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ding from her phone jerked Jenny Tremont from a sound

sleep on her den sofa. She hadn’t been able to sleep and

had come down to the den to watch her favorite Friday
night show.

Her phone dinged again. The security camera. She grabbed her
phone and clicked on the video but didn’t see anything. Maybe
an animal?

She replayed the video, looking closer. This time Jenny saw it.
A shadow. And it wasn’t an animal. Her sins had found her out—
wasn’t that what her mother always said? That her sins would be
exposed.

Whoever it was hadn’t gotten in the house yet. She could grab
her go-bag, find the intruder’s location on her cameras, and go
out on the opposite side of the house.

Jenny raced for the stairs. Wait. The back door. She’d locked it
and set the alarm . . . hadn’t she? She always did, even before she
had reason to fear, since Logan Point, Mississippi, was next door
to Memphis. But sometimes she forgot.

Was there time to check? She couldn’t risk not checking and
changed direction. At the back door, her shoulders sagged. She
hadn’t locked it. Dumb mistake.

Jenny threw the dead bolt. Getting caught had always been

a possibility—she’d even prepared for it. But she’d never really
7
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believed it would happen. And she hadn’t thought it would hap-
pen when she couldn’t get to the money. She couldn’t go to Zack
Mitchell’s house in the middle of the night—he would want to
know where the money came from. Think.

Zack’s son. Drew would bring it to her, no questions asked.
Jenny’s thumb hovered over the phone. But not here—that might
put him in danger.

Quickly she punched in his number as she hurried to her bed-
room. Once it started ringing, she laid the phone on the bed while
she changed from her pajamas to a pair of jeans and a T-shirt.
By the third ring, she’d yanked on a pair of Nikes and grabbed
the phone again.

“Come on, Drew, answer!” she muttered under her breath.

On the fifth ring, he picked up. “’Lo?”

Thank God. “I need you to bring me something.”

“Jenny? What? I can’t hear you.” He sounded half asleep.

“Drew!” she hissed and pressed her hand to her head. “Pay at-
tention and don’t ask any questions, just do what I ask.”

“Huh?”

“Please, just listen. I have to leave town. I hid a package in that
place you showed me back when your mom was sick. Get it and
bring it to the house on Winslow.”

The house was on her way out of town, and meeting the boy
there shouldn’t put him in any danger.

“I don’t under—”

“Please. Drew, just do what I said. I need it now.”

Silence stretched for five seconds. “Okay . . . it’ll take me a little
bit,” he mumbled.

A board creaked outside her bedroom, and she snapped her
head toward the door. Was it the old house settling? Or had the
intruder found a way in without alerting her?

“Just hurry,” she whispered.

Jenny disconnected and eased to the door, holding her breath

8
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as she pressed her ear against the wood. Hearing nothing, she
exhaled quietly. She was on edge. That’s all it was.

Even so, she tiptoed back to her bed, where she grabbed the
go-bag. As an afterthought, she silently opened the drawer on her
night table, where she kept the Beretta that Zack had given her.

No gun.

It had to be there—she never kept the gun anywhere else. Jenny
quietly burrowed through the drawer.

It wasn’t there.

Had she accidentally put it in the lower drawer? The gun wasn’t
there, either.

When had she last seen the Beretta? Think. Jenny pressed her
fingers to her temples. Maybe Zack had taken it the last time he
was here, when he installed the security cameras. He wouldn’t
have done that without telling her.

Earlier this week, people she worked with had dropped by for
her birthday, including—

Her cell phone buzzed. Drew. She punched the answer button.
“What is it?”

“Where did you say to meet you?”

“The house on Winslow. I’'m leaving now.”

Jenny hung up, crept to the door, and stood stock-still. Her
breathing and the grandfather clock ticking off the seconds at the
end of the hall were the only sounds in the house. If anyone was
here, they weren’t moving.

She waited. An eternity passed, and she checked her watch. Five
minutes? Time she needed to be on the road.

Jenny calculated how long it would take Drew to get to their
meeting place . . . the same amount of time it would take her to
drive there. Would he wait around if she was late? Probably not.
Knowing Drew, he would come check on her. And that might put
him in danger. She had to leave now.

Jenny cracked the door just as the grandfather clock chimed

9
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the two o’clock hour, masking the creak of the door. Ignoring the
pounding of her heart, she stepped into the hallway and looked
both ways. Empty.

