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prologue




MICHAEL MAXWELL RAISED THE CAMCORDER to his eye and, bracing his body against the porch railing, let the tape roll. He panned the oceanscape appreciatively, then eased his lens up the rocky beach path to the house.

Pushing his thirteen-year-old voice an octave lower than normal, he began, Labor Day 1992. Sutters Island, Maine. With me on the front porch of the Popewell summer place are the Popes and Maxwells themselves, gathered on this momentous afternoon for their tenth annual end-of-the-season cookout.

Tenth, came an astonished echo from the porch swing behind him. Can you believe it?

Hard to, came another voice, a male one this time, and then a second, preceded by a grunt.

I can believe it. I just saw estimates for a new roof, a new water heater, and a new septic tank. The place is falling apart.

But we love it, Annie Pope declared. Right, Teke?

Right, Teke said with a wink for Michael as his cameras eye joined the group.

Focusing on the large wooden swing, Michael resumed his deep-voiced narrative. Here are the Popewell parents. Left to right, theres J.D. Maxwell, with an arm stretched behind his best friend, Sam Pope. Sams wife, Annie, is on Sams lap with her arms around her knees and her bare feet tucked against her best friend, Teke. They are wearing an assortment of T-shirts and shorts, and look preppie, in an older kind of way.

Hey, Teke protested.

We are older, J.D. stated. When Sam shot him a look, he added, I dont see you jumping up to dry-dock the Whaler.

Jon said hed do it.

Because youre beat.

That was a cord of wood we chopped this morning!

Ten years ago wed have chopped the wood and kept on going.

Ten years ago we didnt have five teenagers to help do the rest.

Teke sighed. Ten years ago we were thirty. Face it, Sam, were aging.

Not me, Sam said. With the twitch of his mustache, he wrapped his arms around Annie. Im just entering the prime of my life. Right, sunshine? He opened his mouth on the lobe of her ear and sucked it in.

Sweet move, Sam, Michael remarked. He wondered what Kari Stevens would do if he tried that. Probably call him a pervert. But what did Kari Stevens know about tongues?

He sees everything, J.D. warned Sam. If he turns into a Geraldo with women, Im blaming you.

Geraldo, came an amused cry from the corner of the porch. Michael swung the camcorder that way and caught his sister Jana laughing. Hell never be another Geraldo.

Why not? Michael asked, vaguely hurt. True, he was more a cinematographer than an investigative reporter, but he had every intention of making it big.

Zoe Pope, who was huddled in the corner with Jana, said, Because youre too nice.

Oh, I can be mean. Zooming in for a tight shot, he crept toward the girls. I can tell the world that Jana Maxwell skipped out on three drivers ed classes after she signed in.

Michael!

Did you do that, Jana? Teke called over.

But Michael had more and better. I can tell Josh Vacarro that the reason the phone line is busy all night isnt because Janas talking with Zoe, but because shes talking with Danny Stocklan and Doug Smith.

You wouldnt, Jana warned.

Of course he wouldnt, Zoe assured her. She was a calming force for Jana, as Annie was for Teke. She looked like her mother, too, had Annies delicate look and the same short, blond, wavy hair, while Jana was dark-haired and as exotic-looking as Teke.

Sam snapped his fingers. Get over here, Michael. Michael drew in the zoom and swung smoothly to the parents. Snitching on sisters is right up there with swearing at the ump. Real men dont do it. Got that?

Got it, Michael said because Sam was too good a friend to argue with. It wasnt every kid who had a Sam in his life. He was like a father without the edge. Besides, he was an awesome athlete. Michael wouldnt be half the basketball player he was without Sam as his coach.

But basketball was for fall and the mainland, not for Labor Day on Sutters Island. When are we playing volleyball? he asked Sam from behind the camcorder.

When I recoup some energy.

J.D. checked his watch. By the time you do that, itll be time to leave. I arranged for the barge to pick us up at five. Before that, we have to cook and clean

The chicken! Annie gasped. I forgot! its marinatingif I dont precook it She started to get up, only to be stopped both by Sam, who tightened his hold on her, and by Teke, who put a hand on her arm and rose from the swing.

Ill take care of it. You stay with Sam.

Sam, let me go. I swore to myself Id help. Teke has spent the better part of the week cooking, and thats not fair. Its her vacation, too.

But Sams arms werent opening, and Teke wore a confident smile. This is what I do best, she said. The screen door squeaked open and slapped shut.

Michael held the shot of the doorway until Teke disappeared from view. He liked filming his mother. She was unusual; her T-shirt and shorts were neon green, her hair was caught at the top of her head with a purple ribbon that matched the funky zigzags dangling from her ears. Of all his friends mothers, she was the best, and it wasnt just that she was around. Or that she was a great cook. She was also fun.

He went baritone again. And there you have it, Theodora Maxwell taking charge. Feeding the hungry, nursing the sick, rushing to the ends of the earth for poster board, zit cream, and black spandex shorts. Tell me, Annie, he asked because it was a question Annie always tossed out herself, what would we have done without her all these years?

Annie gave the videocam a guileless smile. I would never have become a tenured professor, and you would never have been born.

Sam looked at J.D. Hows that for a tribute to your wife?

Not bad, J.D. said, rising from the swing. He went to the porch railing and looked down the gentle slope toward the dock. Hey, you guys! You have to help us close up!

Joining him, Michael trained the camcorder on Jonathan and Leigh, who were at the far end of the dock. Leigh was stretched out on the weathered planks in a bikini, catching the last of the rays. Jon was tight by her hip, with his back to the house. Zooming in, Michael captured the movement of a hand.

In his deep-voiced drawl he said, This is quite a day for the Pope men, what with Sams tongue in Annies ear and Jons hand in Leighs bra. Its a good thing there arent any kids around. Theyd be shocked.

Good God, Jon, J.D. hollered toward the dock, thats my daughter youre touching! Use some discretion!

Janas laugh came from the corner. Theyre using discretion.

J.D. shot a look at Sam. Whats your son doing out there?

Sam had stretched out with Annie on the swing. Relax, J.D. Theyre okay.

Have you talked with him lately?

Hes not doing anything you werent doing at his age.

I did nothing at his age.

Michael stopped filming. Nothing? At seventeen?

I kissed girls, J.D. informed him.

Thats it?

Thats it.

Oh.

What does oh mean?

It meant that Michael couldnt imagine spending the next four years just kissing. Not that he planned on losing his virginity immediately. But he was beginning to wonder what it would be like to touch a girl, and not on the hand.

