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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurHe knows everything about youincluding the first place youll hide.On a warm summer 
night in one of Bostons working-class neighborhoods, an unthinkable crime has been committed: Four 

members of a family have been brutally murdered. The fatherand possible suspectnow lies clinging to life in 
the ICU. Murder-suicide? Or something worse? Veteran police detective D. D. Warren is certain of only one 

thing: Theres more to this case than meets the eye.Danielle Burton is a survivor, a dedicated nurse whose 
passion is to help children at a locked-down pediatric psych ward. But she remains haunted by a family 

tragedy that shattered her life nearly twenty-five years ago. The dark anniversary is approaching, and when 
D. D. Warren and her partner show up at the facility, Danielle immediately realizes: It has started again.A 

devoted mother, Victoria Oliver has a hard time remembering what normalcy is like. But she will do 
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anything to ensure that her troubled son has some semblance of a childhood. She will love him no matter 
what. Nurture him. Keep him safe. Protect him. Even when the threat comes from within her own house.The 

lives of these three women unfold and connect in unexpected ways, as sins from the past emergeand 
stunning secrets reveal just how tightly blood ties can bind. Sometimes the most devastating crimes are the 

ones closest to home.ExtraitChapter OneThursday night, Sergeant Detective D. D. Warren was out on a date. 
Itwasnt the worst date shed ever been on. It wasnt the best date shedever been on. It was, however, the only 
date shed been on in quitesome time, so unless Chip the accountant turned out to be a total loser,she planned 
on taking him home for a rigorous session of balance- theledger.So far, theyd made it through half a loaf of 
bread soaked in oliveoil, and half a cow seared medium rare. Chip had managed not to talkabout the prime 
rib bleeding all over her plate or her need to sop upjuices with yet another slice of bread. Most men were 
taken aback byher appetite. They needed to joke uncomfortably about her ability totuck away plate after 

plate of food. Then they felt the need to jokeeven more uncomfortably that, of course, none of it showed on 
hergirlish figure.Yeah, yeah, she had the appetite of a sumo wrestler but the build ofa cover girl. She was 

nearly forty, for Gods sake, and well aware by nowof her freakish metabolism. She certainly didnt need any 
soft- middleddesk jockey pointing it out. Food was her passion. Mostly because herjob with Boston PDs 
homicide unit didnt leave much time for sex.She polished off the prime rib, went to work on the twice- 

bakedpotato. Chip was a forensic accountant. Theyd been set up by the wifeof a friend of a guy in the unit. 
Yep, it made that much sense to D.D.as well. But here she was, sitting in a coveted booth at the 

HilltopSteakhouse, and really, Chip was all right. Little doughy in the middle,little bald on top, but funny. 
D.D. liked funny. When he smiled, thecorners of his deep brown eyes crinkled and that was good enoughfor 
her.She was having meat and potatoes for dinner and, if all went asplanned, Chip for dessert.So, of course, 

her pager went off.She scowled, shoved it to the back of her waistband, as if thatwould make a 
difference.Whats that? Chip asked, catching the chime.Birth control, she muttered.Chip blushed to the roots 
of his receding brown hair, then in thenext minute grinned with such self- deprecating power she nearlywent 
weak in the knees.Better be good, D.D. thought. Better be a fucking massacre, or Ill bedamned if Im giving 

up my night.But then she read the call and was sorry shed ever thought sucha thing.Chip the funny 
accountant got a kiss on the cheek.Then Sergeant Detective D. D. Warren hit the road.D.D. had been a 

Boston PD detective for nearly twelve years now.Shed started out investigating traffic fatalities and drug- 
related homicidesbefore graduating to such major media events as the discoveryof six mummified corpses in 

an underground chamber; then, morerecently, the disappearance of a beautiful young schoolteacher 
fromSouth Boston. Her bosses liked to put her in front of the camera.Nothing like a pretty blonde detective 
to mix things up.She didnt mind. D.D. thrived on stress. Enjoyed a good pressurecookercase even more than 

an all-you-can-eat buffet. Only drawbackwas the toll on her personal life. As a sergeant in the homicide 
unit,D.D. was the leader of a three- person squad. It wasnt uncommon forthem to spend all day tracking 

down leads, interviewing informants,or revisiting crime scenes. Then they spent most of the night writingup 
the resulting interviews, affidavits, and/or warrant requests. Eachsquad also had to take turns being on deck, 
meaning they caughtthe next case called in, keeping them stuck in a permanent vortex oftop- priority active 
cases, still- unsolved old cases, and at least one ortwo fresh call- outs per week.D.D. didnt sleep much. Or 

date much. Or really do anythingmuch. Which had been fine until last year, when shed turned thirtyeightand 
watched her ex- lover get married and start a family. Suddenly,the tough, brash sergeant who considered 

herself wed to herjob found herself studying Good Housekeeping magazine and, evenworse, Modern Bride. 
One day, she picked up Parenting. There was nothingmore depressing than a nearly forty- year- old single, 
childlesshomicide detective reading Parenting magazine alone in her NorthEnd condo.Especially when she 

realized some of the articles on dealing withtoddlers applied to managing her squad as well.She recycled the 
magazines, then vowed to go on a date. Whichhad led to Chippoor, almost- got- his- brains- screwed- out 

