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“Keep running!”

Overhead, Zeke could hear the helicopter circling, looking for signs of Susanna. All he could do now was pray that they were hidden from sight as they plunged deeper into the forest. The denser the canopy, the better hidden they would be. But Susanna was wearing bright blue and white—she’d stand out.

Zeke ran until his lungs were on fire and his feet felt like lead, and he was mostly carrying Susanna as she stumbled along behind him. Then he stopped against a thick trunk and pulled her with him against it, both breathing hard. At least they wouldn’t be seen overhead.

“The helicopter is landing by the blind,” Zeke said, his breath coming in heaves. “They’re checking if we were inside—if we’re dead…”

“Who are they?” Susanna wheezed. She leaned over, her hands on her knees.

“I have no idea, but they’re pulling in all of their resources,” he said.

“For me…”

He didn’t answer. But yes, it was all for her. What did they think she knew? And why this one Amish woman?
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But the Lord said unto Samuel, Look not on his countenance, or on the height of his stature; because I have refused him: for the Lord seeth not as man seeth; for man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord looketh on the heart.

—1 Samuel 16:7
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One

Susanna Stutzman looked over her shoulder as she crossed the street, shopping bags in both hands. The day was bright and sunny, a few clouds scudding across the June sky. But she was eyeing the blue van that was parallel parked along the curb—it was there when she began her shopping and it hadn’t moved. The driver wasn’t even looking in her direction. He was bent over his cell phone, but her pulse sped up all the same.

She was being ridiculous. She was in broad daylight in the middle of town, but after what had happened to her cousin, nothing felt safe. The police officers who talked to them after delivering the news had suggested grief counseling and personal therapy to help with precisely this problem. But the Amish leaned on each other, not Englisher medical folk.

And most importantly, they leaned on Gott.

Gott, protect me…

They might not lean on Englisher medical professionals, but Susanna did sometimes wish she had someone who could tell her that her new anxiety was both misplaced and normal. That would help her to feel better.

She stepped up on the opposite curb and headed down the street. The bags were starting to dig into her palms, and she was eager to get them loaded up into the buggy. She was finished her shopping for the week, and it was time to head back to the house. Times like this, she wished she’d worked a little faster to turn the old family house into a bed-and-breakfast. At least she wouldn’t be alone in those rambling rooms anymore.

Susanna looked over her shoulder again. The van hadn’t moved, but it did seem like the driver was looking at her now.

“It’s just my imagination,” she murmured aloud.

She turned down the side street that led to the buggy parking lot. Her hands were getting sore from the heavy bag handles. She was tempted to stop for a moment and rest, till the sound of an engine roared up behind her. Her heart leaped, and she spun around in time to see the blue van’s sliding door whip open and a man jump out. It all happened so quickly that her mind was still catching up when he grabbed her by her arm. He heaved her toward him as a scream escaped her lips. A strong hand slapped over her mouth, another dug into her upper arm, and dread settled into her belly.

“Police! Freeze!” a voice shouted.

Whoever was holding on to her startled, and Susanna bit down on a foul-smelling finger that was pressed against her lips, and she jerked out of his grip. He swore, shaking his bloodied finger while his gaze stayed locked on her face for one terrifying second, a slight sneer turning up his lips. The iron taste of blood was in her mouth, and she could feel his loathing as he smoothly jumped back into the van. Susanna’s body suddenly snapped into motion, and she started to run.

She didn’t get far. A figure appeared in front of her, and she bounced of him, sending her backward. She stumbled and stared up at a large, steely man who stood with a gun drawn and aimed at the retreating van. He didn’t look like police—there was no uniform, just jeans and a polo shirt. He was tall, with dark hair and a no-nonsense way about him. He used both hands to steady his weapon as he aimed, then muttered something and lowered it.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

His hands were big and square—reassuring, like a farmer’s hands. Susanna’s eyes were locked on the gun, though, and he holstered it. He only spared her a glance as he pulled a small notebook out of his pocket and jotted something down. She wiped her mouth and her hand came away with a smear of blood on it. Her stomach gave a heave, and she spat on the ground. She had to swallow hard against the rising bile in her throat. She leaned forward, her head spinning. Was she about to empty her stomach?