What does oh mean? J.D. repeated.

Nothing. Michael raised the camcorder to his eye, pressed the record button, and told the tape, Jonathan Pope has reformed. His hands are now on the dock in clear sight. His voice jumped. Oh wow, look at that boat, Dad. He centered the viewfinder on a schooner that had entered his line of vision. Its a four-master. Wow.

Not bad.

Its awesome.

It wont be so awesome if the seas whip up. Itll be pretty unpleasant. We, on the other hand, will be safe and comfortable.

But we cant go places like they can.

The Whaler goes places.

Not like a schooner would.

The Whaler is more reliable.

Its pathetic, Michael informed him. You cant go anywhere good in a Whaler. I want to travel. Cinematographers couldnt make names for themselves limiting their filming to Sutters Island, or Constance-on-the-Rise, where the Popewells lived, or Boston, where J.D. and Sam worked. They couldnt make names for themselves filming family events, or school plays, orand he didnt care if he had won an award for itdocumentaries on a day in the life of a dime. Michael wanted to do important stuff. He planned to circle the globe before he was twenty.

So look into international law, J.D. advised. Its a growing field. Youll be able to travel while you work.

Im not going into law, Michael said.

Why not? J.D. demanded.

Michael kept filming the schooner, which was one of the most awesome hed seen. Id be bored.

Im not bored.

Youre not me.

Is Sam bored?

Sams not me. Michael had to admit that Sams worklitigation, to J.D.s corporate and estate lawwas more exciting. Still, Michael couldnt see himself in an office from eight in the morning until eight at night.

Your grandfather is counting on having three generations of Maxwells in the firm, J.D. said.

Fine. Let Jana be a lawyer. She was born to be one.

J.D. was silent. In time Michael felt his gaze. There was puzzlement in his voice when he asked, What do you see out there?

Sky. Sea. A boat. Michael paused. New things. Different things. Our lives are too predictable.

Thats your age talking. Youre too young to know the value of stability.

I want adventure.

Definitely your age talking.

Michael said nothing. If there was one thing he knew about his father, it was that J.D. wasnt changing his mind, which was okay, because Michael had Teke on his side. Teke would stand behind whatever he wanted to do. She was cool. She was his pal. Given what hed seen of his friends mothers, he thanked his lucky stars he had her.
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FLIPPING THE LAST PAGE OF THE DECISION HE had been reading, Sam Pope rose from his chair, took a deep, satisfied breath, and let it out in a sigh of intense pleasure. He twitched his mustache en route to a smile. The smile broadened. He straightened his shoulders, felt his chest fill with excitement. Unable to contain himself, he growled an exuberant, Way to go, Sam, and strode out the door.

We did it, Joy, he said without breaking stride.

His secretarys eyes lit. That explains the media. Even as she held out pink slips for the phone calls Sam had refused to take while he was reading the decision, her phone buzzed again.

But Sam was off, heading down the hall. There was a spring in his step. He felt on top of the world. He passed office after office but didnt slow until he reached the one at the very end. He wanted J.D. to be the first of his partners to hear the news. John David Maxwell was his oldest and closest friend.

The office was empty.

Hes at Continental Life in Springfield for the day, his secretary called from her station.

Sam felt a moments disappointment, but it was gone in a flash. He was too elated to be weighed down for long. When he calls in, tell him we won Dunn v. Hanover.

The secretary grinned. Hell be thrilled. What a victory.

Yeah, Sam said, and tossed his chin toward yet another corridor. At its far end was a large corner office with generous views of the State House, the Boston Common, and the Public Garden. It was the office of the founder of the firm, the senior Maxwell. Is John Stewart around?

Hes in New York for board meetings. But hell be impressed.

As he should be, Sam thought. Twelve years before, John Stewart hadnt wanted a litigation department in the firm. If money was the bottom line, as J.S. seemed to think, this justified it. No one could sneeze at a contingency fee of a cool six million.

Striding back down the hall, he knew he looked smug, but he didnt care. He stopped at the office two short doors from his own and rapped a hand on the jamb.

Vicki Cornell was the associate who, over four years time, had worked most closely with him taking Dunn v. Hanover from the Superior Court to the Appellate Court to the Supreme Judicial Court. One look at Sams face and she grew wide-eyed. Yes?

He grinned and nodded.

She let out a whoop. It had barely left her mouth when she was on her feet and at the door, extending a hand in congratulations. Sam threw political correctness to the winds and gave her a hug.

She didnt seem to mind. Stepping back, she looked as excited about the victory as he was. We did it. Wow! Have you seen a copy of the decision?

He nodded. Its on my desk.

Does Marilyn Dunn know?

And the others. Theyre coming in at three for a press conference. Do me a favor and call Sybil Howard? Channel Five has given us good coverage along the way. I want Sybil to have first dibs on questions. And call Locke-Obers. Lets book a private room. He turned to leave. Have your husband join us. And Tom and Alex, and the significant others we kept them from while they were working on this case. On his way out the door he said, Weve earned a celebration. It isnt every day that precedent-setting cases are won. To Joy, in passing, he said, See you in a couple of hours.

Where will you be?

At home. Or at the college. Wherever I find my wife. He had no intention of telling Annie the news on the phone. Not the way he was feeling. Winning Dunn v. Hanover was a coup. He had to see her face to face, had to hold her. No celebration would be complete without that.



Constance-on-the-Rise lay eighteen miles north-west of Boston. It was an intimate, affluent community whose luxury imports normally made the commute to the city in forty minutes. Sam did it in ten better than that. Granted, it was eleven in the morning, rather than the rush hour. But he breezed past road repair crews without braking once. He was on a roll.

All his life he had dreamed of doing something important, scoring points for the little guy, making a difference. As an assistant district attorney he had prosecuted some heavy murder and drug cases, but none could hold a candle to Dunn v. Hanover.

Annie knew that. Annie understood.

He was really on a roll, because it just so happened that Tuesday was her work-at-home day. She would be all aloneno offspring, no friends. She would be reading journals, or correcting papers, or dictating reportsuntil she heard his news. Then she would be beside herself with excitement. She always was when there was good news to share.

He recalled other good news times. When his law school acceptance had come in the mail, he had scoured the library, finally finding her in a remote carrel, squirreling her into a nearby storage room, and making love to her with his back to the door. On the evening hed won his law school moot court competition, they had done it in his car. When hed learned he had passed the bar, they had run to the inn adjacent to the college where Annie was taking graduate courses. Their room had been charming, all two hours worth. Nine months later Jonathan had been born.

