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      Description 
    

    
      
    

    
      When Mason Carter decided to seek justice for his sister, he had no idea what was in store for him.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      For as long as everyone could remember, Mason has been the most reckless sibling of the Carter family. But this time, his irresponsibility finally landed him at the point of no return. After a long, intoxicated night out, his little sister is left to escort him home--only both of them never made it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Weeks later when the charred body of a female is discovered, the Carter family is left to implode from guilt and tension. Faced with a fruitless police investigation, Mason decides to take matters into his own hands. He soon finds himself thrust waist-deep into long-kept secrets that alter his outlook on the world he thought he knew.
    

    
      
    

    
      With shady characters around every corner, Mason gambles his trust and his life in order to find answers to the ever-increasing questions surrounding his sister's case. When the truth finally begins unravelling, it coils around him like a snake and threatens everything he knows.
    

    
      
    

    
      Small-town thrillers take on a new form when the lines between right and wrong don't exist.
      





    
    
      
    

    
      Table Of Contents
    

    
      
    

    
      
        

      
    

    

      Roses are red, Violet is…
    

    
      
    

    
      "Isn't it funny how the end could be closer than you think? I mean you never really know what could take you out—friends, family, criminals, a random object—and you’re just oblivious."
    

    
      
    

    
      I swirl my drink around before taking a slow gulp. The man standing in front of me is staring with a slight scowl on his face, no doubt wondering why he chose to hit on the weird girl at the bar. Instead of making things hard, I give him an easy cop-out.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Excuse me, I have to use the restroom."
    

    
      
    

    
      I'm aware of how hard my feet thud on the floor, but thanks to the almost unnecessarily loud music, there is no sound. The tipsy stranger is more than happy to rush from my side before I even make it two steps. Doesn't he know that I have bigger things to be dealing with besides flirting in random bars because my friends graciously decided to drag me out?
    

    
      
    

    
      I continue my mental rant while making my way across the dance floor, scanning it. I set eyes on a man whose hair is wrapped into a small bun at the back of his head. The lights in the building are flashing neon colors that are a bit disorienting, but I see his olive-brown skin. He's dancing carelessly, drink in hand. Squeezing through the crowd of hot and sweaty partygoers, I make my way over to him and slap his shoulder. Hard.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, I think it's time to go now. All of the creeps are trickling in." I frown at him. He gulps back the tall glass he's holding before staggering a bit.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It's only two a.m. The party doesn't end for a few more hours. Stop being a prude."
    

    
      
    

    
      I want to tell him I'm not, that we've been here since nine and I'm exhausted, but it's futile. It’s evident that he's drunk already so it would be like speaking to a brick wall. When he suddenly reaches out and grabs my shoulder, it takes me by surprise, causing me to yelp.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Oh, baby sister?" Mason is holding his stomach in a cue I know all too well. Without a word, I hold onto him and part our way out of the crowd and into the parking lot. Instantly my teeth chatter from the icy breeze whipping through the air. It's the only sound besides the faint music from inside.
    

    
      
    

    
      Huuuhhh.
    

    
      
    

    
      My head quickly swivels in the other direction when I hear the contents of Mason's stomach being emptied.  He's going to regret this night in the morning, as usual. Once he's done, he stands up straight and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "Okay, take me home now. Where's the car?" He slurs out, leaning on me for support.
    

    
      
    

    
      I snort, clearly a little annoyed. "It left you hours ago. I'm afraid we'll have to walk, which sucks.”
    

    
      
    

    
      "Worth it." 
    

    
      
    

    
      I’m not looking at his face but the smile in his voice is very clear. Rolling my eyes, I hold onto my big brother's arm and lead him down the street like a broken puppet. Most of the establishments on our journey are already closed but we manage to find a single twenty-four-hour store. I take Mason inside reluctantly.  There's no telling what he would do in this state. I leave him at the store’s door and pick up ginger ale, ibuprofen, and water. The cashier, a petite woman with dirty blonde hair, only shoots me a look of sympathy when her eyes land on my older brother. I've been getting those looks a lot lately. 
    

    
      
    

    
      When I’m finished paying, I stick my change into my pocket and go to give Mason a few sips of water. Just as I feared, he isn’t where I left him. I spin around when I hear the cashier clearing her throat. She’s pointing over to the ice cream freezer where Mason is making himself a bed. I proceed to drag him away like a child. It takes a few tries before he gives in and follows me back outside where he doesn't fail to mention how the temperature is drastically different from inside the cozy little shop. I agree with him, wishing I wore a better outfit than the strappy top and ripped jeans I have on.
    

    
      
    

    
      With our neighborhood in sight, I perk up. I’ll only have to bear with Mason for a few more minutes. As we get nearer, I can make out a few footsteps in the distance behind us and wonder if Mason does too. Beside me, I feel him sober up just enough to quicken our pace, although he's just about stumbling over. Still, he doesn't say anything about it. Our house is only a few blocks away so I try to remain positive for both of us.
    

    
      
    

    
      In a matter of seconds, I feel myself being violently pulled away from Mason by hard calloused hands. I scream but the sound is muffled by a cloth bag going over my face. It blocks out what little light is available. I can feel Mason’s grip on my leg before he screams in pain and lets me go. I kick against the stranger holding me but it only seems to infuriate them. Within seconds I’m lifted off of the ground and thrown into a vehicle so hard there’s an audible snap. The sound of Mason's gut-wrenching screams are the last thing I hear before a door slams shut.
      




      The final countdown
    

    
      
    

    
      I can feel myself glaring at my husband as he walks by me. It seems like everything he does lately puts me on edge. He's just standing in the bathroom brushing his teeth, but the sound of his toothbrush swishing around is making me feel like a ticking bomb.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Can you shut the door?" 
    

    
      
    

    
      I'm not surprised by the hostility in my voice. I've learned by now I can't help it. His chest heaves up and down and I can tell he’s trying to decide whether or not to retaliate. He wants to say something, but he knows better. He ignores my comment and finishes his business, brushing even louder. I turn on my side away from him. When he leaves the bathroom, I hear the door close a little too hard behind him; my eye twitches.
    

    
      
    

    
      I'm about to speak but a sudden buzz stops me in my tracks. I'm slightly thankful for the small distraction. Without looking at the caller ID, I slide the answer button across the screen. "Hello."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Anya." The way he calls my name makes my heart start to race. I sit up straight and notice my husband glaring at me through the corner of my eye.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Yes, Officer Harris?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “We have some developments. A body was found. We think it might be Violet’s.” There is a long pause, and I can feel the blood draining from my face. For once the almighty Anya is stunned into silence. I only manage to sit on the bed for a few seconds before my head suddenly feels lighter. Noticing my sudden movement, Don swipes the phone out of my hand and presses me back into the pillows.
    

    
      
    

    
      He’s speaking but his voice feels like an ocean current drifting in and out of my head. I try to keep my eyes open, to at least be able to see his facial expressions, but it feels too difficult of a task. My husband stands up, hurriedly sticking the phone in his pocket. My eyes follow him as he goes into the closet and takes his coat out. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "I'm going down to the station. They’ll need someone to identify the body." He speaks to me as if I’m bothering him, but I know his defense mechanisms by now. He is next to tears. It’s why he doesn’t look me in the eyes. I think it’s better that way. He won't have to see the anger I feel bubbling up inside me. Violet deserved better. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It feels like I'm out of my body as I trump down the stairs to Mason's room. A tinge of guilt hits me as I stand outside the door. Since Violet was kidnapped he refuses to leave his room.  I know he feels guilty that he couldn’t do more. I know as his mother I’m supposed to tell him it’s okay, to not blame himself, but I can’t because I blame him too. 
    

    
      
    

    
      After standing with my hand on the door handle for what seems like an eternity, I open the door. The guilt I feel quickly dissipates when I hear the clank of glass bottles falling to the side. The scent of alcohol hits my nostrils, causing them to turn up. He’s sorry—but not sorry enough to quit drinking.
    

    
      
    

    
      I contemplate the right words to say but when I lay eyes on Mason who is laying across the bed in a drunken stupor, only two words come to my mind. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "GET UP!"
    

    
      
    

    
      "I thought I locked the door," he spits back a sour response.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Well, clearly you can't think straight these days. Look at you!" He sits up, giving me a death glare.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Did you come in here to berate me again? I feel bad enough already for what happened."
    

    
      
    

    
      "You should! Had you been sober Violet never would've gotten killed!"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Kidnapped!" His voice raises an octave.
    

    
      
    

    
      "No, DEAD! The police just called and said her body was found. We're about to identify her. Maybe you should show up for her this time."
    

    
      
    

    
      The door rattles as I slam it shut behind me. I press my body against it for support as my knees threaten to give out beneath me. Tears begin to form in my eyes, and I have to fight against my cloudy vision to get downstairs and into my car. What is my family becoming? It seems we're all unraveling in our own ways. The scariest part is what will happen once everything is out in the open.
    