Encouraged, she eased to the top of the stairs. No one hid at
the bottom. Treading lightly, she descended the steps. Front door
or back? She’d parked her car at the back . . . and probably there
was no one in the house anyway. She couldn’t believe she’d let a
little creak put her in such a panic. Except it hadn’t been the creak.
She’d seen someone’s shadow—that’s what set her on edge.

She had to leave. Now. Jenny tiptoed down the hall to the dark
kitchen. She should’ve put alarms on her doors, but she’d thought
the cameras were enough. An intruder could’ve gotten in before
she locked the back door and be hunkered down behind the island.
Or under the table. Impossible to tell in the dark. Did she dare risk
turning on the light? Even though she’d almost convinced herself no
one was in the house, the hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.

Jenny hesitated. If someone was in the house, they would ex-
pect her to go out the back door to her car. She backed away and
hurried to the den with its sliding doors. It wasn’t much farther
to her car, anyway.

If only she had the Beretta. Jenny knelt and removed the security
bar from the track. The steel bar felt good in her hand. At least
she had a weapon now.

Light flooded the room. Jenny whirled around, and her eyes
widened. The intruder stood just inside the door to the den. “What
do you want?”

“You know why I’'m here.”

Jenny tried to swallow, but her tongue stuck to the roof of her
mouth. “I-I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Cold eyes stared at her. “Come on, Jenny—I"m tired of paying
you.”

“What you’re giving me is only a fraction of what you’ve stashed

away.” She needed the money to help her dad start over.
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“Wrong answer. ’'m tired of you holding that data drive over
my head.”

“You should’ve thought of that before you got your hands dirty
with drug money.”

“That’s rich, coming from you. You were the one snooping on
my computer.”

And found an encrypted account on the computer that she’d
hacked into. “I thought you were embezzling, not putting dirty
money in an offshore account.”

Jenny hadn’t shared the file with anyone since she didn’t know
who else was involved in the scheme. A gun raised level to Jenny’s
chest.

She gasped. It was the Beretta Zack had loaned her. “How did
you get my gun?”

“That part was easy—like most people, you are so predictable.
A key under the flowerpot on the front porch—although I didn’t
need it since you conveniently left your door unlocked. As for the
gun ...” The intruder shrugged. “It was where I expected it to
be. Why couldn’t you have been that predictable with the data
drive? Hand it over.”

“I don’t have it.” Jenny gripped the cold steel bar. She wasn’t
a fool. If she gave up the drive’s location, she’d be dead. Jenny
tightened her hand around the bar and edged closer to her intruder.
She’d never tried to kill anyone before, but there was a first time
for everything,

“Where is it?” Impatience rang in the voice.

She didn’t have much time. “I.. . . I mailed it to Victoria Mitchell
two weeks ago.”

No! She’d just put a bull’s-eye on Victoria with words that
weren’t even true. But they were believable—everyone knew she
was close to the Mitchell family. She would just have to survive to
keep Victoria safe.

The intruder fixed her with an intense gaze and seemed to be
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considering the possibility that what she’d said was true. Jenny
was almost within striking distance. “But we can work this out.
Just turn around and leave. We’ll pretend this never happened.”
“Not without the drive.”
And that would seal her death. Jenny swung the bar, knocking
the gun to the floor. She scrambled to reach it first.

12
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hat was going on with Jenny? Drew had never heard his

mom’s friend scared like that. And when had she put some-

thing in his secret hiding place? He’d forgotten he’d even
shown it to her.

Drew checked his phone: 2:00 a.m. He hoped his dad was asleep.
Jenny had said to come as soon as he could and to bring the pack-
age she’d hidden. It’d be hard to explain what he was doing if his
dad caught him.

Drew grabbed the jeans he’d dropped to the floor a few hours
ago and pulled them on, then tugged a T-shirt over his head. As an
afterthought, he slipped on a hoodie—even though it was mid-May,
nights had been cool this week. His grandfather said something
about it being blackberry winter, whatever that was.

He had no idea what Jenny could’ve hidden, but it couldn’t be
bigger than his backpack, so he grabbed it. The house his grand-
parents had lived in until his dad bought it after Drew’s grand-
mother died was old, like nearly a hundred years old. He walked
lightly to his closet and knelt, pushing aside a pile of dirty shirts.

His aunt Tori had shown him the hiding place when he was a
kid, and he’d never told anyone else about it except Jenny. After
his mom got sick, Jenny had practically moved in to take care of
her, and after she died, Jenny had been there for him. Not like his

dad, who cared more about drinking than about how Drew felt.
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Even now she came every couple of weeks to make sure he had
clean clothes to wear to school.