He drove with a smile on his face and an ache in his groin, both of which burgeoned when he pulled up the circular drive to the front door of the brick Tudor. Flushed with anticipation, he swung out of the car, strode up the short path, and threw open the door.

Annie? Good news, sunshine!

He took the steps two at a time to the second floor, then her third-floor office. This time of day the sun would be spilling through the skylights and across her desk. He had visions of making love there.

Annie?

She wasnt in her office, though her briefcase was open and the desk covered with papers. He searched the second floor, then the first, calling her name repeatedly. When he checked the garage, he saw that her car was gone.

Undaunted, he picked up the kitchen phone and dialed her office at school. He could be there in ten minutes.

But she wasnt there.

He checked the kitchen calendar. It was blank for the day. She might have gone shopping for food or clothes for the kids, in which case, given her limited patience in stores, she would be back soon. Then again, she might be meeting a friend for lunch. That would take longer.

Frustrated, even vaguely annoyed, certainly feeling he might explode from excitement if he didnt share it soon, he went out the back door and set off through the woods. The trees were newly gold and rust and smelling of autumn. He crossed the brook in a single long stride, passed beneath the tree-house that he and J.D. had built for the kids so long agothat Annie and he had used not so long ago for very adult purposesand snaked his way along the path and between shrubs into the Maxwells backyard.

After crossing the flagstone patio, he went through the back door into the kitchen. Teke?

The coffeemaker was on, a good sign. The thought that Annie might be with her raised his arousal another notch. Teke would understand if he dragged Annie back through the woods. Teke understood him nearly as well as Annie did. She was as close to a sister as hed ever had.

Knowing the Maxwells house nearly as well as he knew his own, he checked the den off the kitchen. Teke wasnt there. Nor could he see Annies car in the driveway, though she might easily be parked in front.

Teke? he called again, then louder, Teke?

***

Teke stirred at the sound of Sams voice. She was in the living room, tucked in a corner of the sofa, nursing a cup of coffee that had long since gone cold. She was wearing the silk wrap J.D. had given her the Christmas before. It was too conservative for her taste, not her usual upbeat style, but she needed all the help she could get to remind herself who she was. She was feeling unhinged. Grady Pipers letter had done that to her.

Grady had been her childhood sweetheart, the light of her young life, the source of her fire. She had grown up in his arms, both literally and figuratively. Twenty-two years had passed since she had seen or heard from him, but not for lack of trying on her part. She had begged him. She had sent letters. She had tried to call. But he had turned a deaf ear to her pleas, had returned her letters unopened and refused to take her calls. He had rebuffed her at every turn. In the end he had actually said he didnt want her.

Heartbroken and defeated, finally believing he was out of her life, she had gone off to college, met Annie and Sam, met and married J. D. Maxwell, given birth to three children, found a whole new life.

Now Grady was backor his letter was, at leastat a time when her marriage was floundering. It was a subtle floundering, a quiet frustration, an impatience that hadnt been there before, and it wasnt only on Tekes part. J.D. felt it. She could tell by the way he talked to her, the way he looked at her. Whatever excitement had been in their relationship was gone. They had fallen into a rut. Gradys letter couldnt have come at a worse time.

She had been shocked when it had first arrived, had held it in her hand and stared at it while a shaking had taken root inside. Since then she had read it enough times to know the words by heart.

He had been thinking of her, he said. He had been wondering how she was. He thought he might drive down and say hello. For old times sake.

The casualness of it had cut her to the quick. Nothing between Grady and her had ever been casual. Twenty-two years might have passed, but she didnt think she could look him in the eye and feel anything remotely casual. As it always had then, so now the thought of him sparked things intimate and intense.

It also sparked anger. He had discarded her once, had said he didnt want her, and, though it had nearly killed her, she had succeeded in pushing him from mind. She had her own life now. He had no right barging in. His reappearance could come to no good, no good at all.

She was infinitely grateful Sam had come. She needed him to take her mind off Grady.

In the living room! she called.

He was there in an instant, looking ready to burst with excitement. We won the Dunn case!

She tried to place it. The Dunn case?

Its a precedent-setting ruling in cases of sexual abuse, he explained, no less excited for her lack of recall. Up until now the statute of limitations was just three years, but women whove been abused often dont know they were abused until long after that. It took Marilyn Dunn seventeen years to realize why she had been living in hell. Seventeen years later she was able to sue her abuser and win. Do you know what this means to the scores of violated women in this state?

Teke did remember his having mentioned the case before. She felt a glimmer of his excitement. You won it?

He grinned. Twenty million dollars worth.

She came off the sofa to give him a hug. Thats great, Sam.

Ebullient, he swung her around. Its precedent-setting. A victory, finally, for people who need it.

Thats so good, she said, basking in the closeness. Sam was her best male friend. He was solid and sound, not J.D., not Grady, but a force in and of himself.

Ahhhh, it feels good, Teke. Weve worked so hard for this.

She made a satisfied sound and slid her arms under his suit jacket and around his waist. Sam was a toucher, just as she was. He wouldnt mind this. And she needed it. The fullness of him filled the emptiness that had been swallowing her up.

Ive always wanted a case like this, he said against the tumble of her hair. His voice was thick with satisfaction. They come along once in a lifetime.

She closed her eyes in the echo of that thick voice. It was a strong sound, a masculine sound. You sweated it, she hummed. You earned the win.

My clients earned the win.

You earned it for them. She sucked in a breath. His body suddenly felt too good against hers, but she couldnt step back. He reminded her in odd ways of Grady. In the wake of the hollowness she had felt, his holding her was a relief and a pleasure. She didnt see that it would do any harm. Have you told Annie?

She wasnt home, he said with a moan, and, when he might have let her go, held her tighter. I thought she might be here.

No, Teke managed to whisper, but a slow burn was taking root in her belly. It was Grady, damn him, Grady merging past and present.

Jesus, Teke.

She whispered his name, at least she thought it was his name, though it was little more than a sigh. Her body was fitting itself to his in an attempt to quench the burn, and he was growing to accommodate it.

Jesus, he breathed.

She knew just what he meant. She could feel the pumping of his bloodor hersand the resistance that seemed to fizzle in the rising heat. She told herself to pull away, but her body wouldnt obey. She was a teenager back in Gullen, driven by a need long suppressed and overpowering.

