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CHAPTER  1

My hand closed over the cold steel in that second between hearing the phone ring and before my eyes opened. I squinted at the clock, the red numbers glowed 3:42, and I pushed the drawer shut, my paranoia possibly the result of too many beers. I knocked the phone off the table, and I could hear “Hello? Hello?” as I fumbled for the receiver on the floor.

“Yeah?” was the only sound that I could force through the fog of sleep.

“Get out of bed, Annie. There’s a dead girl in the road in front of University Towers on York Street. She took a dive.”

I heard the click, then the dial tone. Asshole, I thought as I pulled myself up on my elbows in an attempt to do what he said, but the room started to spin and I had to stop for a minute. What had I been thinking? I don’t drink like that anymore. It’s too dangerous, in too many ways.

A dead girl, that’s what Marty said. In the road. I’m not the fucking cops, they’re not going to tell me anything anyway, but I dragged my sorry butt into the bathroom. I almost screamed when I saw my reflection: my hair hanging in tangled clumps, lipstick smeared across one cheek, mascara smudged under my eyes. I was naked, but that wasn’t anything new.

A blast of water was what I needed, even though I’d probably miss something by not leaving the house sooner. But if I didn’t shower, get myself sobered up some, I’d miss more.

I grabbed a pair of leggings out of the laundry basket and pulled on a big sweatshirt. It was almost 4:00 A.M., for Christ’s sake, and she was dead. No one was going to call the fashion police on me. My hair still hung in a clump, but at least it was clean and the alcohol haze had faded.

I stuffed my notebook in my bag and went out into the dark for the second time that night, the rain startling me as it slammed into my forehead. I cursed Marty for the umpteenth time, the dead girl for being dead at such an ungodly hour. I knew nothing, I was going into it cold, I hated this job.

The blue and red lights flashed against the black backdrop of the narrow street. I double-parked next to a cruiser; they’d be pissed, but what did I care, they weren’t leaving before me anyway. The yellow tape stopped just where the cops stood talking to one another, their notebooks getting soaked. I still hadn’t taken mine out of my purse.

I saw her before any of them saw me. She was facedown, the rain beating into her bare back, her body slumped over the sidewalk and into the road, her hair a waterfall into the catch basin. Her arms were at her side, her fingers spread, clawing the pavement. The spotlight accentuated her white skin, the pool of dark liquid under her head. Someone had put a raincoat over her bottom half, but a mangled leg peeked out from underneath.

The rain was washing all the evidence away.

I looked up at the balconies over me, my eyes finally resting on the barbed wire fence between the sidewalk and the building.

I caught bits and pieces of conversation around me, but I ignored them, finally seeing the detective I knew would be there.

“Hi, Tom,” I said, my voice still husky from the booze.

“What cat dragged you in?” He chuckled.

“Got a call. Thought I’d stop by.”

“Didn’t think you’d be up to it.” He winked, and I could still feel his mouth on mine as he said goodbye. He was gone by the time Marty called; I hadn’t heard his pager, but that’s not a surprise, considering.

“I’m always up for it, you know that.”

“I like your outfit.” His Paul Newman-blue eyes caressed my body, and I struggled to bring myself back to the matter at hand.

“What happened?”

“She fell or she jumped, who knows?”

“Who is she?”

He shrugged, and I could see him putting on his armor. “Don’t know yet. No ID.”

“Where’d she fall from?”

He smiled patronizingly and put his hand on my shoulder. “Why don’t you go home? I’ll call you when we’re done here.”

Yeah, and then I’d never get any information. We’d been playing this cat-and-mouse game for a year now, and he still didn’t get it. This was my job, I had to be a pain in his ass.

“Where’d she fall from?” I asked again.

He sighed. “We don’t know. We’re checking every apartment.”

A row of balconies loomed over us. She had to have been on one of them.

“She bounced off the fence,” he said wearily.

I didn’t want to think about it. At least she hadn’t gotten impaled. I forced myself to get my train of thought going in a different direction. “What time did she take her leap?”

“Coroner’s guessing she’s been here about an hour.”

“Who found her?”

