where our rides are going until we pick them up, for fear of discrimination.

Damon settles into the back seat as the app takes a moment longer due to the poor internet reception.

Finally, my phone plays three ascending chimes and displays the route.

As with every other step in this process, I have to accept the route by hitting a button but I stop.

This says that he’s only going a little more than a mile down the road. It’s a five-minute drive, at most.

I get that it’s a walk you wouldn’t want to make on this road, especially at night, and if you were drunk, you definitely would want to play it safe, but Damon seems perfectly sober. If one of those cars in the driveway is his, why not just drive?

But more importantly, why am I questioning this?

It’s a little odd, sure, but who cares? He seems chill. Maybe he’ll leave a nice tip and I can—

‘Everything okay?’ Damon asks.

‘Yeah,’ I reply and point at the screen. ‘Is this correct?’

He leans forward between the seats. His face, illuminated by the faint glow of the dashboard and my phone, appears ghostly in the rearview mirror as he checks the image on my phone.

‘Yep. That’s it.’

‘All right,’ I say with a shrug. ‘Here we go.’ I tap the accept button, and pull onto the road.

There are a few moments of silence, then there’s the sound of Damon unzipping the backpack.

‘How’s your night going?’ Damon asks as he rummages through its contents.

‘It’s all right,’ I answer back. ‘How about yours?’

‘Good, man. Good, but listen,’ he says as he finds what he’s looking for. ‘Can I ask a huge favor?’

‘Uh, sure.’

He leans forward. He’s holding a phone in his hand.

‘Oh.’ I nod down. ‘There’s a charging port in the back of the center console and some cables in the seat pocket in front of you if you need—’

Damon chuckles. ‘Nah. It’s got plenty of juice, but functionally, this thing is on its last leg. The speakers don’t work. If I need to make a call, the only way I can do it on this phone is through Bluetooth.’ He motions to the dashboard. ‘Is it cool if I connect to yours? I promise I’ll make it worth your while.’

‘Of course,’ I reply. I would have let him do it anyway, but he added those magic words: I’ll make it worth your while. I reach over and turn off my phone’s Bluetooth.

‘Disconnected,’ the automated female voice announces.

‘Thank you, sir,’ Damon says, sitting back and tapping away on his phone.

Moments later, the automated female voice fills the car once again. ‘Connected.’

There’s a dial tone.

I keep my eyes on the road, fully prepared to become invisible as Damon makes his call. I’ve done this routine a few times. There have been couples screaming at each other in my back seat, seemingly unaware of my presence. I’ve had people on their phone, tearfully pleading with their significant other while I pretended not to listen or even exist, but a passenger using my car’s Bluetooth is a new one.

The dial tone is cut short as Damon presses the buttons.

There’s one higher-toned beep followed by two lower ones.

I blink.

I’ve never had to dial that number, but I’ve watched enough television to recognize it.

There’s the purr of ringing on the other end.

I inadvertently take my foot off the gas and begin to turn. ‘Is everything all r—?’ I get just far enough to glance backwards at him before snapping back around to face the windshield. ‘Jesus!’

‘Keep driving,’ Damon says. ‘And do not make a sound.’

His cheery tone is gone.

This is a joke. It has to be.

‘Drive,’ he hisses.

My heart is pounding. My head is spinning. My brain latches desperately onto the one instruction it’s been given, and my foot finds the gas. I swallow down the sudden swell of bile in my throat and center the car in the lane.

‘Nine-one-one. What is the nature of your emergency?’ a voice asks through the car’s speakers.

‘Send the police to three-oh-six-six Runyon Canyon Road,’ Damon says with cold deliberation. ‘There, they’ll find the bodies of three people I just killed.’

‘Sir, are you saying that you—?’

Damon ends the call, tucks the phone into the backpack, and watches me in the rearview mirror.

This isn’t happening. This isn’t happening. This isn’t happening.

‘Lucas?’

‘Y-yes?’

‘You’re slowing down, again.’

I look down at my feet. Even though I can’t see it, my foot has come off the gas. I find it and accelerate.

‘L-listen,’ I sputter. ‘I don’t know what you—’

‘Just keep driving.’

‘Okay … okay … okay …’ I repeat.

I steady myself and the car. I’m still breathing heavily. My eyes begin flicking between the road and the rearview mirror. In the faint glow emanating from the dashboard, I can see the barrel of the gun that Damon is pointing at the back of my head.

‘Wh-what do you want?’ I ask.

Damon leans forward so that his face is once again illuminated by the ghostly glow of the dashboard.

‘I need you to listen to me, Lucas. I need you to stay calm. I need you to focus. I need you to do everything I say, because tonight …’ Damon lightly presses the barrel of the gun against the back of my skull. ‘You and I are going to make history.’