He was touching her. She smoked and smoldered and burst into flame. She felt a dire need for more.

Somehow his trousers opened. She was helpless to keep her hands from slipping into his shorts, and once she touched him she couldnt think of stopping. He was fully erect, needing release, and she was was so desperate for the fulfillment of a dream that she opened her robe.

They were both lost then. He tumbled her to the sofa, and while she tore at his shirt buttons and opened her mouth on his bare chest, he thrust into her again and again, with rising fervor, until, with a long, guttural cry, he came. She was on the verge of following him when a clap of noise broke into her pleasure. It was several seconds before an identification worked its way into her consciousness.

Oh, God, she cried, scrambling out from under him. She tugged on her robe and ran toward the door. It was Michael! It was Michael! He saw! She had barely reached the front steps when the harrowing squeal of brakes and skidding tires came from the street.


Michael! she screamed as she ran, her heart thudding not in passion now, but alarm. She raced down the front walk, afraid to think. A miniforest of pines and rhododendron blocked her view of the street. It was only when she reached the sidewalk that she saw the dirty blue pickup that had skidded to a sideways stop. She darted around it and fell to her knees. Michael was on his stomach, a leg and an arm bent at odd angles. His eyes were closed. Blood seeped from beneath his head.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She put a terrified hand to his face but didnt quite touch, moved her hand to the back of his head, then his neck, afraid to land at those spots, too. Michael? Her voice shook. Can you hear me, Michael?

He didnt respond. Fearfully she touched his head.

Sam hunkered down on the boys other side. Dont move him. We have to get help.

I didnt see him, came a deep male voice from somewhere beside and behind. He ran out of the trees. I tried to stop.

Tekes pulse lurched. It was the voice, the voice she remembered. But it couldnt be. She had to be imagining it. No God in His right mind would do that to her. She was feeling horror, fear, and guilt enough without it.

We need an ambulance, Sam yelled toward the voice. Go to the Clingers

Ive already phoned the ambulance, called Virginia Clinger, who was jogging across her front lawn in a crinkly pink running suit and a cloud of Obsession. Its on its way. What happened? She bent her blond head over Michaels. Is he alive?

Yes! Teke cried, desperate to believe it. She had a hand on Michaels back to monitor the shallow rise and fall of his breathing. What can I do? she whimpered, frantic with helplessness. What can I do?

Hold his hand, Sam urged softly. Let him know youre here. Lightly he stroked the boys shiny brown hair.

Michael? Teke tried again, leaning even closer. Can you hear me? Its Mommy, baby. Open your eyes.

Hes unconscious, Virginia announced.

We told him not to leave school, came a new, frightened voice. We told him not to. But he was sure hed get home and back before lunch period ended.

Teke glanced up into the ashen faces of Michaels friends, the twins, Terry and Alex Baker. While Alex gaped at Michaels inert form, Terry babbled, We found out there were still some tickets left for Club MTV next week at Great Woods. Joshs dad agreed to go get them tonight, but only if we all paid up before. Michael figured hed get his moms permission and the money at the same time.

He was coming out of the house, Virginia announced.

Tekes eye flew to hers, then, following her gaze, to Sam. His shirt was open and his belt unbuckled. He fixed the belt, but that was all before he returned his hand to Michaels hair. Wheres the goddamned ambulance, he muttered.


Sam, oh, Sam, what have we done? Teke cried silently, but even in the silence her voice was strange, not its robust self, but a flimsy facade reflecting an absolute horror of thoughts. She hadnt felt such despair since she had been a Peasely, dirt poor and living in the squalor of a fishermans shack on the northernmost coast of Maine. Grady had been her savior then. Not even he could save her now.

Youll be fine, Mikey, she managed aloud. The doctors will know what to do. For her own sake she added a shaky, Stay calm. Stay calm.

Why did he leave the house that way? Virginia asked. Why didnt he look before he ran into the street?

He just ran in and ran out, Terry cried. We were watching from the Carters hill. He wasnt in there moren half a minute.

Did he ask you about the concert? Virginia asked Teke.

She couldnt answer. She couldnt think beyond Michael at that moment in time. She held his hand, rubbed the arm that appeared uninjured, felt herself go weak, and swayed.

Sam reached out to steady her. Hell be okay, Teke.

She gave a spasmodic nod, praying it with all her might.

Kids are strong. They rebound.

The distant wail of the ambulance pierced the air. It was as unreal as the rest of the world was seeming. Teke couldnt identify with any of it. Nor could she escape it.

The siren grew louder, stilling abruptly the minute the ambulance turned onto the street. It was followed by a police car. Both pulled up close before disgorging their occupants.

Teke was aware of other neighbors appearing in her periphery, but she kept her touch and her focus on Michael. When Sam bodily lifted her out of the way to make room for the paramedics, she resisted.

But he held firm. Theyre professionals. They can help him.

Hes my baby, Sam, she whispered, struggling to see Michael around the uniformed backs. If anything happens to him, Ill die.

Hell be okay.

Its my fault.

No.

Did you folks see what happened? one of the police officers asked.

Before either of them could speak, the driver of the pickup said, The trucks mine. I tried to stop, but it was too late.

Teke looked at the man before she could catch herself, and her silent voice screamed in anguish. Grady. No, no, not Grady. Anyone else, please God, oh, please. But twenty-two years had barely changed his features. Then again, he might have worn a mask, and she would have known him from his eyes. They were deep, dark eyes to drown in, always filled with emotion for her, and they were no different now.

She began to shake in earnest.

Sam tightened his hold. Its okay, Teke. Hell be fine. Hes a strong, healthy kid.

Teke watched the policeman lead Grady out of earshot, then switched her eyes to the paramedics, who were securing Michael on a stretcher.

She should get dressed, dont you think? Virginia asked Sam, who tried to turn Teke toward the house.

But she refused. I cant leave him. She was sure he would die if she did.

A sweater and leggings would be best, he coaxed. We may be at the hospital a while.

I cant leave him.

To Virginia Sam said, Run inside and get her some clothes. Shell change when we get there.

Virginia jogged off.

One of the paramedics looked up from his work. We have broken bones here, maybe internal bleeding, but the head injury is the main cause for concern. Is Mass. General okay?

Teke supposed it was. She didnt know for sure. She didnt know what the options were. She didnt know anything, and her babys life was on the line.