Chipandnow had her on her way to Dorchester. Wasnt even her squads turnon deck, but the notification had 
been red ball, meaning somethingbig and bad enough had happened to warrant all hands on deck.D.D. 

turned off I-93, then made her way through the maze ofstreets to the largely working- class neighborhood. 
Among local officers,Dorchester was known for its drugs, shootings, and raucousneighborhood parties that 
led to more drugs and shootings. BPDslocal field district, C-11, had set up a noise reduction hotline as well 
asa designated Party Car to patrol on weekends. Five hundred phonetips and numerous preventive arrests 

later, Dorchester was finallyseeing a decline in homicides, rapes, and aggravated assaults. On theother hand, 
burglaries were way up. Go figure.Under the guidance of her vehicles navigational system, D.D.ended up on 

a fairly nice street, double lanes dotted with modeststamps of green lawn and flanked with a long row of 



tightly nestledthree- story homes, many sporting large front porches and an occasionalturret.Most of these 
dwellings had been carved into multiple- living unitsover the years, with as many as six to eight in a single 

house. It was stilla nice- looking area, the lawns neatly mowed, the front-porch banistersfreshly painted. The 
softer side of Dorchester, she decided, moreand more curious.D.D. spotted a pileup of Crown Vics, and 

slowed to park. It waseight- thirty on a Thursday night, August sun just starting to fade onthe horizon. She 
could make out the white MEs vehicle straightahead, as well as the traveling crime lab. The vans were 

bookended bythe usual cluster of media trucks and neighborhood gawkers.When D.D. had first read the 
location of the call, shed assumeddrugs. Probably a gangland shooting. A bad one, given that the 

deputysuperintendent wanted all eighteen detectives in attendance, so mostlikely involving collateral 
damage. Maybe a grandmother caught sittingon her front porch, maybe kids playing on the sidewalk. 

Thesethings happened, and no, they didnt get any easier to take. But youhandled it, because this was Boston, 
and thats what a Boston detectivedid.Now, however, as D.D. climbed out of her car, clipped her 

credentialsto the waistband of her skinny black jeans, and retrieved a plainwhite shirt to button up over her 
date cleavage, she was thinking, Notdrugs. She was thinking this was something worse. She slung a 

lightjacket over her sidearm, and headed up the sidewalk toward the lionsden.D.D. pushed her way through 
the first wave of jostling adults andcurious children. She did her best to keep focused, but still caughtphrases 
such as shots fired . . . heard squealing like a stuck pig . . .Why, I just saw her unloading groceries not four 

hours before . . .Excuse me, excuse me, pardon me. Police sergeant. Buddy, outof the way. She broke 
through, ducking under the yellow tape ropingoff portions of the sidewalk, and finally arrived at the 

epicenter ofcrime- scene chaos.The house before her was a gray- painted triple- decker boasting abroad- 
columned front porch and large American flag. Both front doorswere wide open, enabling better traffic flow 
of investigative personnel,as well as the MEs metal gurney.D.D. noted delicate lace curtains framed in bay 
windows on eitherside of the front door. In addition to the American flag, the porch containedfour cheerful 
pots of red geraniums, half a dozen blue foldingchairs, and a hanging piece of slate that had been painted 

with morered geraniums and the bright yellow declaration: Welcome.Yep, definitely something worse than 
gun- toting, tennis- shoetossingdrug dealers.D.D. sighed, put on her game face, and approached the 

uniformedofficer stationed at the base of the front steps. She rattled off her nameand badge number. In turn, 
the officer dutifully recorded the info inthe murder book, then jerked his head down to the bin at his 

feet.D.D. obediently fished out booties and a hair covering. So it wasthat kind of crime scene.She climbed 
the steps slowly, keeping to one side. They appearedrecently stained, a light Cape Cod gray that suited the 

rest of thehouse. The porch was homey, well kept. Clean enough that she suspectedit had been recently 
broom swept. Perhaps after unloadinggroceries, a household member had tidied up?It wouldve been better if 
the porch had been dirty, covered indust. That might have yielded shoe treads. That might have helpedcatch 

whoever did the bad thing D.D. was about to find inside.She took another breath right outside the door, 
inhaled the scentof sawdust and drying blood. She heard a reporter calling for a statement.She heard the snap 

of a camera, the roar of a media chopper,and white noise all around. Gawkers behind, detectives ahead, 
reportersabove.Chaos: loud, smelly, overwhelming.Her job now was to make it right.She got to it.Revue de 
presseLisa Gardner always delivers heart-stopping suspense.Harlan CobenTaut as a piano wire and just as 

well-played . . . a suspenseful roller-coaster ride.Karin SlaughterCompelling . . . another gripping 
thriller.Booklist (starred review) 


