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			For my sisters, Kerry and Tracey,

			my best friends and most biased witnesses

		

	
		
			Since the house is on fire, let us warm ourselves.

			—ITALIAN PROVERB

		

	
		
			1

			When I was fifteen, my favorite place in the world was the high-jump setup at the school track. The bar provided a simple obstacle with a certain solution. You either cleared it or you didn’t. In a world of tangled problems with knotty answers, that was bliss.

			I guess it all started out on that field, the summer before my sophomore year. That’s when I fell in love with Owen Fowler. I never could hide how much I wanted that man.

			That’s why everyone immediately thought I murdered him. Watch any TV crime show, and the person who says “I couldn’t have killed him—I loved him!” is the one who did it. Nothing fuels hate like love gone wrong. So when the coach went up in flames, people naturally looked to see if I was holding the match. But I swear: I didn’t kill him.

			You don’t believe me, Annie, I can see it in your eyes. But I’ll tell you everything, exactly how it went down. You probably won’t agree with what I did. You definitely would’ve done things differently. But by the end, I hope you’ll at least understand.

			So—ten years ago. The athletic field was the most beautiful place in Holly Grove. A girl could feel like she was part of something good on that rectangle of perfect grass, surrounded by bleachers shining silver in the sun. Come fall, the football players would own the field, and the stands would hold ten thousand screaming fans. But in July, the stadium was empty, and the kids who went to Coach Fowler’s sports camp got to use the spongy red track that circled the field. The air smelled of fresh-cut grass, the clean sweat of a good workout, and the occasional whiff of Icy Hot. To this day, I still love the smell of Icy Hot.

			And I loved the feel of the high jump itself. That moment at the peak, as my back sailed over the bar and I looked straight up at the sky—suspended above the earth, touching nothing but air. Like I could detach from the physical world with all its problems. For a second, at least. I was free. It was my little piece of heaven.

			You know what I mean, right? You were a pretty good sprinter yourself. What’d you place in the two hundred meter? Eighth in the state? But track didn’t mean the same to you. You’d found another way out. By the time I turned fifteen, you’d already accepted that scholarship to U of M. That summer, you were just killing time before college, hanging out at the track a lot. You told Mom you went to watch me, but you were really there to flirt with Rob. Don’t fuss, you know it’s true. He was a hottie. And not just because he’d been starting quarterback that year—king of the town! He was objectively hot. Guess he peaked early.

			You know why he suddenly got interested your senior year, right? After all those years of not knowing your name? No offense, but. You finally grew some boobs. My own chest didn’t show signs of catching up any time soon. The high jump was the one place where my resemblance to a wall was still an advantage.

			I was aiming to break your school record for high jumping. Six feet, one inch. I thought if I broke it, people would finally start calling me “Jody” instead of “Anna Curtis’s little sister.” I remember the day I first believed I could do it: July 15, 2004.

			I was trying to figure out why my jump had stalled. I was doing everything right, but it just wasn’t taking. I tried again: stood at my starting place and sprinted toward the bar. I hit my mark and rounded the turn toward the mat: five strides, pivot, jump! I flew backward, arched my spine, and kicked my feet up. But something was off, I knew it even before my butt knocked down the pole. As my back hit the mat, I heard the bar clatter to the ground and Rob laughing in the distance.

			I said, “Fuck.”

			“Watch your language, young lady.”

			Coach Fowler stood next to the mat, which was a surprise. He was the head of the whole camp and mostly stayed with the football team, leaving the lesser athletes to the lesser coaches. The thrill of him noticing me was canceled by the fact that it was when I’d messed up.

			“Sorry, Coach!”

			I jumped off the mat and fetched the pole. We set it on the risers together. He was tan and tall, with an athletic build and that aura of authority. The sun threw golden glints off his blond hair. He must’ve been forty at that point, but he was way cuter than the teenage boys he coached.

			“You’re a good jumper,” Coach said. “You could be great—but you have to really want it. Do you really want it?”

			I looked over where you and Rob were sitting. Rob was tugging on the tie of your hoodie. The coach followed my gaze.

			“Your sister’s a good runner. Fast, determined, scrappy,” he said. “Jody—you’re better.”

			I blinked with surprise. He knew my name. And . . . not many people thought I was better than you at anything. He reached over and pulled my hand away from my cheek. I hadn’t even realized I was touching my scar.

			“It’s barely noticeable,” he said. He cleared his throat and pointed to my pink chalk mark on the ground. “The problem is your approach. Your mark is too close. You shot up this spring, so your stride is longer. You need room to stretch out those long legs.”

			I tried not to blush at the implication that he’d noticed my legs. Coach took a piece of blue chalk out of his pocket and drew a line on the ground, about three feet behind my pink mark. He also moved back my starting mark. “Try that.”

			I trotted to the new starting place, feeling the blue nylon of my team shorts brushing against my glamorously long legs. I looked at the coach’s marks and wasn’t sure I could do it. I glanced at him, and he nodded. You and Rob stopped talking to watch me. I took a deep breath, squinted at the high-jump bar, and sprinted toward it. I reached the coach’s mark and counted off my curve, demanding my legs cover as much ground as they could with each stride: one, two, three, four, five. Pivot. Go!

			I jumped. And I flew.

			I knew it was perfect the moment I took off. I felt it in my legs, my hips, my spine. I soared back over the pole with inches to spare. Suspended in the air, I looked at the bright blue sky and the soft white clouds and felt a moment of perfection.

			I landed on my shoulder blades and let myself somersault backward. A few runners broke out into applause. You yelled, “Go, Jody!”

			I jumped on the mat. “Yes!”

			“There it is!” Coach yelled. “Good girl! Do that at a meet, and we’ll be putting your name up in the gym.”

			I bounced to the edge of the mat, and Coach met me with a high five. Then he held out his hand to help me down. I took it, feeling honored, shy, and electrically happy. His grip was steady and strong. Dad had never held my hand like that. Coach’s fingers tightened around mine as I stepped down, then opened to release me. But I didn’t want to break the connection. I kept holding on to his hand for a few seconds after he let go.
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			Anna felt a gentle nudge on her shoulder but kept her eyes closed. Another nudge followed, more insistently. She smelled fresh-brewed coffee and heard morning birds chattering, but all she wanted was to stay curled in warm oblivion. She closed her eyes tighter, determined to hold on to her sleep. It was like trying to hold on to water; the harder she squeezed, the faster it slipped away. She cracked an eye.

