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Dedication

To Hunter and Hayley. Thank you not only for being my wonderful children but also for all the amazing support you’ve given my writing as my helpers, readers, and champions. It means the world to me.
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Then

THE SOUND WOKE HER, JARRING HER FROM AN EDGY dream.

Had it come from outdoors, Emma wondered, staring into the darkness—or from inside the house? Maybe the noise had only happened in her dream.

But a few seconds later, as she lay alert in the twisted sheets, it sounded again, shooting up the stairs and carrying down the corridor outside her bedroom. It was the doorbell, she realized. The vibrations clung to the air like those from a tuning fork.

She rolled onto her side and squinted at the digital clock on the bedside table.

1:47 a.m.

Her heart pitched forward. It was the middle of the night, and someone was at her front door.

Could it be a prank? She pictured the teenagers who sometimes congregated on the front lawn of a house down the street: sullen, private-school types, oozing with an urge to cause trouble.

After kicking off the duvet, she jabbed her arms into the sleeves of a terry cloth robe and grabbed her phone before hurrying barefoot to one of the small spare bedrooms at the front of the house.

At first glance through the window, the street below appeared deserted. And then she spotted the tail end of a dark car out front. The rest of it was blocked from view by the pitch of their roof.

No, not sullen teenagers then. Returning to the hall, she flicked on a light and descended the stairs with her heart in her throat, grasping the rail the whole way down.

In the front hall, she saw through one of the narrow windows on either side of the door that there were actually two cars parked in front of the house: the dark one—and a local police cruiser. Her stomach dropped. The police didn’t show at your house at this hour because you’d been recorded running a red light earlier in the day.

She inched closer to the window and discovered three people standing on the wide stoop in the glow of the overhead light: a tall, burly man in a tan overcoat, a younger one in a police uniform, and a woman in a black puffer jacket.

The older man noticed her through the window. “Mrs. Rand?” he called out, cold air escaping from his mouth in ghostlike puffs.

Emma went to unlock the door and then, flustered, reminded herself of the intercom. She swiped the hair out of her eyes and pressed the button. “Yes?”

“I’m Detective Chuck Lennox, from the New York City Police Department. Can we please come in and speak with you?”

“What’s this about?” she asked, barely able to hear herself over the whooshing in her ears.

“Ma’am, we’d prefer to explain inside.”

“I—I need to see some ID.”

“Of course. I’m going to put it up against the glass, all right?”

She returned to the window and read the identification card he’d pressed against the pane. The ID looked legit enough, with its bright blue and yellow lettering, not that she was any expert.

Emma deactivated the security alarm and tightened the belt on her robe, then ushered in the three strangers along with a blast of frigid March air.

As they stood in her hall, Lennox solemnly introduced Emma to the woman, Detective Martinez, a small brunette who couldn’t be much older than thirty-five and was wearing the kind of comfort pumps the ads show women shooting basketballs in. Then he gave her the name of the patrol cop, which she didn’t catch, though his uniform indicated he was from their town, Madison, New Jersey. Emma let herself fixate on the details because this way she didn’t have to focus on the enormity of what must be coming next. Why else would they be here in the middle of the night?

“Please, what’s going on?” she asked.

“You’re Emma Rand?”

“My name’s Emma Hawke, but Derrick Rand is my husband. What’s the matter?”

Lennox’s eyes flicked toward the living room, which was bright with light. She’d left two lamps burning when she went up to bed, the way she always did when she was going to be home alone overnight.

“It would be best if we could sit down,” Lennox said. “Do you mind?”

“Uh, yeah, okay.”

As they moved to the living room, Emma fished through the pocket of her robe, found an elastic, and unsteadily tied her hair into a ponytail. She and the two detectives took seats, while the patrolman remained standing by the entrance to the hall, like a bouncer at the front door of a nightclub.

“Please,” Emma asked, nearly pleading this time. “What’s happened?”

“I’m very sorry to tell you this, Ms. Hawke,” Lennox said, “but it appears your husband was killed tonight in New York City.”