“I’m sorry to scare you,” he said. “Are you hurt?”

“No.” She spat again.

“I’m Detective Zeke Esch from the Pennsylvania State Police.”

Susanna put her hands on her knees, trying to get her balance back. She looked at her dropped bags—sugar and flour strewn across the pavement in a wave of white and a spattering of dried beans mingling with the gravel. Only a bag of canned goods remained intact. Tears welled up inside of her.

“Are you okay?” he repeated.

“No,” she said, her voice shaking.

Susanna bent and tried to pick up her groceries, and the detective squatted down next to her and gathered up the bag of cans and the bag that had what was left of the flour and sugar. Susanna brushed at a pile of sugar on the sidewalk, already attracting a line of ants.

“Leave it,” he said.

He was right, of course. Someone would have to come with a broom.

“Come on,” he said. “I need you to tell me everything that happened. Did you know that man?”

She shook her head. She’d never seen him before in her life.

“Stick close to me.” Zeke led the way back toward the main street, but she noticed how his gaze raked the area, taking in their surroundings. “You’ll be all right.”

She didn’t need to be told twice, her heart still hammering in her chest, and she fell in at Zeke’s elbow, hurrying back to the busier main street.

“What’s your name?” Zeke asked.

“Susanna Stutzman.”

“That’s a common last name.”

“Yah, I suppose.”

“Well, I need you to tell me everything, Susanna,” Zeke said as they reached the sidewalk. “Everything you can remember, no matter how small or insignificant. It’s important that we do this now, while everything is fresh in your mind.”

“Who are you again?” Susanna asked.

Zeke pulled out his badge and held it up for her to see. “I’m Detective Zeke Esch. State police.”

It looked official enough, not that she’d know the difference anyway.

“I can take you back to the station right now—” he started.

“No.” She swallowed hard, taking a step back. “I’m not going anywhere with you.”

She wasn’t getting into any cars, vans or even buggies with anyone right now! Who had that man been? What had just happened?

“Okay…fair.” Zeke met her gaze and for a moment he just regarded her quietly. He was tall, broad shouldered, and he had kind eyes. She hadn’t noticed his eyes before this. But he did look like a safe sort of man. Not that she even trusted her own instincts right now. He was tall, with tousled mahogany-colored hair, and a cleanly shaven face. He had broad shoulders and strong hands—and he was reassuringly polite.

“How about we sit in that diner?” Zeke pointed up the street. “We’ll sit by a window, and you can leave whenever you want. No pressure. But I need to know what you remember so we can catch that guy, okay?”

Susanna looked up the street. It was in public. The diner he was indicating was Amish owned and operated, so she’d be around her own people.

“Okay,” she agreed. She looked down at the blood on her hand and she was about to scrub it off when he caught her hand.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to take a sample of that blood. We can link it to your attacker. Proof.”

“Oh…”

He pulled out a handkerchief and wiped the blood off her hand, then carefully folded it up and pocketed it.

“Let’s start with what happened,” he said as they walked toward the diner.

She told him what she could remember—walking down the street, noticing the van, turning down the side street and the van suddenly whipping up behind her.

“Have you noticed that van around town before today?” he asked.

“I don’t think so. But there are always delivery vans and that sort of thing. And I notice Englisher vehicles ever since my cousin died.”

“I knew I recognized your last name. Is your cousin Hannah Stutzman?”

“Yah. She was murdered three weeks ago.” Her voice shook. “They found her body in a dumpster in Lebanon.”

“I’m so sorry. We’ve been investigating her murder.”

Hannah had left the community a couple of months prior to her death, and when a police officer had come to her parents’ door to give the heartbreaking news, nothing was the same again.

“Do you know why she left the community?” he asked.

“Her parents didn’t say?” She’d thought that her aunt and uncle had explained all this to the police.

“They thought she wanted to experience the world.”