			The unfamiliar bedroom was bright and lovely, decorated in expensive neutrals. Her black pantsuit was draped neatly over an ivory chair. She glanced down and saw that she was wearing only her bra and panties from the night before. She became aware of a dull headache, throbbing with each beat of her heart. Blinking, she pulled the blanket to her chest, sat up, and tried to remember how she’d gotten here.

			A pair of warm brown hands handed her a steaming mug of coffee. Anna looked up at the hands’ owner. Her friend Grace smiled down at her.

			“You look like your hair got caught in a blender,” Grace said.

			“I feel like it was my whole head.”

			At least she understood where she was: Grace’s guest room. The night before came back in a series of images that grew blurrier toward the end: placing her engagement ring on the table at the Tabard Inn; walking through Dupont Circle with tears streaming down her face; meeting Grace, Samantha, and the detectives at Sergio’s restaurant to toast the jury’s verdict in the MS-13 case. And wine. Endless glasses of wine, which, despite Anna’s wholehearted efforts, had succeeded in blotting everything out for only a few short hours.

			And left her with a massive hangover. She groaned and rubbed her temples. Grace handed her two Advil, which she gratefully swallowed down with coffee. It was sweet and milky, which coaxed a smile through the blur. Her life was a mess, but at least she had a good friend who knew how she took her coffee.

			Anna spotted her cell phone on the nightstand. She had two “unknown” calls from a Michigan area code, and a string of worried texts and calls from her fiancé. Correction: her ex-fiancé. She let the phone thump back down.

			“I would’ve let you sleep longer,” Grace said, “but you have a phone call.”

			“Jack?”

			“Who else?”

			Anna shook her head, which was a mistake. She wondered how long it would take for the caffeine and ibuprofen to kick in. “We’re done.”

			“He tracked you down here,” Grace said. “That’s doesn’t sound ‘done.’ That sounds kind of romantic.”

			“He’s the Homicide chief. If he can’t locate his ex-fiancé, he should resign.”

			“I didn’t want to hit you with this, but . . . he’s distraught. And you know he’s not the distraught type.”

			Anna plucked unhappily at the blanket. She wanted to talk to him—she wanted it like a dieter wants cupcakes. But there was nothing left to say. She knew Jack loved her. He loved another woman, too.

			“Please tell him I’m fine, and I’m sorry, and I can’t talk to him now.”

			“Okay, sweetie.”

			Grace handed her a box of Kleenex and left. Anna banished a rogue tear, as her phone buzzed from the nightstand. It was the “unknown” caller from Michigan again, the same 313 area code as her sister. She blew her nose and picked up.

			“Hello.”

			“Hi, Anna? It’s Kathy Mack. From Holly Grove High School?”

			That was another world, and Anna needed a moment to get there. She stared at the ceiling until her memory caught up with the conversation: Kathy was an old friend of her sister’s. Anna saw her occasionally, when she went home to visit Jody in Michigan. They’d never traded phone calls.

			“Kathy—hi! Is everything okay?”

			“Actually . . . no. There’s a lot going on here. I don’t know where to start. I guess I should start with this: Coach Fowler died. He— Some people are saying he was killed.”

			“Oh—that’s terrible.”

			Anna sat back against the pillows. Since she was a kid, Coach Fowler had been a major figure in her hometown, leading Holly Grove’s football team to the state championship several times. He was the most successful member of their community, and one who gave back. His recommendation helped Anna get a college scholarship and out of their small, rusting town.

			“It is terrible,” Kathy said, “but that’s not exactly why I’m calling. See, the police want to question Jody.”

			“What? Why?” The coach had mentored Jody in high school, but that was ten years ago. As far as Anna knew, they hadn’t been in touch since then.

			“I have no idea,” Kathy said. “And no one can find her. The police went to her house, but she’s not answering her door. I’ve tried her number; she’s not picking up.”

			“Thanks for calling me,” Anna said. “I’ll try her now.”

			They hung up and Anna dialed her sister’s number. She got an automated message she’d never heard on Jody’s phone before: “The person you’re trying to reach is no longer available.” It didn’t let her leave a voice mail.

			Anna chest tightened. She was always vaguely worried about her little sister. For the last few months, they hadn’t spoken as often as usual. If Jody were in trouble, Anna might not even know.

			She welcomed a reason to get out of town for a while. Get away from Jack, D.C. Superior Court, and the inevitable sympathy from everyone she’d have to uninvite from her wedding. She could take a couple days off. Prosecutors often did after a big trial.

			She swiped through her phone, tapped the Expedia app, and clicked on a last-minute deal to Detroit. Then she called Kathy back. “Thanks for calling, Kathy. I’m flying to Michigan this afternoon.”
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			As soon as the airplane screeched to a halt on the runway of Detroit Metro Airport, Anna powered up her phone and tried to call her sister again. No luck. Her headache was receding, but the worry in her stomach grew.

			She got off the plane and hurried past a wine bar, golf shop, and day spa—besides the casinos, the airport housed the most sophisticated commerce in Detroit—and took the escalators down to baggage claim, where she looked for Cooper Bolden. Kathy had arranged for Cooper to pick Anna up. He’d been a friend in high school, a sunny, bookish kid whose family owned a farm on the outskirts of the county. She hadn’t spoken to him in ages. Last she heard, he’d become an Army Ranger and gone to Afghanistan. She scanned the area for him now, looking for a tall, skinny boy with knobby knees and flapping elbows.

			Standing against a pillar, scrolling through his phone, was a man with a chest like a Ford 350. He wasn’t wearing glasses, and his black hair was shorter, but under a couple days’ worth of stubble was a familiar lopsided grin.

			“Cooper?”

			He looked up and she could see his eyes: light blue rimmed with indigo. She rushed forward to hug him. He stumbled, laughed, and hugged her back.

			“Anna. Hi! Easy.”

			“Easy? You’re three times as big as you were in high school.”

			Cooper laughed. “Maybe only twice as big.” He pulled up the jeans on his left leg, lifting the hem. Below was a silver prosthetic limb. “Compliments of the Taliban.”

			“Oh, Coop. I’m sorry.”

			“It’s okay. They didn’t get the best part of me.”

			“Your spleen?”

			“No. My enormous”—he held his hands two feet apart—“intellect.”

			“Of course.”

			“You look great,” Cooper said. “Just like I remember you. Except more . . .”

			“Weary?”

			“No. Grown-up.”