Tom glanced across the sea of officers at a tall woman teetering on high heels. One of New Haven’s better-known prostitutes, her name is Patricia, but I think it used to be Peter. “Coming home from a late date?” I guessed.

“If you want to hang out, okay, but you have to let us do our job. Can you do that?” Tom began to walk away from me, the story of my life.

“Does it look like she fell or jumped?” I tried to keep him talking, but he just shook his head and kept moving out of my line of fire. He hadn’t done that three hours ago.

“What happened?” I heard the voice behind me. I almost could feel his breath on the back of my neck.

“Who called you?” I demanded.

Dick Whitfield held up his portable scanner. “Heard it on this. Thought I might get a head start.”

“This is my beat, now get the fuck out of here.” I couldn’t blame my attitude on my hangover, I always talked to Dick this way. It was the only way he could hear me, I swear.

“Wow,” he muttered as he stared past me at the girl. “What happened?”

Exactly what I wanted to know, and exactly what I wouldn’t tell him even if I did.

“Seriously, Dick. Go home, I’ve got this covered.”

“Is that your boyfriend over there?”

I grabbed him by the arm and dragged him a few feet away. “Listen, I’m not in the mood for this right now. Marty called me, I’m here, you can go home.”

Dick Whitfield was the newsroom boob, but the editors liked his “enthusiasm.” Even Marty. If he got wind of this confrontation, I’d be dog meat. I wished I hadn’t had so much to drink, it was making me even more cranky than usual. I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself. “There really isn’t anything for you to do. I’ve got it covered.”

A shout from above and my head moved back so fast I saw double for a second and thought I was going to throw up.

Someone was shouting, waving, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Tom run into the building. That was it, that was the balcony, now how was I going to get rid of Louis Lane here? But when I looked at him, I saw his eyes were blank.

I glanced back over at Patricia, she was still talking to the cops. It was worth a try. “See that woman over there?”

Dick nodded.

“She found the body. We need to get some quotes from her, can you do that?”

If he were a dog, his tail would be wagging. It was pathetic. I watched his long, skinny frame lope through the rain, and my wet hair dripped into my eyes.

The night had started out better than this. I had a new dress on; it was black and slinky and sexy. The cold beer slid down my throat as Tom’s hand caressed my knee under the table. We both knew what was going to happen; it always did, at least for the past year. Before that, it was just a lot of fantasizing and cold showers.

He shouldn’t be seeing me, either. It was a conflict of interest for both of us, since I was the cop reporter. But the attraction was too strong. Not enough for more than what it was, neither of us wanted to get tied down, but we were monogamous in a weird sort of way. I didn’t see anyone else, and neither did he. At least I liked to think so.

I wasn’t sure why I got drunk, but I suppose it was just the whole scene, piano player banging out great jazz, candles flickering, the light making me look younger than my almost forty years. Sure, it was a great night. Until now. Wouldn’t you know I’d have an editor who was an insomniac and kept his scanner on all the time.

I slipped in past the cop at the door; he was too busy interrogating some guy with a dog who wanted to go out. I could’ve been anyone who got caught in the rain. One elevator was stuck at 14; it seemed like a good place to start, so I took the other one up, the jolt stirring my stomach. When the doors opened, I was met by a patrolman who wouldn’t let me out. I stuck my hand across the door so it wouldn’t close.

“This is a crime scene, ma’am.”

I could’ve forgiven anything but the “ma’am.” It really pissed me off. “Let me out, goddammit. People live here, you know. You can’t keep me from my home.” I prayed Tom was too far away to hear me. I pushed my way out and moved down the hall, like I really lived there, and when the officer turned around, I made a beeline for the apartment with the open door and sounds of cops inside.

It had been tastefully and inexpensively furnished by IKEA. A plush sofa edged up against a sleek Scandinavian coffee table large enough to seat a family of five; a couple of chairs perched on the corner of a dark blue rug covering the standard beige apartment carpeting. A print of Gauguin’s Tahitian women splashed the room with much-needed color. A big-screen TV stretched across one wall; a glass cabinet housed a sound system.

