


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Hear No Evil Online

                Authors: Bethany Campbell

                    

    
    Hear No Evil

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	23
	...
	36
	»

        

                
            
“Jessie hasn’t got caller ID on that phone,” Owen said. “I’ll get it. And put a recording device on it. In the hope that Mimi—if it’s her—calls again. I’ve already called about a security system.”

“I don’t need your help,” she countered. “I can take care of myself—I always have.”

“I promised your grandmother,” he repeated.

Then he startled her by reaching out and gently straightening the collar of her blouse, his fingers lingering as if he was reluctant to do such a thing, and even more reluctant not to.

Eden’s breath stopped, seemingly stuck in her throat, and warning rippled her nerves. But she did not tell him not to touch her, and she did not move away from him.

She gazed up into his unwavering blue eyes and realized,
Damn, he wants me. And I want him. This is a complication I don’t need. Damn. Damn. Damn
.
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To Dan, with love, as always


Contents
Cover

Other Books by This Author

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Epigraph


Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-one

About the Author


If you can look into the seeds of time
And say which grain will grow and which will not
,
Speak then to me
.

—S
HAKESPEARE


ONE
T
HE
M
IAMI AIRPORT, SHE’D ALWAYS THOUGHT, LOOKED AS
if it had been designed by Alfred Hitchcock.

It was full of eerie angles and curves that led the eyes astray and set emotions on knifelike edge.

She had always thought so, and to remember it now, doing what she must, seemed both frivolous and macabre.

The hell with it
, she told herself silently.
You wanted to do this. You said you could do this
.

Taking a deep breath, she hoisted the shoulder strap of her leather duffel into place and walked more quickly.

She was a slim woman, wearing no makeup, and her most striking feature was her brown hair, straight and gleaming, cut to shoulder length. Behind slightly tinted glasses, her eyes were brown and serious. She wore baggy
silk slacks of navy blue and a lightweight tan jacket. She glanced at her watch. It was twenty-five minutes until noon.

Her destination, the Nassau-Air baggage check-in counter, was located in one of the airport’s more peculiar corners, and she had nearly reached it.

She turned right and was startled, as always, at how abruptly this lobby loomed into view. Instead of offering an air of spaciousness, it seemed choked and awry.

Directly in her path stood a dark metal structure the size and shape of a burial vault. It was a large vending machine, set at a skewed angle, and it blocked her path.

Beyond the vaultlike machine, a strip of restaurants and bars, bright with neon, veered down a corridor to the left. To the right zagged a long row of check-in counters with names like Gulfstream, Paradise Island Airways, AeroJamaica.

She headed for the farthest cubicle, with its blue and orange Nassau-Air logo. Her heart pounded, but her stride was steady and her hands did not shake. She had taken four milligrams of Xanax, which was eight times her normal dose. She felt at once an intense fear and a godlike detachment.

Drace said there was the possibility that the bomb could go off accidentally at any time; she tried not to think of this. It was like looking down from a dangerous height and paralyzing oneself with terror.

What if it goes off?
she thought bitterly.
My troubles would be over, wouldn’t they?

Yes. But the job would not be done. Do the job
.

The round-faced Hispanic man at the Nassau-Air counter spoke poor English, seemed bored, and as he checked her passport, his stomach gave a loud growl.

“Anna Granger,” her passport said, “Duluth, Minnesota.”
The photograph showed her unsmiling, her glasses sitting crookedly on her nose.

Her name was not Anna Granger nor had she ever been in Duluth, Minnesota. Drace had arranged for the passport. Drace had arranged everything. She tried not to think of what was in the leather duffel as the clerk tagged it. She tried not to wince as he threw it unceremoniously on the floor behind him.

I could die right now
, she thought.
So could he. I won’t think about it. La, la, la
.

“The plane’s on time?” she asked, nodding at the flight announcement board.

Nassau-Air Flight 217 was to depart at one-thirty. More than an hour away.

“Won’t be boarding till one-twenty,” he said, hardly glancing up from his computer screen. He squinted at it with a scholarly air, then, at last, handed her a boarding pass. “All set.”