Its fine, Sam said to the paramedic, then to Teke, Its the best. We cant go wrong there.

Michael was eased into the ambulance. Teke crowded close behind, linked by an emotional umbilical cord.

You ride with him, Sam agreed. Ill follow in my car. I can phone from there. Annie will round up the kids. Well meet at the hospital.

Teke had a sudden, terrifying thought. J.D. He had to be called, had to be told, had to come.

Ill get him, Sam assured her. His eyes held the same unspoken terror she felt.

Here you go, Virginia said, handing Teke a bulging bag. I threw in underwear, too.

Teke had just enough time to catch the look Virginia slid Sam, before Sam was helping her into the ambulance. Then she turned her attention to Michael. Her eyes never left his face during the ride to the hospital, and once there she remained by his side, holding his hand, willing him to open his eyes and grin his adorable grin.

But his eyes remained shut, and his mouth was soon taped around a breathing tube. She left the emergency room cubicle only when the doctors insisted that they needed the small space she took up. Borrowing an empty room nearby, she changed into her clothes, then resumed the wait in the hall, hunched against the wall with her eyes glued to the door of the room where the doctors worked on Michael.

Sam joined her. Any news yet?

With that little bit of time and distance between them now, she couldnt look him in the eye after what shed done. So she simply shook her head.

Teke

She interrupted him with a hand. She didnt want to think of what had happened, much less speak of it.

But he insisted. It was my fault.

She put shaky fingers to her forehead and tried to concentrate on Michael, on what the doctors were doing and whether or not he was responding.

Sam said, Michael must have been traumatized by what he saw.

Please, she begged. Her mind was clogged with staggering thoughts. She couldnt take another. Not now.

It wont be any easier later.

If Michael survives, it will. Anything will, if he survives.

Hell survive, Sam said with a confidence that lured her, she was so desperate for encouragement. Shifting her hand, she met his gaze, and the confidence was there, in his deep brown eyes, the strong line of his cheek, the firm set of his mouth beneath its mustache. He will, Teke.

She nodded and tried to focus on Michael again, but other images intruded. She saw Sams broad chest, felt his erection, heard his climactic cry, then the slam of the door, the squeal of brakes, the sound of a siren. She saw the flashing lights of the ambulance, the blood under Michaels head, the dirty blue pickup sitting askew in the street, the stunned, achingly familiar face of its owner.


Grady. Oh, Grady. Damn it, Grady.


An anguished cry escaped her. Sam reached out to help, but she quickly slipped free. Im all right. She took a half breath and forced Grady from her mind. Michael was the only one who mattered. He broke his leg. He wont be pleased. Basketball starts in a month.

Its okay, Sam said. Hell sit on the bench and help coach until hes up to playing.

Hell be heartbroken if he has to miss even one game.

So will the team. Hes their star.

What if he has to miss the whole season?

Then hell train next summer and do twice as well next year.

What if he cant play then?

Hell play then.

What if he cant ever play? It was the unthinkable that she couldnt help thinking about.

There was a silence from Sam, then a gut-wrenching sound from deep in his throat. Incredibly, given the enormity of her own fear, her heart went out to him. Not much of a celebration for winning your case, is it? she asked sadly.

Fuck my case, he snapped. I canceled the press conference, canceled the dinner. I cant think about any of that, much less celebrate. He ran a hand through his hair. Strange, how life is. Three hours ago I was the greatest. Now Im shit.

Did you talk with Annie? Teke asked, feeling a painful twist inside. That was another horror to consider.

Only about Michael. She wanted to come in and be with you. I told her we needed her to get the kids from school.

Teke rested her cheek against the wall. Annies so good, she whispered. Shed never have done what I did.

It wasnt your fault.

I practically attacked you. She was appalled by the thought, then bewildered. I dont know what happened. Ive never thought of being with you like that, but when you showed up, my mind was off somewhere else, and I neededI needed She had needed Grady, it was as simple as that. Her marriage was stagnant. She had needed the emotion Grady had always evoked, the depth of feeling, the anticipation, the soul-deep satisfaction that came from being with himnone of which she had allowed herself to think of for years, but all of which had surged back with the receipt of his letter. After reading that letter countless times, she had been desperate for his fire.

Dismay, self-disgust, regretfeeling them all, she turned more fully into the wall. Then the door opened, and she whirled around. While she held her breath, one of the doctors separated himself from the rest.

Were taking him to intensive care. Well be doing tests, but I want to be able to monitor his functions more closely.

Teke swallowed. Has he woken up at all?

Not yet.

Will he?

We hope so.

When?

We dont know that.

Can you guess?

The doctor gave her a sad smile. Not now. Maybe later, when we have more of an idea of the extent of the injury. You can come up with us, if youd like. Theres a comfortable room there.

A short time later Teke found herself in the fifth-floor waiting room, trying to relax over the tea Sam had brought, but it was an impossible task. She thought of Sam and his pain, of J.D. and the anger that was sure to be. Mostly she thought of Grady and the shock of recognition she had felt.

Then Annie arrived. Jana and Zoe were with her, both close to tears and needing a comfort that Teke couldnt give. Her heart was too heavy, her worry too great. What she felt, though, when Annie wrapped her arms around her, was a crushing guilt.

Sweet, compassionate, understanding Annie, who understood nothing at all this time around.

Teke remembered the day, in September of 1970, when theyd first met. She had been a frightened freshman praying for confidence as she carted her duffel bags down the dormitory hall. Those duffel bags held the whole of her worldly possessions, none of which suddenly seemed right at all. And the worry increased with each room she passed. With each diligent mother hanging curtains, each sweetly dressed freshman unpacking new clothes, she felt more inadequate. Then she arrived at her assigned room and found, sitting alone on the window seat writing in a worn journal, a girl who looked as frightened as she.

Theodora? Annie asked in a timid voice.

Teke, Teke corrected artlessly. Theodoras too long.

Annie sighed into a smile. Thank goodness. Ive been dying, wondering what Id ever have to say to someone named Theodora. Teke is perfect. And I love your earrings. What are they made of?

The earrings were of the fishermans twine that Teke had picked up from the supply store floor and were knotted into large, ivory flowers that dangled against her neck. Annie had thought them wonderful. Likewise the jeans Teke had inherited from the parsons son and embroidered. And the oversize vests she had taken from her fathers trunk before selling the rest.