    
      
    

    
      When I rev up my car engine and take off, it feels like the only thing keeping me from driving off a cliff is closure; to finally know what became of my child. It gives me the strength to drive to the police station and then the morgue. I park right outside the building, the feeling finally becoming surreal. My chest tightens more with each breath until it feels like I'm suffocating. When I lay eyes on Don, I'm a little relieved but still angry at him.
    

    
      
    

    
      He holds onto me once I make it inside. The coppery taste of blood taints my mouth from the force with which I'm biting my lip. I want to know for sure what happened, but I don't want it to be her. The body strewn across the table is almost a completely crisp outline. It's painful to look at.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It can't be her," I whisper to myself.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I'm sorry." Officer Harris takes his hat off in a show of sympathy. Sympathy I don't want.
    

    
      
    

    
      "How are you so sure? It's just a burnt corpse."
    

    
      
    

    
      "There were belongings found with her. Her cell phone and purse." He cautiously takes out his phone and shows me a few photos. The tears threatening to spill over finally drain down my face at the sight of what I know was my child's cell phone. The phone case is purple and battered. Violet refused to get rid of it because it had “sentimental value.”
    

    
      
    

    
      "She was a beautiful soul. Now your family can finally have some—"
    

    
      
    

    
      "There won't be any peace until we find out who did this. They need to rot behind a cell—or worse.” I snap.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Ms. Carter, I understand your frustration. We are doing everything we can to find out who is responsible.” He gives me a patronizing look and my husband squeezes my arm.
    

    
      
    

    
      I feel the words coming out before I can stop them.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Actually, I know 
      exactly
       whose fault this is." I pull away from Don with so much force it nearly throws me off balance. "
      You
      . So weak." I look directly into his eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Anya, now is not the time for this conversation." His eyes urge me to stop, but my anger is like a fire that can’t be extinguished.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It's exactly the time! You failed our daughter. Your carelessness cost her her life."
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew I had taken it too far when Don's calm exterior finally cracked.
    

    
      
    

    
      "ME?! We wouldn't even be in this situation if it hadn't been for you! What kind of terrible mother—"
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      He silences himself instantly as Mason walks into the room. There are lines on his face and dark circles beneath his eyes. His skin is so pale it looks ghastly. It looks as if he is barely holding himself together. Don wraps him into an embrace and Mason clings to him before going to view the corpse.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It's not her."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, honey, they found all of her belongings with her. Her phone and purse."
    

    
      
    

    
      "That's impossible. Her phone wasn't with her the night she went missing."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, you weren't exactly in the best shape the night Violet went missing." Don is back to his tranquil self. He tries his best to be kind about the situation, but Mason’s face reveals the offense he’s taken at his father’s words.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Right. I forgot. I'm just a bumbling drunk who isn't capable of noticing whether my sister had her phone or not." He storms out of the room and Don follows behind him. I'm left alone with Officer Harris and Violet’s corpse. The mortician pushes the large metal drawer in and Violet’s body disappears. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Officer Harris is standing there with an unreadable expression. I can only wonder what he thinks of our family now and what story he will take back to the others. We’ll have to do damage control to protect the integrity of our family’s name.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’m forced out of my thoughts by the sound of Mason shouting in the next room. It makes both me and Officer Harris rush outside in time to see Mason flailing his arms around and yelling. Don is trying his best to quiet him down but when Mason gets into these moods, it’s better to let him blow the steam off. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "Maybe it would've been better if I had been kidnapped too! If you need me, I'll be at a bar doing what I do best!”
      




      A drunk man and a sober mind
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      The problem child. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The brown liquor slides down my throat in a hot rush. It warms my chest and takes me a step away from reality. A few more glasses and today will feel like a distant memory. I wish I could drink myself into another existence. One where Violet is alive and I'm not a screw-up.
    

    
      
    

    
      The worst part of it all is that my parents don't even bother lying to console me. They make it painfully clear it's all my fault, even if it's not said out loud—which it is.
    

    
      
    

    
      I take another swig as I recall the night over again. I hate that it's mostly blurry to me. I remember Violet dragging me home like the responsible sister she was. The entire night plays out in my mind, but never once do I remember Violet having a phone or purse. My eyes squint as I attempt to force the fog out. It makes me frustrated to know I can't. I stand back from my seat, throwing the bar stool down in the process. I don't understand why this is all happening to me. I'm not a bad person. The emotions I've been trying to keep at bay finally boil over. I lash out at the bar, throwing the glass cups I've been drinking out of, then anything I could get my hands on.
    

    
      
    

    
      Minutes later I'm being held down on the floor by two strangers that look very annoyed. One of them presses his knee into my back and I can barely move. I don't know why I still attempt to fight them off as if I could overpower them. My body shakes rapidly before the tears start falling.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "Do you think Violet would have wanted to see you like this?" a voice slices through the noise in my head.
    

    
      
    

    
      "SHUT UP." I can hear the voice coming from my mouth but it doesn't feel like me.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Have some respect for her. It's bad enough you were drunk the night she was taken away. You think that would've taught you a lesson." The tone of 
    

    
       the male voice is harsh and painful to hear. "Everyone in town knows."
    

    
      
    

    
      The weight on my body finally eases up. I'm pulled to my feet and shoved toward the door. I don't know what to do or where to go so I just keep walking straight ahead. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "Here." The man from earlier speaks and I finally look to catch a glimpse of his face. He has a clean shave and thick glasses on. It shamefully takes me a while to realize who he is.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Uncle John?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "About time. You're worse than everyone says. Not for long though." Although we are both adults, his voice has a commanding tone to it that makes me feel like a child.
    

    
      
    

    
      "There is no help for me." My hands clench into fists. "My parents have basically disowned me and the one person that loved me no matter what is gone, and it's my fault."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Is your pity party finished?" He pushes up the frame of his glasses and leans against his blue Ford. "Violet is gone now. It's sad, but don't you think you should honor her by getting sober?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "I've only been drinking a lot lately—"
    

    
      
    

    
      He raises a hand to stop me from what we both know is a lie.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I may not live in Bridgewood, but it's an insult to think I don't know what's going on here." His hands rest on my shoulder. "I can't force you, but I can advise you to get help. Rehab, a detox center … whatever you want. For Violet."
    

    
      
    

    
      I think about it briefly, resting my head on the door of his truck. I know I need help, but admitting it is hard. It also doesn’t help that drinking takes the edge off of the pain. A wry smile makes its way onto my face.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Did they tell you I wasn't any help to the police? I couldn't tell them anything helpful. Not even a description." Remnants of that night flash in my mind again. The blurry outline of someone—male or female? I rack my brain for an answer. When nothing comes up, I speak again. “All I had was a busted lip and a story. The police didn’t even believe Violet was with me. Her friend had to confirm that she left her with me.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t beat yourself up.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don’t know what happened uncle. We were almost home, then there was this … this SMELL!" Something finally comes to me. My uncle straightens his body as if preparing to hold me down again if need be. "I can't remember a face, but I remember a scent."
    

    
      
    

    
      "What are you saying?" My uncle speaks so slowly that it almost messes with my head. I elaborate more on my sudden outburst.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It was cologne; that means it was a man. We have to tell the police I remember!" 
    

    
      
    

    
      "Calm down. Your word isn't exactly credible to them right now, remember?” His question is rhetorical. “I think it would be best if you detox and then contact them. You might even remember some details once all of that alcohol is out of your system."
    

    
      
    

    
      Rage floods me at once and I slam the truck's door. "No one listens to me." My voice cracks midway through my sentence. I slam a fist into the door again.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I continue to fight the inanimate object, my uncle watches me. When my tantrum is over, he unlocks the doors and hops inside.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Get in. We're going for a ride."
    

    
      
    

    
      I think about staying outside and walking home, but I'm starting to become hyper-aware of the alcohol in my system. Even when I was drunk I knew my limits. Finding my way home would be too difficult. Grudgingly, I swallow my pride and get into the vehicle. As soon as I manage to close the door he pulls out onto the road, peeling tires in the process. For the next thirty minutes, the car is so completely silent it’s almost awkward. I start to become impatient with not knowing where we are headed so I turn to him and ask. His answer is delayed for a few more minutes.
    

    
      
    

    
      "We're not going; we're here," he says as he makes a hard turn into a parking lot.  There's a large sky-blue building in front of us that looks almost clinical. There's a bright neon sign on it that I try to read before I decide that the letters are moving too much.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "I hope you were serious because this is the detox center. I figured the sooner the better."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Seems like you had this all planned out," a hint of disdain is merged into my voice.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Actually, I didn't.” The half-smile he gives makes me feel uneasy. I know what he is implying, but it hurts to get it out.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Did she make arrangements for me?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes. Your sister was very concerned about your habit. She didn’t want to tell your parents because she thought they would make a big deal out of it. So, she reached out to me for help. "
    

    
      
    

    
      His words slice so deep that my heart aches for a split second. I must be worse off than I can imagine if my little sister was afraid for me. What kind of example did I set for her?  I close my eyes, hoping there was a way she could hear me. 
      I'm going to get sober and solve your murder. I promise. 
      




