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      Shadows from the candles danced on the white tablecloth. In the dim light, Fenway Stevenson looked across the table at Craig McVie, who smiled easily as he took a sip of wine. Fenway returned her gaze to the two women at the table about ten feet behind his left shoulder.

      He set the wineglass down and searched her face. “What’s going on?”

      McVie cleaned up good, as her mother would have said. His tailored suit fit his muscular body well, the blue in his tie pulling out the color of his eyes. His freckles gave his face a boyish quality, but it was a good look.

      Both women were in profile, sitting across from each other, as the server set salads in front of them.

      “I know you think I won’t attract as much attention as you,” Fenway said, “but I still think you should be on this side of the table.”

      “I had to slip the maître-d’ fifty bucks to sit us here,” McVie murmured, leaning forward. “I’m not screwing it up by looking like a creepy guy taking pictures of two famous women.”

      Fenway gasped.

      McVie’s eyes went wide. “What? What happened?”

      “Annabel.” Fenway leaned forward conspiratorially and whispered, “She ate a bite of salad.”

      McVie’s shoulders slumped, and he shook his head, the corners of his mouth curving up slightly. “Fine, I deserved that.” He took out his phone, tapped the screen, and handed it to Fenway from across the table. “But we still have a job to do.”

      Fenway glanced at the screen: the camera app. Of course. “This is so gauche,” Fenway said, forcing a smile as she held up the phone.

      “People come to Maxime’s for special occasions all the time. They’re fine with pictures.”

      Fenway pointed the camera phone slightly above her smiling boyfriend’s right shoulder, zooming in on the two women at the table behind him.

      She checked the photo on the screen. It was a clear, in-focus shot of two casually-dressed women having dinner at a nice restaurant. The woman on the left was in her mid-thirties and had high cheekbones and a smooth, luminous complexion, with skin dark enough that she, like Fenway, might also be half-Black. Even sitting, the woman looked tall—possibly even taller than Fenway.

      “Well?”

      “They’re eating,” Fenway said in a low voice. “Not staring longingly into each other’s eyes, not making kissy-faces⁠—”

      “Take a couple more,” McVie said.

      Fenway raised the phone and tapped the screen again.

      The young woman on the right looked to be in her early twenties, with brown hair brushing the tops of her shoulders, large green eyes, and a pale, freckled complexion. She wore dark jeans and a billowy cream-colored blouse. But with folded arms, her demeanor, unlike her dinner companion’s, was hardly relaxed.

      Fenway handed the phone back to McVie and spoke in low tones. “If Annabel and Maggie are having an affair, they’re having a fight.” She glanced quickly at the younger woman, who pursed her lips while looking across the table.

      “A lovers’ quarrel?”

      “Maybe.” Fenway squinted. “Mathilda could be wrong, you know. This might just be a fight about their soccer team.”

      McVie chuckled. “And how can you tell the difference?”

      “I don’t know. The start of training camp can be tough. Annabel’s at the end of her career. Maggie’s the next big thing. Maybe Annabel’s trying to give Maggie the benefit of her experience and Maggie’s being an arrogant prick.”

      “More photos,” McVie said, handing the phone back.

      Fenway cocked her head, a smile playing on her lips.

      “Please,” McVie finished.

      “Sure.” Fenway took the phone and snapped another photo. She always enjoyed any excuse to eat at Maxime’s, but the specter of McVie’s assignment hung oppressively over the table. Why did Mathilda Montague hire McVie, anyway? She’d read the “50 Most Powerful Women” articles—surely Montague had a security detail to follow her wife around.

      McVie cocked his head. “Is there anything suggesting they’re involved?” He was tenacious; that much was clear. And perhaps that’s what Mathilda Montague wanted: a bulldog private eye Annabel wouldn’t recognize so she’d let her guard down.

      “They’re two athletes going out to dinner.” Fenway handed the phone back. “Even if they are sleeping together, they probably know better than to show it in a place like this.”

      McVie placed the phone above Fenway’s place setting. “Why don’t you hang onto this? If they do anything⁠—”

      “Unless she wants thirty pictures of her wife eating lettuce, there’s nothing to see.”

      “Not yet, maybe.” McVie leaned back. “I wish I could hear their conversation.”

      “They’re not talking,” Fenway said. She leaned forward and smiled. “We could use this time to pretend that you and I are on an actual date.”

      McVie grinned. “Of course.”

      Fenway sat back in her chair. “You know, we haven’t done a whole lot since I—since I got back from L.A.” She ran a hand over her head; her hair was finally starting to grow back. “Dinner every so often, and I stay over a lot, but we haven’t even been to a movie or gone out dancing.”

      “We went to Magic Mountain for the weekend.” McVie chuckled. “And you like roller coasters way more than I do.” His face pinched slightly. “But I know what you mean. I’ve been swamped with the demands of the business.” He looked up at her. “And I figured you needed the break. You do look more rested since you got back.”

      Fenway scoffed. “After what I went through? There was only one way to go.” And even before she’d been accused of murder in L.A.: the car bomb that had almost killed her, her father jumping in front of a bullet meant for her—Fenway looked down at the table.

      “I just meant,” McVie said quickly, “that it’s good to see you happier.” He motioned to the table behind him with his head. “Maybe I could whisk you away to Vegas and take you to a Neons game.”

      “Also on your client’s dime?” Fenway picked up her fork and examined it, then set it back down. “Have you heard any rumors about the Neons?”

      McVie sat up straight. “Like what?”

      “Like—if they’re for sale?”

      He picked up his wineglass and took a small sip. “Are you suggesting my client might want to buy the Neons, and that’s why she’s having me⁠—”

      “Not her,” Fenway said. “Dad.”

      McVie set his glass down. “Nathaniel Ferris—buying the Las Vegas Neons?”