Jenny understood him, and he’d told her a lot of things, like
about the secret compartment and how he figured it had been
used to hide money a long time ago. She’d thought it was cool.

Quietly, he opened his pocketknife and slid it between the
boards, triggering the spring on the hidden compartment. His
eyes rounded. “Whoa,” he muttered.

Inside the compartment was money.

Where had it come from? Duh. Jenny put it there, but where
had she gotten so much money? Questions whirled through Drew’s
mind. He bit his bottom lip, hesitating until he remembered she
said to hurry. He stuffed the bundles in his backpack. He would
ask her when he handed it over.

Drew picked up the last bundle and flipped through it. So many
hundreds. Money that would go a long way toward the medical
bills from his mom’s cancer. Drew figured that the stress of those
bills was one reason his dad drank so much.

He glanced into the backpack. If Jenny was hiding this money
... was it even legal? And there was so much here that Jenny prob-
ably wouldn’t even miss one bundle . . . Drew stared at the money
in his hand a little longer.

It wasn’t his, no matter where it came from. And what she’d
done for his mom when she was dying . . . he owed Jenny a debt
he’d never be able to repay. He stuffed the last bundle into the
backpack. The last thing he picked up was a small box with a string
tied around it. The contents rattled when he shook it.

Hurry.

Drew laid the box on top of the money and zipped the bag, then
checked the time again. A little after two. Time to go.

He eased down the stairs, hoping not to awaken his dad, but
when he passed the den, he frowned. His dad’s snores usually

raised the roof, but now only silence came from the room. Drew
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tiptoed into the den far enough to see that his dad’s recliner was
empty.

No wonder it was so quiet. Drew checked his parents’ bedroom,
not really expecting to find him—his dad hadn’t slept in the bed-
room since Drew’s mom died. A sigh escaped his lips. He knew
where he was. McKay’s, the local watering hole for drunks that
didn’t close until two.

So much for his dad’s promise to quit drinking. Drew slammed
out of the house, climbed into his pickup, and peeled out of the
drive. He would be eighteen next year, and he wasn’t staying here
one day past it. He was going to be like his aunt Tori—leave and
never come back except for short visits.

Ten minutes later, he parked in front of the vacant house on
Winslow. Drew had expected Jenny’s car to be in the drive. Where
was she?

Maybe she’d parked somewhere else and walked over. Drew
grabbed the backpack and climbed out of his truck. He jogged to
the back door and entered the house, using the key she’d given him
when she hired him to clean the windows. Jenny had been looking
after the house while the owners were out of the country and had
hired him to do odd jobs like the windows and mowing the yard.

“Jenny, it’s me,” he called out. “You here?”

Silence answered him. He tried to phone her, but it went to
voicemail. He hung up without leaving a message.

Drew paced the darkened kitchen, waiting for her to show. Maybe
he’d gotten it wrong—why would she ask to meet him here? He had
been sound asleep when she called. Or maybe something happened
to her car. He ran to his truck and hesitated. Her house was only a
few streets over. He could leave a note on his windshield and run over
there. That way if she came after he left, she’d see the note and wait.

When Drew reached Jenny’s house, he paused at the back door.
The lights were out. It looked like she’d already left, except her car

was still in the drive. Something weird was going on.
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Drew tried the door. Locked. He used his key to unlock it,
stepped inside, and turned on the light. She wasn’t in the kitchen.

“Jenny?” he called softly.

No answer. Maybe she was in the den—that was where she
stayed most of the time. In the den, he flipped on the light switch,
but nothing happened. Oh yeah, sometimes it didn’t work—his dad
was supposed to fix it, but as usual he hadn’t gotten around to it.

Drew crossed the room to the lamp by the sofa. A coppery
odor filled his nose, just like when he’d field-dressed a deer back
in the winter.

Goosebumps raised on his arms. Something wasn’t right. He
fumbled for the lamp switch, and light filled the room. Drew’s
breath froze in his chest.

Jenny lay on the floor in front of the sliding doors, with blood
pooling under her body.

No ... Shaking his head, he squeezed his eyes shut. Maybe he
was seeing things. Drew opened his eyes again, but nothing had
changed. His gaze fastened on the gun beside her body, and his
gut tightened.

His dad once had a Beretta just like that . . .

Drew knew his dad had a thing for Jenny but that she didn’t
feel the same way. Had his dad—

He jerked his head toward the street at the sound of approach-
ing sirens. Someone had called the cops. They would think he
killed her. Or worse, if the gun was his dad’s, they would think
he'd killed her.

