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Against All Odds  
(Daphne du Maurier Award; RT Book Reviews Reviewers’ Choice Award)

“A wonderful array of believable characters, action, and suspense 
that will keep readers glued to each page. Hannon’s extraordinary 
writing, vivid scenes, and surprise ending come together for a not-
to-be-missed reading experience.”

4½ stars Top Pick, RT Book Reviews

“I found someone who writes romantic suspense better than I do.”
Dee Henderson, author, the O’Malley Family series

“Hannon delivers big time in this novel. The intercontinental 
suspense plot combines flawlessly with a fantastic romance that 
sizzles.”

Book of the Month, The Suspense Zone

An Eye for an Eye  
(RITA Award finalist)

“RITA–Award-winner Hannon’s latest superbly written addition 
to her Heroes of Quantico series neatly delivers all the thrills and 
chills of Suzanne Brockmann’s Team Sixteen series with the subtly 
incorporated faith elements found in Dee Henderson’s books.”

Booklist

“Characters that are engrossing, a plot filled with unexpected 
twists, and a love story that will melt your heart. The only down-
side to this terrific novel is that you won’t want to put it down.”

4½ stars Top Pick, RT Book Reviews

“An explosive start, followed by brilliant pacing through the rest of 
the story and the perfect balance of suspense, action, and romance.”

Relz Reviewz

In Harm’s Way  
(RITA Award)

“A fine-tuned suspense tale. RITA–Award-winner Hannon is a 
master at character development.”
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“Fast-paced crime drama with an aside of romance . . . and an 
ever-climactic mystery. Hannon’s tale is engagingly sure-footed.”

Publishers Weekly

“In Harm’s Way kept me turning pages as it raced from one twist 
to another. This book will be a hit with Irene Hannon fans!”

Susan May Warren, RITA Award winner

Guardians of Justice series 
 

Fatal Judgment

“Hannon’s ability to write scenes that cause readers to feel uneasy 
and to second-guess their safety always makes her stories page-
turners.”

RT Book Reviews

“Bestselling author Irene Hannon weaves a wonderful story full 
of suspense and romance. She captures your attention at page one 
and doesn’t let it go until long after you’ve finished the book!”

Suspense Magazine

“Fatal Judgment has all the things I love in a romantic suspense. 
A strong heroine, and a good man, and a tragedy she might not 
survive. Irene Hannon is a name I love to find, and Fatal Judgment 
is her storytelling at its best.”

Dee Henderson

Deadly Pursuit

“Compelling characters and an emotionally engaging plot powered 
by a surfeit of nail-biting suspense.”

Top 10 Inspirational Fiction 2011, Booklist

“Full of action, suspense, and just the right amount of romance.”
RT Book Reviews

“The strong character development and suspenseful story line here 
will win over readers of Lynette Eason, Dee Henderson, and Terri 
Blackstock.”

Library Journal

“An exceptional novel of romantic suspense.”
Omnimysterynews.com
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9

Prologue

Vincentio Rossi lifted his glass of ten-year-old Lombardi 
Brunello di Montalcino, closed his eyes, and sniffed the com-
plex bouquet of the ruby red wine.

Perfect.
Then again, at a hundred bucks a bottle, it should be.
But the cost was of no consequence. After twenty-eight 

years of forced abstinence, he didn’t scrimp on his pleasures. 
At seventy-four, plagued by high blood pressure and off-the-
scale cholesterol, he intended to make every minute count. 
Who knew how many years—or months—he had left?

Taking a small sip, Vincentio let the peppery flavor linger on 
his tongue, savoring the hint of wild mushrooms and truffles 
as he gazed out the window of Romano’s onto the familiar 
Buffalo street scene. The private table he’d occupied every 
weekday for the past three years suited him, allowing him to 
observe without being observed.

But he didn’t like dining alone. Isabella should be sitting 
in the empty chair across from him. Romano’s had been their 
place, and during all the years they’d spent apart, he’d looked 
forward to sharing it with her again. But none of his connec-
tions, none of his money, had been able to stop the insidious 
cancer that had taken her life five years ago.
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Worst of all, he hadn’t been there at the end, to hold her 
hand and say good-bye.

Vincentio tipped the glass against his lips and took a long 
swallow of the earthy wine. Wishing he could rewind the clock. 
Wishing he could return with her to the hills of Sicily where 
they’d spent their honeymoon.

Wishing he hadn’t made the fatal mistake that had cost 
him everything.

At the sudden vibration of his cell phone, his hand jerked. 
The ruby liquid sloshed close to the edge of the glass, and he 
set the slender-stemmed goblet carefully on the table as he 
pulled the phone off his belt.

In the old days, he’d had nerves of steel.
One more thing that had changed.
He squinted at the digital display. His vision wasn’t great 

anymore, either. But it didn’t matter; caller ID was blocked.
The voice that greeted him, however, was familiar. A spurt 

of adrenaline set off a tingle in his nerve endings, and he angled 
away from the other patrons in the restaurant.

“You have news?” Vincentio wasted no time returning the 
man’s greeting.

“Your hunch was correct. He’s in town.”
Vincentio’s fingers tightened on the stem of the wineglass. 

“You’re certain?”
“I’ve seen him myself. He is older, yes—but there is no 

question.”
A buzz of excitement swept over him, leaving him light-

headed for a moment. He’d waited a long, long time for this.
“You know what I need.”
“Yes. I’ll relay the information as soon as I have it.”
“Excellent. You’ll be well rewarded, as always.”
Hand trembling, Vincentio slid the phone back into its 

holder and fumbled for a small, folded piece of paper in the 
inside pocket of his suit jacket. Through the years, the creases 
had worn thin, and he opened the yellowed sheet carefully. All 
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but one of the names he’d written more than two decades ago 
had a check mark in front and were crossed out.

He smoothed it out on the tablecloth, retrieved a pen from 
his jacket, and checked off the final name.