      Fenway cleared her throat. “Okay—my dad has been asking me about owning a sports team.” She leaned forward. “At first, I just laughed—I mean, he’s rich, but all the baseball and basketball teams are way out of his price range. But now—well, with the Neons holding training camp here, I realized he might be talking about a team in the AFF.”

      “He wants to own a women’s soccer team?”

      Fenway shrugged. “Ever since Ferris Energy sold, he hasn’t had a lot to do. I think he’s romanticizing team ownership, but I understand the appeal.” Fenway gave McVie a half-smile. “He likes being a big fish in a small pond. If he bought the Vegas Neons, he’d be the biggest fish in the league.”

      The server brought their entrees, a large steak for McVie and seared scallops for Fenway, who widened her eyes as the dish was placed in front of her.

      “Lovely,” Fenway murmured.

      “I’m glad you finally figured out Maxime’s has other things on the menu besides pheasant.”

      “Perhaps one day,” Fenway said, a wry smile crossing her face as she picked up her fork and knife, “I’ll be adventurous as you are.”

      McVie stared at his bone-in ribeye. “Are you saying⁠—”

      “You get the same steak every time we come here? Yes.” Fenway put a scallop in her mouth and chewed. Buttery, garlicky, fantastic.

      McVie picked up his fork. “Besides your dad’s sudden interest in women’s soccer, have you heard anything else that makes you think the Neons are for sale?”

      Fenway swallowed. “No. But after Sandra Christchurch’s husband passed away, there’s been talk that her heart isn’t in it anymore.” She lifted a forkful of potato to her mouth. “Plus, with those two behind you on the team—this is the year to sell high. Annabel Shedd is still on cereal boxes.”

      Fenway ate a few more bites as she kept one eye on the table behind McVie. Maggie Erskine was withdrawing more and more into herself. She hadn’t taken a bite of food in several minutes. Annabel leaned forward, talking, but Maggie crossed her arms and didn’t meet Annabel’s eyes. Hmm—maybe this was a conversation about their relationship.

      “What’s going on?” McVie asked in a low voice.

      “It looks like Annabel is telling Maggie something she doesn’t want to hear,” Fenway said. “Maybe Maggie is being an asshole.”

      Annabel stopped talking, set her fork down with a sigh, and got up from the table.

      “Oh—she’s leaving the table.”

      “Who? Maggie or⁠—”

      “Shh!” Fenway hushed sharply. Annabel walked quickly past their table, her footsteps solid, shoulders tense as she ran a hand over her face and exhaled slowly.

      “Excuse me,” Fenway said, shoving another scallop into her mouth. Ooh—it was delicious. Maybe even better than the pheasant. “I need to go to the restroom.”

      McVie reached across the table and took Fenway’s hand. “Don’t make it obvious you’re following her.”

      Fenway gave McVie a sly smile. “It’ll look like I want her autograph.” She pushed her chair back and stood. She hated to leave at the beginning of the meal—hopefully her food wouldn’t be cold when she got back.

      She wound her way between the tables to the back, where she ducked into a hallway with a subtle and elegant “Rest Rooms” sign. Annabel stood halfway down the hall with her back to Fenway, about ten steps past the door to the women’s restroom.

      “I swear, if you don’t do something about Maggie and that monster, I will,” Annabel hissed into her cell phone. Fenway barely heard Annabel’s words, but fortunately, the hallway’s plush carpet deadened the noise coming from the dining room. She walked as slowly as she dared toward the women’s restroom, then opened the door quietly. She didn’t think Annabel noticed—and that was good. She wouldn’t have to pretend to be a fan who followed her into the restroom.

      Once inside, Fenway paused, listening carefully. The door was too thick to make out anything Annabel was saying in the hallway. She turned the corner, finding a large, comfortable area with marble sinks with elegant brass fixtures on the right side and a row of stalls with dark wooden doors on the left.

      Fenway had left her purse on her chair: a rookie mistake. She couldn’t pretend to be fixing her makeup. She took a deep breath and turned to the mirror.

      McVie was right: In the two months since Fenway had cleared her name, she looked happier. Less exhausted, anyway. The bags under her eyes were almost completely gone. Of course, it helped that her workload had been light for the last eight weeks.

      And she and McVie were having fun—and maybe more than that. They’d gone away for the weekend—yes, only to Magic Mountain for a couple of days, but she hadn’t gone on a vacation with a boyfriend for—well, she couldn’t say for sure she’d ever done it. She smiled at her reflection. Her hair, finally getting long enough to style a little, was behaving exceptionally well. She hoped McVie wouldn’t have his mind on his client too much tonight.

      The door opened.

      Fenway stepped forward to the sink and washed her hands as Annabel walked in. Fenway stole a glance as the soccer star stood next to her, lips pursed, her eyes staring daggers at her own reflection.

      Fenway cleared her throat. “Hey, I’m sorry, I know you’re out to dinner and all, but—you’re Annabel Shedd, aren’t you?”

      Shedd startled and seemed to notice Fenway for the first time. “Oh—uh, yes.”

      “I watched you score the winning goal in the World Cup. You’re fantastic.”

      A tired smile crossed Shedd’s face. “Thanks.”

      “Not often we get celebrities all the way up in Estancia.”

      “Sure,” Shedd said easily. “The Neons have their training camp over at the university this year.”

      “Oh, Nidever University, right? I think I remember reading about that.” Fenway gave Shedd what she hoped was a warm smile, then went for the kill. “This is such a romantic restaurant, isn’t it?”

      Annabel furrowed her brow. “Is it?”

      “Well—I’m here with my boyfriend. Hasn’t taken me anywhere in a while, so I think a place like this is his way of making it up to me.”

      “I hope you’re enjoying your night. Always nice to meet a fan.” She turned and went into a stall, signaling the end of the conversation.

      Fenway took a paper towel and dried her hands. She’d been hoping to get some kind of reaction with the romantic restaurant comment. Maybe Annabel would be startled that dinner with Maggie might be seen as romance. But no, Annabel hadn’t been flustered at all. No information.