They had become fast friends. Annie was the writer, Teke the mathematician, Annie the thinker, Teke the technician. They had worked as a team through four years of college, had married men who were best friends, and continued the teamwork through one Ph.D., one apartment and two houses each, countless school fund-raisers, holidays, and vacations, and five kids.

Now, suddenly, things had changed. Teke had sabotaged the relationship. And Annie didnt even know it yet.

Hell be all right, Annie said softly.

Feeling like a snake, Teke slipped from her arms. I pray.

The doctors here are the best. Is J.D. on his way?

Teke nodded. Needing to move and somehow dull the agony she felt, she went down the hall to Michaels room. She didnt go inside, simply stood at the window, watching. Annie and the girls joined her there.

What are they doing? Zoe asked.

Tests, Teke answered.

Jana leaned against her. Is he aware of it?

Teke swallowed. No. Hes still unconscious.

Then hes not in pain?

I dont think so.

When can we see him?

When theyre done.

Will he be okay?

I hope so.

Jana looked at herno longer up, they were nearly the same height, though at that moment Teke felt lowly as helland said, Annie told us they caught the guy.

With a twist in her heart, Teke saw Gradys face again. So many years had passed since she had seen it last. Then, too, it had looked ravaged.


He shouldnt have come, she cried silently. Her life was no business of his, he had told her once. Why couldnt he leave well enough alone?


She wanted to weep. Instead she took a breath and said in a carefully controlled voice, They didnt have to catch him. He never left the scene.

Did they arrest him?

I dont know.

Was he speeding?

I didnt see.

Why didnt Michael hear him? Or see him?

Teke didnt know. She could guess, though, and the guessing gave no comfort. Nor did the thought that Janas questions were nothing compared with the ones J.D. would have when he arrived.









two




ON HIS WAY IN FROM SPRINGFIELD, J.D. WAS stopped for speeding. The cop said he was going eighty-five, and in other circumstances he would have argued. He was a lawyer. He knew the score. Radar guns were unreliable as hell. If he could talk the cop down to seventy-five, an appeal of the ticket would do the rest.

This time, though, he simply passed over his license and registration and said, I was in the middle of negotiations when I got a call that my son was hit by a car. They say hes unconscious, but thats all I know. Hes thirteen.

Thirteen? The officer frowned. Thats rough.

My wife and best friend are at the hospital. Ive been trying to reach them, but theyre somewhere between the emergency room and intensive care. I cant even get a doctor on the line. They wont take my calls.

Be grateful, if theyre working on your son.

But I cant get any news, J.D. complained. Its the not knowing thats so bad. Im imagining the worst. Im sorry. I wasnt thinking about driving.

The officer handed back his license and registration. You have a better excuse than most. I wont hold you up giving you a ticket, but watch it, will you? Especially if youre using that phone. It wont do your son any good if you kill yourself on the turnpike.

J.D. kept his speed down to seventy-five the rest of the way. When he wasnt badgering the hospital to put him through to someone in the know, he was talking with his secretary, with Vicki Cornell about Sams case, with the public relations person he often used. Dunn v. Hanover was a milestone. The publicity would be great for the firm.

His father would be eating crow, and what satisfaction there was in that. John Stewart had fought against taking Sam into the firm. He had thought Sam lacked the connections, and the social standing, to have much of a practice. But J.D. had been willing to take the chance. For one thing, Sam had distinguished himself in the district attorneys office. For another, he had the drive to succeed. For still another, he was married to Annie, who was Tekes best friend. Mostly, though, J.D. had wanted Sam in the firm because they were best friends themselves. Sam kept him human, social, and loose.

J.D. was grateful that Sam was at the hospital with Teke. He trusted his judgment. If there were decisions to be made, Sam would guide Teke to the best one. And she would need guiding. Her wits were probably scattered all over the place by now. She didnt have the poise in a pinch that J.D. did. She didnt have the breeding for that. She was strictly small-town, backwoods that way.

It wouldnt occur to her to call him in his car with news to ease his worry.

As it happened, there was precious little news to ease anyones worry. J.D. arrived at the hospital to find that Michaels outer injuries had been treated, that he was hooked up to a respirator, that the doctors were doing tests, but that the results were inconclusive. No one knew much of anything, which bothered J.D. no end.

No prognosis? he asked Teke, who was standing alone at Michaels window, looking shaken and meek.

Its too early.

Doctors always have prognoses, he argued.

Not with head injuries.

Is there brain damage?

They dont know yet.

Why not?

I dont know. They just say they dont.

He knew she was upset, but hell, so was he. Michael was his son, too. She should have been on top of the doctors. But Teke wasnt forceful that way. She was a good cook, a good housekeeper, a good shopper. She presented herself well and staged impressive dinner parties. She made unusual Halloween costumes, could tutor the kids, coach Little League, run school auctions that raised thousands of dollars for arts programs. At times of personal crisis, though, she fell apart.

Annie was good for her at those times. Annie steadied her, set her back on track.

Intent on sending Annie to her now, J.D. strode down the hall to the waiting room. But Annie was occupied with Jonathan and Leigh. So J.D. gestured Sam into the hall. What do we know about the man who hit him?

Sam was subdued. I just talked with the police. Hes a carpenter. Hes from out of state and currently unemployed, but his license and registration are in order. Hes not being charged.

J.D. was incredulous. But he hit my son.

Actually, Sam corrected, Michael hit him.

J.D. didnt buy it for a minute. The guy must have been going too fast.

Twenty-five, according to the expert who saw the skid marks.

Then his brakes were faulty.

Sam shook his head. Not from what the police say.

What do the local guys know, J.D. muttered. Their specialty is citing drivers for parking too far from the curb. Ill hire an independent investigator. Your man Mundy. Hell find evidence against an unemployed carpenter.

Not if there isnt any. Sam looked pained. Look, J.D., I know you want to find someone to blame. Its the most natural thing in the world. But that guy wasnt it. He was driving within the speed limit. Michael came out of nowhere, hit the front panel of the truck, flew into the air, and bounced off the hood onto the street, and all that time, the guy was slamming on his brakes. He wasnt drunk. He wasnt stoned. He was just there when Michael ran out.

Are you suggesting it was Michaels fault?

Sam pushed a hand through his hair and frowned at the floor. With a sigh he faced J.D. again. All Im saying is that going after the driver is a waste of energy. The accident happened. There may be dozens of reasons why, but they dont matter. What matters is making sure that Michael has the best possible care. I got Bill Gardner to head the case. Hes chief of the department.

