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Prologue

“Mr. Burcham?”

“Yes?”

“It’s Detective Harper. How are you holding up?” His tone is pensive and full of dread.

“Okay, I guess.”

“We have the preliminary results of the autopsy,” Detective Harper continues.

“Already?” I ask.

That was quick.

“The coroner had some time and took care of it,” Detective Harper answers. “If you would like some more time before we discuss our findings, that’s understandable.”

“No. I want to know what happened.”

“Okay,” he says, clearly wishing I had taken his suggestion. “But you might want to sit down.”

“I am sitting down.”

“All right … our initial findings suggest that your wife died from an accidental overdose. The lab results came back positive for cocaine.”

My heart stops.

In my head, I see Amy’s body lying on that table, the necklace resting on her chest, and one question flashes through my mind: Why are the police lying to me about my dead wife?




Chapter 1

“Amy. It’s me again. Starting to really worry, here.” I have to pause because there’s a plane that looks like it’s about to land on top of my car. Mercifully, it continues on. “I’m waiting in the parking lot and the website says you landed over an hour ago … So … just, uh … yeah … I’m starting to really worry. Call me.”

I hang up and stare out over the massive parking lot, watching people drag their luggage to the designated stands so that they can be picked up by one of the prowling buses that will take them to the main terminal.

Come on, Amy. Where are you?

She called me on Friday evening to let me know that she had arrived safely in Boston and that she had checked in to her hotel. She’s been to Boston a couple times these past few months. During our call, we said our “good nights” and “I love yous,” which is the routine that we’ve established over twenty years of marriage. Whenever she goes on a business trip, we call each other every evening, if only for a few minutes, just to see how the other’s day was, tell each other “I love you,” and say “good night.”

But that call on Friday was the last I heard from her.

It’s now Sunday afternoon.

She didn’t call me last night, and she didn’t answer her phone when I tried to reach her. It wasn’t a big deal, or at least, I didn’t think so at the time. She’s in a different time zone. The meeting with the potential client could have run long and I know it’s causing her a lot of stress. She’s on edge, has been for months, but she said she was getting close. So, I assumed that she had simply fallen asleep last night. I left her a message, wishing her a good night, telling her I loved her, and to call me in the morning when she woke up to confirm her flight.

But I didn’t hear from her this morning.

There was no call letting me know she had fallen asleep. No call to let me know that she was on her way to the airport. No call to let me know that she had landed and that I should head to the terminal to pick her up.

My thumb nervously taps the steering wheel as another plane roars overhead.

I need to get home— No. Correction: Amy and I need to get home.

Tatum, our seventeen-year-old daughter, and Aiden, her nineteen-year-old boyfriend, are hanging out tonight, and there is a standing rule that they are not to be alone in the house together.

I check my phone again and sigh.

She had to have missed her flight, but why wouldn’t she message me?

What’s going on, Amy?

A few hours of radio silence is one thing. Phones die, people get busy, but this doesn’t feel like that.

Something’s up.

I pull up the contacts on my phone and scroll down to the number for Malcolm Davis, Amy’s boss at Fortis Capital, the hedge fund where she’s in charge of recruiting new accounts. Amy gave me his number three years ago when she got the job but was adamant that it was to be used for emergency purposes only. I’ve never dialed it until now.

Malcolm answers on the third ring.

“Hello?”

“Malcolm. Hi. It’s Mark Burcham.”

“Mark. Hello,” he answers in genuine surprise. “It’s been a while.”

“Yeah. It has.”

Malcolm and I have met a few times at holiday parties and functions here and there. He’s in his early sixties but has the energy of someone in their thirties. He’s athletic and sociable, and has become somewhat of a paternal figure to Amy.

“I’m glad you called,” he says, before I can say more. “Have you heard from Amy? She didn’t show up for dinner last night.”

I blink. Amy didn’t say anything about Malcolm going on the trip with her.

“You’re in Boston?” I ask.

There’s a pause.

“Boston? What would I be doing in Boston?”

“I thought you maybe went with Amy to talk with that potential client.”

“A client? What client?”

“The one in Boston. The one Amy’s been trying to recruit for—”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Hold on, Mark. Maybe we should start over.” He takes a breath and employs a calm, controlled manner. “Now, what’s going on with Amy? Where is she?”