      Perhaps Annabel was thinking of something else: If you don’t do something about Maggie and that monster, I will.

      It’s possible that Maggie had a problematic ex, or maybe a stalker. Or maybe Annabel was trying to convince Maggie to get out of an abusive relationship. Fenway’s shoulders were tight as she walked out of the restroom.

      She walked back through the main dining room. Maggie slumped forward with her elbows on the table, not touching her food. Fenway sat and looked at McVie’s plate; his enormous steak was half-eaten. Fenway scooted in and ate another scallop. It was, fortunately, still warm.

      “Well?”

      Fenway chewed and swallowed, then leaned forward, her voice low. “Annabel was on the phone. She said something about keeping Maggie away from ‘that monster,’ and said she’d do it herself if she had to.”

      McVie pursed his lips. “Not exactly a smoking gun for their affair.”

      “No.” Fenway took another bite. “And when Annabel came into the bathroom, I gushed about Maxime’s being a romantic restaurant. Hoping to get some sort of indication one way or the other.”

      “Like a guilty reaction?”

      “Right. I was hoping she’d react like she’d been caught cheating with Maggie.” Fenway crinkled her nose. “But that was a no-go. She acted surprised that it was considered romantic, then wished me a good evening.”

      McVie scratched his chin. “That doesn’t help either way. I don’t know—Matilda is convinced Annabel is having an affair.”

      Fenway frowned. “Does she think Annabel is cheating on her with Maggie specifically, or was it a feeling she was sleeping with someone else?”

      “She mentioned Maggie specifically.”

      “If Annabel is trying to get Maggie out of a bad situation,” Fenway said, “I can see how it might look like an affair. How a spouse hundreds of miles away might get the wrong idea.” Fenway put another bite of food on her fork and stared at it for a moment. She used to be like Montague too, she was sure. Jealous. Insecure about all the relationships she’d ever been in, even friendships. For a long time, it had been Fenway and her mom against the world, and Fenway didn’t trust anyone to look out for her.

      “Maybe Annabel is trying to convince Maggie to leave her current relationship because she wants Maggie all to herself.”

      Fenway furrowed her brow.

      McVie shrugged. “I’ve seen a lot of cheating spouses in the last few months. It’s never all about the sex. There’s always something that looks innocent at first. A friend helping you through a tough time. Two work colleagues blowing off a little steam at a bar. These things never come out of the blue.”

      Fenway was silent.

      “You okay?”

      Fenway looked up at McVie. “Just thinking about the monster comment.”

      McVie straightened up and shot Fenway a warning glance. A moment later, Annabel crossed in front of their table and sat back down with Maggie.

      “We can talk shop afterward,” McVie said. “Let’s enjoy this dinner since it’s delicious.”

      “And since it’s going on the expense account.”

      “Which makes it taste a little better, yes.”

      Fenway batted her eyelashes. “Maybe I’ll get a second glass of wine.”

      Ten minutes later, Fenway was done with her meal. McVie had made a sizable dent in the second half of his steak. Fenway picked up her wineglass, a single sip left.

      “Do you want to stick around, Craig? Another glass, or maybe dessert?”

      “We should get the check. Follow them back to the team hotel, make sure they’re not headed anywhere they shouldn’t be. Then we can go back to my place, and I can type up my notes.”

      “We could.” She leaned forward and ran her finger around the rim of her glass. “Or my place.”

      “All my stuff for the case is at my place.”

      Fenway emptied her glass. They’d been spending most nights at his place lately, mostly with this same excuse: he’d had to go out on an investigation at some point in the evening, and he had to type up his notes.

      Then it hit her: they’d spent every night for the past two weeks together. She hadn’t planned it, and she’d seen other friends. She’d gone out for drinks at Winfrey’s with her staff. She’d eaten dinner with Sarah a couple of times—McVie only wanted to eat at Dos Milagros once a week, and Sarah was a more-than-willing partner in crime. But after dinner with Sarah, she’d driven to McVie’s, arriving moments after he’d returned from staking out another possibly-cheating spouse.

      After the excitement of the last year—wow, had it almost been a year since she’d moved to Estancia?—she was glad to have a few boring days when no one was shooting at her or framing her for murder or trying to stab her in her kitchen. She was all for the adrenaline rush of investigating a case, of working it until something clicked. But she was glad to fall asleep in McVie’s arms every night.

      Rising voices pulled her out of her reverie.

      “I’m not trying to control you, Maggie—” Annabel snapped.

      “You don’t understand,” Maggie retorted, pushing her chair back from the table. She grabbed the short olive-green jacket from the back of the chair. “He’s the one who believed in me.”

      “It’s not just him! You could be the starting goalie on half the teams in this league.”

      “You think I can just go to Minneapolis or Tampa, and they’ll build the team around me?”

      “I bet a few teams would be happy to⁠—”

      “You don’t get it,” Maggie said, slurring her words. “This league wasn’t even around when you came up. You had to scrape and fight for everything.” She looked Annabel in the face straight on. “And don’t get me wrong, I appreciate it.”

      Annabel’s jaw tightened. “You’re better than you give yourself credit for⁠—”

      “He plays to my strengths,” Maggie said.

      “That’s what coaches do.” Annabel leaned forward. “More than a starter in the league—you’ll compete for keeper in the next World Cup. I know what it’s like⁠—”

      “You don’t know what I have to go through.”

      Annabel sat back in her chair as if stung. “I don’t know?”

      “I’m going home,” Maggie said, getting unsteadily to her feet. “Back to the hotel, I mean. I gotta be ready for tomorrow afternoon.”

      “I’m only looking out for you.”

      “Stop trying to control me!”

      “Come on, sit down. I’ll drive you back to the hotel. You’ve had a lot to drink.”

      “I can get an Uber.” Maggie turned on her heel, eyes not quite focused completely, and veered toward the front door.