      Chances
    

    
      
    

    
      My fork scrapes across my plate in a slow drag. I’m trying my best to keep my feet from tapping under the table. Judging from the looks I'm receiving from across the table, my parents can tell just how anxious I am, but they don't know why. It's good because I don’t plan on telling. In an attempt to act normal, I rake up the rest of the food my mother prepared. My father tries making small talk about the latest football game but most of the responses I give are only generic. My mind is too preoccupied with what I plan to do later.
    

    
      
    

    
       After a few minutes of awkward silence, I excuse myself from the table and head to my room. They don't bother addressing my odd behavior, most likely out of fear that I'll revert back to my old habits. It's only been a week since I came back from detoxing, so everything is sitting on eggshells right now.  No one wants to upset the semi-normal balance we found.
    

    
      
    

    
      As soon as I shut the door to my room, I hear my parents' voices mumbling from across the halls. Soon the scrape of chairs against the ground follows. Every moment feels intensified tonight. There's a gut feeling I have but I can't tell if it's good or bad. So, I ignore it by making notes in the little journal I've started keeping near my bedside that's dedicated to solving Violet’s murder. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It feels strange to think that she is really gone. I haven’t even said it out loud yet, but subconsciously I knew. It simply felt better to stay in denial and hope somehow I’d see her again.
    

    
      
    

    
      I scan the page over. Every clue that I come across, I write down. It's become my ritual to go over it at least twice a day. Despite my efforts, I couldn’t deny that so far, the clues I have don’t make much sense to me. I go down the list anyway hoping something new will come.
    

    
      
    

    
      	
        Violet’s belongings weren’t with her, but they were found with her body.
      

      	
        There was a male’s scent before she was taken.
      

      	
        A body burnt beyond recognition. (No way of knowing for sure.)
      

      	
        Violet had made a new friend before she went missing.
      

    

    
      
    

    
      I circle the fourth and most recent clue. Due to the police closing Violet’s case, we were told we can collect her belongings. Officer Harris says he’ll let us know if he learns of anything new related to her case, but I think it’s obvious he just feels bad since he and my father are friends.
    

    
      
    

    
      Since my parents refused to get the “reminders of what happened”, I had to. The first thing I decided to do was go through her phone to see if there was anyone in her life that had the motive to hurt her. To my surprise, all of her conversations were wiped clean except for a few messages with someone she called “Sister.” The conversation only dated back a few weeks, but the two seemed to be close. 
    

    
      
    

    
      My phone vibrates in my pocket and my heart rate increases. It's my reminder. I can’t believe that after scouring the town for days, there is finally some nuance of potential help. I pull the mysterious letter I’ve received out of my drawer and scan it for the millionth time. It’s not handwritten—It’s cut and pasted from several books, which makes it feel like I’m going to meet a serial killer. Against my better judgment, I ignore that feeling and read the simple instructions again. 
      Go to the old mill at midnight. Wait for me. 
      11/2/22. -
      B
      .
    

    
      
    

    
      I realize I’m making a very impulsive move, but if there's a chance I can get answers as this person suggests, then it's worth the risk. I feel like I owe Violet to have at least tried.
    

    
      
    

    
      The street is eerily quiet as I walk along the road. Most of Bridgewood is asleep. Once I make it to the cemetery, I cut through a narrow dirt road that leads to the old mill house. I hear the old water mill creak as it sways back and forth in the inconsistent wind. It makes my skin crawl, but I continue walking until I’m standing in front of the old, dilapidated building. It’s just a shell of its former self.
    

    
      
    

    
       I wait outside for a while before I get the feeling I'm being watched. It's nearly pitch-black outside, but I can almost swear I see a shadow pass me. Suddenly, there is a crack in the tall grass behind me, and a large male's outline becomes visible. His face is partially covered by the hoodie over it. He looks around, scanning his surroundings as if he doesn't trust me—which is ironic because he's the one that agreed to do things so sketchily.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Here's the deal. I can give you answers about Violet if you do one thing for me." His voice is low even though we are clearly alone. Because I’m desperate, I’m inclined to believe everything he tells me, but I can’t help but wonder about his identity. How does he know anything?
    

    
      
    

    
      “What do you want? Money?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "No. It should be simple. It's an old artifact that's in your house. No one will notice it's gone." I snort at his insult to my intelligence.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Out of everything that you could have asked for, why that? Surely it's not just some old antique or you wouldn't want it." What I really want to ask is how he knows what’s in my house, but I don’t want to scare him off.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Perceptive." He paces in a circle before speaking again. "It is very valuable, but the value is more sentimental than monetary."
    

    
      
    

    
      My eyes follow his movements carefully in the dim light. "How can I be sure I'm not getting the short end of the stick? I need more than a dead end here especially—"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Especially since your words are as good as useless to everyone. Luckily, my words aren't. You'll just have to trust me."
    

    
      
    

    
      I weigh my options carefully before I decide. I may not get another opportunity like this again. "Fine. What does the antique look like?"
    

    
      
    

    
      He describes it to me in detail and I know exactly which one he's talking about. It's an old music box that's been in my family for generations and has been sitting on display for years untouched. Would anyone really notice it’s gone? 
    

    
      
    

    
      He begins walking off further into the darkness and I call out to him. "Where do we meet up again?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "You'll know where to leave it." and with that, he disappears. I'm left alone in the cold, feeling like I've just made a deal with the devil.
    

    
      
    

    
      This time when I go home, my head is so full of questions I know I won’t be able to get much rest. Instead, I use the lull of the night to my advantage and begin my search for the antique. I stalk down to the display shelf in the living room where it’s usually sitting, but it's not there. I check every bedroom—besides my parents—and every closet, but it's nowhere to be found. The only other place it could be is —Suddenly, I'm aware of a presence behind me.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "What are you doing, Mason?" my father asks. A lie can't come to my mind quickly enough, so I settle for a half-truth.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Looking for something."
    

    
      
    

    
      "At this time of night?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Couldn't sleep. Why are you up around this time?" I turn the tables out of genuine curiosity. "Is it Mom?" I take a guess. Although I've been busy with Violet's case, I can't miss the tension between them. When he doesn't answer, I take it as a yes.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I'm going for a night jog. Care to join me since you're up anyway?" He offers to be polite, but I can tell he doesn't really want company.
    

    
      
    

    
      "No thanks. I'll probably just get a midnight snack and try to get some sleep." 
    

    
      
    

    
      He shrugs and leaves the house.
    

    
      
    

    
      I wait by the window until he’s out of sight before I make my way over to his office. Luckily, the door is already ajar when I get there. I use my phone’s light to illuminate the room as I go through the drawers and cabinets looking for the music box. I’m not sure why he would have it, but it doesn’t hurt to look. I’m about to give up when I decide to search his work desk. He never lets anyone go through it because he has client information in the files he keeps in the drawers. I’m not interested in his clients, so I figure it won’t matter if I take a quick peek.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I thought, the drawers are filled with old paperwork and no music box. When I lay my hands on the last one, to my surprise, it’s locked.
    

    
      
    

    
      I swipe my hand under his desk, feeling for a key when my hand slides across a piece of tape. I pull one side of it down and find a small silver key. When I push it into the bottom drawer, it unlocks with a click. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The second I slide the drawer open, I find the music box stashed away next to a pile of files. I swipe it and start to close the drawer when a tinge of curiosity washes over me. I know I shouldn’t, but I sift through the files quickly. My eyes bulge when I find a file with Violet's name on it. Why did she have a file? Did I have one too? 
    

    
      
    

    
      I'm debating on whether or not to take it when a sound from downstairs interrupts me. I shove the file back in its place and lock the drawer. After putting the key back under the desk, I make my way out of the room with the music box in tow. As I creep down the stairs I try to silence my footsteps, but the hardwood floors make it difficult. I barely make it to my room before I hear the heavy footfall of my father going down the hall rapidly. I place the music box on my dresser and lock my door.
    

    
      
    

    
      You'll know where to leave it
      . The words bounce around in my mind. What does that mean? I spend the rest of the night tossing and turning, trying to make sense of it. The following morning when I wake up, Mom has the morning mail in her hand.
    

    
      
    

    
      "This one's for you," she says almost shockingly. "Huh. I didn't know you kids knew how to send letters," she teases with a smile. The minute my father walks into the room her expression instantly fades to annoyance. I take the letter addressed to me from her and open it up.
    

    
      
    

    
      Violet was a lot more complex than you gave her credit for. Too bad you didn't pay attention 
      around the clock. - 
      B
      




      The straw that broke the camel's back
    

    
      
    

    
      Around the clock
      . Why does that part have emphasis? I crumple the paper in my hand and throw it against the wall. Why is everything so cryptic? If this is supposed to make me realize where to take this music box it isn't doing a very good job. Feeling frustrated, I decide to forget about the letter temporarily and have breakfast.
    

    
      
    

    
      After breakfast, I take out my journal and make more notes. I create a web of ideas as I go over the night of her disappearance in my mind. 
      Around the clock.
    

    
      
    

    
      It's twenty-four hours.
    

