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“Two months before the accident,” Trevor Stone said and picked up the
photo for a moment. He looked at it, and the lower half of his ruined face
spasmed into what I assumed was a smile. He placed it back on the desk, looked
at us as we took the seats in front of him. “Do either of you know a private
detective by the name of Jay Becker?”

“We know Jay,” | said.
“Works for Hamlyn and Kohl Investigations,” Angie said. “Correct. Your
opinion of him?”
“Professionally?”
Trevor Stone shrugged.
“He’s very good at his job,” Angie said. “Hamlyn and Kohl
only hire the best.”

He nodded. “I understand they offered to buy the two of you out a few years
ago if you'd come to work for them.” “Where do you get this stuff?” I said.
“It’s true, isn’t it?”
I nodded.
“And it was a rather handsome offer from what I understand. Why did you
refuse?”

“Mr. Stone,” Angie said, “in case you haven't noticed, we're not the power
suits and boardroom type.”
“But Jay Becker is?”