      “Maggie—” Annabel grabbed her purse and yanked out a credit card.

      “Follow her,” McVie hissed.
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      Fenway crinkled her nose in confusion. “I thought you wanted to follow Annabel, not Maggie⁠—”

      “Where do you think Annabel is going after she pays her bill?” McVie whispered. “Out to see Maggie. And I have to close out, too.”

      “I can’t just go out and stand next to Maggie. She’ll know something’s up.”

      McVie dug his wallet out of his pocket and held out the valet slip. “Get the car if you need an excuse. Now go.”

      Fenway grabbed her purse off the back of the chair and hurried outside. She pushed open the heavy front door and walked onto the carpeted area of the sidewalk, under the awning.

      Maggie was standing about thirty feet down the sidewalk, past the valet stand, wobbling slightly. She held her cell phone and tapped on the screen.

      Fenway froze. Her mind raced—there had to be some way for her to figure out what was going on. Maggie was drunk—that might get her to loosen her tongue.

      The door opened again, and Annabel stormed out of Maxime’s, right past Fenway without giving her a second glance. “Maggie—come on.”

      “I’m going back to the Broadmere,” Maggie said, pulling her olive jacket tightly around her. “I’ll see you on the field tomorrow.”

      “I gave you a ride here,” Annabel said.

      “I don’t need a ride back.”

      “You’re drunk.”

      Maggie held up the phone. “Not too drunk to get an Uber. Go. Finish dessert. I bet there’s another rookie on the team who’d love to be mentored.”

      “If you’d just let me explain—” Annabel said, and then looked at the valet stand. A man in a bright blue coat stood there, doing his best to pretend he wasn’t hearing the conversation.

      “Explain what?” Maggie said, mocking Annabel. “Whatcha talking about, superstar?” She spread her arms, then dropped them at her sides. “Whatever you have against him is your problem. Maybe you don’t need him on your side. But I do.” She turned her back on Annabel and walked another few paces down the sidewalk.

      Annabel opened her mouth to say something, then appeared to think better of it and clamped her mouth shut. She took two steps backward, then turned and walked back inside as McVie came out.

      “Anything?” he asked softly.

      “Not yet.”

      McVie’s phone rang, and he pulled it out of his pocket. He looked at the screen and frowned.

      “What is it?”

      “It’s Amy.” He glanced at Fenway. “I’m sorry, I have to take this.”

      Fenway nodded. As much as Fenway disliked Amy, she and McVie were still co-parenting Megan. Fenway didn’t like the two of them talking, but she understood⁠—

      Fenway grabbed McVie’s forearm as he answered.

      “Hi, Amy—hang on just a second.” McVie looked into Fenway’s eyes. “You got an idea?”

      Fenway glanced up at McVie and winked. “You know what?” she said loudly enough for Maggie to hear. “Get your own damn car.” She shoved the valet ticket into McVie’s hand. “We are on a date. You talk to your ex on your own time.” She turned on her heel and clomped down the sidewalk toward Maggie.

      “You okay?” Maggie said to Fenway in a low voice once she got close enough.

      “My boyfriend is a dickhead,” Fenway said, pulling out her phone. “I fly into town and find out he promised his ex-wife he’d help her install cabinets tomorrow.”

      Maggie shifted her weight from foot to foot.

      “And before you say anything,” Fenway said, holding up a finger, “he told her he’d go over there after he knew I was coming. I hope there’s an Uber available.”

      She unlocked her phone and tapped a message to McVie.

      
        
        
        Sorry it was the first thing that popped into my head

        Trying to share an Uber with Maggie back to their hotel

      

      

      

      “You’re not texting your boyfriend, are you?” Maggie said. “Quickest backslide ever.”

      “Of course not,” Fenway said. “It’s one of my friends back home.” She sighed melodramatically. “She told me he was an asshole. She warned me not to fly down.” She frowned as the message showed Delivered next to it. She tapped the phone again. “Oh no,” she said. “I don’t have connectivity. Shit.”

      “Really?” Maggie said. “Weird. I got five bars.”

      “I could use a bar, for sure. A full bar.” Fenway looked toward the door. “Maybe I can ask them to call me a taxi. How much do you think it would cost for a taxi to take me to the Broadmere Hotel?”

      “The Broadmere? That’s where I’m staying.” Maggie appraised Fenway, leaning too far to one side and nearly losing her balance. Fenway caught her elbow.

      “Whoopsie,” Fenway said, then internally rolled her eyes. Whoopsie?

      “I’m frine. Frine. Umm. I’m fine. The cocktails hit me a little hard, is all.” Maggie pointed at Fenway. “If your man is being an asshole, I bet you could use a drink. And not one of these two-hundred-dollar cabernets, either. Like, a real drink. Like a vodka martini.” She enunciated martini slowly and carefully.

      “Or scotch?”

      Maggie pushed her lightly on the shoulder. “Yes! Like scotch. Listen, come share the Uber with me. It’s stupid not to when we’re both headed to the same place.”

      “You don’t mind?”

      Maggie shrugged, then lifted her eyes toward the front door of Maxime’s.

      Fenway followed her gaze. “You have relationship problems too?”

      “What, her?” Maggie laughed. “I’m straight, and she’s married. You don’t recognize her?”

      It was almost a denial—but Fenway had interrogated too many people who’d attempted to mislead her. “I guess I didn’t see her very well.”

      “She only scored the winning goal in the World Cup last year.” Maggie crinkled her face, and a horrible British accent came out: “Best not forget that.”

      “Oh, of course—Annabel Shedd. I thought she looked familiar.” Fenway cocked her head. “You two are on the women’s soccer team in town for training camp, aren’t you?”

      Maggie raised her hand. “Guilty as charged.” She dropped her arm, and her face fell. “I know she’s been in the league twelve years longer. I appreciate that, you know?”

      “Sure.”

      “But this is my career, not hers. You know? She needs to mind her own business.”

      “I hear that.”