			Anna grabbed her suitcase off the conveyor belt. When she packed it two days earlier, she thought she’d spend a few nights at Grace’s house, in the process of moving out of Jack’s. Now she had the dizzying sensation of being a nomad, with no true home anywhere on earth. For the last year, she’d lived with Jack and his six-year-old daughter in their pretty yellow Victorian. After their engagement, Anna started calling it “our house.” At Jack’s urging, she’d begun to make it her own: rearranging where the mugs were kept, registering for silverware. But now she’d have to find her own apartment. She had to go to that pretty yellow Victorian and pack everything up, deciding which things to take and which to leave forever. She’d see all Olivia’s toys and first-grade artwork and know that she had no claim to them. Because, much as she wanted to be—as often as she’d gone to parent-teacher conferences, braided the girl’s hair, pored over parenting books trying to figure out the right answer to every six-year-old question—she wasn’t Olivia’s mother. Without Jack, she was nothing to Olivia. She was just a woman with a suitcase and a hangover.

			Cooper took the bag from her hands. “I got it,” he said.

			She came back to the present and glanced at his leg. “But—”

			“Can’t stop me from being chivalrous.”

			She’d had a hard breakup, but he’d lost a limb for his country. It put things in perspective. Normally, she’d insist on carrying her own luggage, but now she just said, “Thanks.”

			As they walked toward the parking lot, she saw that Cooper’s gait had changed too. It used to be a long, loping bounce, like a frisky colt finding his balance. Now his stride was shorter, more deliberate, and with a little hitch that could be interpreted as a swagger if you didn’t know better.

			“Have you heard from Jody?” Anna asked. “I still can’t get ahold of her.”

			He shook his head. “All I know is the police want to interview her.”

			“I wish she’d called me. I’m a lawyer.”

			“I expect she knows that,” Cooper said with a smile. “And she doesn’t need a lawyer. She’ll be glad to see her sister, though.”

			“I hope so. Can we go right to her house?”

			“Sure.”

			In the parking garage, she followed him to a handicapped parking space and reached for the door to a gray sedan. He shook his head. “That’s not mine.” He walked to the other side of the sedan, where a huge black Harley-Davidson sat in a motorcycle spot. She glanced at the bike and then at Cooper’s prosthetic leg.

			“Don’t worry. There’s a double amputee riding across America.” He strapped her bag to a luggage rack and handed her a helmet. “He was fine when he started, but he lost both legs in a motorcycle accident.”

			She laughed, weighing the risk to her life versus the risk of hurting his feelings. She’d never ridden a motorcycle before and was mildly terrified. She reached for the helmet. Cooper opened a saddlebag and pulled out a black leather jacket, similar to the one he was wearing, and held it out to her. But it was mid-June, warm and balmy.

			“No thanks,” she said.

			“It’s to protect your skin if we have a crash.”

			“Oh, that’s reassuring.”

			She put on the leather jacket. It smelled of cedar, cherries, and the faint hint of another woman’s perfume. Cooper straddled the front seat. She climbed onto the seat behind him and grabbed the metal handles on the sides, leaving a wide berth between their bodies.

			Cooper glanced back. “Don’t be shy. Scooch up nice and close and hold on to my waist.”

			She hesitated, suddenly wary. Who picks someone up from the airport on a motorcycle? What if she’d had more luggage? She met his clear blue eyes and found only earnestness there. She slid forward and put her arms around him.

			He started the engine and pulled forward. As the motorcycle drove past the parked cars, her heartbeat quickened. She was very aware that she had a large man between her legs, her breasts pressed against his back, and a giant engine humming beneath her. She could feel Cooper’s lean muscles beneath his leather jacket. She wasn’t cheating on Jack, she reasoned. First: she was just getting a ride. Second: she and Jack were done. Third: she hoped she didn’t die.

			Anna tried to pay for parking, but Cooper beat her to it. He pulled out of the parking structure and onto the service road. Anna could reach out and touch the car in the next lane—which would take her arm off. As he pulled onto the highway’s on-ramp, Cooper yelled, “Ready?”

			“Yeah,” she lied.

			The bike roared up to Michigan’s 70 mph speed limit. She held tight to Cooper’s waist. The motor filled her ears and the pavement flew under her feet. She wondered how it would feel if her body hit it. The bike angled low into a curve, and Cooper swung between her thighs. Her adrenaline surged. She was scared and thrilled and very aware of being alive.

			Halfway between Detroit and Flint, Cooper slowed the bike and took the exit ramp marked “Holly Grove.” Anna’s grip relaxed, but her chest tightened. She’d been relieved when she left this town, and she never liked coming back. The only thing she really loved here was her sister.

			Cooper passed through the historic downtown. It must have been charming once, but it wasn’t used for much these days. The courthouse and city hall still looked respectable enough, but the storefronts in between were mostly vacant and dilapidated. With each auto factory that closed, the town took a hit. And the commerce that still remained in Holly Grove was in the suburbs. Cooper continued out there, passing subdivisions anchored with strip malls, big-box stores, and massive parking lots. He turned onto a smaller cross street, leaving the commercial strip behind.

			As they came up to the curve before Holly Grove High School, Anna noticed an acrid smell, growing stronger. The football stadium came into sight, and she stared at it in shock.

			A burned-out car was smashed into the center of a blackened circle at the bottom of the stadium’s cement wall. The ground beneath it was an oily scab of scorched earth. The top of the stadium appeared unscathed, with the word BULLDOGS still gleaming in blue and silver. Yellow crime-scene tape surrounded the area. A few police officers lingered around the perimeter.

			Cooper pulled the bike to the shoulder, put down the kickstand, and took off his helmet. The roar of the engine was replaced with the chirping of insects. She took off her helmet too, smelling fresh-cut grass, ashes, and gasoline.

			“What happened?” she asked.

			“This is where Coach Fowler died,” Cooper said.

			“How?”

			“He came around this turn. Guess his car was going pretty fast. Crashed right into the stadium. His car went up in flames. He didn’t make it out.”

			She climbed off the bike and walked to the edge of the yellow tape. A cop on the other side glanced over but didn’t shoo her away. She guessed the crime-scene work was done and they were just waiting for a tow. Cooper stood next to her.

			The car was a classic Corvette. A few spots of blue paint were still visible, but most of the outside was burned black. The hood was smashed in so far, the car looked like a pug. A circular web cracked the windshield in front of the driver’s seat.

			Anna looked at the ground between the road and the stadium. There was a dirt shoulder, a section of grass, and then a cement apron abutting the concrete wall. There were no skid marks.

			“You know what’s weird?” Cooper said.

			“Other than Coach Fowler crashing right into his stadium, without making any apparent attempt to stop?”