“She had an Englisher boyfriend,” Susanna replied. “Why do most girls leave?” She’d begged Hannah to stay. Hannah had claimed her beau was the kindest, dearest, most besotted man on the planet. But he wasn’t Amish. And he wanted her to marry him. So much for that. Hannah hadn’t lived long enough.

“From what we understand, she was baptized?” he asked. “I mean…was she shunned for leaving?”

He seemed to understand the Amish culture, and she frowned. “Esch. Are you from the Amish Esches?”

“I am. My family was Amish until I was fourteen. So I understand the shunning process pretty well.”

“Okay, then. Well, she hadn’t already joined the church, but her daet is a deacon, so yah, she was shunned,” Susanna said. “At least she wasn’t welcome back home until she properly confessed.”

“Did you meet her boyfriend?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“How did she meet him?”

“He was a friend of a friend. Something like that. They met at a party, I think, and they hit it off.”

“Were you ever at those parties?”

“I don’t drink,” she said. “And I don’t go to those kinds of parties. So no, I never saw him. Hannah and I were almost the same age. We were born the same month, and our mothers were very close. But we were different as night and day. Hannah was outspoken and she challenged everything. And I love our faith and our way of life. I didn’t want the freedom she wanted.”

“One other girl from this community was abducted, but she got away. Do you know her?” he asked.

“Rachel Lapp. She’s about three years younger than me.”

“Was she going to those parties, too?” he asked.

Susanna shook her head. “No, she didn’t go to those parties. She was courting with a nice Amish boy. No one was supposed to know, of course, but I caught her holding hands with him behind a barn one Service Sunday, and that made it clear enough. She never would have gone to those parties and jeopardized things with Abram Zook. When she was taken, she was walking from church back to her grandparents on a Sunday afternoon, and she never made it. She managed to get away and she flagged down a car that took her to the police station. Normally we don’t go to the police, but that shows you how scared she was. She’s still a wreck.”

“Someone is targeting Amish women out here. There have been other abductions in other communities, too.”

“But Hannah looked as English as you do.”

Zeke opened the diner door for her and let her go inside first. He put a hand in front of her as a young Englisher man brushed past them to leave the diner. She was glad for his protective gestures. Right now any man within reach of her made her pulse speed up.

He led her to a table by the window and pulled out a chair for her, then took a seat opposite her that gave him a view of the door. When the waitress came with two glasses of ice water, he said, “Tea?”

It would do. Susanna wasn’t sure she’d keep anything else down.

“One cup of hot tea,” Zeke said. “And maybe a piece of pie.”

The waitress left, and Susanna looked around nervously. Zeke dipped a napkin in the glass of water and took her hand, dabbing the blood away. She was grateful—she felt a little more like herself with a clean hand.

“You’re safe,” Zeke said quietly. “I’m not letting anyone touch you. Okay? When I’m here, you’re safe. I promise you that.”

“Okay…” It did make her feel a bit better. Zeke had a competent look about him, like he could make good on that promise. She took a sip from the other glass, cleaning out the foul taste in her mouth from the man’s finger.

“So you said you’ve never seen that van around here before?” he asked.

“Not that I noticed. It’s pretty ordinary looking, though. The flower shop has a van a lot like it. And there’s a plumber around here that’s got a blue van, too.”

The waitress returned with the tea and pie. She put the tea in front of Susanna with a worried look on her face, and a slice of banana cream pie in front of Zeke. But when the waitress left, Zeke slid the pie in front of Susanna.

“You might be able to eat a bite or two,” he murmured.

“Danke.” She took a sip of tea, and it did have a settling effect on her stomach.

“So it sounds like this was a crime of opportunity,” Zeke said quietly. “They saw a young woman walking alone, her hands full, and when you passed into that side street, they knew they had you cornered.”

A shiver slid down her spine.

“Look, it’s not necessarily connected, but since I’ve been working on your cousin’s case, I’d like to get a few details we haven’t nailed down yet. What was Hannah’s boyfriend’s name?” he asked.

“Shawn Neufeld.”

Zeke jotted that down.

“I remember because she kept writing her name out as it would be when she married him.”

