


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Cold Midnight Online

                Authors: Joyce Lamb

                    

    
    Cold Midnight

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	26
	...
	41
	»

        

                
            
Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Acknowledgements

 

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Chapter 49

Chapter 50

Chapter 51

Chapter 52

Chapter 53

Chapter 54

Chapter 55

Chapter 56

Chapter 57

Chapter 58

Chapter 59 - SIX MONTHS LATER

 

Praise for the novels of Joyce Lamb

FOUND WANTING
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“Page-turning suspense and a rewarding romance make for a riveting read.”—
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“Captures readers’ interest from the opening pages.”
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“Lamb is back with another tale of murder, treachery and intrigue . . . Makes for good suspense reading.”
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“Intricate, transfixing and very intense, this is one thriller that will keep you on the edge of your seat. Author Joyce Lamb makes an excellent debut with this true page-turner.” —
Romantic Times
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For Mom.
You’re the absolute best.
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1

KENDALL FALLS POLICE DETECTIVE CHASE MANNING
steered his SUV into the muddy parking lot of the construction site for McKays’ Tennis Center. He would have preferred to avoid this case like a bad sunburn, but he couldn’t
not
respond when it involved Kylie McKay, the woman he loved more than life before she walked out on him. As if Mother Nature shared his mood, lightning flashed against the backdrop of ominous dark clouds on the horizon.

Shoving bad memories out of his brain, he stepped out of the truck to the low rumble of distant thunder. His partner, Sam Hawkins, was talking to a group of four or five construction workers near a mobile home, so Chase headed in that direction.

The construction site was in the beginning stages of development. Freshly felled trees dotted the sandy dirt landscape. Two yellow, mud-caked earthmovers sat silent, as did a huge dump truck filled with tree branches and other debris. A chain-link fence with intermittent KEEP OUT signs surrounded it all.

His stride faltered when he saw her talking to another construction worker. She nodded at the man, her eyes shielded  by sunglasses and her mouth set in a grim line. In red shorts, a white tank top and sneakers, and her long dark hair caught in a ponytail that shed curls around her face, she still looked every bit the professional tennis player: lithe, tan and toned.

His gaze locked momentarily on the black knee brace that extended from midcalf to midthigh, a harsh reminder of the violent and bloody assault that tore them apart ten years ago.

When dark rage boiled up inside him, he clenched one fist and looked away to see Sam striding toward him. His partner of five years looked rock solid as always, biceps and thighs bulging in a navy polo shirt and khaki slacks. A prematurely gray crew cut topped his heavy brow, making him look dangerous. Very few people messed with Sam.

“What have we got?” Chase asked.

“Maybe it’s best if you let me handle this one.”

“What have we got?” Chase repeated, his voice hard.

Sam hooked his thumbs in his belt and rolled his massive shoulders. “Construction worker found a bat.”

“As in baseball bat?”

“Kylie ID’d it as the one used to take out her knee.”

Chase couldn’t respond for a moment. Holy shit. Holy
shit
. Unable to stop himself, he glanced in her direction. She’d just looked upon the weapon that two unknown assailants had used to shatter her dreams, and yet she chatted with the construction worker as if they discussed nothing more major than the impending storm. Her calm facade eerily mirrored the aftermath of the brutal attack, he realized. But she’d been in shock then, pale and hollow-eyed, disoriented from pain medication and spinning from endless talk of surgeries and physical rehabilitation . . . and no more competitive tennis.

“Chase.”

He blinked and looked at his partner. “What?”

“You sure about this? I can take it from here, you know.”

“Like hell. This case has been cold for ten years.”

“Yeah, I know, and you’ve been itching for a reason to  open it back up, and now you’ve got it. But there’s a major conflict of interest here.”

“I’ll be fine, Sam. Kylie and I have been over for a long time.”

“That was easier to buy when she lived on the other side of the country. She’s back now, and you’ve been wound way too tight ever since.”

“That’s bullshit—”

“Just let me handle it, Chase.”

Chase started to knead the back of his neck, where tension always settled into a giant, throbbing knot. Sam was right. He couldn’t possibly be objective on this. Not when the mere act of looking at her stirred up a maelstrom of contradictory emotions. Anger. Grief. Anger. Resentment. Loss. Christ, the anger, after all this time. “Fine. We’ll play it by ear.”

Sam rolled his eyes at the vague surrender but said nothing as they walked over to Kylie, where Sam extended his hand. “Hello, Miss McKay. Detective Sam Hawkins, Kendall Falls Police.”

She clasped his hand and gave him a perfunctory nod. “Detective.”

Sam gestured toward Chase. “You know my partner.”

She glanced at him, her eyes unreadable behind the sunglasses. “Chase,” she said, both her tone and expression neutral.

“Kylie.”

So incredibly poised, cold even, as if meeting a competitor before a career-changing match. Coach Daddy had trained her well.

She gestured to the construction worker beside her, a balding man with a deep tan and a small gut pooching out over the waistband of his faded jeans. “This is the foreman,” Kylie said. “Robert Arnold.”
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