			“Cars don’t generally explode on impact. I mean, it happens sometimes, but it’s not like the movies. It’s rare. And when cars do catch fire from a crash, there’s usually a more heavily burned area where the fire started, like around the battery or gas tank, and then some less burned parts. But the coach’s car is blackened all around. To me, cars look like this when someone has taken serious steps to make it happen.”

			“How do you know so much about burning cars?”

			“I saw a lot of them in Afghanistan.” Cooper ran a hand through his short black hair. “I was in one.”

			Anna glanced up at his face. He was looking at the stadium, but seeing something else. Before she could respond, a police officer came up to them. “Help you?”

			“Actually, yes, sir.” Cooper straightened and put a hand on Anna’s shoulder. “We’re looking for my friend’s sister, Jody Curtis. I understand you are, too. Do you know if she’s been located?”

			“She’s at the station now.”

			“Is she okay?” Anna said.

			“Seems so.”

			“Thank God.” She was flooded with relief. “What’s she doing at the station?”

			“Being interrogated,” the officer said. “In connection with Coach Fowler’s death.”

			That made Anna pause. Questioned was one thing. Interrogated sounded a lot more adversarial.

			“Thanks, Officer.” She turned to Cooper. “Can we head to the station?”

			“Let’s go.”
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			Mom always told us not to use the word hate. “Hate is a very strong word,” she said. “Save it for the very worst things.” We could say we “disliked” something, or we “didn’t care for” it. But let me tell you: I hated Wendy Weiscowicz. Not like cleaning the toilet or global warming, which I merely disliked. I hated her.

			We’d never been friendly—she was a princess and I was a jock—but Wendy and I really started beefing at the Homecoming game of 2004. That game was always a big deal at Holly Grove High, and it was seriously big that year. The team was undefeated, and everyone hoped we’d take back the state title. In a town where everything was turning to rust, football was our last shining thing. That night, I was also excited to be out hanging with friends. After you left for college, the house felt empty. Mom was working two jobs, and the dinner table was a lonely place. Football games meant a place to go, excitement and crowds, tailgating and after-parties.

			It was ten years ago, but I remember that night as perfectly as if it were recorded on video. Funny, things from last week are stored in my brain with less clarity. There’s something about being fifteen that makes everything that happens stay clear and bright.

			I stood with my friends, our cheers making cloudy puffs in the cold night air. The wave came around and we shouted and raised our hands toward the bright lights. Down below, Coach Fowler stalked the sidelines, shouting commands at his players. The cheerleaders were in frenzied dance mode, flashing their silver-and-blue pom-poms.

			Wendy Weiscowicz stood on the sidelines near the cheer squad. She’d been the head cheerleader the year before but graduated last spring and enrolled in Holly Grove Community College. In her spare time, she helped train the current crop of cheerleaders. She called that “community service,” but actually it was her way to keep hanging out at the high school. In the real world, she was just another college freshman. Back at the Holly Grove stadium, she was still queen bee.

			One of the cheerleaders grabbed Wendy from the sidelines and pulled her out with the cheering squad. Wendy made a momentary show of resisting. Then she smiled and threw off her jacket. Beneath it, she wore a blue top and black leggings—the closest thing to the cheerleading uniform a civilian could get away with. She grabbed a pair of shimmery pom-poms and seamlessly joined the routine. She knew the moves better than some of the actual cheerleaders did. It was pathetic how much she missed high school. But the crowd cheered for her. At least, the adults loved her. Me and my friends rolled our eyes.

			A few minutes before halftime, someone in the stands called to Wendy, and she made her way up there. She was chatting and animated, her cheeks flushed pink. She was kind of a celebrity in the stadium. And she was beautiful, with that amazing head of red-blond hair and those big green eyes. A crowd was soon gathered around her. But when the clock reached zero, she excused herself and went to the rail overlooking the tunnel where the players ran to the locker room. That happened to be right in front of where I was standing. She leaned over the rail and called to the coach as he passed.

			“Owen! Yoo-hoo!”

			He looked up at her and stopped. The players jogged past him.

			“Good game!” she called. “You’re looking good out there!”

			Which was true—the Bulldogs were up by seven—but I couldn’t believe she was taking precious seconds out of his halftime to personally give him platitudes the rest of the crowd was yelling.

			“Idiot,” I muttered.

			She glanced at me, and the coach took that opportunity to move on. Wendy was furious.

			“What’s your problem?” she asked me.

			“Can’t you see he’s got coaching to do? He doesn’t need an old cheerleader interrupting his halftime.” Ah, for the days when eighteen seemed old.

			“He’s a big boy. He can make his own decisions. I certainly don’t see how that’s any of your business,” she said. “Frankenstein.”

			I was used to kids making fun of the scar on my cheek. It was a cheap shot, and usually I could shrug it off, but I was pissed, and, yeah, I’d had a few beers in the parking lot before the game. We exchanged some words, none of which were kind. Some f-bombs were dropped, and insults concerning our relative chastity. There was snatching at clothes and grabbing of hair. I pushed Wendy, hard, and she stumbled down two risers, into the arms of some spectators. She bounced right back and clawed me in the face. We started trying to hurt each other in earnest. Kids chanted, “Catfight! Catfight!”

			I know, it was stupid, right? What can I say? The teenage brain isn’t fully formed. And my method of resolving conflict has always been more likely to involve physical force than yours. It wasn’t my first fight. Or my last.

			Some adults eventually pulled us apart. When I got home later that night, I saw that I had four red fingernail scratches going across my forehead. I got a month’s detention for that. Wendy got nothing, since she wasn’t actually a student anymore.

			The whole town saw it. Seriously. Holly Grove had, like, fourteen thousand residents, and the stadium had ten thousand seats. Everyone showed up for games. Wendy and I were the unofficial halftime show that night.

			The silver lining was, after that, people stopped calling me “Anna Curtis’s little sister” and started calling me “the chick who got in a catfight with Wendy Weiscowicz.”

			After the coach died, everyone remembered that fight. From what I hear, hundreds of people claim to have held back me or Wendy. There’s an ongoing dispute about which one of us won. But everyone agrees on one thing: “Those two girls always did have it out for each other.”
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			The police station was a low-slung brick building across the street from the Meijer superstore. Anna hopped off the motorcycle and strode through the front doors before Cooper finished strapping the helmets to his bike. A young officer with a Bulldog amulet and a cleft chin sat at the front desk, tapping at a computer. His name tag read F. Ehrling.

			“Hi,” she said. “I’m here to see my sister, Jody Curtis.”

			His eyes flicked up. “Ms. Curtis is being questioned right now.”

