She looked over at Thornfield. He was standing in front of the south wall, its floor-to-ceiling bookcase (also white, custom built, with an antique brass ladder to reach the higher shelves) packed with tomes of every kind, his eyes scanning the titles. At eyelevel, in pride of place, were first-edition hardback copies of Lily’s forty-nine novels, arranged in chronological order: Bitter Revenge, The Haunting of Elside Manor, Mantova’s Secret, Mystery at Castle Rock, Rendezvous Under the Moon …
Thornfield’s voice broke the silence. “When you see them all in a row like this, they look kind of …” He paused, searching for the right word.
Lily let out a chortle but Greene was not amused. He flashed a warning look at Thornfield then turned back to the agent. “She’s in a safe place, Mr. Martin,” Greene said, his words deliberately opaque, “but there was some trouble here last night. Can you please tell me about your movements yesterday.”