      “Yes.” Maggie enthusiastically smacked Fenway on the shoulder. “You get it.” Her eyes lost focus again. “You know we don’t even have a collective bargaining agreement? Everyone says I’m a big deal, and I’m barely making minimum wage.” She pointed back at the restaurant. “But Annabel, she gets the makeup ads and the big contracts⁠—”

      “And the cereal boxes,” Fenway said.

      Maggie thumped her upper chest twice, almost at her collarbones. “Nothing is guaranteed for me—nothing.” She let her hand fall to her side and looked at the ground. “I hope the hotel has some good scotch.”

      A late-model SUV pulled up to the curb. The window rolled down. “Maggie?” the driver asked.

      “That’s me,” Maggie said, walking around to the other side of the car.

      Maggie’s defenses were down—maybe Fenway could get her to open up during the ride. Fenway got in.

      They rode in silence for a moment, then Fenway piped up. “Thanks for the ride, Maggie.”

      “You’re welcome.” She turned to Fenway, her eyes glassy. “What’s your name?”

      “Joanne.” The fake name Fenway always used. It came easily to her lips.

      “Sorry, I talk a lot. You said what? You flew here to spend the weekend with your boyfriend? And he’s spending it with his ex?”

      “I don’t mind if he has a decent friendship with her,” Fenway said quickly, thinking of McVie’s real ex-wife. “I mean, he treats her okay even though she cheated on him, which means he’s not a creep. But I took vacation from work. I spent my money to fly here for the weekend. And I’ll be stuck in his apartment all day tomorrow while he helps her with her cabinets.” She sighed. “Serves me right for going out with him before the divorce was final.”

      Maggie sank into her seat and was silent.

      “So what team are you on again?”

      “Oh—the Vegas Neons.”

      “Really? Didn’t you win the league championship last year?”

      “Lost in the final.”

      “And you’re a player?”

      “Yes.”

      “What position?” Fenway asked, opening her eyes wide.

      “Goalkeeper.”

      “Oh. Wow. A professional goalie—that’s awesome.”

      “Thanks,” Maggie said, but her green eyes darkened.

      They pulled up in front of the hotel a few minutes later. Floor-to-ceiling windows were part of the block-long façade of the hotel on Broadway, and the hardwood floors of the lobby were stately and warm. The bar was on the other side of the lobby from reception, probably to minimize noise. Maggie made a beeline for the bar and sat down on an empty stool. The crowd was lively for a Thursday night.

      “What can I get you ladies?” the bartender said.

      “Scotch,” Maggie said, putting her elbows on the bar.

      “The same,” Fenway said, sitting down next to Maggie. She looked around appreciatively at the fancy décor. “I thought I read an article saying everyone in women’s soccer had to share rooms at cheap roadside motels.”

      “Yeah,” Maggie said. “We stayed in some real dumps last year. But this year, Coach Flash is really pulling out all the stops.”

      “Coach Flash?”

      “Oh,” Maggie said, “our head coach. Everyone calls him Coach Flash.”

      “A grown man called Flash? Like Flash Gordon?”

      Maggie’s eyes glittered. “It’s kinda cute, I guess.” Her smile dropped. “But man, he works the shit out of us.”

      “Really?” Fenway leaned forward.

      “I mean, the number of times we had two-a-days?” Maggie blew a raspberry. “And he’s always on me for everything.” She looked up at Fenway and plastered a smile onto her face.

      “So ask for a trade.”

      Maggie shook her head. “He believes in me. He traded Gabby this winter.”

      “Who’s Gabby?”

      “You never heard of Gabriela Fortuna?”

      “No.” A lie—Fenway had read the Neons’ media kit—but Maggie barreled on.

      “Last year’s starter. So now it’s on me.”

      The bartender set down two glasses with an inch of scotch in each. They both picked up their glasses, and Fenway took a drink. Huh—not too bad for a well whisky. She appraised Maggie, who was staring at the scotch glass in her hand. “Fancy place for two teammates to go out to dinner.”

      Maggie blinked. “What—that place?” She giggled. “No. Annabel’s just too hoity-toity to eat at regular places.”

      “Ah.” Fenway swirled the scotch in her glass, then tried a more direct question—maybe Maggie’s tipsiness lowered her guard. “So were the two of you on a date?”

      Maggie turned to look at Fenway. “A date? I’m straight. Didn’t I say that?” She giggled again. “Plus, she’s almost fifteen years older than me.”

      Fenway blinked hard—yes, that was about the same age difference between her and McVie, but that wasn’t exactly a denial from Maggie, either. She set her glass down. “You said Coach Flash was pulling out all the stops.”

      “Yeah. It’s been nice. He’s treating the team pretty good so far.”

      What did Coach Flash have to do with the choice of the hotel? “Isn’t the owner the one who decides where you stay?”

      “Ms. Christchurch might have the checkbook,” Maggie said, “but Coach Flash persway—persway—uh, convinced her to open it.” She flexed her bicep and grinned. “We gotta be well-rested for the season.” She took a swig of her scotch. “I shouldn’t drink this much. But what the hell—I don’t have to be on the field till one.”

      “Maybe you can sleep late and hydrate.”

      “This is so stupid, you know?” Maggie’s eyes watered, and she blinked quickly. “So stupid.”

      “What’s stupid?”

      Maggie gestured vaguely to the bar. “I’m not trying to do anything bad.”

      Fenway hesitated—maybe this was her chance to get Maggie to open up about her relationship with Annabel. McVie’s words ran through her head: It’s never all about the sex. There’s always something that looks innocent at first. A friend helping you through a tough time.

      She chose her words carefully. “People don’t know the whole situation,” Fenway said, looking into Maggie’s face. “Some people might judge you, say you’re doing a bad thing, but they don’t know the whole story, do they?”

      Maggie turned to Fenway, and after a brief moment, their eyes locked. “You know what, Jane? You’re all right.”