Drew grabbed the gun and stuck it in his belt, then turned
and bolted out the way he’d come. He sprinted through the same
yards he’d crossed earlier. Had to get as far from the house as
possible. When he reached the street his truck was parked on, he
dashed across.

A horn blared, and he looked to his right. Oncoming lights

flashed in his eyes. Tires screeched as the car skidded toward him.
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At the last second, he jumped sideways, and the car barely missed
him. The driver lowered his window. “Are you crazy?”

He’d heard that voice before. Drew ducked his head and kept
running. Have to get out of here. Have to find my dad. Ask him
if the gunis his . . .

He reached his truck and jerked the door open, practically falling
inside as he shed the backpack. His hand shook so hard, the key
missed the ignition the first time. Once he was rolling, he pointed
the truck toward home.

Someone had killed Jenny. Was it his dad? No. Even drunk, his
dad could never do anything like that. But if the gun was his, the
police would never believe he was innocent.

So who did it? Drew gripped the steering wheel. What was he
going to do with the money in the backpack? And the gun? The
questions chased through his head in a never-ending circle. He
needed help.

Tori. He’d call his aunt—she solved crimes, she’d know what
to do. Then he shook his head.

No way—Tori would make him take the money and the gun

to the police.
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ive in five, four . ..
Tori Mitchell nodded at her friend and producer, Amy
Bradsher, then took a deep breath. When the count ended,

she leaned closer to her mic.

“Twenty years ago, the state of Tennessee incarcerated Huey
Prescott for the murder of businessman Walter Livingston. Yes-
terday afternoon Prescott walked out of prison a free man almost
a year to the day after Dark Deeds Unraveled highlighted irregu-
larities in the case. It had taken that long for the courts to order
a new trial, where he was found not guilty.”

She paused and then leaned into her microphone. “I’'m Victoria
Mitchell, coming to you from Knoxville, Tennessee, and this is
8:00 p.m., Saturday, May 16. You’re listening to a live broadcast
of Dark Deeds Unraveled. Tonight, we’ll be discussing the closing
chapter of Huey Prescott’s wrongful conviction for murder. Later
in the podcast, I'll be deviating from my normal format and taking
calls from listeners.”

Early on in her podcast career, Tori had patterned hers after a
top true-crime podcast that was broadcast live, mainly because
she liked giving her listeners the transparency being live brought.
But now she mostly prerecorded them due to the ease of taping.

But tonight was different. She was doing the podcast live to

celebrate Prescott’s release and was taking calls at the end. The
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calls had been Amy’s idea, not Tori’s. The idea of taking calls
on-air made sweat break out on her palms, and she swiped them
on her pants. “After we pay the bills, I’ll give a brief overview of
the case. For an in-depth account, check out the previous episodes
of Dark Deeds Unraveled detailing how we uncovered evidence
not presented at Prescott’s trial. Now for a word from our spon-
sor...”

Tori killed her mic and rocked back in her chair to rest her
eyes while the sponsor’s ad ran. Four hours of sleep didn’t cut
it anymore. She was still dragging from the six-hour drive from
Knoxville to Memphis and then another six hours back.

Prescott had agreed to a brief interview for the Knoxville TV
station where Tori freelanced as a reporter only because she’d been
instrumental in getting the DA to reopen his case—he’d turned all
other interviews down. But he’d insisted the interview be at his
sister’s house in Memphis and in person.

Amy doubled as her videographer, and they’d made the trip,
arriving late yesterday afternoon. When the interview was over,
Prescott wanted to take them to dinner, so it’d been close to two
this morning when they rolled back into Knoxville.

She hadn’t worked late nights in a while, not since she’d opted
to only work special assignments at the TV station after the Dark
Deeds Unraveled podcast took off, and normally would have slept
in since her time was her own. But her old producer had called at
7:00 a.m. requesting that she appear on Good Morning Knoxville
during the 9:30 segment of the program. It’d been too good of an
opportunity to pass up, but now she was paying for it.

“You look like you could use coffee.”

“Definitely.” Tori opened her eyes and smiled at her best friend
since first grade. They made a good team, and there was no way
the podcast would have taken off like it had without Amy as the
producer—if a problem popped up, she had a work-around.

“You didn’t get a nap this afternoon?” Amy handed Tori a mug.
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“Thanks, and no.” She cradled the warm cup in her hands and
took a sip. “That’s good, but I might need a Red Bull too.”

“That bad, huh?” Amy asked with raised brows.