A few candles were scattered on the coffee table, all in various sizes, their wicks charred. A small pile of books lay like dominoes on a small table next to the couch. There were no strewn newspapers, no dirty laundry, no signs of life.

A galley kitchen was off to the right, the countertops gleaming, the stylish stainless steel dish drainer empty.

They were out on the balcony and in the bedroom. I bumped into Tom as he came down the hall with a pair of jeans in a plastic bag.

“How the hell did you get up here?” But he was distracted. He didn’t focus on me; his eyes were darting around like mine, taking in the scene, wondering what happened to that girl, how did she end up on the pavement.

“Come on, Tom, give me something and I’ll leave. I promise.”

He snorted. “Yeah, right. You never leave.”

When I thought about it, I realized he was right. He was always the one who was gone in the morning, not me. But we were usually at my place.

“Are those hers?” I asked, pointing to the bag in his hands.

He nodded.

“Any ID up here?”

He sighed, biting his lip, and I wished I could bite it for him. “Yeah.”

The wall was up, and I could be any reporter asking the questions. “Come on, can you give me anything?”

“You’re not supposed to be here,” he said roughly, trying to get past me.

“Any sign of anyone else here?” I was pushing it, and he glared.

“Leave. Now. You know about next of kin notification. Let us do our job.” He gave me a little push toward the door.

“Okay, okay. Don’t have a coronary. I’m gone.”

The cop at the elevator gave me a dirty look but didn’t say anything. I thought about shooting him the finger as the doors closed between us, but I was too tired.

There was no sign of Dick Whitfield when I stepped back outside. The rain settled on my sweatshirt, drops rolling down my neck. The coroner was bent over the body; the flash blinded me as someone took pictures. Cops mingled everywhere, curious people formed a circle outside the yellow tape. It’s funny how a crime scene will attract people at the oddest hours.

“How’d she die?” I yelled over the tape.

The coroner looked up, his mouth twitching with the unpleasantness of his task.

“I’m with the Herald,” I offered.

“Call me tomorrow.” He turned back to the body.

I sidled up to another cop, Tim something-or-other. “Anyone else see it?”

He shrugged. “Canvassing now.” He turned away, back to his colleagues.

I couldn’t see what else I could accomplish. It was too late to get a story into the paper, too early to go to work. I could still get a couple hours of sleep. I wondered if Dick Whitfield ever slept.

My car was cold and had barely heated up when I pulled up in front of my brownstone. Once inside, I stripped down to my birthday suit and crawled back under my comforter. Even though I liked Tom in my bed, it was nice to sprawl out in the middle all by myself.

I think I fell asleep in about a minute.


CHAPTER  2

I forgot to set the alarm. Both times I went to bed. The first time, I could see how I’d been forgetful. After all, Tom had been undressing me and I had been undressing him and somehow the clock slipped my mind. The second time, I’d been hungover, and I’d had to deal with Tom in a completely different way, the way I hated.

So it was 8:00 A.M. and the phone was ringing again. This time, I knew it was Marty, where are you, tell me what’s going on, what happened, how much did you get? I wasn’t in much better shape than I’d been during our first call, but he hadn’t given me a chance to talk then. When I opened my mouth to tell him what I knew, such a sound came out that I was startled. God knows, Marty was speechless.

“What happened to you last night?” he finally asked.

“I had a rough night,” I managed to croak. “Lay off.”

“Dick is already here.”

“Fuck Dick.” I said it before I thought about it.

“He says she was found about three o’clock by that prostitute who hangs out near there.” I was glad he ignored me, but it could come back and bite me on the ass if I wasn’t more careful. “But the cops wouldn’t tell him anything else. You have connections, you get anything?”

I hated it that everyone thought I had “connections” just because I was fucking a detective. We weren’t exactly sharing job-related information during sex.

“She’s a Yale student. Melissa Peabody,” Marty said when I hesitated, his words hanging between us for a few seconds.

“No shit?” This was an interesting twist.

“We should find out if it was her apartment.” Marty’s voice was grim.