His words seemed to hover in the air like a drone at eye level, vibrating slightly.

“Killed?” she finally said. “How?”

“He was shot twice in the torso. The location was a small alley on Greene Street in SoHo. Probably between nine thirty and ten thirty. It looks like it might have been an attempted robbery, but we don’t know for certain yet.”

She stared at Lennox, at the long, thin mouth that cut across the lower half of his face like a slit in a piece of cloth.

“It . . . it can’t be him. Derrick’s in the city tonight but at a conference. He’s staying in Midtown.”

“Unfortunately, we’re fairly certain it was Mr. Rand. Can you please describe him for us?”

“Uh, about six feet tall, well built. Short brown hair . . . brown eyes.”

Lennox nodded grimly. “Though the victim’s wallet and phone were missing, we found a ticket in his pants pocket for a BMW parked in a nearby garage on Friday morning and registered in your husband’s name. There was also a small leather case with business cards in the other pocket.”

Reaching into his own pocket, Lennox withdrew a business card and leaned forward for Emma to take a look. It was Derrick’s.

“Oh my god.”

It was true then. Her thirty-seven-year-old husband was dead, was gone forever, was never going to come home from work, step into this room, and stretch his legs across the pale gray ottoman across from her. Ever again. She began to tremble, her arms and legs doing a crazy kind of twitch.

“Let’s get you some water,” Detective Martinez said gently. “Your kitchen is—?”

Emma flung an arm in the general direction. The detective was gone and back in less than a minute, and after offering Emma the glass, Martinez picked up a wool throw from the back of one of the armchairs and draped it around her shoulders.

It took both hands for Emma to grasp the glass, and she managed only a tiny sip from it before setting it down on the side table.

“Where is he now?” Emma asked, the shaking subsiding. “In—in the hospital? The ER?”

“He was declared dead at the scene, so he was taken directly to the city morgue,” Lennox said. “On First Avenue and Twenty-Sixth Street.”

Against her will, Emma saw it in her mind’s eye—Derrick lying in one of those steel drawers they show on crime shows, his body zipped into a long black bag. His flesh already starting to decay.

She gulped. “Do I need to go there? To identify him?”

“Not tonight.” Lennox unbuttoned his coat but didn’t remove it. “That can be done in the morning when you might be feeling a bit stronger. But I do have a few questions for now. You mentioned your husband was at a conference. Can you tell us the nature of the conference and where it was being held?”

“It was an off-site management conference at the, um, Cole Hotel, for Alta, his employer. Like the card says, he’s their head of financial planning.”

“And where did you spend the evening?”

“Where? Uh, here at the house. Spouses and partners weren’t invited.”

“And you weren’t alarmed when your husband didn’t return home this evening?” There was nothing exactly challenging in his tone, but it seemed more deliberate than a moment before. She suddenly noticed that Martinez was jotting notes on a small pad.

“No—it’s a weekend event, and it’s not over until noon on Sunday. Well, today.”

“And he decided to spend the nights in the city instead of coming back here? It’s not that long of a drive.”

“The sessions start early and there are dinners at night. . . . And he’s part of management. He’s—he was supposed to be present almost twenty-four seven. . . . Did anyone see anything? Anything at all?”

“We’re still canvassing the area and hope to find out,” Lennox said. “Can you tell us the last time you spoke to your husband?”

A sob caught in Emma’s throat, and she pressed the back of her hand hard against her mouth.

“Tonight,” she said after grabbing a breath. “Uh, last night, I mean. He called me around eight.”

“Long conversation, short conversation?”

“Short. Just hello, how are you. He was grabbing a moment between courses at the dinner.”

“And that was held where?”

“In a banquet room at the hotel. It was too big a group for a restaurant.”

“Did Mr. Rand mention anything about heading downtown or needing his car for any reason?”

Emma shook her head. “No. Nothing like that. You said SoHo?”

“That’s right. Do you have any idea why he would have parked there to begin with? It’s such a long way from the hotel.”