“Yep.” Tori eyed her friend. “How do you look so fresh? You
made the same trip I did.”

“I made time for a nap,” Amy said with a laugh and checked
her watch. “Thirty seconds until you’re live.”

Tori gulped another swallow of coffee. “I’m still not sure we
should take calls. I wish I hadn’t agreed—"

“Stop worrying! The call-ins are a good idea—it’s a reward for
all those listeners who’ve followed the case. Gives them a chance
to chime in with their two cents. You’ll see.”

“I hope you’re right.” Tori adjusted her earpiece.

“I’m always right . . . and I think you need to make the podcast
a vodcast—Ilet people see you.”

“No way—I can only do one change at a time!” She wasn’t
about to do a video podcast. Period.

“We’ll see,” Amy said as she walked back to her microphone.

There was nothing to see. Tori liked the anonymity the pod-
cast gave her. Answering questions and comments on her social
media or the website was infinitely better than call-ins—gave her
more control. And if there was one thing she liked, it was being in
control. The die might be cast for live questions from her listeners
tonight, but nothing else.

“Ten seconds.” Amy’s voice came through the earpiece. “And
you already have two callers lined up to ask questions.”

Two? That shouldn’t be too bad or take too long. With a fortify-
ing breath, Tori sat straighter. She’d found that her voice followed
her posture. Straight spine with her shoulders back pumped energy
into her words.

“Five, four, three, two, one.” Amy pointed at Tori. “Go,” she
mouthed.

Tori leaned toward her mic. “Welcome back to this episode
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of Dark Deeds Unraveled where we’re discussing the release of
Huey Prescott for his wrongful conviction in the murder of Walter
Livingston. But first a brief recap of the circumstances around
Prescott’s arrest.”

Tori knew the case by heart and had no need for notes. “Twenty-
two years ago, on January 6th at 5:00 p.m., Walter Livingston,
philanthropist and co-owner of the Livingston Oil Corporation,
was in his Memphis, Tennessee, condo when his doorbell rang.
When he opened the door, an unknown assailant fired four rounds
and fled. Unfortunately, when the police arrived, they found the
businessman dead.

“The condo was one Mr. Livingston used when he worked late
at the recently opened Memphis branch of the Livingston Corpo-
ration. Their primary base of operation was and still is in Logan
Point, Mississippi, half an hour’s drive across the state line and
where Livingston primarily resided.”

Logan Point was also Tori’s hometown. She paused to sip her
coffee before continuing. “There were no witnesses to the shoot-
ing, but in August of that year, an informant steered authorities to
Huey Prescott, a part-time bouncer at The Bluer Rose strip club
and a low-level drug dealer with a rap sheet of twenty-five felony
charges and ten convictions. Prescott was arrested a short time
after the murder for drugs and weapons charges after an informant
called in a tip. Jailhouse informants who claimed he confessed to
them that he’d killed the businessman came forward, and Prescott
was indicted for Livingston’s murder in February of the next year,
thirteen months after the slaying.

“At the trial, Prescott couldn’t pinpoint where he was the night
of the murder other than he thought he’d had dinner with friends.
However, no one corroborated his statement. The prosecutor
presented the four informants who swore under oath that Huey
confessed to them he’d killed Livingston,” Tori said. “All four

testimonies were identical, and it wasn’t a simple, ‘Yeah, I did it,’
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but a detailed description of how he did it. And that bothered
me—four people telling the same story almost word for word?”

She glanced at Amy to see how much time until another break.
Two minutes. Tori turned back to the mic. “The jury deliberated
less than two hours before returning with a guilty verdict even
though no one put Prescott at the scene of the crime and the gun
used was never found.

“What the DA didn’t present was a pawn ticket found in Huey’s
wallet, showing he pawned a set of tools ten minutes before Liv-
ingston was gunned down. ’'m not saying the DA deliberately
withheld the information. Maybe he and the public defender both
overlooked it, which isn’t out of the realm of possibility since Huey
didn’t remember the pawn ticket—he was too wasted. An hour
after pawning the tools, he was arrested for DUI with a blood
alcohol content of 0.32. Folks, that’s almost four times the limit
for driving under the influence. None of that was ever brought
out at the trial.

“He spent the next twenty years sitting in a prison cell for a
crime he did not commit. That means whoever killed Walter Liv-
ingston is still out there.”

She paused for dramatic effect. “So, if the killer is listening to
this podcast . . . know this: the Memphis Police Department is
reopening the case, and I will use every resource I have to help

them find you.”
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