I doubted it. It was way too clean for a college student’s apartment. But if not, then whose apartment was it? Who was she with, and why was she there? Another thought leapt across the fog into my brain: Maybe she jumped. Maybe she was one of those kids who just couldn’t hack it. Maybe there was nothing sinister about this.

But she had been naked. If I was going to off myself, I don’t think I’d strip first. The indignity would be a little too much.

Marty’s voice brought me back.

“You know how this screws everything up.” He meant because she was a Yalie. I could feel for him. Our publisher didn’t like bad things to happen at Yale because it meant the prestigious Ivy League institution would have to be slapped across the front page with a 100-point headline about death. Who would want to send their kids there then? New Haven wasn’t exactly standing on its own merits.

Two calls would be made to the publisher: one from the powers that be at the university lambasting us for publicizing something they’d claim was “private business”; the other from City Hall, lambasting us for ruining the city’s “image.” I didn’t envy Marty, having to go upstairs to that office that I’d been in once and explain that the dead girl on the pavement was some rich, smart kid who was only visiting our fair city while she got the best education money could buy.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed, thankful that my middle-of-the-night outing had somewhat cleared the hangover web from my brain.

“I need a shower, then I’ll get back out there. Cops are probably still there,” I told Marty.

I heard the phone click, he’d done his job: He’d gotten me out of bed, he’d threatened me with Dick’s presence. I wasn’t sure I cared enough about this job anymore to worry about some asshole moving in on my territory. There were way too many kids at the paper now, not like it had been fifteen years ago when I started. I was the kid then. I’d joined a crack reporting team, but only three of us were left. Others had moved on, to the Hartford Courant, the Chicago Tribune, the Philadelphia Inquirer. I hadn’t updated my résumé since I’d started at the Herald, more laziness than anything else. But lately I was getting too cynical, even for me. Maybe it was time for a change. This would be the best time, before I got too old and no one would want me and I’d be stuck at the New Haven Herald until I died.

What a pathetic thought.

I stood in the shower for the second time in four hours, washing away the crime scene. I could always go work for my father. He’d said that a million times. He’d give me some cushy job at the casino he managed and I would have weekends and holidays off and probably make a helluva lot more money than I was making now. But could I be a flack in Las Vegas? It’s too hot and dry, lights flashing 24/7, glowing in the sunlight, every shabby facade showing its flaws, like all the old prostitutes who dared to bare it all anytime, anyplace.

When he got the job there, my mother said Vegas was no place to raise a child, so I grew up with a part-time dad. I was in middle school, and my mother and I waited for his weekend visits in our house in Westville, a neighborhood with a large Jewish population, New Haven’s very small-scale Upper West Side with great delis and a synagogue. My mother grew up there in the house we lived in, a big white behemoth that towered over rose gardens and apple trees.

In high school I started rummaging through desks when no one was home and found old black-and-white pictures of my dad with his arm around strangers in suits, ties, and hats, sitting around the table, cocktails in front of them, cigarettes in unsmiling mouths. One woman in a long, sequined dress, her hair falling into her eyes, her hand on her hip, seemed glamorous, but I wasn’t that naive. Dad grew up in New Haven’s Little Naples, now called Little Italy for those tourists who may not know where Naples is, over on the other side of the city, which is known as the safest neighborhood because of its “connections.” That’s where I live now.

My mother endured the long-distance relationship with my dad for several years, but finally divorced him when I went to college.

Technically, I wasn’t really his daughter. My mother divorced my biological father when I was two, and he died a couple of years later, some sort of construction accident. Being a reporter, I could look into it, but my curiosity extends only to those things outside my family. Otherwise I just don’t want to know.

I shook myself out of my ruminations and gazed longingly at my jeans but pulled on a pair of khakis and a white shirt. The paper was cracking down on the dress code. Too many people coming to work like slobs, the memo said, Fridays were dress-down days. But no jeans, even then.

Too many rules.

I didn’t go to the office, but drove straight down Chapel Street. I found a parking spot near the Yale Art Gallery, but only after I’d driven around the block three times. I slipped my press card onto the dashboard, and I walked the rest of the way down to York.