Step one.
He folded up the paper, tucked it and the pen away, and 

grasped the stem of his wineglass again.
Outside, passersby continued to hurry along in the mid-

April chill. Spring wouldn’t come to the Lake Erie shore for a 
while yet, but it suddenly felt like spring to him. He’d almost 
given up hope of ever finding the traitor who had repaid his 
kindness with disloyalty. Who had turned his son against him. 
Who had done his best to undermine all . . .

The delicate stem of the wineglass snapped in his fingers, 
and Vincentio watched the crimson liquid gush out and seep 
into the snowy white linen, staining it red.

Like blood.
A smile lifted his lips. He’d always believed in omens.
And this was a good one.
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1

six MontHs Later

“So what was up with your solo act at Jake and Liz’s wedding 
on Saturday?”

At the question, Detective Cole Taylor stifled a groan. He 
did not want to start his week by rehashing his brother’s wed-
ding. Especially with his colleague Mitch Morgan, who had 
gotten engaged to his sister at said wedding.

“What do you mean?” He didn’t look up from his desk. 
Maybe if he acted busy, Mitch would move on.

“I mean, where was the hot date you usually bring to social 
events?”

Coming alone had been a tactical mistake. One Cole had 
recognized five minutes into the reception. He should have 
brought someone. Anyone. With a woman on his arm, he 
would have avoided all the kidding from his relatives and the 
questions about when it was going to be his turn. The grilling 
had gotten so bad, he’d taken to hiding behind some potted 
plants—and drinking champagne.

Lots of champagne.
“I wasn’t in the mood to bring a date.”
“Yeah? How come?” Mitch settled onto the edge of his desk.
So much for getting rid of his future brother-in-law.
Resigned, Cole forced his lips into a cocky grin, swiveled his 

chair, and folded his hands across his stomach. “The pickings 

_Hannon_LegalLegacy_KK_djm.indd   13 4/23/12   3:28 PM

Irene Hannon, Lethal Legacy
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group,  © 2012. Used by permission.



 Lethal Legacy

14

were slim for that night, and I’m particular. I want looks and 
intelligence.”

“Since when? That wasn’t exactly a rocket scientist you 
brought to the party at Doug’s house two weeks ago.”

“That sounds like something Alison would say.” Cole’s grin 
morphed into a frown. “Did my sister put you up to this?”

“Nope. But she was surprised you came alone too.”
“You know, I appreciate how everyone is taking such an 

interest in my social life all of a sudden.” He laid on a healthy 
dose of sarcasm. “But trust me, I have it under control.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I wouldn’t want you to lose out on 
the chance for wedded bliss.”

Cole snorted. “How do you know it’s going to be blissful? 
You only got engaged two days ago.”

“Because I know your sister.” He grinned at Cole. “And if 
you need more proof, ask Jake when he and Liz get back from 
their Bermuda honeymoon.” Standing, he stretched. “So you 
want to go get some lunch?”

“No. Too busy.”
“Want me to bring you back a burger?”
“No. I’m not hungry.”
Mitch shot him a surprised look. “You’re always hungry.”
“Big breakfast.” He waved his colleague away and swung 

back to the desk. “I’ll hit the vending machines later.”
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Mitch hesitate. Cock 

his head. Then, with a shrug, his fellow detective walked away.
Finally.
Once Mitch exited, Cole leaned back in his chair and stared 

at the photo on his desk, a family shot taken at his mom’s 
birthday party not long after Jake had returned to St. Louis 
from a stint in Iraq with the U.S. Marshals Special Operations 
Group. It had been just the four of them since his dad died 
six years ago. But now there was a sister-in-law to add. Soon, 
there’d be a brother-in-law. And not long after that, Cole sus-
pected nieces and nephews would come along. His sister and 
brother would be busy with their families. His mom lived in 
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Chicago with her sister now; not that far from St. Louis, but 
far enough. He’d be the odd man out.

And playing the field was starting to lose its allure.
Annoyed by a sudden empty feeling in the pit of his stomach, 

Cole straightened up. Must be a case of weddingitis. It was 
hard not to think about the lack of romance in his life when 
he was surrounded by cross-eyed lovers and the air was filled 
with matrimonial vibes. But if it was supposed to happen, it 
would. No sense fretting about it.

No sense missing meals, either.
Debating what to get for lunch, he stood, snagged his jacket 

off the back of his chair, and slid his arms into the sleeves. 
Maybe he’d take Mitch up on the burger offer after all. If he 
hurried, he should be able to catch him at the elevator or in 
the lobby.

But he only made it two steps away from his desk before 
his phone rang.

As he paused, it rang again.
“You gonna get that or what?” Luke Adams looked up from 

a computer screen at an adjacent desk in the shared office, his 
expression frazzled. The man was a stellar detective, but he 
hated computers. And Cole didn’t relish being the outlet for 
his irritation.

“I’m getting it, okay?”
Luke grunted and went back to hunting and pecking while 

Cole returned to his desk and picked up the phone.
“Taylor.”
“Are you in the middle of anything?”
At his unit supervisor’s clipped query, Cole sank back into 

his chair.
He was now.
“Nothing that can’t wait.”
“Good. I need you to talk with a woman whose father died 

five months ago. We ruled it a suicide. However, the daughter 
claims she has new information that could change our minds.”

“Who handled the case?”
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“Alan. But she doesn’t want to wait until he gets back from 
vacation. And FYI—she wasn’t happy with our resolution. 
Even though she couldn’t point us to any suspects or motives, 
she claims somebody was out to get her father and believes his 
death was a homicide.”

Cole stifled a sigh. Great. A conspiracy theorist. He’d run 
into them before. And since Alan had just left on a two-week 
trip to the Caribbean, this woman could be bugging him for 
fourteen days.

“Okay. I’ll meet her out front. What’s her name?”
“Kelly Warren. Her father’s name was John.”
“Got it.” Cole replaced the receiver, picked up a notepad, 

and stood.
So much for lunch.

E

Perched on the edge of a standard-issue waiting room chair, 
Kelly clenched the strap of her purse between her fingers, crossed 
her legs, and jiggled her foot. She didn’t want to be here. The 
whole law enforcement aura brought back all the trauma of 
her father’s death. But calling in the new information wouldn’t 
have the same impact. She wanted the police to know she took 
this seriously—and that she intended to make sure they did too.

