
In this section, against her attorney’s instructions, Cara Wainwright has 
arranged to meet Detective David Morris at the hospital where her terminally ill 
mother is a patient. Newspaper coverage speculating about her murdered friends and 
Cara’s role in their death prompted her to give him a different perspective on all of 
them. Through his investigation into Cara’s life and personality, David is already 
fighting his attraction to her. He doesn’t know if she’s the murderer, a co-conspirator—
or innocent. 

 
Before Morris could ask [Caroline] to explain the “error in judgment” or prod her 

about Reese’s drugs, she said, “There may be another possibility.” 
“Oh?” His attention immediately sharpened. They’d already covered his primary 

motives. 
Her fingers drummed the table. “As far as I know, no one hates me. My family has 

money, but most of it’s tied up in Cypher. The company’s never been an active target 
before.” 

“Is something different this time? Have there been threats?” 
“I’m not aware of any.” 
She was hedging. “Anything from a disgruntled employee?” 
“It’s just a feeling. That something’s going on. With the company.” 
He found himself in the uncomfortable position of pulling a Pennell. He couldn’t 

take her instincts to court. He needed something solid. “You aren’t involved in the 
company?” 

Caroline shook her head. He tried to focus on the subtext of her words rather than 
her perfume and the way her chest rose and fell sharply when she tried not to cry. 

“It was a mutual decision. I enjoy my work with Robeshaw Advertising. I called 
Crystal earlier today. She said the police were there. Was that you?” 

He wasn’t going to let her off that easily. “I could talk to your father about threats 
to the company.” 

Her body language said, Good luck with that one. 
The corner of his mouth twitched. “Already tried that, huh?” 
“He’s big on Need to Know.” 
“What about you?” He tried to say it neutrally. He didn’t want to be attracted to 

her, but he wasn’t looking forward to hearing about her love life either. 
“Me? I’ve already told you, nobody’s threatened me.” 
“This could be directed at you personally rather than your family. Maybe an old 

boyfriend?” 
She recoiled as if he’d slapped her. “Bill would never—” 
“If it is directed at you,” he interrupted, “the guy could try again. We need to 

consider the possibility.” 
For a long moment, she stared at him. Then she released a slow breath and relaxed 

her shoulders. “You can take my old boyfriends off your suspect list.” A wry expression 



twitched her mouth. “I can think of one guy who broke my heart back in college, but I 
didn’t exactly leave a trail of crushed men in my wake.” 

Don’t sell yourself short. 
 
 