“She’s— She went to Boston again to meet with that client you wanted her to bring in.” I attempt to match his calmness, but I can’t help speaking faster as I try to explain. “I was wondering if you had spoken to her because I haven’t heard from her since Friday night. I’m at the airport, waiting to pick her up. Her plane landed over an hour ago and I still haven’t heard anything—”

“Mark,” he interjects. There’s now a crack in his calming tone. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Amy was supposed to meet with the team last night for dinner here in Los Angeles to discuss new strategies, but she never showed. I don’t know of any potential client in Boston.”

There’s a sudden ball of lead filling my stomach.

“What? No. Malcolm— She’s been going to Boston. She said … you’ve been sending her to meet with this guy.”

“Did she mention the potential client’s name?”

“No. She said it was confidential. She’s been there a couple times these past few months. You had to have noticed that she was gone.”

He hesitates.

“Malcolm?”

“She has taken some time off,” he says, choosing his words carefully. “But she said she was spending time with you and Tatum.”

The ball of lead crashes to my feet.

Amy lied to Malcolm? And she lied to me? No. That can’t be right. Amy would never do that. Why would she lie? This has to be some sort of misunderstanding. Malcolm has to be confused because this doesn’t make any sense. Why would Amy tell me that Malcolm was sending her to Boston and tell Malcolm she was taking time off to spend with me and Tatum? Where would she—?

“Mark?” Malcolm asks, bringing my swirling thoughts to a temporary halt. “Is everything okay?”

“… I don’t know.”

There’s a long silence, punctuated by the rumble of another incoming plane.

“Did Amy say anything before she left?” he asks. “Was she acting differently in any way?”

“I, uh … I’m sorry, Malcolm. I don’t know.”

“Well, will you please call me the moment you hear from her?”

“Sure,” I respond, my voice drifting.

I hang up the phone.

Amy. What’s going on?




Chapter 2

“Thank you for calling The Viceroy Hotel. My name is Chris. How may I help you?”

“Hi, Chris. My name is Mark Burcham. My wife had a reservation at your hotel this weekend. She checked in on Friday. I just wanted to make sure she checked out this morning. Her name is Amy Burcham,” I say, keeping my eyes on the road to navigate the stop-and-go traffic on my way back to Sherman Oaks.

“Is your name also on the reservation?”

“No. It would have been through her … her company, Fortis Capital.” Knowing what I know now, I can’t help the hesitation. “But her name will be on the reservation,” I quickly add.

“I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t give out that information.”

“Okay, but could you tell me if there is a reservation for Fortis Capital?”

“No. Again, I’m sorry.”

“Listen, uh, Curt?”

“It’s Chris.”

“Chris. Sorry about that, but look, you won’t get in any trouble. I promise. I’m just trying to find my wife … She’s missing.”

Speaking the words aloud is terrifying, but she is missing … isn’t she? It’s been over thirty-six hours since I’ve heard from her, and I have no idea where she is.

“I’m truly sorry, sir, but I can’t give out any sort of information regarding reservations. It’s against company policy.”

“No. I understand,” I say with a sigh. “Thank you.”

I hit the button on the steering wheel to end the call while rolling to a stop behind a pickup truck. Lanes of idling cars stretch out before me into the Sepulveda Pass on the 405.

Do I call the cops? What would I say?

“My wife is missing.”

“When was the last time you saw her?” the cop will ask, taking notes with a pen and a notepad, I assume.

“I dropped her off at the airport. She told me that she was going to Boston on a business trip, but she told her boss that she was taking time off work to spend more time with me and our daughter.”

The cop will stop writing and look up at me. “So, she lied to you and your boss about where she was going?”

“… Yes,” I will have to answer.

The cop will take a second to chew on the end of the pen before replying, “Well, technically, it doesn’t sound like she’s missing. It sounds like she doesn’t want to be found.”

I don’t know if that’s what the cop would say. The truth is that there is no cop. I’m the one who pointed out to myself that it sounds like Amy might not want to be found.

The Amy I know would never do that, but it’s the only explanation I can think of.

My brain runs laps inside my head for the entire hour-plus drive back into the valley, without arriving at any other conclusions.

Eventually, I pull into the driveway of our house. It’s white with a black roof and trim. The technical term for the style is “industrial farmhouse.” I hate that label but love how it looks.