It always amazed me how on one block, the Gothic buildings of Yale towered over the street, but on the next, the neighborhood started getting seedy; thus the barbed wire that surrounded the apartment building where Melissa Peabody had taken her last breath.

The cops were still there, the yellow crime scene tape damp from the rain. Thank God the sun was shining today.

The TV vans were in full force, reporters from the state’s three major stations jockeying for the best position in front of the apartment building, cameramen doing a balancing act with the equipment, the satellite dishes high above the telephone wires. I snorted as I wove between them. Where were they this morning, when the real news was going on? And where would they be after this? Waiting for the press conferences to get their handouts from the cops, less than a minute on the air to muster up some sympathy and outrage from the public.

The body was gone, but I could see where it had been. My stomach growled, reminding me I could’ve grabbed a coffee and a scone at Atticus, no one would’ve minded. Tom came out of the building, alone. I made my move.

“You’re back,” he said before I thought he even knew I was there.

“Like a bad penny.”

“You have to talk to the chief.”

I stared at him. “What?”

“This one’s a little too sensitive.”

The city police department would get a call from Yale, too, but with a lot more pressure about solving the crime and keeping details out of the press as long as possible.

“Come on, Tom, give me a break. I’ll never get anything but a ‘no comment’ out of the chief.”

He shrugged, his big shoulders moving slowly, his hand running through his blond hair. At least I got some sleep. “I’m not supposed to say anything. If I do, and you write about it, then everyone will know I told you.”

So we haven’t exactly been discreet.

I spotted Dick Whitfield coming toward us on the sidewalk. “If you tell me something, I’ll make sure he gets out of your way.” It sounded like a good deal to me.

“Oh, shit, he doesn’t know what he’s doing. He’s harmless.”

That’s what he thought.

“I really can’t tell you anything, Annie.” I watched him move away from me, but instead of getting mad, I just wanted to jump his bones. Go figure.

I’d just have to use my other sources on this one. But then Dick was next to me.

“They’re being pretty tight-lipped today,” he said jovially, as if we were equals.

“Why are you here again?”

“Marty said I should help you.”

I made a mental note to let Marty have it when I saw him. Marty knows I work alone. Yeah, we’d had the “team player” talk again recently, but I didn’t really think it applied to me. The new kids, well, they didn’t want my help and I certainly couldn’t rely on them. It was a me vs. them situation, but neither side minded. It was only Marty, who somehow thought because of my experience I should be some sort of mentor. He should know better. He’s known me a long time.

Dick stood in front of me, salivating. He was hungry, hungrier than others, but he was such a moron. If he chilled out a little, maybe he wouldn’t be so bad. I needed to give him another job, get him out of my hair.

“Maybe you can find out whose apartment it is.”

I got a blank stare.

“We don’t know if it was her apartment or not,” I continued, wondering if he was even more stupid than I thought.

A grin swept across his face. “Okay. I’ll see what I can find out.”

I didn’t want him nosing around Yale. I wanted to find out about her first, talk to her friends to see if they knew anything. Sure, I wanted to know who owned that apartment and why she was there, but this way he could pick up half the legwork and I could put it together later.

I mulled this over a little. Having a slave might not be too bad.

THE REGISTRAR wasn’t exactly forthcoming when I asked about Melissa Peabody, what class she was in, where she was from, what dorm she lived in.

“I’m not allowed to give out that information.” Her mouth sagged with displeasure, wisps of white curls accentuating her wrinkles. Would I look that old someday? “You have to talk to our public information officer.”

I wouldn’t get shit out of that guy, and she knew it. The school had closed up tighter than a clam.

My stomach was still growling when I got back out on the sidewalk. The image in my head of Melissa Peabody’s naked body faded as I thought about breakfast at Atticus. It’s a small bookstore with a fabulous coffee bar and wonderful muffins and sandwiches. Before I knew it, I was sitting at the counter, nibbling on a blueberry scone, sipping my coffee as if I didn’t have a care in the world.

“I can’t believe it,” I heard from somewhere in my vicinity. “I saw her last night. She seemed fine.”

News travels fast, almost as fast as my head turned to see who was talking.

