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Chapter Eleven


"What's your name?" I ask
her.

"Tory."

"Nice meeting you. I'm
Skylar. This is Larissa," I gesture towards my friend.

"Hi."

"So, what's it been like?"
Larissa asks her.

"A part of my life just
blacked out." Tory says as she brushes back her newly black hair.
"I'm scared he'll figure out that I survived, but at the same time,
I have no proof that anything happened."

"You don't remember
anything?" I ask.

"Just waking up in an
abandoned building in Potrero. Before that, the last thing I
remember was leaving here, after work earlier that day. I was
missing for three days."

I'm mystified. What kind of
drug could cause someone to block out all that time? And still
survive?

"My break is over," she
says. "Come inside when you're ready. I'll have a table saved for
you."

When she's gone, Larissa
and I stare at each other in disbelief. Then her phone
buzzes.

"Jim's on his way," she
says, reading the update.

"Cool." The outfit I wear
walks the line between day and night, which I carefully picked in
case this turns out to be a date. "I never heard from
Reid."

Larissa shakes her head.
"Not at all?"

"I texted him
twice."

Jim arrives, and we're all
getting hungry, so we go inside. Tosca is so old school it's new
again. I never really spent time here growing up — the resto is so
not my parent's style — but they serve the best martinis, so
sometimes I can convince people to swing by.

True to her word, Tory's
reserved us a table. The host seats the three of us at one of the
corner cubs, which are really deluxe.

As I slide around the
booth, I notice a familiar shadowy figure in the doorway, backlit
from the sun. It's Reid.

I let out a little gasp as
he approaches, at which point Larissa looks over and notices him.
We all slide a little further into the round booth to make
room.

"Hi, Reid!" Larissa
welcomes him.

"Hi," I say,
grinning.

"This is Jim," Larissa
continues, and introduces the two guys."

"Hi, everyone," Reid says.
When he gets close enough, he leans in and kisses me on the
cheek.

Larissa opens her menu and
glances at me, smiling. Her look reads like an open book, one that
says, Reid is awesome and that I have nothing to worry
about.

Tory comes over to take our
order, and we start with a round of dirty martinis. While we wait
for their delivery, Larissa and the guys chatter to catch up, but
I'm feeling overwhelmed. I take in the scene I've landed in and
wonder if I'm out of my element. All of that changes when the
drinks arrive.

The martinis are tiny size,
which is lucky for me. I take a sip, and the drink is as good as
ever, just as I remember. They're made with vodka, not gin, which
in my opinion, is the only way to make a martini.

"What an eventful party
last Saturday," Larissa comments. "Did you hear any updates?" she
asks Reid.

"No," he says.

"Why did you leave early?"
I ask him.

"I had to meet a friend,"
he tells us.

"The one who was supposed
to come to the party with you?"

"Yeah, Jonathan, that's
him. He had to work, so we just met up later, after."

The contrast between a
beach bonfire bash and the sophisticated setting where Reid and I
now find ourselves is glaringly apparent. Even though Reid is
wearing the same kind of button-front shirt like Jim, he and his
man bun don't seem at ease.

"There was a tiny report in
the news," I tell the table. "But I was there, and I sense there's
more to the story."

Jim nods. "The whole story
is never reported."

"People can't handle the
truth," Larissa agrees.

I take a sip of my drink
and ponder. Our table orders family-style, and the food starts to
trickle in. Jim chose adventurously, picking crispy pig's tails and
pressed pig ears along with a cheese and meat board. Larissa and I
order more typically Italian-American rigatoni pasta and ensalada.
Everything's delicious.

They order more wine, and
at the end, Jim insists on picking up the check. Reid protests, but
I gratefully accept Jim's offer for us, because it's nice to be
treated sometimes, and plus, I saw the bill total over Larissa's
shoulder and it made me want to pass out.

No one talks about Lucie's
murder during dinner, but as usual, I can't get it out of my head.
When everyone stands up to leave, I linger by the bar.

"I'm going to order a house
coffee and stay for a while," I tell Larissa.

"I'll stay with you," Reid
tells me.

"See you guys later,"
Larissa smiles as she leaves with Jim. Her smile is a knowing one
that assumes Reid and I are going to get cozy.

We order two special
coffees, each containing a healthy dose of alcohol. We sit there at
the bar, drinking our drinks, waiting for whatever it is to come
out. There's something about Reid tonight that really unsettles
me.

Neither of us brings up
what happened on the beach. I'm purposely not bringing up my
investigation, or my blog, either, and not doing so just feels
false. Not being able to talk about what you're passionate about,
with someone who you think you're crazy about, is
brutal.

"You seem surprised to see
me earlier."

"I was."

I can't remember what we
actually talk about. Between the martini, then the wine and now the
fired up coffee, my judgment is off. So, regardless of what my
higher common sensibilities may be screaming, when we call a car, I
let Reid get in and come home with me.