“Did she marry him?”

“She didn’t live long enough.” Susanna felt the tears rising. “But she would have. She was so in love with him. They were talking about having children and how they’d raise them.”

“So there’s a grieving fiancé out there?”

“I suppose.”

“Did he contact her parents, or any of the rest of you?”

Susanna was silent, her mind spinning. “No, Shawn didn’t contact us. He didn’t come to her funeral, either.”

“Did that strike you as strange?”

“Considering she was running away from us to go live with him, I didn’t think anything of it. He wasn’t welcome in her parents’ home. Besides, her parents thought that if she’d just stayed at home, she’d still be alive. Maybe he didn’t want to be blamed.”

“I’ve seen a lot in this job, Susanna,” Zeke said quietly. “I don’t know who killed your cousin, or if all of the attacks are connected yet, but I do know that whoever is doing this isn’t going to stop.”

“What am I supposed to do?” she asked. “I’m a woman living alone. My father died last year, and I live in a house by myself. I work at the grocery store.”

“You could let me bring you into police custody while you think about your next step,” he said. “We’ll get the local police to up their patrols and warn the community.”

She shook her head. Custody. Getting into a car with a strange man. No, she wasn’t doing it.

“Let me talk to my boss,” Zeke said.

“Who’s your boss?” she asked nervously.

“He’s the station chief in Jonestown,” Zeke said. “I’m actually not on the job right now. I’m supposed to have a couple days off. Let me just see what he thinks we should do.”

Susanna nodded. Her head was still spinning. Whoever had been kidnapping women had now targeted her, and if Zeke hadn’t stepped in when he had, she might be in the clutches of some very evil men.

* * *

Two personal days. That was all Zeke had asked for. Two days off. So much for a chance to have some privacy with his own emotions for a couple of days. His Amish grandfather whom he hadn’t seen since he was a young teen had passed away and the old man had written in his will that his youngest living grandson should have his house. That was Zeke. The will had been made long before Zeke was even born. Had his grandfather forgotten the wording of his will?

So Zeke had an old house to put in order in a conservative Amish community outside the town of Felder—just a few miles from here. He’d stopped in Treue to use the restroom and he spotted that van turn down a side street and heard a scream that curdled his blood.

Susanna was a pretty Amish woman with thick brown hair pulled up into a bun under her white prayer kapp, and expressive dark eyes. When she fixed him with a direct look, it sparked an instant protectiveness inside of him.

Zeke held his cell phone to his ear while he got his earbud connected, then he put the cell phone face up on the table in front of him and pulled out his notebook. He jotted down a couple of notes from the things Susanna had told him. Her name, her connection to Hannah Stutzman, and this mysterious man named Shawn who simply evaporated as soon as Hannah turned up dead. Shawn Neufeld—how many men by that name were in the vicinity of the towns of Treue and Felder in Lebanon County? Probably a few. Plus there were the Weaverland Mennonites, who might have some Neufelds, too. It was a place to start. Zeke had read Hannah Stutzman’s file, and no one had said as much as Susanna just had. As a rule, Amish people didn’t like law enforcement. They didn’t trust them.

He made the call and Chief Hernandez listened as Zeke described what had happened.

“I was able to get the license plate number of the van,” Zeke said. “Although I’m willing to bet it’s forged or stolen.” He read it off.

“Give me a minute,” the chief said, and then came back a moment later. “The plate number is assigned to a pink Volkswagen bug in Philadelphia, and it’s not reported stolen. So either the plate is a forgery, or the owner doesn’t know the plate is missing yet.”

So that was a dead end.

“The victim didn’t recognize her assailant,” Zeke went on. “But she has a connection to another abducted and murdered woman. She’s Hannah Stutzman’s cousin.”

“Hannah Stutzman…”

“She’s one of my cases—a deceased female found in a dumpster in downtown Lebanon. Her family is Amish and lives in the Treue area.”

“Right.” The chief sounded serious. “And now the dead woman’s cousin has been attacked, too. Do you see any connections between the two besides relation?”

“It’s too early to tell, sir.”