      Fenway’s stomach dropped; Maggie wasn’t going to spill her guts. She sighed and didn’t bother correcting her fake name. “Maybe this should be your last one.”

      Maggie stuck her tongue out at Fenway. “I’m here to help a fellow woman get over her boyfriend being a crap bag,” she said. “I’m not cutting out after just one drink.”

      Maybe there was hope yet. Fenway clinked glasses with Maggie and took another sip of scotch.

      A tall, trim man in a black sportscoat and a light blue Oxford shirt appeared behind them. He wore a salt-and-pepper beard, and his close-cropped hair was gray where he hadn’t yet gone bald. “Good evening, Maggie,” he said. “Celebrating your last night of freedom, I see.” He turned to Fenway. “You’re not with the team.”

      “This is my friend Jane,” Maggie said, reaching out to put her hand on the man’s shoulder; she missed, and her hand caught his elbow instead. “Speak of the devil! Jane, this is Coach Flash. You have him to thank for me staying at the same hotel as you.”

      Flash nodded at Fenway. “Lovely to meet you,” he said evenly, in a tone suggesting otherwise. Turning to Maggie, he lowered his voice. “First day of practice tomorrow, Maggie. I might want to work everyone hard. I’ve put my reputation on the line for you. You want to be on top of your game.”

      Maggie dropped her eyes.

      Flash turned his back on Fenway and clasped Maggie’s hand, leaning forward and whispering into Maggie’s ear. Then he took a step to the side as Maggie hastily shoved her hand into the pocket of her olive jacket. “I hope to see you again, Jane,” he said to Fenway. “Maggie, have a wonderful evening.”

      Fenway watched him walk away. “He’s kind of strict.”

      “He has to be. Four championships.” Maggie wiggled four fingers in front of Fenway’s face. “I could be the starting goalie for the team hoisting the Pickering Trophy this year.”

      “Is this his first year coaching the Neons?”

      “Second. He drafted me last year.”

      “Oh—so when you said he believed in you⁠—”

      “He was my coach before,” Maggie said, slurring her words. “I was goalie on the championship team at Shellmont U.” Her eyes lost focus again. “I’m lucky. He was there for two years when he took a break from the pros.”

      Fenway took another sip.

      “You know how many people started following me on Photoxio after the finals?” Maggie pushed the drink away and stood. “A hundred thousand.”

      “That’s a lot.”

      Maggie turned toward the elevator, staring for a moment, then glanced back at Fenway. “I know I said I wouldn’t be a party pooper.”

      “You’re leaving me? We just got here!”

      Maggie leaned forward and spoke in a stage whisper. “Coach Flash. Can’t be out late.”

      “I understand. Thanks for sharing the Uber.” Fenway nodded at the bartender. “I’ll pick up the tab. Least I can do.”

      “You’re all right, Jane.” Maggie hopped off the barstool, then rocked for a moment.

      “Need help?”

      “I’m frine.” She giggled. “Really, I’m frine.” She began walking toward the elevator, then spun and pointed to Fenway. “Strength, girl. Don’t let that man put his ex over you.”

      “Thanks, Maggie.”

      Fenway pulled out her phone. Messages from McVie showed on the screen.

      
        
        
        Let me know whats going on

        Im outside Broadmere – followd Shedd here

      

      

      

      She texted back.

      
        
        
        I’m at the Broadmere too – I’ll come out after I pay

      

      

      

      She flagged down the bartender. “I’m ready for the check.”

      He smiled. “It’s been taken care of.”

      Fenway raised her eyebrows, then scanned the bar for Coach Flash, finding him sitting at a table on the other side of the room. He checked his watch and then stood and strode to the elevator, not giving Fenway a second glance.

      When Coach Flash got into the elevator, Fenway stood from her stool and walked through the lobby and out the front door. She spied McVie’s beige Toyota Highlander across the street, about half a block down, and hurried over. McVie was looking at his phone, so she rapped on the passenger window with her knuckles. McVie unlocked the car, and Fenway got in.

      “Quick thinking,” McVie said.

      “Thanks.” Fenway stared out the front window as McVie started the engine. “I thought I might have scared Shedd off after I talked to her in the bathroom.”

      “Amy heard you, though.”

      Fenway winced. “Oh—sorry. Did you have some explaining to do?”

      McVie shrugged and put his seatbelt on, letting the engine idle. “I’m not sure she believed me, but it doesn’t matter.” He leaned forward slightly in his seat. “Did you get anything we can use?”

      She shook her head. “I thought I could get Maggie to talk to me about Annabel. She was pretty drunk. But she just complained that Annabel wanted to lecture her.”

      “Doesn’t mean they’re not⁠—”

      “I know, Craig.”

      “But you talked to Maggie? What did she say?”

      “First, she said she was straight.”

      McVie tilted his head. “Because no one has ever lied about their sexual orientation before.”

      “But she never actually said they weren’t involved—she just said she was straight.” Fenway shifted in her seat. “And secondly, the Neons’ head coach gave Maggie his hotel room key while we were talking, and he left for the elevator almost immediately after she did.”

      “What?” McVie’s jaw dropped.

      “Now that I think about it, I suppose it didn’t necessarily have to be his room key. And it’s entirely possible Maggie didn’t go into his hotel room after she got on the elevator.” She steepled her fingers and stared at her hands. “Of course, it’s possible Maggie is involved with both the coach and Annabel.” Fenway turned to McVie. “What happened with Annabel?”

      “She drove into the hotel parking garage. A minute or two later, I saw her through the window, crossing the hotel lobby.”

      “Do you think she saw me talking to Maggie at the bar?”

      McVie shook his head. “I don’t think so. She had her eyes on the floor the whole time, like she was depressed about something.”

      “I think,” Fenway said, “Annabel was trying to convince Maggie that Coach Flash was a bad guy. Maybe she was trying to convince Maggie to break it off with him and have an affair with her instead. Or maybe I’m way off base and she was just looking out for Maggie.”