I hit the clicker to open the garage door and pull inside. Taking a moment to collect myself before exiting the car, I glance in the rearview mirror at the Mustang parked in the street as the garage door closes. Normally, that would be a huge problem, but right now, it’s the least of my concerns.

I finally get out of the car and walk slowly to the door. Twisting the knob, I enter the kitchen, which opens up to the living room on my right.

There, on the couch, Tatum is reclining against Aiden. The Bad Boy. The Rebel (even though his parents were the ones who bought him the Mustang that’s sitting in the street). Aiden, with his dark eyes and disheveled hair. He’s every father’s worst nightmare, and he’s cuddling with my daughter, whom I will forever see as my little girl. The little girl who used to crawl into bed with Amy and me when she was really upset. She would curl up into a ball next to me and I would stroke her hair until she fell asleep.

As you can tell, I’m having a hard time accepting that my little girl isn’t a little girl anymore.

“Hey, Dad,” Tatum calls over her shoulder without taking her eyes off the show she and Aiden are watching on the television.

“Guys,” I say, tossing my keys onto the counter and taking a few steps toward the living room. “You know the rule about being in the house alone.”

Aiden’s little smirk nearly sets me off before Tatum turns toward me.

“You were supposed to be back two hours ago. Should we have waited outside or something?” She stops and looks behind me. “Where’s Mom?”

“She had to stay another night in Boston,” I lie. “Last-minute thing.”

Tatum considers it for a split second before shrugging, turning back to the TV and resettling against Aiden.

“Hey, we still need to talk about you two being alone in the—”

Tatum groans. “Ugh. Fine. Next time we’ll wait. Okay?”

Any other time, I’d point out to them that that rule is there for a reason. A few months ago, Amy and I caught Aiden sneaking out of Tatum’s room in the middle of the night. I was ready to tell them that their relationship was over right then and there, especially when Aiden tried to play it off like it was no big deal. Then, Amy pulled me aside and explained that my way would only make things worse. As evidence, she brought up her own father’s aversion to me when we started dating, and how it only made me hotter in her eyes. I countered that Aiden didn’t need my help in that department but took her point. In the end, Amy and I decided that there were going to be some new rules; first and foremost was that Tatum and Aiden were never to be alone together at our house or Aiden’s. Parents always had to be present, and if anything like that were to happen again, we were going to do things my way. Tatum responded with a pouty “Fine.” Aiden mumbled, “Whatever,” which once again almost caused me to go nuclear, but Amy defused me by placing her hand on my knee.

“Dad,” Tatum says from the couch, snapping me out of it. “I said that we’ll wait next time.”

She’s misinterpreting my hesitation as a desire to keep arguing when they want to be alone.

“Okay. Good. I’ll, uh … I’ll be in the den,” I mutter. I don’t know what I’m going to do in there, but I need to think. I move through the kitchen, but before passing back into the hall, I call out over my shoulder, “Ten o’clock.”

“Yes, Dad,” Tatum answers.

I can practically hear her eyes roll.

Stepping into the den, I close the door behind me, slide into the chair behind the computer desk … and just sit.

I don’t like lying to my daughter about her mother, but if I tell Tatum that Amy didn’t show up at the airport, she’s going to freak out. She’ll ask me a ton of questions that I won’t have the answers to. I can rationalize lying to her to buy a little time, but what am I going to tell her if I don’t hear from Amy soon?

I swivel the chair to look out the window. The sun has dipped below the horizon. Its rays have set the underside of the clouds on fire.

Maybe I should call Liz.

That would certainly be crossing a line. Amy hasn’t spoken to her sister in over two years. I doubt she knows where Amy is, but maybe …

I take out my phone and pull up Liz’s number, but instead of dialing, I only stare at it.

If I call Liz, one of two things will happen: either she’ll blow me off and hang up, or she’ll freak out and, like Tatum, she’ll ask a lot of questions I can’t answer.

I quickly stuff my phone back in my pocket.

I’m not calling Liz. Not yet, anyway.

I return my gaze to the window and decide on a simple plan.

If I haven’t heard from Amy by the time the sun comes up, I’m calling the cops.

I hope it doesn’t come to that. I don’t think it will, but having a plan, even a basic one, gives me a little comfort.

I’m sure she’ll call.