“Is it possible this isn’t just a convenient snatch?” the chief asked. “Maybe there’s someone connected to both women. That’s quite the coincidence, and you know how I feel about coincidences.”

“I do, sir, but she’s scared out of her mind right now,” Zeke said, and he met Susanna’s wide-eyed stare. “I do have one piece of evidence. She bit him when he tried to snatch her, and she got some of his blood on her lip. I took a sample.”

“Good for her! I like a fighting spirit. And good catch getting the sample. We’ll have to get that into the lab ASAP. Maybe we can get a match and issue an arrest warrant.”

“It’s worth a try, for sure,” Zeke agreed. “But here’s the thing, Chief. She’s right here with me, and she lives alone. She’s vulnerable.”

“Esch, she isn’t a witness to her cousin’s murder who can give us any information,” the chief replied. “You thwarted the attempted abduction, and we currently have an escaped inmate from the county prison. He didn’t return from work release, and we’re stretched thin as it is with a manhunt. I’d say to get her safely home and make sure she knows who to call if anything else happens.”

Zeke was silent for a moment. “You’re right. I’ll do that. Thanks, Chief.”

Ending the call, he met Susanna’s questioning look.

“I wanted you to hear my side of the conversation, at least,” Zeke said. “I need you to be able to trust me.”

Getting an Amish woman to trust him as a cop was an uphill climb, and he knew it.

“What did your boss say?” she asked.

“He suggests that I take you home and make sure you know how to contact us if anything else happens.”

She nodded mutely.

“And you say you live alone?” he asked.

“I do.”

“Is there anywhere I can take you where you’d be with family or friends? I’d suggest that you not be alone right now. Even if nothing else happens, you’re going to feel pretty spooked.”

There was no more reasonable threat to her right now—not that he could back up on paperwork, at least. But he couldn’t leave her alone until she’d made some safer plans.

“My siblings moved away before my daet died. And most of our extended family is in Lancaster County,” she said. “I have one aunt and uncle in our community—Hannah’s parents. They’re grieving right now over Hannah, but I’m sure they will let me stay with them until I can figure out a better solution.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” he said. “At least you won’t be alone then. I’ll leave you my contact information in case you need anything at all.”

“I’ve got my horse and buggy still in the parking lot. I need to bring them home.”

Of course… He’d have to file a report and make sure the local police knew about the attempted abduction so they could be on alert, and then he’d be on his way again to his grandfather’s Amish community, and his own business that he needed to take care of.

“I can follow you back in my car,” he suggested.

Susanna smiled for the first time, and her solemn expression suddenly bloomed into heart-stopping beauty. His breath caught. Wow. She had a smile that could stop traffic!

“Yah, that would work,” Susanna replied, and she picked up her fork and took a bite of the banana cream pie.

A few more hours, and Zeke would be on his way to his family’s Amish settlement outside the town of Felder once more. But something didn’t sit right about this whole situation. Those men had tried to snatch a woman in broad daylight, and while he’d chased them off, they hadn’t been easily spooked, either. His gut told him that they were professionals. And with all of the women going missing lately—and not turning up dead—Zeke and his team were already suspecting human trafficking. Susanna’s attempted abduction might not be connected to Hannah’s death at all, but he knew one thing for certain. These creeps in the blue van would come back.

Would Susanna’s plan to stay with her aunt and uncle be enough?






Two

Susanna looked in her buggy’s side mirror at the car creeping along behind her as she made her way up the winding road that led home. Zeke Esch was a different sort of man. He was large and obviously strong, but he had a gentle way about him, like a farmer she’d met when she was a girl. The man had had a way with kittens.

She halfway wished she had him next to her in the buggy, but the plodding of the horse’s hooves and the warm summer sunlight were comforting in their own way. She sent up another prayer for protection and guidance. Ever since Rachel’s abduction and Hannah’s death, nothing had felt normal. Maybe it never would.

But Gott had protected her from some dangerous men today—there was no other explanation. Gott had sent this Englisher police detective into the little town of Treue at just the right moment. If Zeke had not shown up when he had, she shuddered to think of where she’d be right now.