Chapter 3

They put them in the freezer. That’s what made the candy bars so good at the local swimming pool in Millersburg, Pennsylvania, but not all the candy bars. Just the peanut butter cups and the Whatchamacallits.

The other candy bars were solid all the way through. If you got one, you had to wait for it to thaw before you could eat it without cracking a tooth but adult swim only lasted fifteen minutes. Waiting for it to thaw meant you missed out on valuable pool time. If you set it aside to enjoy an hour later during the next adult swim, the summer Pennsylvania sun would turn it into a melted, sticky mess.

But not a Whatchamacallit. Since a Whatchamacallit wasn’t solid all the way through, you could eat it right out of the freezer and not miss out on any pool time.

This was all my ten-year-old brain could think about as I counted the heads in the line in front of me at the concession stand while a Top Forty radio station played over the speakers around the pool.

I held the folded dollar bills between my thumb and middle finger slightly away from my body to keep them from getting wet. Well, wetter, anyway. There had been no time to dry off. Mom had parked our stuff in the shade, which was on the opposite side of the pool grounds from the concession stand. Once the whistle for the start of adult swim had sounded, I pulled myself out of the pool and ran to our plot of grass to get a few dollars from her. She was talking with Mrs. Detmers as they laid on their towels, so it took a second to get her attention. I kept glancing back, watching the line at the concession quickly grow. The old analog clock hanging over the menu was counting down the seconds to the end of adult swim.

Finally, Mom opened the large duffel bag she always brought to the pool and searched through the goggles, bottles of sunblock, and towels and fished out two one-dollar bills from the bottom and handed them to me.

I quickly turned on my heel and took off.

‘You’re welcome,’ Mom called after me.

‘Thank you!’ I replied over my shoulder. I was sincere but I also had somewhere to be.

I ‘walked’ as quickly as possible past the diving boards in that stride that every kid learns around the pool; the speed just below where lifeguards will tell you to slow down. The concrete was hot under my feet, but it was cooled by the water running down my body.

Because Mom had set up our stuff at the opposite end of the pool grounds, there was already a sizable wait at the concessions stand by the time I got in line. I began to worry that I wouldn’t be able to get my candy bar before adult swim ended. I started counting the number of people in line until it was my turn to order, but the blond girl in front of me moved, blocking my view. I shifted slightly, trying not to lose count, when she moved again. I shifted again and almost instantly, so did she. Frustrated, I stopped and studied the back of her head. She was a little shorter and her wet hair clung to the back of her neck as she fidgeted back and forth, shuffling her weight from one foot to the other and back again.

I figured she was just as anxious as I was about running out of time when she suddenly turned around. She had blue eyes and a smattering of freckles on her worried face.

‘I have to pee,’ she announced to me.

‘… okay,’ I replied. What else was I gonna say?

‘I don’t want to lose my place in line,’ she added.

I cast my eyes to the bathrooms, which were right next to the concession stand.

‘… okay,’ I replied because, again, what else was I gonna say?

‘If I go to the bathroom, will you hold my place?’

‘What?’

‘Will you let me back in line?’ she asked urgently, dipping slightly as she pressed her knees together.

For a second, I considered the advantage of having one less person in line in front of me.

‘Please?!’ she pleaded.

I was a little embarrassed and I felt bad for her. Who hasn’t been there, frantically tensing every muscle in the hopes of making it to the bathroom?

‘Yeah. Okay,’ I replied.

She lifted her hand toward me and extended her little finger.

‘Pinky swear?’ she asked, as if this was a matter of life and death.

I was so stunned that I could only stare at her finger.

‘Pinky swear!’ she insisted.

People nearby started casting sideways glances at us.

‘Okay, okay. Fine,’ I said.

I hooked her pinky with mine. She gave it a squeeze and one solemn up-and-down motion before letting go and hurriedly shuffling off to the bathroom, leaving me standing there, avoiding eye contact with anyone who had watched what had transpired.

‘Move up,’ someone said behind me.

I stepped forward to fill the gap left by the girl.

We trudged forward, little by little. All the while, the minute hand on the clock over the menu crept toward twelve.

There were five minutes left and I had nearly forgotten about the girl when she came out of the bathroom, her face the definition of relief.

She slowed a little as she saw that I was almost at the counter. I think she was worried that I might not honor our sacred pinky swear. She looked almost scared. I guess the urgency of getting to the bathroom had given her confidence before, but now it was gone.

She looked at me with those big blue eyes and any thoughts I had of trying to go back on our pinky swear vanished.

I motioned for her to hurry
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How far would you go to protect your family?

Mark Burcham and his wife Amy live the perfect life: they have a happy marriage, a comfortable home in Los Angeles and a beautiful daughter, Tatum. But one night Amy fails to come home from a business trip to Boston, and her office has no record of a client on the east coast.