“I don’t have a clue.” She bit her lip, trying to focus. “Maybe he didn’t want to drive through Midtown on Friday morning, so he took the Holland Tunnel into the city instead of the Lincoln and parked downtown. Then took the subway to the hotel. But that’s just a guess.”

Lennox tapped his lips a couple of times with his index finger before speaking again. “Is it possible your husband went back downtown to purchase drugs?”

She quickly shook her head. “No, definitely not. He didn’t do drugs.”

“Can you think of any reason someone might want to harm him? Someone in his personal life or even someone he knew professionally?”

“God, no reason at all. Wait, I thought you said this was a robbery. Do you think someone he knew—?”

“We’re not certain at this point,” Lennox said. “Shooting someone during a mugging is very extreme.”

The detective seemed to be holding something back. Emma’s trembling resumed, and beneath it she felt a mounting wave of nausea. She bent at the waist, sucking in air.

“Is there anyone who can be with you at this time, Ms. Hawke?” Martinez asked her softly. “A friend or family member?”

Her parents were in the UK, where they’d moved a decade ago, and at the moment her brother was there, too, researching a book. Her best friend, Bekah, was an hour away in Manhattan, and though normally she wouldn’t hesitate to call her, Bekah had suffered a miscarriage the week before and Emma couldn’t imagine imposing.

“Yes,” she lied. She didn’t know how she’d get through the night, but she knew she wanted them out of her house as soon as possible.

“Why don’t we leave you now, then?” Lennox said. “We’re so sorry to have to ask you to do this, but we’d like for you to come to the morgue at nine tomorrow to make an identification. Is that possible?”

“All right . . . ,” she said, then something else occurred to her. “Could you please contact my husband’s brother and let him know? I don’t have the strength to break the news to him.”

There was no way she was talking to Kyle, not tonight anyway.

“Of course. Is he local? Would you prefer to have him make the identification?”

“He lives north of the city in Westchester County, but I’ll handle the ID. If you could just let him know what’s happened.”

She’d set her cell phone on the coffee table, and after pulling Kyle’s contact info from it, she scribbled the details messily on a piece of paper and offered that to Lennox. He thanked her, rose, and drew a card from his wallet.

“Here’s the address for the medical examiner’s office,” he said as he handed it to her. “We’ll meet you there. And it’s fine to have someone accompany you.”

Barely present, Emma led Lennox, Martinez, and the patrolman to the door and lingered briefly by the window as the two cars drove away. In the house across the street, a light blinked on upstairs. Was her neighbor, a snoopy middle-aged woman, peering out the window now, attempting to figure out what was happening?

Emma reset the security alarm, her fingers jerking across the pad. The nausea seemed to have spread through her entire torso, and the back of her mouth now burned with the taste of bile. She wondered if eating something plain would help, but she couldn’t summon the energy to even drop a piece of bread in the toaster. She should lie down, she decided.

She didn’t return to their bedroom, though. The thought of being in that space tonight seemed unbearable. In fact, she couldn’t envision ever doing it again. Instead, she drifted upstairs to the guest room she’d scurried into earlier, which hadn’t been used even once in the year or so they’d lived in the house. She flicked off the light and lowered herself onto the bed, lying flat on her back and trying to breathe.

There was no way she was going to fall back to sleep, she was sure of that. As frayed and ragged as she felt, she was also too wound up. So she simply lay there quietly, staring into the darkness above her and trying to picture what the next few days would entail—beyond the trip to the morgue.

In a few hours, she’d have to break the news to her parents and brother. Touch base with Derrick’s boss. Begin to make funeral arrangements. Field phone calls from friends, neighbors, Derrick’s coworkers, her own coworkers, and Kyle, of course. Emma realized suddenly that there also might be inquiries from reporters on various crime beats. Wasn’t this the kind of story the New York Post ate up? “Exec Slain in Downtown Alley.”

And what about the following days, and the weeks beyond those?

Did she dare imagine what it would be like to come home night after night to an empty house, never to see her husband’s face or hear his low, husky voice again?