But is he here? J.D. demanded. Department chiefs are sometimes too involved in the seminar circuit to give their patients adequate time.

Sam tossed his chin toward Michaels room. A doctor was just emerging. Thats Bill.

J.D. made straight for him, introduced himself, and launched into his questions. Unfortunately he didnt learn much more than Teke had. Bill Gardner was a nice enough man, but he could offer little of a concrete nature. As he listened, J.D. took a date book from his jackets inner pocket to note what Gardner did say, including the names of the doctors on his team. Then he looked in at Michael, who was still surrounded by medical personnel. How often can we see him?

Whenever you want. Ive signed a no limit order. It may help for him to hear familiar voices.

Then he does hear?

Possibly. We dont know for sure.

The vagueness irked J.D. He wanted answers. When does consciousness most often return in cases like this?

Any time.

Or no time. Is he in a coma?

Bill Gardner didnt blink. Technically, yes. I hesitate to use that word around your wife, though. Shes frightened enough already.

That was Tekes problem. J.D. didnt have the time for hand holding, much less the inclination. Annie would help her. What can be done to bring Michael around?

Not much right now. We have him stabilized. Hes breathing. Hes getting fluids. Weve minimized any pain he might feel. Now we wait.

For complications? J.D. asked.

Or improvement.

What complications might there be?

The doctor didnt hesitate. Pressure on the brain from bleeding. Fluid buildup in the lungs. A blood clot traveling through the system. One of the reasons were monitoring him so closely is to detect any of those.

Do you detect brain activity?

Hes definitely with us, if thats what youre wondering. As for how much of him is, we wont know that for a while. He looked past J.D. and nodded. I have a phone call. Will you excuse me? He was gone before J.D. could ask what a while meant, and how long the doctor would be at the hospital, and, when he left, where he could be reached.

Then the rest of the medical personnel filed out of Michaels room, and J.D. felt a swift chill. Is he all right?

Hes holding his own, was the answer.

J.D. stared at the pale figure on the bed. He entered the room, feeling unsure and, in that, more unsettled than ever. He and Michael didnt always agree on things, but they had a sound relationship. He normally knew how to act.

The problem was that the Michael lying on the bed didnt seem like his Michael at all. This one was unmoving as his Michael seldom was. This one was colorless, save for a purpling bruise on the side of his face. This one was quiet.


Teke came up on the far side of the bed. Grasping the rail for support, she looked down at Michael.

J.D. felt a stab of anger. Teke was in charge of the kids. She was supposed to keep them from harm. How did this happen? he asked in a harsh whisper.

She raised one shoulder and shook her head.

What was he doing home in the middle of the day?

Her voice wobbled. He wanted money for a concert.

So you gave it to him, then let him run into a truck?

She waved a shaky hand.

J.D. wasnt sure what that meant. You didnt give it to him? He raced back out because you said no and he was angry?

I never spoke with him.

Why not?

She rubbed Michaels arm.

He came into the house, Teke. Why didnt you speak to him?

He ran back out before I ever saw him.

Did he change his mind about asking?

She touched Michaels face. Her voice was higher than normal, and shaky. Hi, baby. Can you hear me? Can you hear me, Michael? Its Mommy.

J.D. was furious. Someone had to take responsibility for his son being hurt. They shouldnt have let him leave school.

They didnt know, Teke said softly. He stole out with the twins.

What does our tax money go for, if not to have the schools look out for our children?

It was lunchtime.

Is that supposed to excuse it?

The kids mill around during lunch. Its impossible to keep tabs on them all.

Someone must have seen him run off.

She sighed. Its not a prison, J.D. There arent guards posted in watchtowers.

Of course there arent, he said, resentful of her sarcasm, but this is a clear-cut case of negligence. That school was responsible for our child during the time we left him there.

He broke the rules, she cried. In the next breath she lowered her voice and stroked Michaels cheek. Hes a good boy. If he left school, it was because he felt it was important.

So now he lies in a hospital bed breathing through a machine.

Shhhh.

Doesnt it make you angry? J.D. asked in frustration.

I just want Michael to get better, she whispered tearfully. I think we should concentrate on that.

J.D. studied Michaels face. He wanted the boy to get better, too, but he couldnt be as passive as Teke. Or as forgiving. Accidents didnt happen for no reason. He wanted the driver of the truck punished. And the school.

J.D.? Teke prompted in a guarded tone. He glanced up to see her looking past him and turned to find his parents on the far side of the window.

The sight of them made his stomach jump. It had been doing that for forty-one years and was one of those givens, like heartburn from pizza. Forgetting his anger, he joined them in the hall. I thought you were in New York, he said to his father.

I took an earlier flight home, John Stewart informed him. My secretary had the good sense to call. You should have.

I just got here myself.

How is he? Lucy asked. She was impeccably composed and groomed, remarkable given the circumstancesthen again not remarkable at all. Her morning activity, seven days a week, was putting herself together for her afternoon and evening activities. By the time she left the house at noon, whether to lunch with a friend, attend meetings of the ladies committee, or fetch her husband from the airport for a trip to the hospital, she was eminently presentable.

J.D. related what the doctor had said.

Bill Gardner? John Stewart asked. He was an inch taller than J.D. and ten pounds heavier, imposing even before one heard his robust voice. Hes not the best man. The best man is Henry Finch. Hes at the Mayo Clinic.

J.D. dared state the obvious, albeit in a conversational tone. Michaels here, not in Minnesota.

Fly Finch in.

That may alienate Gardner.

But he doesnt know anything. You just said that.

Its too early to know much.

Call Henry Finch. It was an order. Talk with him. His presence as a consultant will keep Gardner on his toes.

Lacking the will to argue, J.D. took out his date book and jotted down the name. He had barely returned it to his pocket when his father said, Any lawsuits here?

Too early, Dad.

Its never too early to make sure evidence isnt destroyed. Sam ought to know that. I understand he was there when it happened. Why wasnt he at the office?

He had driven home to tell Annie about winning the Dunn case. Did you hear?

I heard.

Not bad, huh? J.D. asked, allowing himself a small smile.

Not bad.

J.D. would have liked more enthusiasm. Victories over his father were few and far between. But John Stewart wasnt the humble type. He was stern, efficient, and intimidating. That was another reason J.D. liked having Sam in the firm. Sam was a buffer. He could stand up to John Stewart as J.D. couldnt. He could play devils advocate without worrying that he had insulted John Stewart or let him down or, worse, embarrassed him.