    
      
    

    
      "The twenty-four-hour store!" I blurt out of nowhere. I'm thankful that no one is around to hear my loud outburst. I quickly pick up the box and throw it into a backpack. A few minutes later, I arrive at the small convenience store where Violet took me the last time I saw her. The woman sitting behind the cash register looks vaguely familiar, and the way she looks at me as I walk up to the counter makes it obvious she is thinking the exact same thing as I am. I look around inconspicuously, making sure that there isn’t anyone else around to hear me.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Excuse me miss, did anyone stop here for an 
      artifact
      ?" My voice is quiet. I realize how ridiculous what I’m saying sounds. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "There was one man who was looking for a particular object. He thought someone might have left it with me. He said he'll be back." She sticks her hand out and I reluctantly place the music box in it. Once she has it, she places it beneath the table and tucks it away. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "He also said when you give me the box tell you that your answers are on the way. Whatever that means." She sits back in her chair and pops a piece of gum into her mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Why are you helping him?" I ask. She simply pulls out a crisp hundred-dollar bill and waves it at me. I’m still inclined to ask another question. "What did he look like?"
    

    
      
    

    
      Her face looks slightly annoyed by my question. "Tall … muscular … weird. Had a mask on. I thought he was trying to rob me at first."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I see." I don’t know what to say to her last sentence. 
    

    
      
    

    
      That description she gave fits the person I saw. I turn on my heel to walk home. This time, she has a question of her own. "Were you in here the other night … with a younger girl?" I nod yes and she continues her thought.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You clean up nice. I like the haircut."
    

    
      
    

    
      I exit the store and return home. I’m confused to see my father walking around frantically, pulling apart the house. When his eyes land on me, they are the complete opposite of what they normally look like. They are glassy and have bags hanging under them. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, did you happen to see a music box anywhere?" he asks me in an urgent tone. I'm not sure what to say. I want to tell him the truth, but the look on his face tells me I won't like his response.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Music box? You mean that old piece of junk that's been lying around this house for years?" I laugh to break the tension. My mother is standing behind my father with a look of concern as she shakes her head “no” in a warning that comes too late.
    

    
      
    

    
      "That piece of junk will cost us our lives!" his voice booms across the room. His reaction causes me to take a step back in horror. It's the first time in my life that I've ever seen him this way, and it scares me. My mother tries to calm him down, but it's no use. I can tell she's just as scared as I am. I take a step towards the door, but he makes a sharp step forward, daring me to move again.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, if you took it, tell me now," his voice is low and gritty. 
    

    
      
    

    
      " I—I don't have it."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Then what were you up looking for the other night?" His eyes burrow through my resolve like a laser. There is a lump in my throat formed by the words that won't come out. "Mason, I don't think you realize the kind of trouble I'm in—
      we're
       in—if I don't find this box."
    

    
      
    

    
      "What?" A word manages to escape my lips.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It doesn't belong to me. I have been keeping it for a client for a while and now they want it back."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I didn't know lawyers kept things for their clients," I deflect the subject at hand. This only seems to make his anger more insatiable.
    

    
      
    

    
      "MASON! This is not the time to question me about my work. Where did you take the box!?” he yells across the room to me, and I flinch. My mother is looking at me with pleading eyes and I finally break.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I made a deal with someone who said they could give me answers … about Violet." My voice dies down to nothing but a whisper.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Violet is DEAD!" Both of his arms fly up aggressively. "We cremated her remains weeks ago! Let her rest in peace, Mason!" His face turns red with rage.
    

    
      
    

    
      "That couldn't have been her. Violet didn't have any purse or phone with her. It was—"
    

    
      
    

    
      "MASON, STOP! " My mother yells at me. I look over to see that the vein in my father's neck is threatening to pop out of the skin. "Drop it. Now isn't the time." She holds onto my father's arm tightly, trying to calm him down. "The only thing that matters is finding this box. If your father says it's important, then it is."
    

    
      
    

    
      WHIRRRMMM
    

    
      
    

    
      The intense conversation stops abruptly at the sound of a police siren. I watch my father's face turn from red to pale in an instant. He quickly composes himself and walks over to the window. He looks out for a while before turning back to us.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Are they not coming out?" my mother asks.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Doesn't look like it," my father replies. "Maybe Mason and I should go out." He runs his hand through his hair and begins a brisk walk to the door. I don't miss the look he throws at my mother before he steps outside. The exchange slightly confuses me, but I comply with my father's wishes, glad to be out of the hot seat for a while.
    

    
      
    

    
      We walk up to the police car and officer Harris steps out. There is a wary line across his face where his mouth should be.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Sorry about this, Don. We got an anonymous tip." He addresses my father, not even acknowledging my presence.
    

    
      
    

    
      "About?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "I can't disclose, but it’s very serious accusations. You can expect to be watched for a while."
      




      It’s always the quiet ones
    

    
      
    

    
      My car hums gently as I make a very unwanted trip to the Bridgewood police station. Annoyed isn't the word to cover the emotions coursing through my body. I steal a quick glance at my reflection in the rearview mirror. My eyes are calm—dead, even. The man in the reflection doesn't look like he's capable of feeling, but looks can be deceiving. My hands give away my inner turmoil, my fingers dancing in an anxious drumbeat on the steering wheel. I can feel the anger, hot and alive in my chest, but I make it a point to keep my face unreadable. That comes from years of practice. Being a lawyer and a businessman warranted emotions to be in check at all times. Shamefully, I admit to myself that I let my emotions get the best of me when Mason brought up Violet. That can't happen again.
    

    
      
    

    
      I park in one of the visitor spots and slam the door shut a little harder than necessary. My stride is purposeful as I walk toward the front doors, my shoes making angry clicks against the pavement. I can feel the eyes of the few people in the parking lot on me, but I don't care. When I make it inside the building and walk up to the front desk, I demand to see Chief Beauford. There is a short wait before he finally emerges from his office and greets me in a sickeningly sweet voice that makes my skin crawl. I don't bother to return the greeting and wait until we're in his office to speak. He walks behind his dusty desk, sits, and kicks his feet up on the edge.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Like a thorn in my side," I mumble, and he chuckles at my comment. "Why the sudden harassment?"
    

    
      
    

    
      His eyebrow raises animatedly. "There was an anonymous—"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Was there really? I guess it was 
      him
       right?" I pinch the bridge of my nose, visibly annoyed.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Do you know what anonymous means?" He speaks with a smirk that makes me want to slap him.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Just tell them to stop before things get out of hand. I'd hate for this to become a federal case," I threaten. There's a coy smile on his face but I can see it wavering as the wheels turn in his head.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You're playing dangerous games, Don. I don't think you want any more … casualties in your family." He leans back in his seat, locking his hands together. It takes all of my strength not to react to his insensitive comment. I only stick my hands into my pocket. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "You have three kids, right? I mean you got them out of Bridgewood, but … the sins of the father, ya know?" Finally, the smug smile on his face evaporates.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It isn't my call. You know who you need to talk to about this."
    

    
      
    

    
      Without giving a response, I exit his office and speed to my next route. It had been a while since I saw Arthur Beauford. The original. Had it not been for our long-standing love-hate relationship, I may have brought protection. 
      I think he knows better than trying anything. Still, he is two-faced. I wonder which one I'll see today.
    

    
      
    

    
      By the time I make it to the edge of town, there is a white sports car waiting for me. It's parked carelessly across the bridge, blocking anyone from going across. I know who it is even before I see the man step out from the driver's side. He's wearing a black suit with a navy button-up.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It's been a while," I approach him as if we’re about to have a showdown, "I want you to stop messing with my family. Or else."
    

    
      
    

    
       He's smiling, but it's more sinister than friendly. I was once fond of it, but when it’s aimed at me, it’s intolerable.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Don't try me. I'm still peeved at you for that boy you harbored and what he did to Violet."
    

    
      
    

    
      "It was out of my control," he raises his hands innocently, "From what I remember, he was taken care of. In fact, had it not been for your pitiful display of humanity, he wouldn't have been around to begin with." The truth in his words sting. Hitting you where it hurts most is his specialty.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Arthur, let's leave family out of this. You have the police following us around like we're criminals. My wife was stopped and searched after a visit to her mother’s. Don't you think it's too much?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "I figured you could use the extra protection. Seeing as how someone obviously has it out for your family. It's why I stopped my daughter from being around your little—"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Watch it." My anger flares uncontrollably for the second time this week.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Temper, temper. Don't make things more difficult than they already are. We both know murder isn't beneath either of us." He brushes imaginary dirt from his blazer. "I'll take the cops off of you if you keep your end of the deal. Until I receive the antique—no go."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Why is it 
      that
       specific thing? I have lots of other antiques worth way more. Let me give you one of those."
    

    
      
    

    
      "If it was for me I'd happily trade, seeing as how 
      reasonable
       I am, but the person who it's for isn't as understanding." His voice is condescending.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I'll find the stupid box. Just keep the police away. I think you're forgetting that if they find something you could be dragged into it as well."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Of course." He waves his hand dismissively.
    

    
      
    

    
      And with that, the conversation is over. The ride back to my house gives my mind just enough time to go over my conversation with Arthur. Guilt begins to seep in as I wonder about my daughter's death. Is it really because of me?
    