And more than that. Did she dare imagine how good it would be to finally feel happy again?
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Twenty-seven months later

BY THE TIME EMMA STIRS, THE MORNING SUN IS SNEAKING into the room from around the edges of the curtains. She opens her eyes and lets her gaze drift easily around the bedroom. Today’s going to be good, she tells herself. There are blueberries in the fridge for her morning smoothie, work should be busy but not insane, she’s having a drink at six with a new friend, and Tom will be home from Chicago later tonight.

Tom, whom she’s missing so much after only two days apart.

Of course, there aren’t any guarantees about how the day will turn out. She forecasts the future for a living, but as she’s learned all too well, sometimes predictions, even the ones you’re very certain of, can be dead wrong.

She idles between the sheets for a few extra minutes, unable to get enough of this room, with its pretty, pistachio-colored walls and the soft breeze wafting through the open window, and the knowledge that it belongs to her. This is her life now, it really is, and there isn’t a day she isn’t grateful for it.

By the time she’s downstairs, showered and dressed, Emma’s running slightly behind and briefly considers skipping the smoothie, but then fires up the blender. These past months have been about embracing pleasures both small and big, accepting that she has a right to them, and not letting her own desires be sidelined or denied.

Besides, Brittany’s already left for work, and it’s a relief to have the kitchen to herself.

With smoothie in hand, she exits the house through the back door and strides along the path to the restored studio on their property, which sits about fifty yards from the rear of the house. Her walk to work is only two minutes, but Emma savors the experience this morning. It’s a perfect mid-June day, warm but not humid and with only a few clouds scuttling across the bright blue sky.

Emma runs a tiny boutique research business, Hawke and Company. They’ve received acclaim for their trend forecasting—and that’s the reason Emma occasionally ends up as a talking head on networks like MSNBC and Bloomberg—but their revenue mainly comes from doing generational research for clients, most of whom are in the restaurant and hotel business. They help them understand why, for instance, millennials are often game for off-the-beaten-track destinations and try to act like locals when they travel, whereas Gen Xers want to simply kick off their shoes for ten days, drinking Bahama Mamas and relishing the chance to stare at the ocean instead of endless spreadsheets.

At the moment, Hawke and Company is just Emma, a senior strategist named Eric Schneider, and her twenty-four-year-old assistant, Dario. They’re both already on-site when she arrives and greet her warmly. The space, with its open seating plan, still has the feel of an artist’s studio, and the rough-cut-pine walls give off a pleasant woodsy scent.

After she’s settled at her desk, the perennially sunny Dario rolls his chair next to hers so they can review the day’s to-do list, and then Eric wanders over and they set a time to rehearse the research presentation they’ll be doing next week for a new client, a small hotel chain.

Eric’s been with Emma for more than four years. He’s smart, funny, incredibly dependable, and a whiz at analyzing research. Today he’s wearing a midnight-blue long-sleeved shirt, open at the collar, paired with dark slacks, a look that not only flatters his tall, slim shape but also manages to telegraph “professional” and “creative” at the same time.

“After we rehearse, why don’t we go through the influencer surveys that came in this week,” she tells him. “I’d love to get an early read.”

“Sure. I actually snuck a peek yesterday and there’s some interesting stuff popping up.”

“Great. And then,” Emma adds on the spur of the moment, “why don’t the three of us finish at two today? It’s so gorgeous out and this way we can all get a jump start on the weekend.”

“Fantastic,” he tells her. “But only if you swear you’re going to call it quits then, too.”

“I swear. I’ve got a new novel I’m dying to read, and I actually have plans later. Remember Addison Stark, the sociology professor I was on that panel with?”

“That really outspoken blonde who teaches at Fairfield?”

“That’s the one. I thought it’d be nice to get to know her a little, so I asked her over for a drink.”

A thought suddenly occurs to Emma. Though Eric hides it well, she knows he’s still down in the dumps about a recent breakup with his boyfriend of close to a year.

“Hey, want to join us? She’s coming by at six. You could swing back later.”