She might be dead like her cousin. Or worse.

She didn’t live far from town. The family farm that she’d inherited had been sold off to neighboring farms piece by piece until the house on an acre was all that remained. Her brothers and sisters had moved away—two going English and moving to Pittsburgh, and the others simply unable to afford the pricey farmland in Lebanon County, so they’d moved out to Ohio and Oklahoma to join small Amish communities out there. That left Susanna on her own in the family house with church leadership constantly concerned about her. Maybe she could appreciate their concern a little better now.

When she pulled into her drive, she looked around at the trees, the brush, the lawn that needed mowing again… Home. This was the house she’d grown up in, the house where both of her parents had passed away—her mother when she was twelve, and her father last year. This house held so many memories, and she’d hate to leave it. Would she find a way to come back again?

She might need to be married first! That was one point the local bishop was pushing for. He didn’t think a woman should live alone, and if she wasn’t living with family, he’d want her married.

But for her own safety, would Susanna have to leave Pennsylvania completely? Because she couldn’t stay with her aunt and uncle for long. She was a grown woman now, not a child. And who in her immediate family would volunteer to take her? If she wanted to stay Amish, she’d have to go to Ohio or Oklahoma. She wouldn’t have a lot of choice. This was why she had opted to live alone.

Zeke followed her down the drive and then parked next to the house. He got out of his car and looked around, his gaze like a razor, swiping around the property. Then he approached her buggy as she was hopping down.

“How long are we staying?” he asked.

“Do you mind if we eat some lunch before I pack?” she asked.

“Sure,” he said. “We should let the horse get some rest, then. I’ll give you a hand.”

“Do you remember how?” she asked.

“I’m sure it’ll come back to me.”

She studied him out of the corner of her eye. He’d been raised Amish, so this wouldn’t be too foreign for him. She kept looking around as they unhitched the horse, and when the sound of an engine on the road drew their attention, she heaved a sigh when it was just a pickup truck that carried on past without slowing.

They circled around to start undoing the straps and buckles. He was right—he did know what he was doing. His hands were strong, and he worked faster than she did, then came around to her side of the horse, taking the last buckle from her fingers to finish it. His hand was warm and calloused, and she felt some warmth in her cheeks at his casual touch.

He might have been Amish until he was a teen, but he didn’t seem to remember how Amish folk behaved between men and women.

Susanna only had the one horse. She bought milk and eggs from the grocery store she worked at in town so she didn’t have any other animals to care for, and it did cut down on the chores around here.

When they had the horse settled in the pasture, Susanna led the way into the house.

“Are you hungry?” she asked. Because she was.

“Yah, I am,” he replied. That was the Pennsylvania Dutch coming out in his speech, and she understood where it came from now.

“A nice vegetable soup and sandwiches would hit the spot for me,” she said. “What do you say?”

He nodded. “Sounds great. What can I do to help?”

“Just don’t get in the way,” she said with a smile. She preferred to have him across the room, anyway. It made things a little more comfortable. She hardly knew him, after all, and now he was in her house and they were alone. This was highly improper by Amish standards. She should have the neighbor here or a friend or a cousin—

Her throat closed off at the sudden memory of Hannah. Hannah would have gladly stepped in to make sure things were proper, all the while casting Susanna little rebellious smiles. She was like that.

“Can I show you some pictures?” Zeke asked. He had his phone out, and he held up a photo that looked like a mug shot of a middle-aged man.

“Who is that?” Susanna asked.

“I just need to know if you recognize any of these people,” Zeke said. “I want to see if the man who tried to snatch you is someone already known to us.”

“I can look,” Susanna replied.

“Danke,” he said—the Pennsylvania Dutch coming out in his words again. “How about this man?” She shook her head. “This woman? Have you seen her around?”

She shook her head again.

Zeke worked through fifteen or twenty mug shots, and she hadn’t recognized anyone. She turned back to the cooking, but as she did, she noticed some movement outside the kitchen window. She froze, waiting to see if it would happen again.