			“I’d like to be there with her for that.”

			“Sorry, you can’t go back there.”

			“I’m a prosecutor, from D.C.”

			“Then I’m sure you know everyone is interviewed alone.”

			His eyes went back to the screen. Anna felt the full sting of being an outsider. She was law enforcement; she was used to being one of the guys. Not here. She made a quick decision. Blood might be thick, but in a police station a J.D. carried more water.

			“I’m also Ms. Curtis’s lawyer,” she said.

			The kid glanced up but didn’t seem impressed. “You just said you’re a prosecutor.”

			“A prosecutor can represent a family member in matters outside of her own jurisdiction.” Anna said, with more certainty than she felt. That was the written rule, but she probably needed a supervisor’s permission to do this. She hadn’t asked for, much less received, that permission. “If you don’t take me to my client right now, I’ll make sure that anything my sister says from this point forward—the point at which her lawyer was denied to her—will be suppressed. And you can spend the rest of your life explaining to your drinking buddies how you were the rookie who screwed up Coach Fowler’s investigation.”

			Ehrling’s hands hovered over the keyboard. “Bullshit?”

			Anna took out her phone and flicked to video recording mode. She handed it to Cooper. “Film this?”

			He took the phone and pointed it at her. She turned back to the rookie.

			“It is 2:17 P.M. on June 4, 2014, and I’m here at the Holly Grove police station requesting to see my client, Jody Curtis, who is apparently being interrogated somewhere inside. She has invoked her right to counsel, through me. Officer Ehrling?”

			The officer stood and looked nervously at the cell phone. There was nothing like videotape to spook a cop.

			“Turn that off,” he said.

			“I’ll turn it off when you take me to my sister. If you don’t, I’ll post it to YouTube.”

			The officer stood, opened his mouth and closed it. “Fine,” he said. “But just you. Not the big guy. Follow me.”

			“Nicely done,” Cooper said quietly. He handed back the phone. “Just holler if you need me.”

			Ehrling led Anna through the bowels of the station, then gestured to a closed door. She grabbed the handle and pushed in.

			It was a run-of-the-mill interrogation room, small and windowless, with scuffed white walls and a video camera mounted in one corner. At one end of a faux-wood table sat a police officer with a badge hanging around his neck. Facing him sat Jody, wearing jeans, a pink T-shirt, and a stoic expression. Her blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her eyes were red and puffy.

			Both of them looked up. In unison, they said, “Anna!”

			Anna did a double take. The officer was Rob Gargaron, her high school boyfriend. Ten years ago, he’d been a lean, mean, ­borderline-gorgeous quarterback. Now he wore a mustache, a short-sleeve shirt and tie, and thirty extra pounds. The cocky kid who used to sneak beer into parties had been transformed into a staid authority figure. Their relationship in high school had been short and intense, and ended badly. He was not the person Anna wanted interrogating her sister.

			Jody appeared surprised but not overjoyed to see Anna there. She didn’t stand up. Anna looked from her scowling sister to her smirking ex-boyfriend.

			“I didn’t know you were in town,” Rob said. “I’d love to catch up, but your sister and I are in the middle of something.”

			“I see that. What’s going on?”

			“It’s nothing,” Jody said. “It’s under control. I’ll meet you outside.”

			“Are you in some kind of trouble?”

			“No,” Jody said. “Rob asked to talk to me, so of course I came down here. Did you hear about Owen? It’s awful. I want to do everything I can to help.”

			“I’m all in favor of cooperating with the police,” Anna said. “Can you tell me what we’re cooperating in?”

			Rob said, “We’re trying to determine the circumstances of Coach Fowler’s death.”

			“What does that have to do with Jody?”

			“She was the last person to see him alive,” Rob said.

			“So she’s a suspect,” Ehrling added, from behind Anna.

			“Dammit, Fred!” Rob glared at his colleague.

			“Do you hear that, Jody?” Anna said. “You’re a suspect.”

			“I’m sure once I talk to Rob, he’ll realize he has nothing to suspect me of.”

			“Doesn’t always work that way,” Anna said. “As your lawyer, I advise that you consult with me before you say anything else to Detective Gargaron.”

			“My lawyer.” Jody looked at Anna for a long moment. “I like that. Do I get to boss you around?”

			“The opposite. I get to boss you around. Seriously, Jo. Can we talk?”

			Jody flashed the officer an apologetic smile and stood. “Sorry, Rob. My sister flew all the way in from Washington, D.C. I guess I should go catch up with her. We can talk more later.”

			Rob stayed in his seat. “This is your chance, Jody. If you don’t talk to me now, I can’t help you.”

			“Help her with what?” Anna asked. He shrugged. “Let me take your card. I’ll talk with Jody and then call you. Let’s go, sis.”

			Anna put an arm around her sister’s shoulders and ushered her out of the room, through the hallway, and into the lobby.

			“Jody!” Cooper stood and gave her a sideways hug. “Good to see ya. It takes a lot to get your sister out here for a visit, huh?”

			They walked out of the police station. The natural sunlight and warm summer air were a relief after the air-conditioned fluorescence of the police station.

			“Where the hell have you been?” Anna asked, as soon as the door swung shut behind them. “Why haven’t you returned my calls?”

			She studied her sister, parsing her appearance for any signs of what was going on in her life. Jody looked the same as always, which was to say, a lot like Anna. Jody was two years younger, but people always asked if they were twins. They both had standard midwestern blue eyes, blond hair, and easy smiles. In recent years, their different lifestyles had started to carve their bodies in different ways: Anna was thinner, from the stress of being a prosecutor and the habit of walking everywhere in D.C., while Jody was stronger, more muscular, as a result of years of installing panels on the GM assembly line. The most notable difference in their appearance was still the scar on Jody’s cheek. Today, Jody looked exhausted and pale.

			“Sorry,” Jody said. “My cell phone fell in the toilet. I haven’t been getting any calls or messages. But it’s great to see you, Annie.”

			“You too.” Anna pulled her into a tight hug, relieved to have her sister out of the police station and in her arms.

			“Ouch,” Jody stepped backward, out of her embrace.

			“What?”

			Jody whispered, “I hurt my wrist. Can you drive my truck?”

			Anna glanced around the police parking lot to see if anyone had noticed Jody flinch. Thankfully, it seemed to be empty.

			Anna drove Jody’s GMC Yukon while Cooper followed on the motorcycle. She steered the big SUV past the trailer park where their family lived, years ago, when their father lost his job on the assembly line.

			“What’s going on, Jo?”