The door to the inner offices opened, and a mid-thirtyish 
dark-haired man in beige slacks, a sport coat with a subtle 
herringbone pattern, and a white shirt stepped through.

“Ms. Warren?”
“Yes.” She rose, crossed the room, and took the hand he 

extended. At five-seven, she considered herself on the tall side. 
But she had to look up several inches to meet the man’s intense 
cobalt eyes—their hue an exact match for his tie.

She felt like she was drowning in blue.
“Detective Cole Taylor. Please come in.” He ushered her 

through the door. “First room on your right.”
Kelly eased past him, focusing on the neutral beige carpet. 

Better.
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He followed her in silence. At the door he’d indicated, she 
took a quick inventory of the conference room. A large table 
surrounded by comfortable chairs took up most of the floor 
space. She claimed the nearest seat.

The detective closed the door and sat at a right angle to her. 
“I understand you have some new evidence to present regard-
ing the death of your father.”

“Yes.” She fiddled with the catch on her purse. “I’d rather 
give it to Detective Carlson, since he handled the case, but I 
didn’t want to wait two weeks.”

“I’ll be happy to discuss it with you.” The man opened his 
notebook and picked up his pen. “I’m not familiar with the 
particulars of the case, but why don’t you tell me what you 
have and we’ll go from there?”

His tone was polite, his words professional. But there was a 
touch of reserve in his manner. As if he didn’t appreciate her 
questioning the conclusions of his fellow detective. Or maybe 
he had a lot on his plate and didn’t like wasting his time with 
evidence he assumed would be inconsequential to a thoroughly 
investigated closed case.

Too bad.
Her fingers tightened on her purse, and she lifted her chin. 

“Before I show you what I have, you need to know I’ve never 
believed my father committed suicide.”

He studied her. “My supervisor mentioned that.”
“You also need to know I’m not going to give up. Suicide 

went against everything my dad believed. Somebody killed 
him.”

The words left a bitter taste on her tongue, and pressure 
suddenly built in her throat. Dismayed by her lack of control, 
she dipped her head and fumbled with the clasp on her purse. 
“Would you mind . . . could I have some water?”

“Sure. I’ll be back in a minute.”
The detective scooted his chair back and stood. A moment 

later, he disappeared from her peripheral vision. She heard the 
door shut behind her.
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Kelly groped through her purse for a tissue. Blew her nose. 
Dabbed at her eyes. Until the past five months, she’d never been 
a crier. Now, tears welled up whenever she thought about the 
aching void her father’s death had left in her life.

But tears weren’t going to help her convince the police the 
note she’d received was anything more than an odd twist of 
fate. She needed to be strong, assertive, and in control if she 
wanted them to take her seriously instead of treating her like 
an emotional grieving daughter who was grasping at straws.

With one more swipe at her cheeks, Kelly tucked the tissue 
back in her purse. Sat up straighter. Said a silent prayer for 
strength.

And prepared to do battle.

E

Shoulder propped against the wall beside the door to the 
conference room, Cole checked his watch. It had taken him 
less than a minute to retrieve the bottle of water now sweating 
in his hand, but based on Kelly Warren’s shattered expression 
when he’d left, he figured she needed an extra couple of minutes 
to regain her composure.

Her grace time, however, was up.
Giving the knob an extra rattle to alert her to his return, 

Cole pushed the door open and entered the room.
He’d half expected to find her in tears, her face a splotchy 

mess. Crying women, as he’d discovered in his fourteen years of 
police work, only looked attractive in movies. But she surprised 
him. A single, tiny drop of moisture clinging to the tip of one 
of her lush lashes and a tautness in her features that accentu-
ated her elegant bone structure were the only evidence of tears.

He set the bottle of water on the table in front of her and 
retook his seat.

“Thank you.” She screwed off the cap and took a long swal-
low, giving him a perfect view of her slender neck and the 
graceful curve of her jaw.

He found himself staring.
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And he continued to stare as she set the bottle down and 
rummaged through her purse. Talk about great hair. Wavy 
and russet-colored, it was parted in the middle and hung well 
below her shoulders, held back on each side with matching 
jade barrettes. It looked soft and luxurious and . . . touchable.

When she lifted her chin, his lungs stalled as her emerald 
green eyes locked on his.

She frowned and shifted in her chair. “Is something wrong?”
Clearing his throat, Cole looked down and picked up his 

pen. Get a grip, Taylor. You’re dealing with a grieving daughter 
here. Not some hot chick who’s angling to be picked up.

“No. I was just thinking that . . . you seem familiar.” Lame, 
lame, lame. He tried not to cringe.

“Did you work my father’s case?”
“No.”
“Then I doubt we’ve met.” She withdrew a printed piece of 

paper from her purse and slid it across the table toward him. 
“This came with a delivery of flower bulbs this morning.”

Grateful to have a reason to shift his focus, Cole picked up 
the piece of paper that turned out to be a packing slip for an 
order of two dozen Magic Carpet tulip bulbs to be delivered 
in late October.

“There’s a message box at the top left.”
At her prompt, he located the box and scanned the note.
Happy birthday, Kelly! Don’t these sound exotic? We’ll plant 

them together on your big day. I’ll bring the cake! Love, Dad.
Cole tried to grasp the significance of the message. Failed.
“I’m sure receiving this was a shock, Ms. Warren, arriving 

so long after your father’s death.” He reread the message, 
searching for some clue he’d missed. “But many people order 
fall bulbs well in advance.”

Her mouth tightened as he looked at her, and his gaze 
dropped to her lips.

Nice.
“I’m aware of that, Detective Taylor. But take a look at this.” 

She tapped a date located near the bottom of the packing slip, 
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redirecting his attention. “He placed this order the day before 
the police allege he committed suicide. In other words, less than 
twenty-four hours before he died, my father was planning to 
plant tulips with me in five months.”