“Thanks, Em, but I think I’ll use the time to shop. Summer’s upon us and the elastic’s shot on every bathing suit I own. I don’t want any scandalous mishaps on Compo Beach this summer.”

Smiling, she tells him she understands, and though Eric’s always a great addition, she doesn’t mind having Addison to herself. Emma suspects the professor’s outspokenness reflects a bold, unflinching interior, and she appreciates that. Plus, she’s sensed some potential for friendship with Addison, and she could use a friend here in Westport, Connecticut, a town that’s part well-heeled suburb, part old New England village. How nice it would be to have someone in her life who isn’t simply a friend of Tom’s or an employee of hers—or a person whose view of her isn’t colored by all the baggage of the past.

The workday morning flies by until it’s time for her and Eric to review the completed influencer questionnaires, highlights of which will be incorporated into the next Hawke Report, their quarterly bulletin on emerging trends that’s sent to paying subscribers.

When she started college, Emma would never have been able to imagine herself in this field. She was a communications major who hoped to work one day at a website or TV network, but after doing a research project for an elective sociology class, she was shocked to discover that research actually lit something in her. She loved digging for information, sorting through data, and experiencing the aha moment that occurred when you teased out a pattern that had been unseen until now or discovered the amazing “why” of something. She stuck with communications but after graduation, she talked her way into the research department of a Manhattan-based ad agency and moved up the ladder there before leaving seven years ago to start her own small company.

At two o’clock Emma shoos Eric and Dario out of the studio and waves goodbye as they stroll to their cars, which are parked in a small driveway separate from the house. Locking the studio door behind her, she heads home and sets her tote bag on the kitchen counter, where she spots a note from Brittany that she must have missed earlier.

Just FYI, I’m going to have dinner with a new friend from work and spend the night at her place. It’s just easier that way.

The news makes Emma slightly giddy, which triggers a twinge of guilt. Brittany is Tom’s twenty-year-old stepdaughter from his first marriage. He was only married to her mother, Diana, for four years before she passed away far too young from cancer, and though Tom never felt particularly close to Brittany during the time the three of them lived in nearby Weston, he cares about her and always tries to be supportive. He not only has stayed in touch with her, but he’s also visited her intermittently at her father’s home in Maine.

Late last year, Brittany caught him off guard by asking to be a summer intern at his company here in Westport, as well as to stay with Tom and Emma for the seven-week stint. A huge request, but Tom told Emma he didn’t see how he could possibly say no, and a week and a half ago, her father dropped her off at the house with two enormous suitcases. Brittany’s mostly kept to herself since she’s been staying with them, and yet her presence in their home in the early phase of their marriage has felt intrusive—exactly as Emma feared it would.

At least she and Tom will have the house to themselves tonight.

Emma ends up carrying both her laptop and iPad out to the flagstone patio along with an iced tea. Her intention is to skim the Tuesday presentation one more time before turning to her novel, but before long she’s gotten sucked into also answering business-related emails that have come in this afternoon—which she should have known might happen. She’s always been a maniac when it comes to work, just as she was in school when she was young.

Her brother thinks they both developed into overachieving perfectionists because their parents were so faint with praise. Show their father an essay on blue whales that earned an A and his first comment was bound to be Whales are fascinating, but there’s been so much written about them. Why not tackle a sea creature we hear less about? Their upbringing has left Griffin slightly bitter, but Emma’s chosen not to dwell on the letdowns that came from her parents’ backhanded compliments and benign neglect. Over time she’s managed (mostly) to burn off the need to please—her parents and others—and since college, she’s developed a nice rapport with both her mother and father. What possibly can be gained, she’s always asked herself, from holding a grudge?

Besides, if her parents had been more forthcoming with compliments or engaged in the minutiae of her life, she might never have become such a voracious reader or bike rider, or taken up ice skating as a hobby, something she still adores doing in the winter months. She gravitated to activities that could be done solo with little supervision or need for parental feedback.

At a quarter to six, Emma finally puts her laptop aside and heads to the kitchen, where she quickly arranges a platter with cheeses and pâté she bought yesterday and drops a cold bottle of rosé into a wine cooler. She’s excited, and even a little nervous, for the drinks date, by the prospect of having a friend of her own here in town.