Then Mark gets the worst news of all; Amy has been found dead. But nothing makes sense. Why was Amy still in town, when he’d waved her off at the airport a few days before? Who was the mysterious client she’d been meeting with for months? There’s only one thing Mark knows for certain: his wife was keeping secrets.

As he digs deeper into the life Amy tried to keep hidden, Mark realizes that someone is trying to stop him, someone who is watching his every move. And when they threaten Tatum to keep him from discovering the truth, Mark will stop at nothing to keep his family safe …

Don’t miss this utterly gripping thriller from Steve Frech, perfect for fans of Chad Zunker, Joe Hart and Robert Dugoni.

Click here if you’re in the UK

Click here if you’re in the US
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The girl was lying face-down, the soles of her socks covered in fresh grass stains. Her wavy, chestnut hair fanned out across the pavement, as if across a pillow. She almost looked as if she was asleep …

When a teenage girl is found dead on a quiet suburban street, Detective Meredith Somerset is called to the scene. The victim is shoeless, the only clue to her identity a silver heart-shaped charm hidden in her grass-stained sock. Did she run from her killer across the smooth lawns of Willow Lane? And if so, how did no one in the surrounding houses see or hear a thing?

As Meredith investigates, she’s haunted by flashbacks. Years ago her little sister disappeared in broad daylight, and no one saw a thing then either. It’s the reason Meredith became a detective—to get the justice her sister never did—and she won’t stop until she gets the truth.

Meredith needs answers. But Willow Lane has more than one mystery behind its doors—and to find the killer, she must venture into a community that’s determined to take its secrets to the grave …

A nail-biting crime thriller with a shocking twist, perfect for fans of Kendra Elliot, Robert Dugoni and Lisa Regan.

Click here if you’re in the UK

Click here if you’re in the US
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[image: Advertisement image: Want You Dead by Steve Frech]

The backyard is full of balloons and streamers, and a piñata hangs from a tree branch, circling lazily in the breeze. But beneath the table of party food, a body lies half-covered by a brightly coloured tablecloth, blood seeping onto the floor …

A child’s birthday party ends in chaos when one of the parents is found brutally beaten to death. With no way for anyone to leave unnoticed, it’s clear the killer must be another guest, but with twenty high-spirited children as a distraction, anyone might have had the opportunity to slip away from the rest of the party.

Detective Meredith Somerset soon discovers the victim had no shortage of enemies, and everyone has a potential motive. Fractured marriages, jealousy and betrayals all come to light but Meredith can’t seem to cut through the lies and find the truth.

When another party-goer disappears Meredith knows the clock is ticking before the killer strikes again. But when everyone has a motive, how can she be sure who was the one who struck the fatal blow? Who is innocent—and who is out for blood?

A gripping thriller you won’t be able to put down, this is perfect for fans of Robert Dugoni, Rachel Caine and Melinda Leigh.

Click here if you’re in the UK

Click here if you’re in the US




Acknowledgements

The process of writing every book is different, and this book was no different … wait … What?

I was more than halfway through writing my next novel when The Good Husband took off and I realized that the story I was working on was not the one to follow it up. So, I did something I’ve never done before; I scrapped the book. I decided to start over, and I needed to deliver a first draft in five months.

To do that, I leaned on a lot of people.

First and foremost, thank you Sandy Comstock, for letting me bounce ideas off you while you kicked my ass at marbles.

Thank you, Mom & Dad, for all the stories of what it was like to be expecting a child in your very early twenties.

Thank you, Abigail Fenton, not just for this book, but for taking a chance on Dark Hollows and for being a part of every one of my books since.

Thank you, Jon Appleton, for coming in clutch to get The Good Father over the finish line.

And thank you, Georgina Green and the whole HQ family, from the marketing team, graphic designers, and every department in between. These books don’t get off the ground without you.




[image: HQ Book Library image]

Dear Reader,

We hope you enjoyed reading this book. If you did, we’d be so appreciative if you left a review. It really helps us and the author to bring more books like this to you.

Here at HQ Digital we are dedicated to publishing fiction that will keep you turning the pages into the early hours. Don’t want to miss a thing? To find out more about our books, promotions, discover exclusive content and enter competitions you can keep in touch in the following ways:

JOIN OUR COMMUNITY:

Sign up to our new email newsletter: http://smarturl.it/SignUpHQ

Read our new blog: www.hqstories.co.uk

[image: Twitter Logo] https://twitter.com/HQStories

[image: Facebook Logo] www.facebook.com/HQStories

BUDDING WRITER?

We’re also looking for authors to join the HQ Digital family! Find out more here:

https://www.hqstories.co.uk/want-to-write-for-us/

Thanks for reading, from the HQ Digital team
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