 


+++ ++ +++

 


On the way into work the
next day, I feel the opposite of what I imagine I'm supposed to be
feeling. It's a gorgeous, sunny May morning, and the guy I've been
crazy about forever just spent the night on my Murphy bed. And it
feels all wrong.

There was something going
on with Reid, all night. He didn't want to be there with me. Our
hookup was mechanical. It was as if he were just checking up on me.
And staying really close in doing so.

But a million miles away
emotionally, and that's not what I want in a
relationship.

Bartenders, I think
exasperatedly. I should know better. And I'm over the man bun, to
tell you the truth. Now that everyone, including the Ken doll, is
sporting one, I feel like cutting it off while he's sleeping. Maybe
next time.

Since, I'm planning to go
out with Elise after work, I ride my baby down to Post St. As I
scoot, my thoughts move to a slightly less upsetting topic — the
fact that no one is getting anywhere in solving the murders of
Hannah and Lucie. I checked the news online first thing this
morning, and even the reporter, Max Devlin, who wrote the only
story about Lucie, has moved on to other topics.

When I get to the library,
I send Max an email, telling him I want to talk. I also send one to
my cousin Emma, asking what developments she and her friends at Cal
may have heard about Lucie.

My phone buzzes, and it's
Larissa.

"I'll be right back," I
tell Mira. I pass through the glass doors out to the third floor
landing, and slide my hand on the shattered touchscreen to answer
Larissa's call. It barely works.

"Hi," she says. "I had to
call right away because we found a match."

"Who? What? Where?" I ask
anxiously. I slowly descend the spiral staircase, pause between
floors two and three and look down.

"The photos match — The
ones you took at the party at the science museum, the one from
Hannah's photo roll, and the driver's profile and dating app
pic."

"So that's how he's finding
them — dating apps and posing as a car service driver. And who
knows how many other ways. This guy is inconsistent."

"We already checked the
apps and the profiles were deleted."

"Can we contact the
companies and ask for user information?"

"I doubt they will give it,
without a warrant."

"You're probably right."
And I'm not asking Detective Chen to get one. "Okay, thanks for
this. I'll call you later."

As I stare down the spiral,
I feel really out of my depth. Nothing's clear, not Reid, not the
killer. For now, I put the case out of my mind, and return to the
reference desk.

At lunch, I take my phone
to the nearest store to have it fixed. I've lived with the
shattered screen long enough.

After I check the phone in
at the repair desk, I sit and wait. It's so busy in the store,
bustling with shoppers looking for their latest tech
device.

I want to text Elise and
see if she can fill me in on all the different dating apps. She's
an expert. Even if she and Dave are still dating, Elise is sure to
be still up to speed on the ways to attract men.

It's idle-handed agony
waiting for my phone to be returned. I get up and look down from
the second floor, where the repair shop is, over the main area of
the store.

And there he is. The guy. I
freeze, my senses spiked.

"Ms. Saffron," the repair
tech calls my name.

I spin, and sprint to the
counter. I grab my phone, lucky that I prepaid, yell thanks over my
shoulder, and hastily descend the stairs to the lower level. I keep
an eye on the guy the entire time.

He's just standing at a
display table, messing around with one of the computers. I
approach, undeterred that the guy's profile looks menacingly
familiar.

With vindication for Hannah
and Lucie on my mind, I'm not sensible enough to be scared. I slide
up to the computer beside the guy, and look at him, glancing
sideways.

My heart beating, I keep
staring. And finally he looks over at me.

"Hi," he says.

"Hi."

"What's your
name?"

"Hannah," I say, using a
name that could be familiar to him.

"Hi Hannah."

We stare at each other.
He's turned towards me, hands in the pockets of the black suit
pants he wears. Not many men in San Francisco wear suits, which is
why I think I know him.

"You look so familiar," I
tell him. "Have we met before?"

He laughs a little, and a
chill runs down my spine.

"I don't know."

It's really him.

"Are you from San
Francisco," I ask.

"No, but I've been here for
a while."

"Do you live near
here?"

"No." He looks away. His
attention returns to the computer and I pretend to be diverted by
the computer on display in front of me, too. The guy's not
interested in me, but I'm determined to try and engage
him.

Does he realize I'm the one
he pushed into Post St.? Is he still reading my blog? Maybe this
isn't the guy, I think, beginning to doubt myself. This is someone
who doesn't even read my blog, and those are just stories I've been
telling.

Without another word, he
closes out of the web browser he's using and leaves. The screen
reverts to the default desktop used by the store.

I watch through the window
as the guy walks west on Post St. I'm tempted to follow, but
instinct tells me to check the computer he was using.

Sure enough, when I open
the web browser, his search history is still intact. It was him. I
change my mind back to being certain. I'm convinced I'll be able to
prove it by what the search history reveals.

I'm totally creeped out
that I was this close to him. I'm in shock. I wish I would've had a
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