Three kids sat a couple of tables away, their expressions grim. Bingo. I hit the jackpot. Having no respect for anyone’s personal space if I could get any information, I picked up my coffee and scone and moved to their table.

“I couldn’t help but overhear,” I started, “but it sounds like you knew that girl, Melissa, who died last night.” I almost said “took a flying leap,” but in that split second between saying something entirely inappropriate and the right thing, I chose wisely. I don’t always.

I put my coffee down and pulled one of my cards out of my bag. “Anne Seymour. I’m with the Herald. I saw her, well, after.” I tried to sound meek, and I think I was pulling it off. They sighed collectively and asked me to pull up a chair.

“Was it really awful?” the girl with the red hair asked. “I mean, well, you know.”

Fortunately I knew exactly what she was asking and nodded. “Yeah. It was pretty bad. Since you all knew her, could you tell me something about her? I have to write a story, and I hate having to write the gruesome stuff. If I could describe her, make her real, maybe the cops will really push to find out what happened to her.” It was all bullshit. I was surprised they couldn’t smell me coming a mile away. They were Yalies, after all. They were supposed to be smarter than me. I went to a state school, majored in beer and pot and Led Zeppelin. I kept CliffsNotes in business. Who had time to read?

“She was a sophomore.” The red-haired girl obviously was the leader of this group. She wore pretty silver-framed glasses, and her hands were folded neatly on the table. “I knew her from bio. Biology class,” she added, obviously knowing I didn’t have the SAT scores she did. “She was going to be a doctor.” Weren’t they all?

I didn’t pull out my notebook, but instead turned on the tape recorder in my head. No need to make it formal just yet. I took a sip of coffee and a bite of scone. If I kept my mouth shut, something I’m not known to do on a regular basis, I knew they’d talk. They wanted to.

“She was so pretty,” blurted the other girl, a blonde with unfortunate skin. “No wonder David wouldn’t leave her alone.”

“David?” I prompted.

The red-haired girl fidgeted with a ring on her finger. “Oh, a guy we know. She went out with him for a little while but broke it off. He had a problem accepting that.”

The blonde snorted, an ugly, wet sound that made the remnants of my hangover lurch back into my stomach. “A problem accepting that? Are you kidding? He was constantly calling her and trying to see her.”

A stalker. I liked that. It could be easy. Girl dates boy. Girl rejects boy. Boy throws girl off balcony. Or something like that.

“It’s not what you think.” The boy, who sported a pierced eyebrow, finally spoke. He was good-looking in that punk sort of way, spiky hair, brooding eyes. If I was eighteen . . . well, I wasn’t.

“What is it then?” I shook myself back to the matter at hand.

“She led him on, even after. She called him sometimes, asked him for help moving furniture, getting notes from a class, help with her lab stuff.”

I knew the type. I was that type. Didn’t really want him around, but it was nice to have someone paying attention. Okay, so nothing’s ever simple.

“You saw her last night? Was David with her?” I gave them a nudge. My coffee was almost gone but I needed more information, and I needed it faster.

I felt a rush of cool air on the back of my neck and turned to see the door closing. He was standing at the counter, hands in his pockets, staring at the writing on the blackboard as if it was Greek. He was a Dunkin’ Donuts guy, this caffe latte crap was stumping him. My first impression was that he was a cop, someone I hadn’t crossed paths with before, but there was something different about the way he held his shoulders, his back wasn’t military-straight and his black hair curled around his ears. He looked like one of my father’s henchmen, but better looking, in that Frank Sinatra sort of way, Frank in the ’50s, when he was still lean, when he was with Ava.

He saw me staring and actually had the balls to wink. A real wink. I turned back to my new friends, who didn’t seem to notice I’d gone away for a minute or so.

“There was a party,” the pierced guy was saying. “We were all pretty trashed. David was there, but she didn’t leave with him. I didn’t see her leave with anyone.”

“What time did she leave?”

He shrugged. “I wasn’t paying too much attention.”

I squirmed in my chair and glanced out of the corner of my eye back at the counter. He was gone.