    
      
    

    
      I often regret the day that deal went bad with the Robinsons. But when I saw their son hiding away after seeing what I did to his parents, I couldn't possibly bring myself to hurt him. Too bad it all backfired. Who knows who he told about what I did? If he was in contact with other family members, it surely gave them a reason to hurt Violet.
    

    
      
    

    
      I pull into my yard and look up at my grand house. It's the best-looking one in the neighborhood, but I'd trade it in a heartbeat for my old life back. We might have been down on our luck but at least we didn't have to look over our shoulders all the time.
    

    
      
    

    
      The first thing I notice when I park is Anya, sitting on the front porch in her rocking chair with a stony face. I can't help but resent her as well. She's a big part of the reason Violet didn't tell us what was happening sooner. Things were never the same after the big fight between them. Every time I think about that day I'm left with the same questions.
    

    
      
    

    
      Why did Violet have to snoop around on things she didn't understand? Why couldn't Anya understand that Violet wasn't trying to hurt anyone? Why couldn't I stand my ground before I pulled my family into this life of lies?
    

    
      
    

    
      I step out of my car with a poker face to match Anya's. She stands suddenly with her arms folded, but I don't pay her any mind. I make a beeline straight for the front door when she steps in front of me. "What did you tell Mr. Beauford?" she demands. "I hope you haven't made things worse for us!"
    

    
      
    

    
      I don't speak as she stands there berating me for everything I've ever done wrong. I pull in a deep breath and close my eyes. I know what I'm about to say will hurt.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You remember the day you and Violet were fighting?" I begin. She is slicing me apart with her eyes but finally stops talking. "You told her that you would do 
      anything
       to keep this family's business a secret." I shake my head.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I'm just wondering about the extent you'd go," the words come out like a whip.
    

    
      
    

    
      "What are you insinuating, Don?" her voice is almost a growl.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I'm just saying that Violet told me about being stalked, and that boy was dead long before she was murdered. There was no one else that had any animosity towards Violet—except you."
      




      Ghosts have feelings
    

    
      
    

    
      My eyes bulge as I listen to the argument my parents are having. My back is against the heavy wooden door. On a normal day, I wouldn’t be able to hear them due to the thickness of the door, but today I’m positive the entire street can hear their heated conversation that keeps growing louder and more aggressive by the minute. I fear I may have to step in sooner or later before it reaches a boiling point. The more I listen, the more I realize I had no idea of what was going on in the house I was in. My little sister was stalked weeks, maybe even months before her death, and I wasn’t even coherent enough to figure it out. The knot of guilt in my stomach twists before I push it away. The damage is done. The next step—maybe the only step—I can make now is to solve her murder and hope for closure.
    

    
      
    

    
      “AH!” My father’s voice alerts me that the argument has escalated. I pull the front door open with all my strength and see my mother storming off and my father’s reddening cheek. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mom!” I call out to her. She looks back but doesn’t stop for a minute, walking away until her body becomes a thin outline in the distance. I’m about to chase after her when my father grabs my arm. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Give her a minute. She needs to calm down.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I’m reluctant but I take his advice. When I look in his direction I’m met with a blank face. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I said some things I shouldn’t have.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I look away from him briefly, “You should apologize. I know she’ll forgive you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “It wouldn’t be sincere because I’m not sorry. Not in the least.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “How could you say that?” My eyes search his.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Everything I told her is something I’ve thought ever since Violet …” he takes a deep sigh and looks off again. “I know everyone has me for the cutthroat one, but they don’t know. You don’t know how your mother can be at times.” His voice oozes a hint of regret and I wonder if it’s regret about marrying her or about something bigger. Maybe another thing I didn’t know.
    

    
      
    

    
      As the realization of his words finally breaks through, the disbelief becomes evident on my face.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Dad, you can’t seriously think Mom killed Violet, right?” I ask. The expression on his face is knowing, which scares me. I don’t break my gaze until he gives me an answer. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don’t know. I want to believe she didn’t, but her argument with Violent was too intense. Too insinuating. Even I had to admit Anya was taking things too far.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What did Violet find?” I urge him to tell me. It seems like everyone in my house was in on family secrets except me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “The less you know,” he says before walking away. I really want to pry but with everything going on, I know it’s not the time. I also don’t need anything throwing me off my game right now. Whatever it was had to wait. I watch my father go into the house and decide to sit outside for a while before checking my mailbox. When I open it a stack of envelopes sits inside. Sifting through them takes all but two minutes since I’m only looking for something specific. The letters I usually received were strange or cryptic. When I find a small envelope with my name glued across the front in small letters, I know I’ve found it. It’s stuffed to the point that it’s nearly tearing open on its own. I rip it open and pull out the first piece of paper inside. It’s a letter.
    

    
      
    

    
       
      Violet was dead before she was killed. Should the end of a friendship mean the end of a life? I’m still trying to figure out myself. 
      -
      B
    

    
      
    

    
      The letter ends just as suddenly as it began. I reach inside the envelope again and pull out photos this time. The photos are of a man and Violet standing in an alley. The faces aren’t of the best quality, but I can make out my sister from a mile away. It helps that she constantly wears her signature blue sweater everywhere. By the looks of the photo, it was taken from across the street somehow, and the two seem to be in the middle of an argument. I can tell because the man's arms are in the air defensively.
    

    
      
    

    
      At the bottom of the picture is a date, December 13th. More than a month after Violet’s body was found. How could that be? 
    

    
      
    

    
      I scan each of the photos rapidly, taking note of the body language and trying to make out the blurry facial expressions. From the series of photos, the conversation seemed very short and to the point. The last photo is the clearest of all and I can finally make out the man's face. He doesn't look familiar to me, but I can't help but wonder if this was Violet's stalker. Why would she meet with him? Did she know him? I am so invested in my questions that I don't notice my mother walking up to me. The moment I hear her voice I jump, causing the photos to slip out of my hand and onto the ground. I swiftly gather them and turn in her direction.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mom?" I look her over. I know she's been crying because her eyes are red and watery still. I don't know the right words to say so I embrace her. She hugs back and we stand in silence for a few minutes. She sniffles and pulls away, looking me in the eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Just so you know, I would never hurt Violet," she says. Her eyes are wandering off to the house where my father is.
    

    
      
    

    
      "He didn't mean it. I think we all just want to know who's responsible." She sniffles again and wipes the tears away.
    

    
      
    

    
      "It might have been a little extreme, but he's grieving, in his own way," she nods and half smiles. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "I think I may be onto something." I shift through the pictures and find the one where the stranger's face is visible. My fingers wipe at the photo, cleaning off the dust.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Do you by any chance know this man?" I hold up the picture so she can see it. She studies it for a moment, scrunching her face as if thinking. I wait anxiously for her answer, hoping somehow it can help.
    

    
      
    

    
       "I don't know him. Sorry."
    

    
      
    

    
      Another dead end. I sigh. “Thanks.” I prepare to walk away when she speaks again.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mason, don’t you think you should move on? You have to know this isn’t healthy for you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Not doing anything isn’t healthy. Look at you and Dad. You’re falling apart at the seams!” I snap.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mason, I understand you want closure, but that may never happen. You’re developing an obsession.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “And you don’t care enough, if you ask me!” my voice is louder than I meant it to be. The look on her face causes me to feel immediate guilt for my words. I shove the rest of the mail back in the mailbox and walk away before I make things worse. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I can’t understand why it seems like I’m the only one to care about getting to the bottom of things. I run my fingers through my cropped hair and breath an uneasy breath. These photos thickened the plot. If the dates were correct and Violet didn’t die in the fire, then why didn’t she reach out? Why did she let us all think she was murdered, and most importantly, why was she meeting with this strange man?
      




      Revoked
    

    
      My legs are bouncing constantly, and I can't focus on my laptop long enough to get anything done. Frustrated with myself, I slam it shut and wait. I face criminals and killers on a regular basis but none of them bring me anxiety like my wife. I know she’ll only have one of two types of anger when she opens the door. It’ll either be explosive or implosive, but either way, I don’t want to deal with it. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I try to prepare myself for the worst, but a part of me thinks I may have broken her with my accusation. Why was it that when she bombarded me with 
      her
       accusations and insults I feel guilty, and when I finally say something equally as painful, I'm still the one in pain?
    

    
      
    

    
       My breaths are deep as I wait for her to come in. It takes about an hour before I hear the doorknob rattling. When she enters, I'm met with an expression I can't quite place. It's neither anger nor joy, but something in between. For a while, neither of us say a word. I watch as she moves around the room, starting her night routine early. After a few awkward moments, she finally breaks the silence.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Don, I'm sorry." It takes me a while to shake the shock off. Anya apologizing? I run with the opportunity to evade an argument.
    

    
      
    

    
      "So am I, I never should have let myself get so upset with you. To accuse you of murdering your own child is beyond unfair and insensitive."
    

    
      
    

    
      "No. You have every right to be upset with me. I couldn't face the truth before, but I think I'm the one that killed our daughter. If only I had been a better mother." Tears were streaming down her face now. The more she spoke, the more her voice got choked up. "I should’ve talked with her instead of exploding. She might have understood. She might still be alive," she cries.  
    