This is all one big misunderstanding.

It has to be.




Chapter 3

It’s two hours later, and I haven’t moved from this chair.

The sky outside the window has gone completely dark.

I’ve checked my phone at least a hundred times and left over a dozen messages on Amy’s phone.

The only progress I’ve made is the realization that I’m in denial, maybe even shock. I thought it was odd when I didn’t hear from Amy this morning. That “oddness” changed to worry as I waited in the parking lot at LAX, but there was still a possibility that there was a simple explanation, a dead phone or that Amy was so overwhelmed that she forgot to check in. It was an absurd possibility but one I clung to because I couldn’t process the alternative.

The call to Malcolm obliterated that possibility.

Something is definitely wrong.

Amy lied to Malcolm, and she lied to me.

I’m not angry. More than anything, I’m confused.

Amy and I are partners. We’re best friends, and lovers. I can’t imagine my life without her. We wrote our own vows for our wedding. I told Amy that I didn’t know what I was living for, and then we met, and I told her, “It was always you.” She said she fell in love with me all over again, right then and there. We’ve built a life together. We’ve raised an amazing daughter. Of course, like any other couple, we have our ups and downs, but we worked on how to deal with the downs. When we fight, it’s never about winning. It’s about helping the other understand your point of view, even if they don’t agree. That requires trust and there is no one in this world I trust more than Amy. It’s the only reason we’ve gotten this far.

Which is why there has to be a reason she told me one thing and Malcolm another.

But the shock and numbness of denial are being taken over by the fear and dread at the realization that something is horribly wrong.

Another check of my phone lets me know that Amy hasn’t texted or called and that it’s ten past ten.

I push myself out of the chair and head to the door to announce that it’s time for Aiden to go home, but stop when I hear voices in the kitchen and then footsteps proceeding down the hall to the front door. A moment later, the door opens and then closes.

At least I don’t have to play the curfew police, tonight.

I step out of the den and into the hall to begin my nightly ritual of closing up the house for the night. I check to make sure that the windows are locked and the lights are off. I turn off the TV in the living room, which they left on. After locking the back door, I go to the fireplace and make sure that the gas is off. The pilot light broke last week, so I’ve added it to my nightly routine. As I double-check to make sure the gas is all the way off, there is the roar of Aiden’s Mustang in the street. My jaw involuntarily clenches. The neighbors have assured me that it’s a sound they love at ten in the evening. The growl of the Mustang is still audible as the front door opens and closes once again, and I hear Tatum’s footsteps climb the stairs to her bedroom.

I finish my rounds and arrive at the front door. I enter the code on the security panel and it replies with the three sustained beeps to let me know that the system is armed.

My hand goes to turn the deadbolt but stops.

There’s something unnatural about this, as though I’m closing the castle gates and leaving Amy outside to fend for herself with whatever is happening.

The fear and anxiety are speeding up. It feels like that moment when you realize you’re having a nightmare and begin frantically to tell yourself to wake up.

I try to shake it off as I head upstairs. Walking down the hall to our room, I stop outside the closed door to Tatum’s bedroom.

For a moment, I contemplate telling her everything, but I once again imagine how upset she’d be and the questions she’ll ask that I can’t answer. No good comes from telling her right now.

“Good night, Tatum,” is all I can manage.

“Good night, Dad,” she answers through the door in the same tone and cadence that she always uses.

I continue on to the bedroom.

My brain is on autopilot as I change and brush my teeth.

There’s a faint voice in my head.

Mark, what are you doing? You need to wake up.

Getting into bed hammers it home even more. I had no problem sleeping alone in this bed last night, but now, Amy’s supposed to be here.

Mark …

Staring up at the ceiling, my mind is spinning in circles.

That voice in my head is growing louder, trying to break through the last of the shock and numbness.

Mark, you have to wake up.

My mind is in such a fog that it’s another hour of staring at the ceiling before I realize I’ve forgotten to turn off the bedroom light. I get up, flip the switch, and get back into bed, but an hour passes, and my eyes are still wide open.

Wake up!

I begin sweating. The fear and anxiety are front and center. The numbness is gone.

Mark! Wake up, right now!

Something snaps. I’m awake, not just physically but mentally.

I need to act. Something is clearly wrong. Amy could be in danger.

I have to call the cops.

