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“I know what you did.” 

The muffled voice on her phone raised the hair on the back of Gail Briscoe’s head, and she 

swiped the perspiration from her forehead with the back of her hand. “Look, I’ve reported these calls. 

Don’t call me again.” 

She ended the call with a hard finger punch on the screen and stepped onto her front porch. The 

late-May Alabama air wrapped her in a blanket of heat and humidity, and she couldn’t wait to wash it 

off. She should have left the light on before she went for her predawn run. The darkness pressing 

against her isolated home sent a shudder down her back, and she fumbled her way inside. Welcome 

light flooded the entry, and she locked the door and the dead bolt with a decisive click that lifted her 

confidence. 

She stared at the number on the now-silent phone. The drugstore again. Though there weren’t 

many pay phones around anymore, the old soda shop and drugstore still boasted a heavy black phone 

installed back in the sixties. The caller always used it, and so far, no one had seen who was making the 

calls. The pay phone was located off an alley behind the store by a Dumpster so it was out of sight. 

The guy’s accusation was getting old. Counting today, this made seven calls with the same 

message. Could he possibly know about the investigation? She rejected the thought before it had a 

chance to grow. It wasn’t public knowledge, and it would be over soon. She clenched her hands and 

chewed on her bottom lip. She had to be vindicated. 

But who could it be, and what did he want? 

Leaving a trail of sweaty yoga shorts and a tee behind her, she marched to the bathroom and 

turned the spray to lukewarm before she stepped into the shower. The temperature shocked her 

overheated skin in a pleasant way, and within moments she was cooled down. She increased the 

temperature a bit and let the water sluice over her hair. 

As she washed, she watched several long strands of brown hair swirl down the drain as she 

considered the caller’s accusation. The police had promised to put a wiretap on her phone, but so far 

the guy hadn’t stayed on the phone long enough for a trace to work. And it was Gail’s own fault. She 

should have talked with him more to string out the time. 



She dried off and wrapped her hair in a turban, then pulled on capris and a top. Her phone 

vibrated again. She snatched it up and glanced at the screen. Augusta Richards. 

“I got another call, Detective. Same phone at the drugstore. Could you set up a camera there?” 

“I hope I’m not calling too early, and I don’t think that’s necessary. The owner just told me that 

old pay phone is being removed later today. Maybe that will deter the guy. It’s the only pay phone in 

town. He’ll have to use something else if he calls again.” 

“He could get a burner phone.” 

“He might,” the detective admitted. “What did he say?” 

“The same thing—‘I know what you did.’” 

“Do you have any idea what it means?” 

Gail flicked her gaze away to look out the window, where the first colors of the sunrise limned 

the trees. “Not a clue.” 

“Make sure you lock your doors and windows. You’re all alone out there.” 

“Already locked. Thanks, Detective.” Gail ended the call. 

Ever since Nicole Pearson’s body had been found a couple of months ago, no one needed to 

remind Gail she lived down a dirt road with no next-door neighbors. No one wanted to buy the 

neighboring place after such a lurid death, so the area remained secluded other than a couple of houses 

about a mile away and out closer to the main road. 

She stood back from the window. It was still too dark to see. Was someone out there? 

Pull back the reins on your imagination. But once the shudders started, they wouldn’t stop. Her hands 

shaking, she left her bedroom and went to pour herself a cup of coffee with a generous splash of half-

and-half from the fridge. She had a stack of lab orders to process, and she couldn’t let her nerves 

derail her work. 

The cups rattled as she snatched one from the cupboard. The coffee sloshed over the rim when 

she poured it, then she took a big gulp of coffee. It burned all the way down her throat, and tears 

stung her eyes as she sputtered. The heat settled her though, and she checked the locks again before 

she headed to her home office with her coffee. 

No one could see in this tiny cubicle with no window, but she rubbed the back of her neck and 

shivered. She’d work for an hour, then go into the lab. The familiar ranges and numbers comforted 

her. She sipped her coffee and began to plow through the stack of papers. Her eyes kept getting heavy. 

Weird. Normally she woke raring to go every morning. 



Maybe she needed more coffee. She stretched out her neck and back and picked up the empty 

coffee cup. 

Gail touched the doorknob and cried out. She stuck her first two fingers in her mouth. What on 

earth? 

The door radiated heat. She took a step back as she tried to puzzle out what was happening, but 

her brain couldn’t process it at first. Then tendrils of smoke oozed from under the door in a deadly 

fog. 

Fire. The house was on fire. 

She spun back toward the desk, but there was nothing she could use to protect herself. There 

was no way of egress except through that door. 

If she wanted to escape, she’d have to face the inferno on the other side. 

She snatched a throw blanket from the chair and threw it over her head, then ran for the door 

before she lost her courage. When she yanked it open, a wall of flames greeted her, but she spied a 

pathway down the hall to her bedroom. Ducking her head, she screamed out a war cry and plowed 

through the flames. 

In moments she was in the hall where the smoke wasn’t so thick. She pulled in a deep breath as 

she ran for her bedroom. She felt the cool air as soon as she stepped inside and shut the door behind 

her. Too late she realized the window was open, and a figure stepped from the closet. 

Something hard came down on her head, and darkness descended. 