    
      
    

    
      I walk over and envelope her in my arms.  All these months of me struggling to find a way to express my grief and look for someone to blame, I hadn’t realized she was doing the same. The only difference is she blames herself. It’s unfair of me to let her carry that burden alone.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Stop it. I made bad decisions too. Ultimately, it was me who ruined our family slowly. It was only a matter of time before things caught up with me." She seems to grow frustrated at my response, as if she wants me to blame her.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You never wanted this lifestyle, Don. It was me! I wanted more. My greed forced you into this. I can see that now." She sobs into my chest and I hold onto her. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "Anya?" She snaps her head up at my sudden change of tone. "We have each other to help grieve, but what about Mason? Have you wondered if he'll revert back to his old self?"
    

    
      
    

    
      She goes over something in her head for a minute. "It's strange, but I don't think he will." She pulls away from me, wiping her tears away and going into mother mode. "I'm more concerned about his obsession with finding her killer. He can't accept that she's really gone."
    

    
      
    

    
      "It’s understandable. He was the last person to see her. I think he feels guilty for not being able to do more. Maybe we should encourage him to get therapy. Maybe we all need to go."
    

    
      
    

    
      "That won't work; he'll explode. Maybe something more subtle," she turns to me. 
    

    
      
    

    
      "What did you have in mind?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Cut his resources off. If he's seeking outside help to deal with this, he needs to pay them in some way. Cut off the money."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Isn't that a little cruel?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Not as cruel as if he goes poking around and finds people we used to associate with. We're not exactly the most liked family around, especially after Beauford bad mouthed us. I still can't believe he would throw us to the wolves for money."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I do," my answer is quick, instant almost. Even when Beauford and I were partners I never felt I could completely trust him. I learned the hard way that my feelings about him were warranted. It's funny how the feelings I hate could steer me in the right direction.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason needs to be stopped before he hurts himself. I can't bear losing another child," Anya sighs, the concern evident in her voice.
    

    
      
    

    
      "We won't. Maybe we should convince him to go back to college."
    

    
      
    

    
      "One step at a time," Anya responds with a smile. We both know Mason is too strongheaded to listen right now.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Right. From now on his access to the family money is revoked."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I hope he doesn't hate us for this."
    

    
      
    

    
      "He’ll be upset, but it's for his own good," I respond.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Do you think we should tell him or maybe let him find out on his own?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Let's wait and see if he notices right away."
      




      Detective
    

    
      
    

    
      What on Earth did Violet find that was so dangerous it caused our mother to threaten her? The question swims through my mind all day. I had no idea, but the mystery of whatever it was had kept me up at night and plagued me during the day. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Maybe it's because it's taboo, but I feel I need to know. An overthinker at the core, I already have a few theories, but that's all they would be until I had solid proof. I have been avoiding excavating our family issues because of everything going on, but maybe this is something that needs to be done whether it’s uncomfortable or not.
    

    
      
    

    
      My gut is telling me that I would’ve found some of the answers I needed in the file dedicated to Violet in my father’s office. It also tells me that my chances of finding it again are slim to none at this point. Everything is most likely hidden in a new spot. I think about asking family members, but there aren't any who would be close enough to know about the file. I will have to either find the file somehow or get the information from one of my parents—both tasks equally difficult.
    

    
      
    

    
      I flip through the pages in my journal again. The newest addition is a list of suspects. So far, there are only three.
    

    
      
    

    
      Suspects
    

    
      1. “Sister” (contact in Violet's phone), female
    

    
      2. Man from the photos
    

    
      3. Unknown Male (B)
    

    
      
    

    
      I debate crossing out the bottom suspect. It made no sense for the stranger that is helping me to be the killer. It's illogical, but I couldn't brush away the fact that they showed up out of nowhere with information.
       
      It was all too coincidental. Why would someone unconnected even care to help me in any way?
    

    
      
    

    
      There is also the question of the other two. I take out my phone and attempt to call the mysterious contact on Violet's phone again. Just like the numerous times before, the line is completely dead, and I figure the phone has been disconnected. It seems like a dead end, but I wasn't ready to rule it out just yet.
    

    
      
    

    
      "So then, number two," I thought aloud. "Secret boyfriend? Jealous ex?" I close the book and consider how hard it will be to 
      convince the store owner to let me review the video surveillance footage from that day.
       They were just a coffee shop owner who probably wouldn’t want to be caught up in any legal mess but I needed to know why Violet met up with that man, who he was, and most importantly why their conversation seemed so aggressive in the pictures.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was apprehensive as I stepped into the town, but my mission is clear: find the store. Fortunately, I am familiar with the area, so that part will be a breeze. I know there weren’t too many coffee shops with an alley across the street, so that made the search even easier.
    

    
      
    

    
      Locating the building is fairly easy. I know the hard part will be convincing a busy storekeeper to take a break from their duties and help me out—a request I thought of as small, but could be grating to a busy business owner. Taking the plunge, I step into the store and immediately am hit with the aroma of coffee. There’s a small line at the counter that I’m grateful for. After making it to the front, the cashier behind the desk greets me briefly and sourly. I smile and try to look as friendly as possible, hoping it will help. She looks at me, clearly unimpressed, as I explain why I’m there.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Sir, if you're going to be here you need to at least purchase something."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Sure. An espresso." I dig in my pocket for cash but come up empty. Instead, I pull out my credit card. "Charge it to this."
    

    
      
    

    
      With her mouth in a thin line, she swipes the card and frowns. "Declined."
    

    
      
    

    
      "What?" I say as she pushes the card back into my palm. "Try it again, I'm sure there’s money.”  Her stare is deadly, but she obliges and swipes the card a second time. It doesn’t go through; I hear her kiss her teeth aggressively.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "Look, today has been pretty rough and you're holding up the line. If you're not buying then you're wasting time." She scrutinizes me and gestures for the next person to be served. Sufficiently embarrassed, I move off of the line. I can’t understand how my card declined when there is money in my account. I’d have to dig into that matter later.
    

    
      I see a server coming towards me and take the chance to ask for their help. She answers with quickness and kindness.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Give me a few minutes and I'll get someone to pull it up for you."
    

    
      
    

    
      I nod my head in agreement before taking a seat in the small booth. As I wait, fifteen minutes pass. Eventually, the door opens and a man clad in a blue jumpsuit enters. The server from earlier greets him warmly and motions for me to join them.
    

    
      
    

    
      "He'll show you.” She sets down a small tray. “What's this about?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "My sister went missing a while back and I think this footage may be able to help me figure out what happened." Her face immediately softens with compassion.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Violet?” She inquires, and I nod in response. “I’ve heard about it on the news. Such a tragedy,” she shakes her head. “It seems like you’re not the only one seeking answers.”
    

    
      
    

    
      "What do you mean?" I ask, my brows already furrowing.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Oh, you're the second person that came around here asking about our security footage."
    

    
      
    

    
      I trail behind the server and the man whose name is Lou as we make our way down the hallway. We enter a small room with a refrigerator, microwave, and TV set. I presume it’s the breakroom. We settle ourselves into the gray chairs arranged in a semicircle, eyes glued to the computer screen Lou has pulled up. He goes into an app and types out a date. 
    

    
      The video of Violet and the strange man soon appears. As I suspected, the two were in an argument. The only new thing I learn is that the man shoves Violet before storming off, and it infuriates me.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Stop the video," I stand.
    

    
      
    

    
      "What?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Have you ever seen this man around here before?" I ask the server. She thinks hard before answering.
    

    
      
    

    
      " I think I served him. He wasn't a regular here, but I do think I remember him visiting a few times."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Did you ever get his name?"
    

    
      
    

    
      I’m met with a half-smile as she says, “No. Sorry.” Her gaze shifts to a distant place, her memories conjuring up the image of the man in question. “But I can remember his face. He was around his late twenties or early thirties, with a thin mustache. I’m sure I’d recognize him if I saw him again. Maybe if he ever makes an appearance again, I can get his name.”
    

    
      
    

    
      "Please."
    

    
      
    

    
      After the conversation, I thank her for her time and head out of the store and back onto the street. I walk for a few minutes, mulling over all the information I’ve gathered. It’s not a lot, but it’s something. I have a face and someone to look out for him. That’s a start. Once I find out who this person is and why he was seen arguing with Violet, I may have answers to what really happened. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The thought of Violet being out there gives me shivers. The hopeful thought is soon destroyed by a more realistic one. What if she never contacted me because she was murdered later on? I recline as I hit a hard shoulder. When the pain subsides and I see who I’ve bumped into, it nearly causes me to go into shock. It’s him. The man from the store—the one from the video.
    

    
       I'm paralyzed as he apologizes and turns on his heel, quickly traveling in the other direction.
      




      Snap
    

    
      
    

    
      My heart races as my mind connects the dots. I catapult into action, trailing him down the street before I remember that I have a voice.  "EXCUSE ME!" I shout after him. When he realizes I’m following him, he stops in his tracks and turns to face me. His face seems emotionless, and I wonder what he’s thinking. I’m not sure why my heart is pounding when I speak. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Do you know someone named Violet? Violet Carter.”
    