Okay. That was odd.
“I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you give me a day or two to 

review the case file? Then I’ll get back in touch and we can 
discuss this.”

The further flattening of her lips told him she wasn’t pleased 
with the delay.

“Is there someone else who might be able to give this more 
immediate attention?”

Cole tapped his pen against the lined tablet in front of him. 
He was tempted to tell her none of the detectives were sitting 
around twiddling their thumbs. That they all had active cases 
that demanded immediate attention. That a few days wouldn’t 
make any difference to her father.

But Alison was always on his case about his lack of tact. 
So he took a deep breath and worded his response with care.

“Ms. Warren, please understand that I’m taking this very 
seriously. But with Detective Carlson on vacation, I need some 
time to go over the facts of the case and get a handle on how 
the resolution was reached. Any other detective would do the 
same. However, if you prefer, I’d be happy to ask my sergeant 
to assign someone else to assist you.”

She pinned him with an appraising gaze. He met it without 
blinking. Finally, she snapped her purse shut and stood. He 
rose too.

“All right. I’ll wait to hear from you. Tomorrow, I hope.”
“As soon as possible.”
The sudden narrowing of her eyes told him his hedge hadn’t 

gotten past her.
“Look, Detective, I realize this isn’t your top priority, like it 

is for me. But I knew my father for thirty-three years. I talked 
to him every day. I saw him go through some bad times, includ-
ing the death of my mother, and he was a survivor. A man of 
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strength and faith, who turned to God—not to pills or carbon 
monoxide—when times were tough. I can’t dispute the facts 
of your investigation, but I do dispute the conclusion. And I’m 
convinced this document”—she jabbed at the packing slip on 
the table—“proves there’s more to this than was discovered 
the first time around.”

He regarded her for a long moment. If John Warren had 
indeed been a man of strength, his daughter had inherited 
that attribute in spades. Her voice rang with conviction, and 
the resolve in her eyes was formidable.

“I have a feeling your father would be proud of you.”
Cole wasn’t sure where that had come from. Or why he’d 

spoken it. But the comment seemed to disarm her. The rigid 
line of her shoulders eased a tiny bit, and the angular tautness 
of her face softened.

“He was a good man.” The soft, grief-laced words tugged 
at his heart. “He deserves to rest in peace. That’s why I want 
to get to the truth. Why I want to be certain justice is served.”

“That’s what we want too.” Cole picked up the packing slip. 
“If we’ve missed anything, I can promise you we’ll do our best 
to make it right. Let me walk you out.”

He followed her back down the hall, wishing he could give 
her the resolution she wanted. Verify her father hadn’t chosen 
to take his own life. But the St. Louis County Crimes Against 
Persons detectives were pros. It was unlikely he’d find any mis-
takes. Still, the tulips were an anomaly. And if they had messed 
up, he wasn’t going to pretend they hadn’t. He’d entered this 
business to fight for justice, not cover up the truth.

Kelly stopped at the door to the reception area and held out 
her hand. “Thank you for your time.”

Though her shoulders were squared and her gaze steady, 
a slight tremor ran through her cold fingers as he gave them 
a squeeze.

“I’ll be in touch.”
With a nod, she turned and walked toward the exit.
Cole watched her go, his gaze lingering on the russet waves 
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cascading down the back of a silky blouse that was tucked into 
the waist of her slim black slacks.

Too bad he hadn’t had someone like her to take to Jake’s 
wedding.

“Nice.”
At the comment close to his ear, Cole jerked around. Mitch 

was checking out Kelly over his shoulder.
Annoyed, Cole shut the door to the reception area, edging 

his colleague back none too gently with his shoulder. “Didn’t 
you just get engaged? To my sister?”

Mitch grinned. “Appreciating beauty isn’t the same as drool-
ing over it.”

“I wasn’t drooling.” He hoped. “Besides, I don’t mix busi-
ness and pleasure.”

“You could have fooled me. You were sure enjoying the 
view. So who is she?”

“Her father died five months ago. She’s not buying our sui-
cide verdict. It was Alan’s case.” Cole started down the hall.

“I remember that one. From what I heard, it was cut and 
dried.”

Cole stopped short, and Mitch almost ran into him. “How 
come I don’t remember it?”

“You were tied up with that high-profile missing person case.”
“Oh yeah.” He’d been immersed in it for two solid weeks—

and the ending hadn’t been happy.
“What did the daughter want?”
“She has some new evidence she thinks supports her posi-

tion that it was murder.” Cole started toward his office again. 
Mitch fell in beside him.

“Does it?”
“It raises a few questions. But I need to look over the case 

notes.”
“Maybe you’ll find an excuse to pay her a visit.”
Cole stopped at the door to the office he shared with several 

other detectives and squinted at his friend. “I just told you. I 
don’t mix business and pleasure.”
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“The evidence suggests otherwise—but I’ll let it pass.” 
Mitch grinned and lifted a white sack bearing the logo of 
a familiar fast-food chain. “I brought you a burger anyway. 
Consider it a peace offering.”

As he handed it over, Mitch pulled his phone off his belt 
and checked caller ID. “No rest for the weary. Enjoy.” Putting 
the phone to his ear, he set off down the hall.

The aroma of the burger wafting up from the bag set off a 
rumbling in Cole’s stomach, and he headed for his desk. Funny. 
All of a sudden, he was hungry.

Digging into the loaded quarter pounder, he wolfed down 
half of it before pausing to take a drink from the almost-empty 
can he’d left on his desk. The soda was warm, but at least it 
was wet.

His hunger somewhat assuaged, Cole scooted in front of the 
computer and pulled up the case file for John Warren. Might 
as well take a look while he finished his lunch.

A quick skim gave him the basics. Warren, a retired accoun-
tant, had been found in his garage after Kelly, who was out 
of town, couldn’t reach him and called a neighbor to check 
on him. Cause of death—carbon monoxide poisoning. There 
were no other injuries, no sign of a struggle. Toxicity tests had 
revealed zolpidem and an elevated blood alcohol level.