“I’ve got time to grab a bite of lunch?” she asked brightly.

“What?” He frowned.

“I have time?” she asked. “To go to a restaurant?”

“Oh, yes,” he said. To her ears, it sounded as if he said “Oh, jes.”

Don’t talk any more than you have to
, Drace had warned, so she smiled stiffly, adjusted the strap of her oversized handbag, and turned from the counter.

Her knees felt weak and insubstantial, like two bubbles floating beneath her, magically bearing her away. Her head was light, her stomach hollow.

“
You’re sure you can do this?
” Drace had asked. She had seen something like reluctance in his beautiful blue eyes. She’d seen doubt.

“
Yes
,” she’d said. “
I’m sure
.”

Now she made her way to the nearest women’s rest room. She was grateful to see no maintenance woman. She locked herself into the toilet stall farthest from the entrance and hung her big handbag on the hook inside the door. She took off her glasses, put them inside the purse, and took out the case for her contact lenses.

She removed one colored lens, then the other. “Don’t it make my brown eyes blue,” she said under her breath.

She snapped the case shut, put it away. As she pulled off the brown wig, she thought of flushing it down the toilet.

But no, Drace had told her not to get rid of anything in Miami. She thrust the wig into a plastic bag and stowed it, too, in the handbag. From the coin purse in her wallet, she took a ring and put it on the third finger of her left hand. It was silver, set with a small greenish turquoise.

She drew out her makeup kit and did her face. She’d always been skilled at makeup, and the transformation took barely five minutes. Foundation, eyebrow pencil, eyeliner, mascara, powder, blusher, lipstick. She worked using only her compact mirror, but her movements were quick and sure.

She pulled off the shapeless silk slacks and tucked them too into the bag. Beneath them she’d worn sky-blue leggings, skintight. She slipped off her tan jacket, turned it inside out, and put it on again. It was now sky-blue and matched the leggings.

She zipped shut the handbag, slid its strap over her shoulder, and opened the door of the stall. She moved to the bank of sinks and washed her hands, examining her image in the mirror. She was a short-haired blonde now, with a Dutch bob and eyes as blue as her jacket.

She studied her makeup critically, the subtle blue eye shadow, the glossy red of her lips. Not perfect, but it would do. She ran a brush through her hair.

When she left the rest room, she headed for the moving walkways that sped passengers from one concourse to another. She traveled until she reached the concourse farthest from Nassau-Air. She went through the security check and quickly made her way to Gate E16.

She arrived at E16 with time to spare and checked in for Flight 458 to Dallas. “Boarding in about thirty-five minutes,” said the dark man at the desk.

She nodded. She walked to the nearest pay phone and dialed the Nassau-Air desk. “Is Flight 217 on time?”

“Is right on schedule,” said the Hispanic clerk, still sounding bored.

She hung up, went into a neighboring shop, and bought a copy of
Vogue
magazine. She’d once loved
Vogue
and wondered if it would give comfort to her now.

She returned to her gate and sat in one of the plastic chairs. She drew her gold pillbox from her handbag. She took out two more tablets of Xanax and swallowed them dry, not bothering to find a water fountain. She pretended to read the magazine, and she waited.

Five minutes before boarding time, she rose and phoned the Nassau-Air desk again, asking if Flight 217 was still on schedule. The clerk said yes. Again it sounded to her as if he said “Jes.”

She returned to her departure gate just as the public-address system announced that the Dallas flight was boarding. She waited until her seat row was announced, then made her way through the boarding corridor with a deceptively light step.

She was traveling coach class and found her seat on the aisle, next to a priest with a clerical collar. The priest
gave her a start, and she wondered if his presence was some sort of omen. He looked into her eyes as if it were.

I’m beyond omens
, she thought fatalistically. She nodded to him as she sat.
La, la, la
.

The priest was a heavy man with thin hair and a nose full of broken veins. He held a rosary in one hand. “God has to be my copilot. I don’t do well flying on my own.”
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