      “I don’t know,” McVie said, stroking his chin thoughtfully. “You’ve been right a lot before.”

      “I’ve been wrong a lot before, too.”

      McVie sighed. “I don’t think Mathilda Montague will like my report, but I better get home and type up the notes.”

      Fenway reached over gently and put her hand on McVie’s knee. “Maybe you can write out just a skeleton of the notes and then we can—you know, spend a little more time together tonight.”

      McVie smiled, then leaned over the center console. Fenway kissed McVie softly on the lips, then again.

      “I hope you don’t have to work early tomorrow.”

      “I think I’m old enough to decide if I want to stay up late.” Fenway smiled. “Now your boss, on the other hand, is wholly unreasonable about your working hours.”

      “He is a cruel, cruel man,” McVie agreed, settling back into the driver’s seat.

      “I say you tell him you’ll finish the report tomorrow morning because your girlfriend is demanding some quality time.”

      McVie smiled. “One of these days, Fenway, your conniving ways won’t work on me.”

      Fenway grinned—then the words were out of her mouth before she could stop them. “Speaking of conniving ways, what did Amy want?”

      McVie straightened up in his seat. “She wants to sell the house.”

      “The big mansion?”

      “She says it reminds her too much of Rick.”

      Oof. Had it only been three months since the death of Amy’s second husband? Fenway nodded. “I guess I can understand that. That’s one reason I sold Mom’s house after she passed—I couldn’t look anywhere without thinking of her.”

      “I get it.” The corners of McVie’s mouth turned down. “But I’m not sure what her plan is.”

      “What about Megan? Isn’t she going to be a senior in the fall?”

      “Yes—assuming she passes all her classes. Which right now is a pretty big if.”

      Fenway narrowed her eyes. “I hope Amy stays in the same district. If I were Megan, I’d hate to leave all my friends and go to a new school my senior year.”

      “Yeah, well, Megan and her boyfriend just broke up, so that might not be as important.”

      “Maybe Megan could move in with you until she finishes high school?”

      “She and I haven’t talked about it.” McVie frowned. “Come to think of it, we haven’t talked much in the last month or so.”

      “She did cancel the last two weekends with you.” Fenway looked up into McVie’s eyes. “Is everything okay with her?”

      “Besides her grades and her boyfriend? The two biggest things in a teenager’s life?”

      “Yeah.” Fenway paused. “But you’re supposed to see her this weekend too, right?”

      McVie nodded. “I’ll talk to her. Who knows—maybe she’ll even give me more than one-word answers.” He put the car in gear and drove out of the parking lot.

      Fenway settled in the passenger seat for the drive back to McVie’s apartment.
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      “Morning, Sarah.”

      “Morning, Fenway.” Sarah Summerfield stood and handed Fenway a stack of paper. “These forms came in from the M.E. for your signature, and I’ve printed out a few résumés.”

      “Anyone look good?”

      “Migs is leaving some big shoes to fill, but with some training, the woman I put on top might work out. Got her associate’s only last year, but she has a bunch of awards and volunteer programs. I think she’ll be a good fit.”

      “Thanks,” said Fenway, glancing at the topmost résumé. She walked into her office and set the stack of papers down on her desk. Sitting in her leather chair, she plugged her laptop into the docking station. She’d forgotten to grab coffee before she sat down; now she was wondering if maybe this was a Java Jim’s day instead of coffee out of the office carafe. But when she heard and smelled the machine finishing its work—Sarah had brewed a fresh batch just for her—she decided to stay in. A minute later, she was at her desk again with a steaming mug.

      She was working through her email when Sarah came in with another printout.

      “Hey,” Fenway said. “Something else?”

      Sarah shut the door behind her.

      Fenway’s head snapped up. “You better not be quitting.”

      “No, no.” Sarah smiled. “But you’d been asking about the Vegas Neons. The women’s soccer team.”

      Had Fenway said too much to Sarah a few days before and jeopardized McVie’s investigation? Mathilda Montague might be a pain in the neck, but she was a rich pain in the neck, and McVie’s business could use the cash. “What about the Neons?”

      Sarah placed the printout in front of Fenway.

      Neons Coach Levinson Fired on Sex Abuse Charges 

      
        
        The Las Vegas Neons fired coach Paul “Flash” Levinson on Thursday after multiple allegations of sexual misconduct, harassment, and inappropriate relations with players came to light in a report obtained by the Las Vegas Gazette. The report alleges the misconduct, which includes sexual coercion, goes back more than a decade, and refers to evidence from when Levinson coached his former team, the St. Louis Gateways, as well as his time at Shellmont University in North Carolina.

        Neons owner Sandra Christchurch called a press conference at 8 a.m. Friday morning to make the announcement. “The Neons organization has no tolerance for the appalling behavior exhibited by former Coach Levinson. Those who have come forward are heroes and should be treated as such.” The women who made the allegations have not been identified.

        AFF Commissioner Bartholomew Yates said via a prepared statement that the league is cooperating with the investigation. Yates provided no further response about the allegations.

        Levinson took the Shellmont program to prominence, including a college championship, in his two-year head coaching stint between the Gateways and the Neons. He is often credited with discovering goalkeeper Maggie Erskine, whom the Neons selected in the first round of last year’s AFF draft, and who was announced as the starting goalkeeper for the upcoming season.

        Levinson could not be reached for comment.

      

      

      
      Fenway felt the bile rise in her throat, and she squeezed her eyes shut. Suddenly she was back in her first year at Western Washington. Her Russian Lit professor. Her face pressed against his office carpet. He grunted as he pushed her dress up.

      Fenway opened her eyes, her mouth dry. Her heart was pounding.

      Okay, breathe. It’s just a news story.

      But she saw Paul Levinson, in her mind’s eye, slip something—a card, maybe his hotel room key—into Maggie’s hand. And the look on Maggie’s face. Resignation? Duty?