Throwing off the covers, I sit up and snap on the bedside lamp.

As I reach for the phone, it begins to glow and vibrate against the table.

I grab it and stare at the caller ID.

I don’t recognize the number but hit the answer button. “Hello?”

“Mr. Burcham?” a man’s voice asks.

“Yes?”

“I’m Detective Jeff Harper with the Los Angeles Police Department. I’m sorry to call so late, but—”

“Is it Amy? Is she okay?” I ask, breathlessly. My hands are shaking so bad, I almost drop the phone.

“I’m afraid we need you to come downtown. I’m going to send a car to pick you up.”

“No. Tell me where she is.”




Chapter 4

After pressing the green plastic button with a crack running through it, the machine buzzes and spits out a ticket. I pull it from the dispenser slot and the arm of the parking gate rises.

There are plenty of open spaces on the first level, but the signs say that they are reserved for staff. I wind my way up to the second level, which is nearly empty. I pull into a spot near the stairwell and walk back down.

Emerging onto the street, I’m struck by a cold breeze. I forgot my jacket. It was all I could do to pull on a pair of jeans.

I didn’t wake Tatum. Instead, I left her a hastily written note on the kitchen table, saying I had to go out. I hope she doesn’t read it. I hope she’s still asleep.

Even at three in the morning, the sound of the traffic on the 5 freeway, which is only a block away, is a steady drone of hissing tires, punctuated by the occasional high-pitched whine of a motorcycle.

I begin walking, keeping my gaze on the sidewalk to avoid the eyes that peer out at me from the handful of filthy, ramshackle tents that are pressed up against the rusted chain-link fence to my right.

“You lookin’ for something?” a woman asks, standing next to a shelter consisting of a tarp and two shopping carts. She has to be in her fifties with cropped, matted hair. She nods to an opening in the tarp that serves as the entrance. “I got it.”

I return my stare to the sidewalk and continue on to the brick-and-concrete building. It’s a discordant mix of architecture that I can’t pin down, but a lighted plastic sign above its fence is clear.


County of Los Angeles

Department of

Medical Examiner/Coroner

Law and Science Serving the Community



I’m only vaguely aware of my feet carrying me down a walkway and up the steps to a large wooden door.

Through the glass panes, I spot a uniformed police officer scrolling through his phone behind a plexiglass shield in a booth just inside the lobby. He looks up, sees me, leans forward, and presses a button on the desk.

A battered speaker mounted next to the door comes to life.

“We’re closed,” he says, his words fuzzy and crackling.

I get it. It’s cold and I’m wearing this old T-shirt that I planned on sleeping in. I don’t look too different from the people I just passed on the sidewalk.

I press the button below the speaker and hold it down as I reply.

“I’m Mark Burcham. Detective Harper called and said I needed to—”

The officer nods, picks up the phone from the cradle on the desk, speaks a few words into it, hangs up, and then hits another button.

The door buzzes so loudly, I inadvertently take a step back. There’s the sound of a lock being thrown back and the officer beckons me to enter.

I pull the handle, causing the heavy door to swing outward, and step inside.

The lobby is warm and there’s the faint whiff of antiseptic.

The officer in the booth motions to a wooden bench built into the wall.

“Have a seat. Detective Harper will be up in a minute.”

I mutter something between “thanks” and “okay.”

As I go to sit, I notice the parking validation machine on a wooden shelf next to the booth and make a mental note to get my ticket stamped before I leave.

Oh my God.

What the hell is wrong with me? Why am I thinking about parking validation at a time like this?

I shake my head and sit.

The bench is too narrow, forcing me to keep my back ramrod straight.

The officer has already gone back to his phone, seemingly forgetting about my presence.

This place has the feel of a high school mixed with touches of art deco you see in old noir films, but the illusion is ruined by the harsh fluorescent lights overhead. Faint echoes reach the lobby from the halls that branch off to the left and right, but I don’t see anyone, as if the building is haunted, which makes a perverse sort of sense.

An elevator chimes from the hallway to my right. Moments later, a man emerges into the lobby. He’s about my age, maybe a little older, tall, well-built, and with a buzzcut to match. The officer nods to me and the man turns as I stand.

“Mr. Burcham?” the man asks.

“Yeah.”