    
      
    

    
      A glint of recognition flashes in his cold eyes as he speaks, "Violet Carter? Of course I know her. How could I forget?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Were you her boyfriend?" I ask, hoping for some clarity about his involvement in Violet’s life.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Boyfriend!" he scoffs, clearly offended at the notion. "I would never … Why are you asking?” he suddenly aims his frustration at me.
    

    
      
    

    
      I can see the anger in his eyes, and I’m unsure of how to answer. I take a deep breath and try to formulate a response. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to offend you,” I start to explain, “I'm just trying to figure out what happened to her."
    

    
      
    

    
      "She got what she deserved," he snaps. His eyes narrow and he steps closer, looming over me. There is something dangerous in his gaze, but it fails to faze me. I'm too busy being insulted by his words.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Whatever 
      happened
       to her was tragic. She didn't deserve it. She was a good person; the best I knew."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Then you clearly don't associate with good people," he spits, before his face flashes with realization. "Wait, you're Violet's brother!" It was more of an accusation than an acknowledgment.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I am. Now, what the hell were you doing with Violet outside of the coffee shop? I saw you shove her."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Your family ruined mine. Ruined me! "
    

    
      
    

    
      "What are you talking about?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Your sister knows how messed up your family is. She tried to make amends, but I can't forgive what your family did to me—never!" Tears well in his eyes before he swings at me. I manage to dodge it narrowly.
    

    
      
    

    
      "So you killed her!?" I swing back at him wildly. We go back and forth, fighting for a while before he pulls back.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Are you seriously accusing me of being a murderer? As bad as I wanted to hurt her, I couldn't stoop to that level. I'm not a killer." He’s heaving as he speaks. The hurt in his eyes was evident, which left me confused. Is this what my family does? Leave strings of broken spirits in their wake? For a moment, I understand him. His pain, his anger, and his hurt. It resonates so strongly that it scares me. He backs away, head bowed and shoulders slumped.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Look, I don't know you, but don't turn out like your parents. The world doesn't need any more menaces.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      I want to ask more questions but I know the answers are already staring me in the face. The truth is unraveling and I don’t want to accept it. I can’t. It hurts to think that my parents’ actions could have caused Violet to be targeted. Still, I want to know for sure.
    

    
      
    

    
      "What happened to you?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Don Carter. He murdered my family." His hands are balled at the sides. "I still don't understand why, but maybe you can ask him that." He walks off after this remark.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’m running behind him, wanting to know more. That’s when I’m suddenly staring at a piece of metal and a trigger. He points the gun at me and I freeze. I’m so frightened that I feel like my feet are cemented to the ground. His hands are right against my head, but they’re shaking, a sign that he’s fighting internally. When an audible click sounds off, I’m almost certain I’ve been shot. I close my eyes and wait. The metal is slowly removed, and I open my eyes in time to see him step back and lower the gun.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Run." he says, his voice barely above a whisper. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It takes me a moment to register his word before I turn and run as fast as I can. I don't stop until I'm home, safe in my own bedroom. There are lots of things I want to do and say but being so close to death has me crippled. 
      My parents are murderers.
       The man's words echo in my head. How can my parents stand to be the person behind the gun? To take away life so easily.
    

    
      All at once, I understand why Violet and my mother had an argument. I even understand why Violet would want to run away. The only thing I couldn’t understand was why she felt she couldn't at least reach out to me once. I may have been a drunk then, but I have a moral compass. A moral compass that is now spinning out of control. What would my next move be?
    

    
      
    

    
      I’ve spent so long looking for answers and now that they were coming, it feels overwhelming. I lay back on my bed, unable to rest. I hope I can come out of this with my sanity intact. There could be a list of people with reasons to hurt Violet. If she was going around trying to talk to the families of people crossed by my father, who’s to say that one of them didn’t kill her? The daughter of a cold-blooded killer was a good ransom for payback. I took out my journal and started to write notes in it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Facts
    

    
      	
        Violet faked her kidnapping. She was alive after her supposed body was found.
      

      	
        She found out about our parents' criminal activity and confronted them.
      

      	
        She was meeting up with people who had dealings with our father.
      

    

    
      
    

    
      As I wrote, an idea came to my head. I needed to get my father's files. They most likely have the names of every person he’s dealt with for the last few years. Even if I could only gather names, it would help. There’s a high chance that one of them could be Violet’s killer, or know them.
      




      A Plan
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      After spending a considerable part of my night creating a plan to infiltrate my father's office, I am finally confident I can get in and out undetected. For my plan to work, I have to be clever. I can't let my parents know that anything is up. I'd probably have to play normal, at least by their standards for a while—which is a little scary considering their blood-stained reality.
    

    
      
    

    
      Despite my personal feelings, I act as if nothing is wrong for the next few days. I have this bubbling feeling that I will finally find something major. Still, I keep my feelings intact. Sometimes my optimism caused me to believe that I was invincible and nothing could stand in my way. That way of thinking has to be eradicated. From now on, I have to be realistic and plan.
    

    
      
    

    
      The sunlight from outside warms my face and I watch as my mother exits the house. I know she's headed to the store, which means the first part of my plan is now in effect—distracting my father. It would be doable since he often underestimates my thinking capacity. I'd use that to my advantage.
    

    
      
    

    
      Like clockwork, the minute my mother's car left the yard my father pulled into the driveway. This is their routine every Friday. I wait until my dad goes into his office and settles before I barge out of my room to confront him. I approach the office quietly but slam the door open.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Why is my credit card frozen?" I question. He looks up from his computer swiftly, obviously caught off guard by my sudden outburst. Both confusion and annoyance are plastered across his face.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Not now. I have an important meeting tonight and don't need any added stress." His words are flat and cold as usual, but they seem to have an added layer to them now. Pushing myself internally, I take those words as a cue for my fake outrage.
    

    
      
    

    
      "You think this is stressful? This is my life, my money, and you won't even talk to me about it!" I put on a face of disbelief and push the meaningless conversation further in a rant. His face quivers with annoyance, then pity, the kind you give to someone who doesn't understand the real world.
    

    
      
    

    
      I know his breaking point is just around the corner. When it finally comes, he pushes his chair out from under his desk and grabs his laptop, all in one clean sweep. I'm right on his heels, conveniently making sure he doesn't think about anything other than leaving the house. I march alongside him out of the house and to his car.  He starts it, turns up the radio volume, and drives off, most likely to his office. I don't care where he goes as long as it is ten minutes away.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once he is out of sight, I bolt back into the house. This is the only time I will be able to act. My mother won't be back for about another hour but there is no telling how long my father will be gone. The minute I make it back through his office doors, I begin searching through the shelves and drawers. The files are not where he left them the last time I was in here. No surprise there. I continue foraging until I make it to his closet where there is an old-school safe inside. Judging by its shiny exterior it's most likely new—and it's to keep me out of his affairs. My fingers quickly become busy trying several combinations, every last one proving to be fruitless. I even tried Violet's birthday. No luck. I step back, thinking hard when I come up with one more possibility. The day Violet went missing. I enter the numbers in, day first followed by month and year. The door swings open and my chest slams with anticipation of what I will find. Inside the safe is a myriad of documents and folders. I search intently for Violet's folder, but I cannot find it. I want to scream but I refrain. Instead, I go through some of the latest folders, gathering a list of names and contacts. I'm about five names in when a light suddenly floods the closet and my father's furious face looks down at me.
    

    
      
    

    
      He doesn't say a word; he just looks at me with a mix of disappointment and anger. I can feel the heat of his gaze and I instantly go into defense mode, but deep down I know it’s to no avail. I’m too deep in to get out of this one.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Did you find what you were looking for?” His words are like a knife, slicing through my defenses. Knowing what he is capable of doing has me on edge a little, but I try not to waiver. I'm not the one committing crimes.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I don't know. I found out my father is mixed in with a lot of illegal activity. I can't say I'm surprised." His anger subsides into guilt. It's the complete opposite of his usually prideful demeanor. It makes me want to let him off the hook, but I can't. Who knows how many lives he's ended? Even if he is my father and I want to see the best in him, his behavior is inexcusable. However, maybe his guilt will drive him to finally help me.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I need a list of names. People who Violet could have reached out to. Aren't you the least bit curious that one of them could be the killer?" I ask.
    

    
      
    

    
      "No." His answers comes dry and quick.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Right. You don't care either way." I can't even bring myself to storm off. He nor my mother will ever tell me the truth. I'm not sure if it's out of fear for my life or because they want to save their skins from jail time. It is becoming exceedingly obvious that if I want answers, I will have to take matters into my own hands. A rabbit hole filled with danger and lies waits ahead for me to plunge into it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Am I ready? 
    

    
      
    

    
      The question wasn't important. I know I'll have to be. I am no longer in a world where I can rely on luck. I am navigating a calculated world and I'm out of my element. I couldn't be a hothead or impulsive. Not when death is constantly shadowing me, waiting to pounce.
    