Alan’s investigation had backed up those findings. An empty 
beer can and a small bottle containing generic Ambien tablets 
had been found near the body, which had been slumped against 
the wall of the garage, close to the tailpipe. Three more beer 
cans had been found in the trash in the kitchen. At his daughter’s 
insistence, Alan had talked with a number of her father’s acquain-
tances, including the minister at the church the two of them had 
attended every Sunday, and all had expressed shock and disbelief 
at the man’s actions. He had not been under psychiatric care.

But he had been diagnosed recently with lung cancer and 
was facing surgery, followed by radiation and chemotherapy. 
Even his daughter had admitted he’d seemed more quiet—even 
a little down—in the last weeks of his life.
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Cole couldn’t refute Alan’s conclusion. All the evidence 
pointed to suicide. At sixty-nine, John Warren could have de-
cided it wasn’t worth all the pain and effort to fight a cancer 
that was very hard to beat.

Yet he’d written an upbeat note to his daughter the day 
before he died, talking about plans for the future.

Kelly was right.
It didn’t compute.
Still, it was possible he’d ordered the generic Ambien to have 

on hand in case things got really bad, and then, in a moment 
of despondency, decided to pack it in.

Cole tapped a finger on the shipping slip she’d left, then 
picked up the other half of his burger and reread the case 
summary as he finished off Mitch’s peace offering. He had 
two witnesses to track down this afternoon on a hit-and-run 
case, and he didn’t have the time to delve into the details of 
the Warren file now. He’d get it done, though. Later today, or 
tomorrow.

But based on his cursory review, he didn’t expect to find any 
irregularities. He’d worked dozens of cases with Alan, and 
his colleague wasn’t the kind of detective who missed things.

If all the i’s were dotted and the t’s crossed, however, Kelly 
Warren was going to be very, very disappointed.

And he didn’t look forward to giving her the bad news.
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Twenty-eight hours later, as Cole walked up the stone path 
to the front door of Kelly Warren’s bungalow, he told himself 
compassion and charity had prompted this personal visit. That 
he wanted to soften the blow by delivering his news in person.

But that motive couldn’t account for the sudden acceleration 
in his pulse as he pressed her doorbell. Nor could it explain 
his quick shave in the men’s room at the office. Or his sudden 
urge to straighten his tie and settle his coat more evenly on 
his shoulders.

And no way would compassion or charity produce a surge of 
adrenaline at the sound of the lock being turned. Or shut down 
his lungs when Kelly opened the door and looked at him with 
those big green eyes, her hair tumbling around her shoulders.

“Detective Taylor! This is a surprise.”
He saw the hope flare in her eyes—and felt like a heel.
“I thought it might be better if we talked in person. May 

I come in?”
“Yes, of course.” She gestured toward the living room. “Have 

a seat.”
He chose a blue wingback chair beside her fireplace. She 

perched on the edge of the cream-colored couch.
“Looks like I interrupted you.” He gestured to the paint-

spattered rag wadded in her fingers.
She glanced down, as if she’d forgotten she was holding it, 

_Hannon_LegalLegacy_KK_djm.indd   25 4/23/12   3:28 PM

Irene Hannon, Lethal Legacy
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group,  © 2012. Used by permission.



 Lethal Legacy

26

then tossed the cloth on the glass-topped coffee table, creating 
the only clutter in the immaculate room. “No. I was about 
to call it a day.” She wiped her palms down her oversized, 
paint-streaked shirt and rubbed at a stubborn green stain on 
the back of her right hand. “Sorry. I’d have cleaned up if I’d 
known you were coming. I’m a commercial artist, and things 
can get a bit messy in the studio.”

“Watercolors, right? Magazine illustrations, children’s 
books, greeting cards . . . I’m impressed.”

She tipped her head. “So am I. Can I assume you found all 
that information in my father’s case file?”

“Yes. Detective Carlson was very thorough.”
At his definitive tone—and its implication—she stiffened. 

“You’re telling me my new piece of evidence isn’t enough to 
reopen the case, aren’t you?”

The chill in her voice didn’t quite disguise the disappoint-
ment—and desperation—underneath.

Leaning forward, he rested his elbows on the arms of the 
chair and clasped his hands, trying for a professional but empa-
thetic tone. “The note does raise questions, but after a careful 
review of the file, I found nothing to suggest any stones were 
left unturned. As far as I could tell, Detective Carlson followed 
up on every piece of information he had and discovered noth-
ing to suggest any other conclusion.”

Kelly stood and paced to the end of the room, her back to 
him, the rigid line of her shoulders communicating her distress.

When the silence lengthened, he tried again.
“Ms. Warren, there was definite evidence of suicide. Your 

father overdosed on a high-powered sleeping pill. He drank 
alcohol, which compounded the effect. He was found in a 
closed garage next to the tailpipe of a car that had keys in the 
ignition and an empty gas tank. There was no sign of a struggle 
or foul play. The Crime Scene Unit found no fingerprints or 
trace evidence. The neighbors saw nothing irregular. The only 
thing missing was a farewell letter, but less than 25 percent of 
people who take their life leave a final message.”
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“Then how do you explain the note he wrote the day before 
he died?”

She didn’t have to turn around for him to tell she was fight-
ing to hang on to her control. He could hear it in the quiver 
in her voice.

“I can’t.”
“Doesn’t it suggest foul play to you?” She swung toward 

him, distress etching her features. “And why would he take 
sleeping pills and drink alcohol? If he wanted to kill himself, 
he could have just gone to the garage and turned on the car.”

“Maybe the drugs and booze made it easier to take that 
final step.”

Her eyes narrowed. “My dad was a courageous man, Detec-
tive. If he had decided to do something that drastic, he wouldn’t 
have sugarcoated it. Besides, I checked with his doctor. He 
didn’t have a prescription for Ambien. I also looked at his credit 
card bills to see if he’d ordered it from one of those overseas 
drug places that don’t require a doctor’s script. Nothing. So 
where did he get it?”

“There are domestic black market sources for drugs of every 
kind.”