			“I should ask you the same thing. What are you doing here? I thought you were in the middle of a trial?”

			“It finished up.”

			“How’d you do?”

			“The bad guys went to jail.”

			“They always do when you’re on the case. Congrats. How’s Jack? Just a few weeks till your wedding! You must be stressed.”

			“Not in the way you think,” Anna said. “I called it off last night.”

			“Oh, Annie.” Jody looked almost as hurt as Anna. She knew the reasons behind the breakup. Anna’s relationship with Jack had changed forever as a result of her prosecution of the MS-13 gang case and the secrets it revealed. Jack had been the victim of a terrible tragedy, the full extent of which even he hadn’t known. ­Olivia’s mother had come back into his life. Now, he had to see if he could make things work with her. Anna had to give him the space he needed to do it. Jody reached over and squeezed her arm. “I’m sorry. I’m sure it’s for the best.”

			“Yeah,” Anna said unconvincingly. “What is going on with Coach Fowler? Why were the police questioning you?”

			“I—well, I don’t want to disappoint you.”

			“The police called you in for questioning about a man’s death. Disappointing me is the last thing you have to worry about.”

			Jody took a deep breath. “I was hanging out with him last night. Before his car crash.”

			“Define ‘hanging out.’”

			“I brought him home with me, okay? From Screecher’s bar. We were—how would you say it in D.C.? Intimate.”

			“Isn’t he married?”

			“I didn’t say he was a saint. Neither am I. We were adults involved in an adult relationship.” Jody glanced at Anna’s face. “See, I knew you’d be mad.”

			“Not mad,” Anna said, although she was disappointed. Why did Jody always have to get involved with the least appropriate guy in any ten-mile radius? “When did he leave your house?”

			“Around two, maybe two thirty, this morning.”

			“Were you guys drinking?”

			“Now you sound like Rob. Yeah, we were drinking. I told the police that. Can I get in trouble for letting him drive drunk?”

			“Maybe.”

			“Shit.”

			“Was this a onetime thing, or something more?”

			“We’ve been . . . er . . . friendly, for a few weeks. We ran into each other at a Lions game and reconnected. We met the next day for an innocent little coffee, and things took off from there. I wonder how many affairs have started at Starbucks.”

			Anna turned the truck into Jody’s subdivision, a neat grid of ramblers, each a slightly different take on white aluminum siding. Anna could just make out Cooper’s Harley in the rearview mirror, behind a blue sedan.

			“What happened to your wrist?” Anna asked.

			“I fell in the shower.”

			“I’ve handled enough domestic violence cases to know a cover story when I hear one.”

			“You’ve gotten so cynical, Annie. To a hammer, everything looks like a nail, huh? I’m not a domestic violence victim. I’m not Mom. I took a shower after Owen left, while I was probably too tipsy to be taking showers.”

			“Is that when you just happened to drop your cell phone into the toilet?”

			“Actually, yeah.”

			“I came to help you, Jo. Kathy thought you needed help. But I can’t help if you don’t tell me what’s going on.”

			“I appreciate that, Annie. But I didn’t ask Kathy to call you. I didn’t want you to come here today. And I don’t need your help.”

			Anna turned the car into Jody’s driveway but had to brake quickly. The drive was already filled with other cars, many of them flashing red and blue lights. Three police cruisers, a white van, and two unmarked sedans were parked in Jody’s driveway and at the curb. Men with badges walked in and out of the house like ants from an anthill, carrying boxes instead of crumbs.

			The blue sedan pulled up behind her, followed by Cooper’s Harley. The car door opened and Rob got out. He waved at Anna, then walked right into Jody’s house, calling hello to another officer he passed.

			Anna stared at the activity. She recognized the execution of a search warrant when she saw it. She turned to her sister. “Still think you don’t need my help?”

			Jody met Anna’s eyes. For the first time, Anna saw fear there.
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			As prosecutor, Anna was accustomed to search warrants—but being on the government side of them. She liked sifting through the seized items looking for evidence, like combing through pebbles and fragments on a beach, looking for that one perfect shell. This was the first time she’d been on the other side. This wasn’t evidence; the police were carrying out boxes of her sister’s private possessions.

			“Stay in the car,” Anna told her sister. “Do not say anything to anyone.”

			For once, Jody just nodded. The sight of the officers at her house seemed to have knocked the air out of her. Anna jumped out of the Yukon and strode up to an officer who was toting a box out of Jody’s home.

			“I assume you have a warrant,” Anna said. “I’d like to see the paperwork.”

			“Detective Gargaron’s in charge.” The officer nodded at Rob and kept walking. Cursing under her breath, Anna went up to Rob. He stood on the front steps with another officer, going over papers on a clipboard.

			“Detective Gargaron,” Anna said. “You seem to be everywhere.”

			“Ms. Curtis.” He looked up. “It’s not personal. Your sister’s case came up on my watch.”

			“What are the chances?”

			“I know half the people who live in Holly Grove. Chances were pretty good.”

			Cooper walked up and greeted Rob with a vigorous jock handshake.

			“’Sup, Gargaron?”

			“’Sup, Bolden?”

			Cooper put a hand on Anna’s shoulder. Only then did she realize she was shaking.

			“You guys take your car accidents seriously here in Holly Grove,” Cooper said. “In Detroit, the police don’t even show up for gunfire.”

			Rob said, “How’s that working out for Detroit?”

			“May I see the warrant, please?” Anna said.

			Rob was required to give her a copy, and he knew it. He pulled a folded sheaf of papers from his back pocket and handed it to Anna. She skimmed the first page: judge’s signature, clerk’s stamp, proper address. The technicalities were in order. She looked to the dotted line where the suspected crime would be named. Her heart hitched as she read the words: MURDER IN THE FIRST DEGREE. She forced herself to read on to the next page, which listed the items the police could take out of the house:

			BEDSHEETS; BLANKETS; REASONABLE SWATHES FROM ANY CARPETING, UPHOLSTERY, WALLS, OR OTHER SURFACES WHICH APPEAR TO CONTAIN OR TEST POSITIVE FOR THE PRESENCE OF HUMAN SECRETIONS; SPONGES, RAGS, MOPS, CLEANING PRODUCTS; WASHING MACHINE; ALL SINKS, TOILETS, SHOWERS, AND PIPES ATTACHED THERETO; ANY OBJECT THAT COULD BE USED TO INFLICT BLUNT FORCE TRAUMA TO THE SKULL.

			Anna looked up, stunned. “What are you looking for? There was a car crash at the stadium. A one-car drunk-driving accident. What’s that got to do with Jody’s toilet?”