    
      
    

    
      I look at my father. He doesn't appear in the same light to me anymore. It's almost ironic how he and my mother would get on me for all the little problems I had when theirs were so much bigger in comparison.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I gave you and Mom the benefit of the doubt, but you're set in your ways and so am I. It doesn't matter if you won't tell me. I'll get the truth for myself."
    

    
      
    

    
      He paces a few steps, his mind no doubt turning with words. "Mason, the truth isn't always black and white. It's messy."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I know better than anyone how to survive in a mess. I've lived with murderers for this long." I can tell my words sting. Good. Maybe he would feel a portion of what I felt. I disappear from his office and head for the front door. He doesn't follow me out but looks down at me from his office. With my hand on the knob, I finally understand my next step from here.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m moving out.”
      




      The start of something new
    

    
      
    

    
      So much for no more rash decisions. 
    

    
      
    

    
      At the time, moving out seemed like the only logical thing to do, but in hindsight, I probably would have learned more staying with my murderous parents. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I heaved a large box out of the house and into a moving van. I had never realized how many possessions I owned. Involuntarily, I thought about how most of it was probably bought with blood money. The thought made my mouth sour, but I kept packing, sifting out the meaningful things from the worthless junk.
    

    
      
    

    
      My father is standing in the living room, his mouth in a frown. His eyes are narrowed as he watches me struggle with my belongings. Even if I change my mind, he would never let me back. It's just the type of person he is. He believes that once you burn a bridge it can't be repaired. My mother is the exact same way, although I wonder if she would retract that way of thinking for her son.
    

    
      
    

    
      I decide to move when my mother isn’t at home. I don’t need her constant questioning. To her, the only way of life is through my father’s ideals and guidelines. I love her, but I can’t live like that anymore. I can’t follow a path that I don’t understand or agree with. Since she hasn’t confronted me, I can concur that my father hasn’t spoken to her about our heated conversation. It’s a small favor I’m grateful for, but it won't last forever.  I know once she finds out she'll be furious. It's basically her only emotion. But I can't worry about that right now. I need to focus on the future.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once the last of my things are loaded into the van, I take one look back at the house.
    

    
      
    

    
      My father's standing at the front door, watching me leave. We share a brief glance and his expression goes from scowling to blank.  I climb into the truck and the driver revs the engine. As I drive away I can't help but think I'm leaving this life behind. The one filled with my childhood inexperience and oblivion. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I struggle with the idea of taking up my friend Rodger’s generous offer of letting me stay with him until I am back on my own. What if I drag him into my mess and he gets hurt? I would be no different from my father, destroying lives as I go on, even if it is indirectly. The alternative however is equally terrifying to me, but at least my conscience would be clear. I could become homeless. As the moving van comes to a halt at Rodger's house, I see him waiting and I'm relieved he was so stubborn about me living with him. People like Rodger are rare. I know I'll have to do everything in my power to keep him safe and out of my messy life.
    

    
      
    

    
      Several hours later, I settled into my room at Rodger's. All of the letters I've received from the person named 
      B
       are sprawled across my bed. I’m left to question if there will be any letters sent to me while I’m away. I’m certain that if my mother was to receive them, she’d hold them ransom until I’m back.
    

    
      
    

    
      BZZZZZ
    

    
      
    

    
      My phone vibrates and I hesitate to look at the screen.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      "Hello, Mother."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason Carter, what on earth are you doing?  You wait until I'm gone to decide you're moving out?" She is barking into the phone so loudly I hold it about three inches from my ears. I can hear her walking around and I'm sure she's slamming things in the house now.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I thought it would be easier. I knew you'd react exactly like this." She goes quiet and her breaths are ragged. "I'll visit sometimes if Dad lets me back onto the property."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, you are always welcomed back here," her voice softens, "You're all we have now." the tone of her voice unexpectedly pricks my heart.
    

    
      
    

    
      "I know. But right now I'm dealing with a lot and I have to do it on my own."
    

    
      
    

    
      She doesn't respond to that but instead questions me. "When are you coming back?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Soon. I'm getting settled. Maybe in a few days I'll make it back out there."
    

    
      
    

    
      "A few days? Mason, how far out did you move?" Her voice is anxious. It makes me wonder if anyone from their past lives around this area. Particularly anyone who has a reason to hate them.
    

    
      
    

    
      "About an hour."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I see. Just keep yourself safe." Her words ring as more of a warning than I'd like.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Can you do me a favor?" my voice drags the sentence out.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Of course."
    

    
      
    

    
      "If any more letters come for me, can you keep them for me?"
    

    
      
    

    
      "Sure." The conversation slows to a lull. The line is quiet for a while before she speaks again. "I love you."
    

    
      
    

    
      "I love you too, Mom."
    

    
      
    

    
      Click
      .
    

    
      
    

    
      Keep myself safe
      . I sigh and walk into the living room. Rodger is eating a slice of pizza and watching a movie.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Do you have a lot of neighbors come by?" I ask as I sit on the couch next to him. He slides his pizza box over to me before answering.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Well, I don't have many neighbors to begin with but the ones that come by don't stay too long," he answers. "Most people come and go on this side of town, always searching for something else, I guess. Maybe it's too slow for them."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Maybe." But it's perfect for those looking to lay low.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      After our unhealthy dinner, I step outside to familiarize myself a little with my surroundings. The fact that it's night doesn't help much, but the little light available illuminates the area, giving me a general idea.
    

    
      
    

    
      A few days later, I prepare myself for my first visit back home since moving. When I arrive, I can tell my mother is happy to have me back, but I'm not so sure about my father. He spends most of my visit in his office locked away.
       
      The only time he faces me is at dinner, and it's uncomfortable. His movements are stiff and his mind is clearly elsewhere. It bothers me somewhat that he's not more supportive, but I tell myself he's just nervous about me moving out and it helps me get through dinner without an outburst.
    

    
      
    

    
      "Mason, I almost forgot to tell you." My mother stands and makes her way over to the kitchen. I hear her going through the drawers before returning with an envelope. "Your pen pal left a letter again. I was tempted to read it, but I didn't."
    

    
      
    

    
      "Yeah, only Mason snoops in other people's affairs,” I hear my father grumble.
    

    
      
    

    
       I ignore it and take the letter from her. I try not to let the excitement spill out in my reaction as I fold it and stick it in my pocket. After dinner, I race to the bathroom where I can read it in peace. It is longer than any of the other cryptic messages I've received.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I have good news, bad news, and terrible news. I finally know where to get your answers. All of them. It starts with going back to your hometown. The bad news is the truth is connected to a notoriously evil family called the Beauford's. What happened to Violet is a part of something that started a while ago. The terrible news is that I can confirm she really is dead, and it happened long after "her body" was found.
    

    
      
    

    
      Mason, I'm afraid pursuing this family and the truth could cost you your life. Still, it's your decision to make, but don't say I didn't warn you. 
      -
      B
      





    
    
      It’s NOT over yet..
    

    
      
    

    
      Theres a second book! [
      
        Click HERE to start reading “THE NOTE” book 2 in the Violet Carter series Today!
      
      ]
    

    
      
    

    
      Book 2 Description
    

    
      
    

    
      Mason Carter is back and can't seem to stay out of trouble.
    

    
      
    

    
      Driven by his need to get justice for his sister—and a mysterious ally— Mason makes the choice to go back to the root of everything. In the process, he rehashes old wounds caused by his family and makes a few new ones.
    

    
      Even after learning the depth of danger he could be walking into, Mason has to willingly throw himself into the mystery of his hometown's past in order to get his answers.
    

    
      As luck would have it, he finds himself face-to-face with a member of the most notorious family in town.
    

    
      What damage will come from this encounter? Will Mason finally get justice or will the secrets of the town consume him?
    

    
      Join our trouble magnet in this small-town thriller, where everyone has a story and no one can be trusted.
    

    
      
    

    
      Don’t Miss Mason’s journey to his small town as he searches to uncover what really happened that fateful night. 
      
        CLICK HERE today and continue.
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      B.P Stevens lives in Ontario Canada and enjoys writing mystery thriller books. He has always enjoyed reading books. Whether it be as a teenager reading for hours on end or now as a father reading to his children. From his home in Ontario, he just can't seem to stop writing books and that's okay with us!
    

    
      If you would like to join Stevens's email newsletter and get his exclusive 
      FREE
       book “The Bleeding Carpets”.
    

    
      Find him at Amazon
    

    
      
        https://www.amazon.com/author/b.pstevensamazon
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        bpstevens.author@gmail.com
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        https://www.facebook.com/BP-Stevens-110649618353057 
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      Sign up to my mailing list to receive this FREE exclusive copy of (Bleeding Carpets) as well as to be notified on any new releases, contents, cover reveals, giveaways and so much more. 
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        Get my free book here!
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      P.s 
       It means a lot to me that you bought my book. Writing is my love and passion and I look forward to YOUR feedback. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      If you liked this book, I’d like to ask for a small favour. Would you be so kind to leave a review on Amazon? It’d be very much appreciated!
    

    
      
    

    
      From your friend, B.P Stevens 
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