She sucked in a breath, as if he’d slapped her. “My dad 
wasn’t into anything underhanded. If he’d wanted sleeping 
pills, he’d have asked his doctor.” She pinned him with a fierce 
look. “Someone was targeting my father, Detective.”

“But who would do that? And why?”
“Detective Carlson asked me the same question. I don’t 

know. Isn’t it your job to figure that out?”
“Yes, but we can only work with the clues we have. Ac-

cording to the case notes, you yourself said your father had 
no enemies.”

“None that I know of.”
“Detective Carlson interviewed all the people you suggested. 

They didn’t offer any leads, either.”
“Nor did they believe my father would have committed 

suicide.”
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“People under pressure can do uncharacteristic things, Ms. 
Warren.” He gentled his voice. “And a lung cancer diagnosis is 
very tough. The mortality rate is extremely high. One of my 
uncles died of that disease. It wasn’t pretty.”

Her demeanor softened, and a flicker of sympathy warmed 
her eyes. “I’m sorry for your loss. And I do hear what you’re 
saying. Even though the cancer was only stage one, we both 
knew he was in for a tough fight. But he was a fighter. He was 
also a man of rock-solid faith who believed in the sanctity of 
life and always put his trust in the Lord. Suicide wasn’t an 
option he’d consider.”

If he ever got into trouble, Cole hoped he’d be lucky enough 
to have a Kelly Warren in his corner. She had the tenacity of a 
bulldog when it came to defending someone she loved.

Cole rose, planted one fist on his hip, and raked his fingers 
through his hair. When he’d come here today, he’d planned to 
let her down easy. To suggest her father had simply hidden his 
despair from her. Remind her that not everyone who commit-
ted suicide posted warning signs.

But the strength of her conviction made him vacillate. “I 
can see I’m not convincing you.”

“I knew my father, Detective Taylor.” She lifted her chin, in 
a dig-in-her-heels gesture he was coming to recognize. “Short 
of finding a note in his own hand, I won’t believe he took his 
life. Even then I’d have doubts.”

“In your statement in the case file, you admitted he seemed 
a bit down in the last weeks of his life.”

“No!” Her eyes flashed, and her nostrils flared. “I never used 
that word. He was a little . . . contemplative, maybe. Quieter. 
Who wouldn’t be, after hearing a diagnosis like that? But he 
was not depressed.”

Her vehemence was persuasive. Drawing a breath, Cole ca-
pitulated. “Okay. Let me do this. I’ll talk to Detective Carlson 
after he returns. The two of us will review the case, maybe 
pull in a few more people to get some fresh thinking. Have 
you been through all of your father’s things?”
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“No. I’m getting ready to put his house on the market, but 
I hadn’t planned to sort through everything until I officially 
listed it with the real estate agent.” She linked her fingers and 
looked down at her clasped hands. “It’s very hard for me to 
. . . to be there right now.”

“I can understand that. But there’s a chance you might find 
something helpful that only you would recognize as significant. 
And if you do, I promise you we’ll follow up on it.”

She raised her chin, and a faint glimmer of hope reignited 
in her eyes. “So you’re not closing the door on this?”

“No. If there’s been a miscarriage of justice, we’re as inter-
ested in fixing it as you are.”

“Okay. I’ll start going through his things.” She exhaled, and 
her taut posture eased. “Thank you.”

“I’m just doing my job. And now I’ll let you get back to 
yours.”

He crossed the room toward the door, turning when he 
reached it. She’d followed him partway, and the late-afternoon 
sunlight backlit her as it slanted through the window, burnish-
ing her russet hair and isolating her slender form in a corona 
of light. And she was, indeed, isolated. As he’d learned from 
the case file, she had no family left. Her mother had died when 
she was twelve, and there were no siblings.

That had to be tough. All his life, Cole had been surrounded 
by love. He still had his mother, and while he might complain 
that Alison was too independent for her own good and Jake 
took his big-brother role too seriously, he knew he could count 
on them, no matter what. That in a time of crisis, they’d both 
be by his side.

Kelly Warren didn’t have that kind of support system.
And being strong and capable and determined didn’t com-

pensate for that lack.
For a fleeting moment, he was overcome by a powerful urge 

to take her hand. Link his fingers with hers and assure her she 
wasn’t alone. That if she needed help of any kind—case-related 
or not—he’d provide it.

_Hannon_LegalLegacy_KK_djm.indd   29 4/23/12   3:28 PM

Irene Hannon, Lethal Legacy
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group,  © 2012. Used by permission.



 Lethal Legacy

30

But that was crazy. As he’d told Mitch yesterday, he never 
mixed business and pleasure—and he didn’t intend to start now.

Grasping the handle, Cole pulled the door open and stepped 
onto the small front porch. “I’ll be in touch, Ms. Warren.”

With that, he strode down the walk toward his car without 
looking back.

Because if he did, if he saw her solitary figure silhouetted in 
the doorway, he was afraid the urge to take a personal interest 
in this case would resurface.

And he was even more afraid that this time he wouldn’t be 
able to resist.

E

At the sudden ring of her cell phone in the oppressive quiet 
of her father’s house, Kelly dropped the file folder she’d just 
retrieved from his desk drawer and watched in dismay as the 
contents flew in all directions and wafted down to the carpet.

Muttering in disgust, she rose from her chair, hopscotched 
over the cascade of papers, and trotted toward the kitchen. By 
the time her fingers closed over her phone in the depths of her 
purse, it was on the third ring. She jabbed at the talk button, 
not bothering to check caller ID before saying hello.

“Hey, Kelly. It’s Lauren. I just had a great idea. Why don’t 
we dig our skates out of the closet and hit the rink?”

Kelly leaned a shoulder against the wall, surprised by her 
best friend’s suggestion. Although they’d met as sixteen-year-
olds in a figure skating class dominated by kids half their age, 
these days their get-togethers were usually over lunch or coffee. 
“I haven’t skated in years.”

“Me neither, but I’m game to give it a try. If we could pick 
each other up off the ice as teenagers while our junior coun-
terparts snickered behind our backs, we can do it again. And 
I bet we could still do three turns and waltz jumps. Now that 
fall is here, I’m in the mood for winter sports.”