			Rob shrugged. “It’s too soon to tell.”

			“Can I get the affidavit?”

			The affidavit would have all the details explaining why the police thought there was probable cause to search Jody’s house, and it would tell Anna a lot about the investigation they’d conducted so far.

			“No,” Rob replied. “It’s sealed.”

			Anna had reached the end of the information he was obligated to give her, and now she wanted to strangle him. But the most effective attorneys weren’t the ones who berated cops, but befriended them.

			“Can I talk to you alone for a sec?” she asked, glancing at Cooper and the other officer.

			Rob seemed pleased. They walked to the end of the driveway, away from the crowd. Anna met his eyes and kept the anger out of her voice. “You obviously know your stuff, Rob, and you’re doing a thorough job. You don’t have to tell me anything else, and I don’t want to put you on the spot. But I would really appreciate if you could clue me in on what the police theory is.”

			Rob looked at her for a long moment, then grinned. “What made you come home anyhow, Anna? You miss me?”

			She forced herself to return his smile. But she couldn’t banter—not with this man, not while her sister’s house was being searched. So she went with the truth. “I missed Jody,” she said. “I haven’t been here for her much since I left for college. And I certainly haven’t been around for her enough the past few months. I can see that she’s really in trouble. I’m a prosecutor, Rob. I want to do the right thing here. What’s going on?”

			Rob ran his thumb across his brushy straw-colored mustache. “I’ll tell you something off the record. If you go to the press with it, though, I swear I’ll never tell you anything again.”

			“I won’t go to the press with it.”

			“The coroner says Coach Fowler didn’t die in the car crash. He was dead before the car hit the wall. The side of his skull was bashed in, and not from the windshield. From blunt force trauma that occurred before the accident.”

			Anna blew out a breath. She realized why the police were taking Jody’s pipes. They were looking for blood, evidence that Jody had washed up a crime scene. They thought she’d killed Coach Fowler in her home, then cleaned up afterward. That was ridiculous.

			“How is my tiny sister going to kill that big man? And drag his body to a car? And get the car to crash into a stadium?”

			“Your sister is just as smart as you,” Rob said. “If she put her mind to something, she’d get it done.”

		

	
		
			7

			I hoped you would come home for the Homecoming dance, but you were off on some important college thing, a debate tournament or something. Mom took a hundred pictures of me wearing a frilly hot-pink dress. My date, Ben Ohebshalom, wore a not-quite-as-hot-pink cummerbund, which kind of clashed with my dress, but which Mom still thought was adorably thoughtful. I used concealer to try to cover up the scratches on my forehead, but it didn’t really work. On the bright side, Wendy’s fresh fingernail marks drew attention away from the old scar on my cheek. For once, there was something more dramatic for people to try not to stare at.

			Ben was a nice guy—cute, smart, and funny, but not too full of himself. He had those dreamy hazel eyes that made all the other girls go gaga for him. He liked me, and I knew it. But I didn’t feel the same way. Maybe it was because he was so nice and smart. I always did fall for the worst possible guy in any ten-mile radius, right? Or maybe it’s just impossible for a fifteen-year-old boy to compete with a fully grown man. I was already smitten with the big crush of my teenage life, and no cummerbund, however thoughtfully chosen, could change that.

			The school gym was done up as best as it could be, though it was still obviously a gym. But the fluorescents were off, little white Christmas lights and paper flowers hung from the walls, and we had a DJ, so at least it had the proper sense of occasion.

			Wendy was at the dance too, obviously. She came with one of the seniors, “as friends.” He got the status of bringing last year’s Homecoming queen, and she got to bask in her fading glory one more time.

			I was talking to Ben and some other sophomores, when Wendy came up. She looked me up and down and said, “Where did you get that dress?”

			“The Gap,” I said, blanking on anything higher end.

			“That’s a lie,” she said, and she was right. I got it at the consignment shop on Main Street for forty-three dollars. “The Gap doesn’t sell prom dresses. I know where you got that dress. It was mine. I wore it two years ago.”

			This was true, I confirmed, too late. The next day, I looked in the yearbook, and there was Wendy at the 2002 Homecoming dance, all resplendent in the frilly horror. Only it was new then.

			I could feel everyone looking, silent and embarrassed for me. I wanted to crawl out of that dress and leave it on the floor. But I wouldn’t give Wendy the satisfaction of seeing me squirm. I raised my chin and said, “Oh, I’m sorry, Wendy. Did you want to wear it again? I didn’t realize adults were allowed to come to kids’ dances.”

			My friends laughed, and I flounced off while I still had the last word. Also, before anyone could see the tears in my eyes. I walked over to the DJ and pretended to look at the list of songs. That’s when Coach came up to me. He was chaperoning the dance. He wore a dark suit and light blue tie that matched his eyes. For a minute, I was stunned by how good he looked.

			He handed me a tissue and said, “Don’t worry about Wendy. She’s just jealous. You look better in that dress than she ever did.”

			“Thanks.” I turned so no one could see me dabbing my eyes. I hoped my blue eyeliner wouldn’t run.

			“I don’t know what’s worse,” he said. “Being a chaperone at these dances, or being a kid at them.”

			“That’s easy. All you have to do is stand there, looking all . . . nice . . . in your suit.”

			“Ah, so it must seem. But in fact it’s a tricky job. Look over there.” He cocked his head at a bunch of boys—football players—standing in a darkened corner, passing something around.

			“Booze?” I asked.

			“I expect so.”

			“Are you going to bust them?”

			“That’s the million-dollar question.”

			“You’re the chaperone. Seems like a pretty easy call,” I said, even though I didn’t want those kids to get in trouble.

			“Yeah? Say I bust them for alcohol. What then? They get suspended or expelled, in their senior year. Arrested, even. Not good for their careers. And then how do I field a team? We’d never make it to state finals.”

			I laughed.

			“Maybe you can just talk to them?” I said. “Tell them to pour it out?”

			“That might be just the answer.” He smiled at me, like I’d come up with a wise and insightful solution. Then his face got serious. “But listen, Jody. There’s going to be a lot of drinking tonight. Things can get out of hand at these parties. Take care of yourself.”

			“Okay.” I shrugged. I certainly hoped things would get out of hand. What was the fun otherwise? He handed me a piece of paper. It had his phone number written on it.

			“Call me if you ever need help. I’ll pick you up and take you home, no questions asked. And I won’t tell your mom if you don’t want me to.”

			I held that little piece of paper like it was the Hope Diamond. I didn’t have many adults I could count on in my life.