      Fear?

      Levinson could not be reached for comment.

      Had Levinson known about his imminent firing when he’d whispered into Maggie Erskine’s ear the night before?

      And suddenly Annabel’s relationship with Maggie seemed much less like an affair.

      “Where—” Fenway’s voice broke, and she coughed to cover it up. “Where did you get this? It’s not even 8:30 yet.”

      “Got the news alert on my phone.” Sarah looked at her watch. “Must have been a short news conference. I thought it might be useful.”

      “I appreciate you keeping your eyes open.” Fenway stood and looked out her office’s glass wall at Dez Roubideaux’s empty desk. “Have you seen Dez?”

      “She was called out just before you got here. Death at a hotel—I’ll check to see which one.”

      As Sarah left her office, Fenway tried to read another email. But the mention of a hotel nagged at her. Please don’t be the Broadmere. Just thinking about the place made her feel stupid. She didn’t want to go there, where the Neons would be crowding the lobby to talk about the coach’s firing. She’d talked to Annabel like a fan and then, to Maggie, pretended she knew nothing about soccer. If she ran into the two of them together, it could get awkward.

      She told herself to relax. There were other hotels than the Broadmere, and anyway, if the death was something routine, like a heart attack or a stroke, Dez would handle it. There’d be no reason for Fenway to go.

      She turned her attention back to her inbox. Things had calmed down in Estancia in the last month or so, so there was nothing too pressing. But the bad feeling about the hotel lingered, and she deleted an email she’d meant to file. Just as she was about to undelete it, Sarah’s voice called out.

      “It’s the Broadmere.”

      Fenway ran her tongue over her teeth and inhaled deeply.

      “Any information on the decedent?”

      “White male in his fifties.”

      Levinson could not be reached for comment.

      She thought about all the people in management positions in sports organizations—coaches, athletic directors, team owners—who’d been caught in sex scandals, or stealing money, or worse. Sometimes they had no comment, but most often they strongly denied the accusations, then slunk away, saying they didn’t want to become a “distraction” for their team. And went on with their lives. Had this one felt enough shame to take his own life?

      Fenway’s phone buzzed, and she took it out of her purse. A text from Dez.

      
        
        
        Get over to the Broadmere NOW

      

      

      

      Her stomach dropped. She grabbed her purse and hurried out of her office.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Fenway parked on the street in front of the Broadmere and hurried through the small front lot to the entrance. To Fenway’s relief, she saw neither Annabel nor Maggie on her way through the mostly empty hotel lobby to the elevators.

      On the ninth floor, a uniformed deputy lifted the police tape to let her into the suite.

      The door opened into a penthouse apartment-style room: a sleek, modern living area with high ceilings, painted in elegant earth tones. On the right: a sofa, two leather benches, a coffee table, and a large television mounted on the wall above the fireplace. On the left: a desk, dining table and chairs, all made from dark wood. Straight ahead: a red sliding door, possibly leading to the bedroom, and a door on the left which Fenway assumed was the bathroom.

      The man’s body, splayed out on his stomach, lay between the coffee table and the television. Fenway was struck by the similar hues of the burgundy of the bedroom door and the pool of blood underneath his head. Right arm up at an acute angle, left arm awkwardly positioned with his hand by his hip. He wore black-and-gold sweatpants and a white T-shirt stained with blood, a large splotch between his shoulder blades. His feet were bare. His face was turned toward the television—it was Coach Flash. She cursed under her breath—this could get complicated.

      Fenway’s paper overshoes crinkled as she walked around the coffee table. “Thanks for calling me, Dez.”

      Dez was a few inches shorter than Fenway, her eyes boring into the body, taking in all the details. Her hair was dark, short, and tightly curled, and she motioned toward the body with her head. “Figured you’d need to see this one for yourself. Victim’s name is Paul Levinson. He’s the head coach of a Las Vegas-based soccer team.”

      “The Neons.” Fenway crouched next to the body. “CSI coming?”

      “Melissa de la Garza is on her way.”

      “Who found the body?”

      Dez took out her notebook. “An assistant coach who gave his name as Rocky Portello. His ID shows his given name as Roger.”

      “Does everyone in this organization have a nickname? First Flash, then Rocky.”

      “Flash?”

      “Yeah, the decedent. Everyone called him ‘Coach Flash.’”

      Dez harrumphed. “Wasn’t fast enough to get out of the way, I guess.”

      Fenway narrowed her eyes at Dez.

      Dez cleared her throat and shuffled her feet. “I understand they were here for their training camp.” She tapped the notebook. “You follow soccer?”

      “Enough to know what the offside rule is, anyway.” Fenway gave Dez a small smile. “My dad’s been interested in—uh, talking to the Neons’ ownership. I’ve done a little digging.” She looked around the room to avoid Dez’s eyes—no need to mention McVie until it was relevant—but also to understand the layout of the crime scene.

      The living room’s two benches and sofa were covered in sumptuous leather. The wallpaper design was a jumble of randomly sized circles, each full of smaller, concentric circles, predominantly cream and brown, matching the brown hardwood and cream rugs. Fenway suspected the designer’s target was thoughtful elegance, but it looked fake instead. When she looked at the red sliding wooden door near the back of the living room, Dez said, “Bedroom.”

      Fenway pointed at the other door. “Bathroom? Or closet?”

      “Bathroom. One door from the living room, one door into the bedroom.”

      Fenway knelt beside the dead man’s head.

      The red door into the bedroom slid open, and Officer Celeste Salvador stuck her head out. “Sergeant? Can we get a bottle of water?”

      “I got it,” the deputy at the door said, and closed the door as he exited.

      Fenway angled her head toward the bedroom and gave Dez a questioning look.

      “A young lady is in there. Asleep when Coach Rocky made the 9-1-1 call.”

      Not Maggie Erskine, please. If it was, Fenway might be a witness for sure. She was already in a gray
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