Kelly stared out the window of her childhood home. Fall 
had arrived. In the almost two weeks since Detective Taylor 
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had paid her a visit, the color on the three giant maples that 
dominated the backyard had gone from pretty to spectacular.

Her dad had loved their glorious autumn display.
The scene blurred, and Kelly turned away, blinking back 

tears. “I’m sure you have better things to do on a Saturday 
morning than risk breaking a leg at the rink. Go out with that 
gorgeous husband of yours. Or take the twins to the park on 
this sunny day. It might be your last chance before winter.” 
Although she tried to sound upbeat, Lauren wouldn’t be fooled 
by her too-bright tone. They knew each other too well.

“My family won’t miss me for an hour or two, and Shaun 
needs some quality one-on-one time with the kids. I already 
convinced him to take them to the Magic House.”

As Lauren talked, Kelly wandered back into her father’s 
office and surveyed the papers strewn on the floor. She’d been 
digging into every nook and cranny of the house, searching 
for something—anything—that might pique the interest of 
the police and give them a concrete lead to follow. A reason 
to reopen the case.

So far, she’d come up empty.
But she wasn’t yet ready to throw in the towel.
“I appreciate the offer, Lauren, but with two deadlines loom-

ing I haven’t been able to put in as much time as I’d like going 
through my dad’s stuff. I was planning to spend the morning 
here.”

“You’re there now?”
“Yes.”
“You want some company? I could pick up coffee along 

the way.”
Throat tightening, Kelly dropped into the desk chair. Lauren 

knew she and her father had met every Saturday for coffee—
and that his death had left an aching void in that part of her 
week. “I stopped at the coffee shop for a takeout on my way 
here this morning. But thanks for being such a great friend.”

“Hey, I’m just looking for an excuse to get out of the house. 
If I hang around, I’ll have to clean bathrooms.”

_Hannon_LegalLegacy_KK_djm.indd   31 4/23/12   3:28 PM

Irene Hannon, Lethal Legacy
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group,  © 2012. Used by permission.



 Lethal Legacy

32

“Why? Use the quiet time to take a bubble bath instead.”
“Ooh. Low blow. You know that’s one of my favorite in-

dulgences.”
“And I bet you don’t get to enjoy it very often with two five-

year-olds in the house. We’ll meet for coffee next Saturday. I 
promise.”

“Hmm.” A moment of silence passed. “I have to admit a 
warm bubble bath does sound better than a cold ice rink.”

“Go for it. I’ll call later in the week and set up a time for 
next Saturday.”

“Okay, okay. You convinced me. Good luck with your 
search.”

“Thanks. Talk to you soon.”
As the line went dead, Kelly turned off her phone and leaned 

back in her father’s chair, trying to stifle a niggle of envy. Lauren 
had it all. Great career as one of St. Louis’s up-and-coming 
attorneys. Devoted husband. Happy family. A home filled with 
love to return to at the end of the day.

Annoyed at the flutter of jealousy, Kelly dropped to the 
floor and began to gather up her father’s papers. Sure, she’d 
like all those things too, but that didn’t mean she begrudged 
Lauren the blessings that had graced her life. Their situations 
were just different. After all, meeting the right man wasn’t easy 
when you worked out of your home in a solitary occupation. 
Few men like Cole Taylor crossed her threshold.

Kelly froze as an image of the tall, dark-haired detective 
flashed across her mind—then, with a shake of her head, she 
got up and tapped the file against the desk to settle the papers. 
Talk about pathetic. She must be really hard up if she was 
fantasizing about strangers. Cole Taylor was in her life for one 
reason, and one reason only—to dig deeper into her father’s 
death. There was no place for romance in that scenario.

Obviously, she was spending too much time alone at her 
easel.

As she set the file on the desk and prepared to tackle the 
next drawer, she was glad she’d committed to coffee next week. 
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An hour or two with her friend would help fill in some of the 
gaps in her social life.

But much as she looked forward to seeing Lauren, it didn’t 
have quite the same appeal as a date with a handsome detective.

E

“Sorry I’m late.” Cole circled the table at the popular West 
County Sunday brunch spot and leaned down to give his new 
sister-in-law a hug. “Welcome back from Bermuda.” Straight-
ening up, he shook Jake’s hand. “How was the honeymoon?”

Jake grinned at him, wiggled his eyebrows, and tugged his 
bride close. Liz blushed.

“Never mind.” Cole’s lips quirked into a smile as he slid 
into the empty chair and picked up a menu. “I get the picture.”

“So what have you been doing all morning?” Beside him, 
Alison rested an elbow on the table and propped her chin in 
her palm.

“Working.” He hid behind the oversized menu.
She pushed it down with one finger. “You couldn’t spare an 

hour to go to church with your family?”
Cole shot her an annoyed glance. Since he’d stopped attend-

ing services four years ago, she’d been relentless in her quest to 
prod him back onto the straight and narrow. She should have 
become an FBI interrogator instead of a Children’s Division 
social worker. She had the dogged determination for it.

“She’s right,” Jake chimed in. “It wouldn’t hurt you to 
darken the door of a church once in a while.”

“Like you’ve been so diligent.”
“I am now.”
“I wonder why?” He sent a pointed look toward Liz.
“Hey—it was his choice. I only dictate people’s fate from 

the bench,” his new wife protested.
Jake reached over and twined his fingers with hers. “Judge 

Michaels is correct. She did get me thinking about it, but I came 
to the decision on my own. To use a cliché, I saw the light.”

“Say . . .” Alison leaned forward, her expression specula-
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tive. “Maybe that’s the answer. If we match Cole up with a 
nice churchgoing woman, she might have a positive influence 
on him.”

Cole eyed the exit. Maybe he’d fake a phone call and pretend 
he was needed for a case.

“Yeah.” Mitch joined in the fun. “How about that redhead 
you were ogling at work a couple of weeks ago?”