None of them noticed what time Melissa left, although they all saw her consume quite a bit of beer. I finally took their names: Randy was the guy, Helen the pretty redhead, and Cynthia the blonde. They told me Melissa had lived at Davenport, one of Yale’s residential colleges.

“You might want to talk to Sarah,” Cynthia said quietly.

“Sarah?”

“Sarah Lewis. One of her roommates. I know David talked to her a lot.”

I thanked my new friends after they told me how to get to Davenport College, left them each one of my cards, and said they could call me anytime if they thought of anything else.

Outside on the sidewalk again, I only felt worse when I saw the parking ticket tucked under my windshield wiper. The cop who left it there completely ignored the “Press” sign in my window.

I walked away, ignoring the ticket. Since I’d already gotten one, why not leave my car there?

Davenport College was just up the street, and I found it easily. A young woman was coming out as I reached the gate.

“I’m looking for Sarah Lewis,” I said. “Do you know where I could find her?”

She looked me over and shrugged. “She’s not here. I think she might be at the library.”

I walked across the wide lawn of Cross Campus and approached Sterling Library. On the pavement in front of the building, students were reminded in pink sidewalk chalk of a party at Saybrook College the night before at 9:00 P.M. I neglected to ask the Atticus group where the party had been where they saw Melissa, but I was willing to bet it was the one at Saybrook.

I couldn’t remember the last time I smelled musty books. My boot heels were loud as they hit the hard floor, and I went up to the desk.

“I’m looking for Sarah Lewis,” I asked, hoping the librarian had a clue who she was.

She pointed her nose in the direction of the Starr Reading Room. I went through the thick, dark doors and looked left, then right, at tables of students studying. A lone brunette sat at a table to my right in the back, flipping through pages of a book, but she wasn’t reading; her eyes were resting on the wall behind me, not seeing anything. I took a shot. I walked over to her. “Sarah?”

She tried to focus, but she seemed incapable.

“Sarah,” I tried again, sitting down across from her. “My name is Anne Seymour. I’m a reporter from the Herald.”

Now she saw me, and a flash of anger whipped across her face. “Can’t anyone just leave me alone?”

Intruding on someone’s grief is something I’ve never been able to do well, despite my reputation. “I’m sorry,” I tried, but I did not get up.

“I thought no one would find me in here. The police finally let me leave, but they said I couldn’t go back to my room until they were done.” Her shoulders were hunched in that way tall people do to try to disguise their height, and her hair was matted, a little oily. She wore a big sweatshirt that just accentuated how flat-chested she was. Her hands were free of jewelry, although there were small hoops in her earlobes. Her watch was a Swatch, oversized and colorful. Her face was drawn, pale, and two green eyes peered at me.

“Were you very close?” I asked.

Sarah managed a small smile. “That’s the bitch of it all. I hated her.”

“Did you see her last night?” I asked, hoping my face didn’t reveal that she had succeeded in surprising me.

“Oh, sure. She was getting ready to go out. To that party.”

“The one at Saybrook?”

She nodded.

“Weren’t you going?”

Sarah bit her fingernail. “I don’t like parties. I don’t drink or smoke or do anything like that.”

Sounded pretty boring, but the hangover was still occasionally crashing against my brain, reminding me that I should take it easy, too.

“Do you know how she ended up at University Towers if she was just going to that party?”

“She had a late date, after the party. Maybe whoever it was took her there.”

“How do you know that?”

“I took the message.”

“What message?” I wanted to start writing this down, but was afraid the notebook would spook her.

“From the agency.”

She was being far too cryptic. “What agency?”

Sarah’s mouth curved into a small, sinister smile. “Everyone thought she was so wonderful, you know? Smart, pretty, but she did have a secret life no one knew about.”

I waited.

She shrugged. “She worked for an escort service. Her parents thought she was spending too much money and stopped sending any except a monthly allowance. Melissa didn’t think it was enough, so she answered one of those ads. You know, in the paper.”

A million thoughts were running through my head, slamming against the hangover, pushing it out of the way. “Did you tell the cops this?”

Sarah smiled again, wider this time. “I told them she had a late date, but I said I didn’t know who with. They didn’t ask any more questions about that.” She paused for a minute. “Are you going to put this in the newspaper?”