			“Thank you,” I said. I folded it into a neat square and put it in my purse.

			“I want to show you something.” He steered me to the other side of the gym and pointed up at the board that listed the school records. It was black with faded yellow lettering. But bright white letters spelled out one new entry:

			GIRLS’ HIGH JUMP: JODY CURTIS, 6'2", 10/12/04

			I’d set the school record at a track meet a couple weeks earlier. I got a big golden trophy, which sat in the middle of my bedroom dresser. But this was even better. They’d taken your name down from the gym and put up mine. Sorry, sis. But it was the first time I was better than you in anything. And the coach made sure the record was up on the board in time for the dance.

			He said, “I’m really proud of you, Jody.”

			I’d never heard Dad say that. Tears welled up again, but for a different reason. I turned and hugged him. He stiffened, and I knew that I shouldn’t have done that. He was an adult and couldn’t be seen hugging a student at a dance. I dropped my arms and just looked up at him. “Thank you.”

			“Don’t thank me. You’re the one who did it.”

			“You taught me how.”

			We smiled at each other, because it was an accomplishment that we’d achieved together: his coaching and my jumping. It was one of the best moments of my life. That, of course, was the moment Wendy chose to come over and tap me on the shoulder.

			“Sorry to bother you,” she said, “but Ben is looking for you. He said he really needs to talk to you.”

			“Guess I should go.” I said reluctantly. “Bye, Coach.”

			“Bye, Jody. Have a good night. Be careful out there.”

			When I got to Ben, he was standing in a group of guys, joking and laughing. Ben’s face lit up when I walked over—but he hadn’t been looking for me. I turned back and saw that Wendy was now talking to the coach. Her hip was cocked to one side, and she was twirling a long strand of red-blond hair around her finger in the unmistakable gesture of the Flirting American Woman. I’d been had. She glanced at me, smiled, and then turned back to Coach. She reached out slowly and straightened his tie. It was a gesture of intimacy, and it stung in exactly the way she’d hoped.

			I was comforted by one thing. Coach said I looked better in that pink dress.
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			Anna glanced back at Jody, who was still sitting in the passenger seat of the Yukon. Jody met Anna’s eyes with a question in hers. Anna held up a finger: hang on another minute. She turned back to Rob, standing on Jody’s driveway with his arms folded on his chest.

			He was right that Jody was smart. In many ways, Anna knew, Jody was the smarter sister. Anna had more credentials—but it was only because she had more to prove. Because of their turbulent childhood, and her impotence in the middle of it, Anna needed a job helping the world, trying to find the justice that had eluded her. Jody, on the other hand, had always been the tougher and more proactive sister, and now had nothing to prove to anyone.

			Rob was right: Jody could do anything she wanted. But killing someone was not something Jody would want. She was a kind, gentle soul: giving a dollar to anyone on the street who held out a hand, volunteering to walk dogs at the animal shelter. Anna remembered the time Jody splinted a stray cat’s leg before taking him to the Humane Society. Anna couldn’t imagine her sister beating anyone over the head with a heavy object. Something was going on—Anna thought of Jody’s injured wrist and drowned cell phone—but it wasn’t her sister killing the most respected man in town.

			Anna said, “Can Jody get some stuff out of her house?”

			“What do you think, counselor?” Rob said. “Would you advise your D.C. police officers to let the suspect enter her home during the execution of a search warrant?”

			“Fine. We’ll wait till you’re finished.”

			“It’s gonna take a while. And you might want to get a place to stay for the night. After we’re finished, Jody’s not gonna have a pot to piss in. Literally.”

			They walked back to the front porch, where Cooper was taking cell-phone pictures of the officers going in and out. Good idea, Anna thought. “Cooper, can Jody and I stay at your house tonight?”

			“Sure.” Cooper turned to Rob. “Gargaron, go easy on the house.”

			“Like a virgin,” Rob said.

			Anna shook her head with disgust and got back into her sister’s Yukon.

			“What’s the story?” Jody asked.

			“Essentially, the police are gutting your house.” Anna met her sister’s eyes. “What are they looking for, Jo?”

			“Honestly, I have no idea.”

			Anna didn’t like when people used the word honestly like that. It suggested that everything else they’d said had been dishonest, and they were just making an exception now.

			“They think the coach was murdered,” Anna said. “They think they’ll find evidence of that in your house. Any idea why that might be?”

			“Oh my God. No. I guess it’s just because I told them we were together.”

			“Did anything else happen last night, Jody? Anything you haven’t told me yet?”

			“I did eat some Doritos. I brushed and flossed and gargled. Is that what you mean?”

			Anna sighed. They watched a police officer come out of Jody’s home carrying a box full of her sports trophies.

			“So what are the police doing?” Jody asked.

			“Taking out your pipes, sinks, and toilets. Cutting out sections of your walls and carpeting. Taking anything that looks like you could club a man to death with it.”

			“Christ.” Jody sat back in her seat. Four officers carried her washing machine through the front door and put it into a white police van. “This is what you do for a living? Destroy innocent people’s homes?”

			“We don’t think they’re innocent,” Anna said.

			“You think I did something to Owen?” Jody’s voice was hurt.

			“No. The police do. I’m well aware that the police can get things wrong.”

			“Will they replace my stuff?”

			“No. You might get some of it back, months from now.”

			“This is awful! It’s a total invasion. I don’t have money to buy new carpeting and drywall and a washing machine. What happened to innocent until proven guilty? How can you do this as a career?”

			Now it was Anna’s turn to feel hurt. As a prosecutor, she thought of herself as the good guy. She earned a fraction of what her law-firm colleagues did but loved having a job where her goal every day was to do the right thing. That was a luxury most lawyers didn’t have.

			“When I apply for a search warrant,” Anna said, “I’m not thinking about the cost of the drywall. I’m thinking about how to get a predator off the street. I’m trying to catch a bad guy.”

			“And I’m the bad guy here.” Jody shook her head.

			They sat in silence. Eventually, Anna called Kathy and told her what was going on. “I found Jody,” she said. “She’s fine, although the police are searching her house.”

			“Oh my God,” Kathy said. “Can I talk to her?”

			Anna handed the phone to Jody, who updated Kathy on her morning and thanked her for calling Anna. As she hung up, two police officers were carrying Jody’s toilet out.

			Jody said, “We’re gonna need to pee at some point.”

			“Cooper says we can stay at his place.”

			“Oh, man.” Jody slumped back into her seat. “That’s nice of him, but, if there’s one place worse than Holly Grove, it’s Detroit.”
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