The senior Maxwell glanced from his watch to the nurses station to Michael. Why is Theodora the only one in there?

Theodora. John Stewart and Lucy always called her that. It sounded more proper. More upper-crust. It was ironic, J.D. mused, given the spineless way she was acting now.

The others are in the waiting room, he said.

Where is Michaels nurse?

Shes at the central station. The machines monitor his vital functions and relay the information there. Thats the whole purpose of intensive care.

You need a private nurse.

Not in intensive care, Dad. J.D. felt the distinct urge to flee. It, too, was a familiar feeling where his parents were concerned. I have to call the office. You go on in and see Michael. Ill be back soon. He left before his father could order him to rent a portable phone.

By the time he returned, his parents were gone. Feeling instantly stronger, he went to the foot of Michaels bed. From what he could see, the boy hadnt moved. Nor had Teke. Leigh and Jon were there, Leigh talking softly to Michael.

I cant believe youre sleeping through this, Michael. Everyone wants to see you. Mrs. Baker drove the twins in with Josh, Tommy, and Nat, but the nurses are making them stay in the waiting room. Same with half the football team. Theyre all rooting for you. Her voice cracked. Wake up, damn it.

Jon took her hand. Well be back, Mike, he said. He looked nearly as upset as Leigh. Can we bring you more tea, Teke?

Teke managed a weak smile but shook her head.

J.D. watched Jon and Leigh leave, then slipped his hands into his pockets and looked around. Everything in sight was either stark white or metal, neat as a pin, cold, and sterile. He hated it, which was interesting. Michaels room at home was colorfully loud and forever messy, and J.D. hated that, too. Or so he had always thought. In comparison with this, the image wasnt so bad.

Did my parents say anything? he asked Teke.

Hello and good-bye, she said quietly.

They dont handle illness well. He scanned the bank of machines at the head of the bed. Has Gardner been back?

She shook her head.

Theres a doctor at the Mayo Clinic named Henry Finch. Hes the best in the country for head injuries. Im bringing him in.

Teke looked up. Dont you trust Bill Gardner?

Trust has nothing to do with it. Its common sense. Two heads are better than one. Besides, Gardner isnt brimming with ideas.

Sam wandered in. Hows he doing?

The same, J.D. said, then brightened. I just talked with the office. The media wants you.

Theyll hold.

Too long and theyll cool off. The storys hot now.

No matter. Sam looked at Teke. Are you okay?

She nodded. He wandered back out.

J.D. was beginning to sense something surreal about the scene. Sams lack of spirit, Tekes inactivity, Michaels unconsciousnessall were out of character. The accident itself was out of character. The Maxwell children were healthy and well cared for. They werent hit by trucks and left lying unconscious in the street.

This doesnt make sense, he muttered. Why did he run into the house, then run right back out? Where were you?

Teke swallowed. The living room.

Right there when he came in the front door. It didnt make sense. How could he not see you?

He may have, she said, sounding desperate. I just dont know, J.D. I dont know what he saw.

You should know, he thought. Youre his mother. He took a tempering breath and released it slowly. Its getting dark. Are you hungry?

She shook her head. Her eyes were on Michael.

J.D. hadnt eaten lunch. The kids must be hungry, he said.

You take them to dinner. Ill stay here in case theres any change.

Maybe I should, too. The kids can go out and bring something back.

No. You go with them. Theyll feel better if you do.

It struck him that he would, too. He was no help to Michael here. He had to do something. Where should I take them?

She shrugged. I dont know.

Well, neither do I, he barked. Meals were Tekes responsibility, not his. She cooked dinner, or she made reservations at a restaurant. She knew he hated making domestic decisions. Wheres there to eat around here?

She gave him a bewildered look. You would know that more than I. You work here.

I work on the other side of town, he snapped. What do the kids like?

Whatever you want,

Ill let Sam and Annie decide. They have to eat, too. Well be back after dinner.

Not for too long. The kids need sleep. Take them home with you. Im staying here.

Ill stay, too.

They need you at home. Theyre upset.

J.D. wasnt sure he could do anything about that. The girls were apt to talk out their fears with Teke, Annie, or Sam before they did it with him. He wasnt good at discussing feelings. What he was good at was negotiating mergers, executing estates, and writing contracts, not at holding hands, drying tears, and trying to explain things that had no explanation.

He had a quick, horrible image of dirty laundry, unmade beds, and breakfast dishes in the sinknot Tekes style, but he didnt know how much she had done before Michael had been hurt. Is there much to do at home?

Everythings done, she said. He was feeling momentarily relieved when she made a small, wrenching sound. All done this morning. So long ago. Oh, God, if only I had She broke off.

If only you had what? J.D. asked.

She shook her head.

If only you had what? he repeated. He didnt like being put off. It was bad enough when the doctors did it. He didnt need it from his wife.

If only I had been able to grab him, she said brokenly. If only I had talked with him.

She looked ready to cry. He didnt think he could bear that. In an effort to shore her up, he said, It wasnt your fault.

I should have been at the door.

It might not have made any difference.

It would have.

He didnt argue further. Mothering, like meal making, was her thing. She defined herself in terms of it, set standards for herself that few other mothers did, and she usually met every one.

But she was right. She should have been at the door.


Early the next morning, Annie set down the phone, shifted her feet to the floor, and cushioned her hands in the folds of her nightgown. She had barely gathered her thoughts when Zoe and Jana appeared at the door. Though their faces were fresh from sleep, their eyes were alert.

Hes the same, Annie said before they could ask. She wished she could be more positive, but the girls were fifteen, too old to deceive. I just spoke with the nurse.

Is he still unconscious? Jana asked.

Uh-huh.

Is Mom still there?

Annie nodded. And your dad. He couldnt sleep, so he got dressed and went back in. Its good you and Leigh slept here. He wouldnt have wanted to leave you alone.

He still thinks were little.

No. He knows youre growing up. Its just that hes never quite sure whats right and what isnt. Where parenthood was concerned, J.D. had two left hands. His heart was in the right place, but his gestures were often mistimed. Thats why he has Teke, she said with a smile. Is Leigh up?

I dont know, Jana said.

Wheres Dad? Zoe asked.

Annie nodded toward the bathroom. Shaving.

Was he the one taking showers all night?

He had only taken two, but the sound of water pouring through pipes in the still of the night was distinct. He was restless. Hes upset about Michael.

Are we going back to
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