The front doorbell rings exactly at six and Emma swings the door open, smiling. Addison Stark’s shoulder-length hair is down today, showing off the blond balayage highlights mixed with her natural light brown color. She’s wearing dark, flowy pants and a sleeveless lavender turtleneck, a striking outfit on her tall, shapely frame.

“This is so nice of you, Emma,” Addison says warmly once they’ve greeted each other. “I’ve been looking forward to it.”

“Me, too.” She beckons Addison into the house. “Are you okay with sitting outside on the patio? I’ve got bug spray and citronella candles.”

“Absolutely. I’ve been spending way too much time indoors this month.”

“Sorry to hear that. Work?”

“Yes, and I’ve also been terrible about making plans. . . . Since you’re here tonight, I take it you and your husband aren’t one of those couples with a second home they always abandon town for on weekends?”

“Tom bought a small vacation cottage on Block Island a few years ago, but we’ve been renting it out this summer. We only moved into this house nine months ago—right after we got married—and we want to settle in and enjoy it as much as possible.”

“I can see why,” Addison says, taking in the interiors. “It’s gorgeous—and such an amazing blend of styles.”

Addison’s nailed what Emma adores most about the decor. Though the house is modern with white walls throughout, she and Tom had the oak floors stained the color of espresso and have mixed contemporary furniture with old textiles and a smattering of rustic pieces.

“Thanks so much—though we still have a few items on the to-do list.”

“Well, you’re way ahead of me.” Addison shakes her head. “I’ve been divorced and in my current place for three years, and I still have paintings leaning against walls.”

Emma leads her through the house to the flagstone patio, where she motions for her guest to take a seat at the teak table. Once settled, Addison leans back in her chair, clearly at ease. Though her long face doesn’t make her classically beautiful, she’s definitely an attractive woman, Emma thinks, with great skin, expressive blue eyes, and plenty of style.

“Wine?”

“I’d love a glass, but a teeny, tiny one. I might grade a few papers tonight so I can go into the weekend without having them hanging over my head.”

She accepts the wineglass with long slim fingers and glances across the lawn. “Wait, is that the studio you told me about?”

“Yup.”

“You’ve clearly got the best commute in Westport.”

“I know, right? The first thing I said when I saw the property was, ‘I love the house, but we don’t need an artist’s studio.’ It was my husband who suggested I turn it into office space for my company. Before we got married, I was working out of a spare bedroom in my rental apartment in town.”

“Your husband’s Tom Halliday, right? From Halliday Advertising?”

“Yes. Have you ever met him?”

“A couple of times at events in the area, but only in passing. I hear nothing but wonderful things about him, though.”

“They’re all true, I have to say.” As soon as the words are out of her mouth, Emma worries that she’s sounding gross or braggy. Sometimes it’s hard for her to tamp down the sheer pleasure she feels about Tom. “I was just very lucky to cross paths with him,” she adds, spreading cheese and pâté on a couple of crackers.

“Did you work at Halliday, too?”

“Only as a freelance consultant for a short while. Once Tom and I became romantically involved, I bowed out for obvious reasons. The agency still subscribes to my quarterly trend report, and I do presentations there on each report—in fact, I’m doing one Monday—but that’s the extent of it now.”

“Sounds smart to create some distance. And where were you before Westport?”

“Um, here and there,” Emma says, not eager to share anything more yet. “But tell me about you, Addison. You mentioned you’re divorced. Are you seeing anyone these days?”

“Just a boy toy now and then when I’m in the mood.” She chuckles and takes a sip of wine. “I’m forty-four, he’s thirty-three, and though he can be fun, there are times when he works my last nerve.”

“Ahh, a millennial. I bet he’s always staring at his smartphone.”

“Yes, constantly. Texting, checking Instagram, whatever. I tried telling him one day that Wi-Fi signals lower sperm count, but he seemed unfazed. I don’t take it personally, though.”