He steps over and solemnly shakes my hand. “I’m Detective Harper.” His grip is hard, but his features are compassionate. “Follow me, please,” he says, motioning back toward the hall from which he emerged.

I follow his lead as he guides me to the elevator, which is still waiting from his arrival. We step inside.

The interior is large and there are doors at the front and back, like the kind you would find at a hospital.

“Any trouble finding the place?” he asks in an attempt at small talk as he hits the button for the level below.

“No,” I answer, mechanically.

“Any trouble from our ‘neighbors’?”

I shake my head.

“Good, but all the same, I’m going to have Officer Garland accompany you to your car when we’re done. He’s the guy in the lobby.”

“Okay.”

The elevator comes to a stop and opens to a hallway lined with doors. There are more fluorescent lights overhead that reflect off the black-and-white linoleum floor.

“Right this way,” Detective Harper says, stepping out of the elevator.

I fall in behind him and steal glances into some of the rooms as we pass. Most are dark, but the ones that are illuminated have the look of old high-school science labs.

I continue following Detective Harper as he turns down a side hall and stops outside a door marked “Viewing 4.”

He turns to me.

“Listen, Mr. Burcham, we don’t necessarily have to do it this way.”

I blink. “What do you mean? I thought I had to—”

“Well, yes. I’m sorry. I should have been clearer. We do need you to do this, but we don’t have to necessarily do it this way. We can show you a photo if you would prefer.”

It takes a moment to process what he’s saying.

“No,” I answer. “I need to see.”

“You’re sure?”

I nod.

“Okay,” he says with obvious reluctance. “Now, this isn’t going to be easy. It never is. There’s no way around that. The best thing to do is to get this first part over with. One question. That’s all, and we’ll take it from there. Understand?”

I nod again, but none of this is real.

It can’t be.

“In here,” Detective Harper says, opening the door for me.

I step inside.

The room is small, narrow, and dark. Most of the light is coming through the large window that takes up most of a wall. Through the window is a nearly identical room to the one that I’m standing in, except that it holds a gurney with a familiar shape resting upon it, covered by a sheet. A man in his late twenties, wearing a lab coat, waits at the head of the gurney.

Detective Harper enters the room and stands at my side.

“One last time,” he says, gently. “Are you sure?”

My knees are starting to give, and my pulse is erratic but I’m able to whisper, “Yes.”

Detective Harper looks at the guy through the window and makes a subtle motion with his hand.

The man in the other room lifts the sheet and slowly pulls it back.

Lying on the table is the body of a woman.

Her face is serene, as if she’s sleeping, except for the lips, which have turned a darkish-blue.

“Mr. Burcham,” Detective Harper says. “Do you recognize this woman?”

It’s the most surreal question I’ve ever been asked.

I know every inch of this woman. Her hair, her neck, her shoulders, her breasts, her arms, her hands, even the wedding ring on her finger. There’s even the necklace. The necklace with the small rose pendant. She wore it often, even though it made her incredibly sad.

Yes. I recognize this woman.

What I don’t recognize is what she’s wearing, which is why I’m seeing most of her body: a scarlet lace bra, matching underwear and stockings, and black stiletto heels.

“Mr. Burcham?”

“That’s Amy … That’s my wife.”




Chapter 5

“She was found in an alley on Skid Row. It appears she had been there for a day or two. Someone found her and flagged down a cop.”

Detective Harper and I are sitting in a small office a few doors down from the viewing room.

“Skid Row? What was she doing on Skid Row?” I ask. “And whose clothes are those?”

“That’s what she was wearing when we found her,” he replies after taking a moment to bite his lower lip. He then consults his notes. “We also found her purse, but it was picked clean, which isn’t a surprise for where she was found. The only thing they left was her ID. That’s how we knew to contact you.”

“They left her ID?”

“I’ve seen it before. The ID is worthless to anyone who found the body and took her things. All the ID would do is prove that they were there, if they were caught with it.”

“But why wouldn’t they take her ring? Or her necklace?”

He bites his lip, again, and shrugs. “I have no idea. The ring may have been too hard to get off. As far as the necklace, who knows? It may have fallen behind her and they didn’t see it. The chain is pretty thin. We might not ever know.”

I nod and look down at the floor.

Amy, what are you doing here? What’s going on? Why are you—?

“—time you saw your
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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.
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