“What redhead?” Alison’s head swiveled toward her fiancé.
“Let it go.” Cole shot his colleague a warning look.
“No way,” Alison protested, refocusing on him. “Now I’m 

intrigued. Who is this woman?”
“She’s part of a case.”
“She won’t be once it’s resolved.” Mitch swirled the orange 

juice in his glass, grinning. “And you must be interested. You’ve 
brought her up a dozen times in the past two weeks.”

Had he? Cole felt heat begin to creep up his neck.
Yeah, maybe.
“And I saw you googling her website the other day. Looking 

at watercolor paintings of woodland fairies.”
Alison’s mouth dropped open. “Woodland fairies!?”
Cole gritted his teeth. “I was doing research. She’s a com-

mercial artist.”
“And a churchgoer. Didn’t you mention she and her father 

always attended services together?” Mitch added.
Huffing out a breath, Cole surveyed the table. “Okay. I came 

for brunch, not the third degree. Alison, since you started this, 
I’ll address my comments to you. If and when I decide to return 
to church, I promise you’ll be the first to know. Until then, to 
put it as diplomatically as I can, back off.”

His sister stared at him, sniffed, and went back to perusing 
her menu. “Fine. I was just trying to encourage you to do the 
right thing. From now on, you’re on your own.”

“Is that a promise?”
She made a face at him. “I guess that means you’re not going 

to tell us about this woman, either.”
“Nope.” He took a drink of his water.
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“That’s okay.” She tucked her arm in her fiancé’s and gave 
Cole a smug smile. “I’ll get it out of Mitch later.”

Across the table, Jake stifled a chuckle behind his napkin. 
Liz didn’t even try to hide her amusement.

Cole pinned Mitch with an intent look. The other man gave 
him a sheepish shrug. Meaning the tough, former Navy SEAL 
was putty in his intended’s hands.

Good to know. From now on, he’d pick and choose his words 
carefully around his future brother-in-law.

They ordered, and the talk shifted to Bermuda, then to Mitch 
and Alison’s wedding plans. Cole let the conversation flow 
around him, tuning out much of it, focusing on his food once 
his order was delivered. The topic depressed him. He’d never 
worried much about finding the right woman and getting mar-
ried. It was just one of those things he assumed would happen 
eventually. Though he had to admit the women he’d been dating 
for the past few years didn’t fit his criteria for a life partner.

As for his relationship with God—he doubted a reconcili-
ation was in the cards.

All at once, the bite of eggs Benedict in his mouth lost its 
flavor, and he took a swig of orange juice to wash it down. 
Then he set his fork on the table and shoved his plate aside.

“What’s with you?” Mitch gestured to his food. “You usu-
ally scarf down every bite of that dish.”

The conversation stopped as everyone checked out his half-
eaten meal. Once again, his neck warmed.

“Are you sick?” Alison frowned at him.
“No. Full.”
“You sure everything’s okay?” Jake narrowed his eyes.
Exasperated by the attention, Cole opened his mouth to 

express his annoyance.
And then he thought of Kelly Warren, who had no family 

left to bug her. Or care about her.
He closed his mouth.
Alison lifted an eyebrow. “Aren’t you going to tell us to 

butt out?”
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“No. I appreciate your concern.”
She glanced at Jake, then back at him. “Is this for real?”
“Yeah. I know you guys have my best interest at heart.”
Alison set her own fork down and gave him her full atten-

tion. “Cole Taylor, the diplomat. This is a new one. To what 
can we attribute your remarkable new sensitivity and tact?”

“Could it have something to do with Kelly Warren?” Mitch 
grinned at him.

“Who’s Kelly Warren?” Alison asked.
“The redhead.”
“Ah.” Alison gave a sage nod. “Interesting.”
It took every ounce of Cole’s self-control to maintain a 

cool, nonchalant demeanor. “You all are jumping to too many 
conclusions. I’ve only seen the woman twice.”

“Twice? She came in again?” Mitch’s fork stopped halfway 
to his mouth.

Great. He’d walked right into that one.
Feigning indifference, he lifted one shoulder and picked up 

his coffee. “I delivered the bad news about my case review in 
person. She was on my route home.”

“Very considerate.” Mitch hid his grin by opening his mouth 
and shoving in a forkful of food.

Cole shot him a dirty look over the rim of his cup.
“I’d like to meet this woman,” Alison said.
“Don’t get your hopes up.”
“Why not? Don’t you ever want to get married?”
Cole choked on the sip of coffee he’d just taken. At least the 

coughing gave him a few seconds to regroup. “Alison, I know 
you have romance on the brain now that you’re engaged, but 
not everyone is panting to rush down the aisle.”

“You’re thirty-six Cole. I’d hardly call that rushing.”
“Very funny.”
Liz, who’d been watching the whole exchange with amuse-

ment, finally took pity on him. “I have a suggestion. Since this 
is supposed to be a brunch, not a barbecue, why don’t we stop 
grilling Cole and talk about Thanksgiving plans instead?”
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As the conversation shifted yet again, Cole telegraphed a 
silent thank-you to his new sister-in-law. She responded with 
a wink.

But half an hour later, the earlier conversation about Kelly 
Warren—and his faith—came back to him as he maneuvered 
his car through a surge of traffic exiting from a church park-
ing lot. Though he’d never admit it to his siblings, there were 
some gaps in his life. He had no significant other, and his 
relationship with God was toast.

Neither had bothered him a whole lot until recently. But all 
at once, he had a yearning for the companionship of a woman 
who would be more than a fun date. An intelligent woman of 
character and substance and courage.

A woman like Kelly Warren.
And as he merged onto the highway and accelerated into the 

traffic, he also felt the first stirring of a need to reconnect with 
his faith. A subtle longing to feel again the absolute trust and 
confidence in God that had once been the foundation of his life.

Too bad he had no idea how to achieve either of those goals.

_Hannon_LegalLegacy_KK_djm.indd   37 4/23/12   3:28 PM

Irene Hannon, Lethal Legacy
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group,  © 2012. Used by permission.


	9780801014598.pdf
	Hannon_LegalLegacy_KK_djm.pdf