“What did you see?” Zeke asked softly.

Then a squirrel jumped up onto the windowsill, and she startled, then laughed uncomfortably.

“Just a squirrel, I guess. They rob my bird feeders.”

Just a squirrel… Was she ever going to feel safe again?

“Can I ask you something?” she asked.

“Sure.”

“The police said they’d let us know if they found out anything about Hannah’s killer. Did you learn anything at all?”

“Nothing more than I’ve already told you. The address on her Amish ID was her parents’ place, and she obviously no longer lived there. We had no way to track down that boyfriend, so I’m glad we now have his name, at least,” he said. “Most of our evidence came from her body. After the autopsy, all of those samples from her body were sent for testing. They were put in line behind a lot of other samples from other cases. These things take time, unfortunately. Quite a bit of time. If we can catch up with Shawn Neufeld that would be a great help. He might know more—give us an idea of someone who might have been spending time with her, earning her trust.”

She nodded.

“Giving me his name is really helpful,” he reiterated. “And anything else you might be able to tell me. We find that Amish families don’t like to tell us much. But the more information we have, the better we’re able to do our jobs.”

“We keep secrets,” she murmured.

“I know.”

“I mean…about our romantic relationships. When an Amish boy and girl are dating, it’s a big secret. If they’ve been together long enough, people figure it out, but dating happens after dark, and it’s supposed to protect reputations. Don’t you remember this?”

“I wasn’t told much about dating. I wasn’t old enough to do it. But yes, I do remember the secrecy around who was out driving with whom.”

“It’s how we do things. So Hannah wouldn’t say anything to her parents about Shawn. And they’d never expect her to. I was the one who told them she’d been dating Shawn after she died. They had no idea.”

“So we questioned the wrong family members,” he said.

She shrugged. “Hannah didn’t tell many people about Shawn.”

“But she told you.”

“We were close.”

“Did anyone from the police question you?” he asked.

“They asked a few questions when they told us about her death.”

“And you didn’t tell them about Shawn?”

Susanna shook her head. “My cousin trusted me. And I didn’t think it had anything to do with her murder.”

Zeke met her gaze thoughtfully, and Susanna felt some heat in her cheeks. She didn’t like feeling inspected like that. She turned away with the excuse of putting the food on the table.

“Sit down,” she said. “Have some lunch. It’s the least I can do to thank you.”

After a silent grace, they both started to eat, but halfway through the meal, the sound of an engine on the drive pulled Zeke out of his chair. The engine turned off, and Susanna swallowed her bite of sandwich with difficulty.

“It’s a blue van,” he whispered.

Susanna felt her heart hammer to a stop. How? Had they followed them back? How could they possibly know where she lived?

Zeke held up a hand, and she held her breath. Zeke moved soundlessly from one window to the next, staying behind the curtain. He froze, his hand out behind him in a silent gesture for her to get down. Susanna slipped away from the table and crouched down behind the cupboard. There were footsteps, then a polite knock at the rear door that led into the kitchen.

Zeke shook his head at her, and she didn’t move. Her breath sounded loud in her own ears, and she eased open a kitchen cupboard and wrapped her fingers around the handle of an iron skillet.
OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Introduction



		About the Author



		Booklist



		Title Page



		Note to Readers



		Bible Verse



		Dedication



		Contents



		One



		Two



		Three



		Four



		Five



		Six



		Seven



		Eight



		Nine



		Ten



		Eleven



		Twelve



		Thirteen



		Epilogue



		Dear Reader



		Excerpt



		Copyright Page



		About the Publisher











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		One













		1



		2



		3



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27

















































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/Bible_Mark_REV.jpg





OEBPS/images/Love_Inspired_Suspense_2024_Logo_w_tagline.jpg
&’ LOVE INSPIRED SUSPENSE

INSPIRATIONAL ROMANCE





OEBPS/images/9780369773050.jpg
(’ LOVE INSPIRED SUSPENSE

INSPIRATIONAL ROMANCE

PATRICIA JOHNSigs .

i s Y m‘rm\/‘ﬂ‘m

- AMI






