. headmg back to the 0 
‘Sean used the rearview mirror to study the man i

| sitting in the back seat.

Brandon hadn't said a word since he got in the car.

Before visiting the White family, Brandon had
asked Sean to clear his work schedule; he was free

all day.

"Mr. Larson? Would you like me to take you home?
Il return to the company and handle any issues
~ while you rest,” Sean suggested.

‘Brandon's phone rang before he could answer.




per and stubbornness from her mothe
Johanna. Beal warned Brandon not to push her |
oo hard; doing so would only make things Worse..

Brandon changed the plan. "Sean, drive me to W
Marks instead. Janet should be at work now."

Around ten minutes |ater, a sports car parked in
front of the W Marks Studio attracting a crowd of

admirers.

| Sean closed the car windows. Brandon had never
1 enjoyed being the center of attention. Brandon

zed out of the window. The streetlights cast

gular side face, making




ydon asked Sean, catchmg a gllmpse of his

| face in the rearview mirror.

"It's nothing, Mr. Larson. Mrs. Larson should finish-
work soon." Sean raised his wrist and checked his '
watch.

Brandon stared out of the window again. He
clenched his hands, an unconscious habit when
he felt nervous. Time moved slowly. Every minute
felt like an hour. Janet had only been gone for
three days, but it felt as though months had
passed, maybe longer. He missed her.

| Sean rested his elbows on the steering wheel and !




eup, and her smile was

‘She wore very little mak
beautlful and bright. At first glance, the woman

 looked just like Janet. ¢