She was a sneaky one. She wanted this in the paper, wanted Melissa’s name smeared publicly, to show everyone what her roommate was really like. I wasn’t born yesterday.

Sarah’s eyes were dancing. I could see she knew how much I wanted this story and that I wouldn’t walk away until I had it.

“What agency was it?” I asked, taking the bait. Screw it. No need to pretend with this girl.

Sarah dug into the backpack slung over her chair and pulled out a business card, handing it to me: Come Together. Clever.

“She gave this to me, like a joke or something.” I could see Sarah wasn’t amused. “You know, she could’ve had anyone she wanted. She really was a bitch.” Her voice was tight, the anger oozing into her words.

I’d had enough of her.

“If you think of anything else that might help, can you call me?” I handed her one of my cards.

She nodded. “Sure.”

I got up.

“Have you talked to David Best, her ex-boyfriend?”

“No, not yet.”

“He’s a head case. After she dumped him, he found out about the escort thing and was really pissed. He started following her around, even once when she was so-called working.”

“She told you that?”

Sarah laughed, a small sound from the bottom of her throat. “He told me. He thought I could talk her out of it. Yeah, right. Like anyone could ever talk Melissa out of anything.”

Yalies fucking with their lives and the lives of those around them. This would become one helluva made-for-TV movie. I said goodbye and got out of there.


CHAPTER  3

The newsroom was quiet. Marty was sipping coffee at his desk, the other day editors savoring the calm before the storm.

Henry Owens didn’t even notice me as he scanned eBay in his unending search for rare coins. Peter Martone briefly looked up from the New York Post, then resumed reading, and Jim Wingate was having a heated discussion with his wife on the phone.

Not a whole lot happened until stories started coming in about four in the afternoon, except if there was breaking news. The day editors did the brunt of their work in about three hours, spending the rest of their time in meetings and on the phone with the reporters in the bureaus, even though I wasn’t sure anyone really talked to anyone about anything. Two reporters ended up doing the same stories on occasion because someone “forgot” to tell someone what he was working on.

Watergate and Woodward and Bernstein had lured me into this business. But the industry wasn’t like that anymore, no one took the risks. Melissa Peabody was definitely a risk, a dead Yalie on the front page.

“Whatchagot?” Marty put his coffee down on top of the weekend rotation schedule. He was too tall for his desk and complained bitterly about neck pain, popping Advils all day. His glasses balanced precariously on the end of his nose. I always fought the urge to stick my finger on the center and push them up.

Marty Thompson came from the competition in Bridgeport about a year after I’d started at the paper. In those days, we stole their people and they stole ours, always for more money, and the people were always quality. From the first day he arrived, we had a good relationship. He respected me professionally, and after a required grace period, I respected him. His news judgment was solid, his editing good enough so I never knew where my words left off and his began. But it was starting to wear on him, too, the corporate mentality that profits were more important than anything, even the news. Unfortunately for him, he was just past that age where places would look at him as a viable candidate.

I ran through the interviews with the kids at Atticus, purposely leaving Sarah until the end. Marty’s eyes grew wider when I told him about Come Together.

“Shiiiiiit,” he drawled. “Can we confirm that?”

“The roommate told me.”

“We’re going to need more.”

I hated it when he sat on stuff just because he didn’t think the publisher would like it. “The roommate confirmed it,” I tried again.

“No, we need another source.”

“Why?”

His blue eyes got darker. “Think about it, Annie.”

I hated this shit. “I’ll get on the phone.”

“Good. Dick’s gone to the press conference.”

“What press conference?”

“The one the cops are having as we speak.”

I took a deep breath. “Why didn’t you call me?”

“Because Dick was here and you weren’t. I figured you had a good reason not to be.”

I counted to ten. The editors all thought we were out screwing around if we weren’t in the office. I constantly argued that I couldn’t get a story while sitting at my desk, but it fell on deaf ears. Dick somehow managed to be in more than he was out and still get stories. Dumb luck. I could see the byline now. “By Dick Whitfield and Anne Seymour.” Was this worth the aggravation?
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