“Ha! That’s the right attitude. It’s totally generational.”

Addison nodded. “You must be a millennial, too, but you certainly don’t seem obsessed with social media. I noticed your Instagram feed has some work-related posts, but never anything personal.”

“Yeah, I guess I’m an odd duck that way,” Emma says.

Or, unlike so many of her contemporaries, she doesn’t want the world keeping tabs on her personal life.

“Well, it might be for the best,” Addison says, letting her eyes wander the property. “If you did post all this, people might be insanely jealous and start to hate you.”

The doorbell rings suddenly, the tinny ding-dong carrying all the way from the front of the house.

“Hmm,” Emma says, surprised. “Excuse me for a sec, will you?”

Addison nods. “Of course.”

It’s probably FedEx, Emma thinks as she strides through the house, but she still feels a pinch of concern. In their neighborhood, the houses are fairly far apart and set back from the road, and it can feel deserted at this time of day.

As soon as she’s in the front hall, she gazes through the peephole in the door. The caller is a woman, probably in her late forties, Black, with hair cropped very close to her head and wearing a maroon-colored suit jacket. The look on her face triggers a swell of unease in Emma, almost like a muscle memory. She’s seen that type of sober, unsmiling look before—on the faces of law enforcement.

“Yes?” she asks after opening the door a crack with the chain on.

“Emma Hawke?”

“Who is it, please?”

“I’m Detective Lisa Webster from the New York City police.”

Emma’s breath catches, and she watches motionless as Webster slips a photo ID from her purse, flips it open, and raises it to eye level. “Could you tell me what this is about?”

“May I come in?”

No, you can’t, Emma thinks, but says, “Um, all right.”

She unhooks the chain and eases open the door, allowing Webster to step into the front hall. The detective is a couple of inches taller than she is, about five foot eight or nine, slim but muscular beneath the jacket. Somewhere behind her, Emma detects footsteps, probably Addison checking to be sure things are okay, but she doesn’t look back.

“What can I do for you?” she says, trying her best to keep her voice even.

“Do you have some time to talk right now, Ms. Hawke?” Webster asks. “I’m here about your husband’s murder.”
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THE WORDS ARE BARELY OUT OF THE DETECTIVE’S MOUTH when Emma hears the sound of glass shattering behind her. She spins around to see Addison at the far end of the hall, her mouth open in shock and splinters of glass scattered on the tile around her feet.

“She doesn’t mean Tom,” Emma calls out, realizing what Addison must be thinking. “He’s in Chicago. This—It’s about the man I was married to before.”

Addison nods slowly, clearly trying to process: former husband dead; murdered; police investigating. “I’m so sorry about the glass,” she says. “I—”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure it was a shock.” Emma’s doing her best to sound calm, but her heart’s drumming inside her chest. She glances back at Webster, who’s studying the scene, and then once more at her guest. “But I need to speak to Detective, um, Webster. Can we take a rain check on our visit?”

“Of course, as soon as I clean this up.”

“No, no, please leave it, Addison, seriously,” Emma says. “I’m sorry to ask this, but do you mind seeing yourself out through the back?”

“Yes, of course. I’ll call you tomorrow to check in.”

Emma trains all her attention on the detective now, certain she wouldn’t have come calling without a good reason. “I apologize for the chaos. Is there a new development?”

The detective shakes her head. “Not a break in the case, but I do have an update for you.”

An update, Emma thinks. What the hell does that mean?

“Why don’t we sit in the den,” she says, gesturing to a doorway at the far end of the living room.

“Wherever’s most comfortable for you,” Webster says. She’s courteous, friendly even. Or at least that’s what she wants Emma to think.

As soon as they step into the cozy room, Emma motions for Webster to have a seat on the butterscotch leather couch, an attractive leftover from the single-guy town house where Tom was living when they met. Emma perches on an armchair across from her.

“First, let me apologize for alarming your friend,” Webster says, crossing one of her long legs over the other. Her face is striking, with strong, well-defined features, including distinctive cheekbones.

Emma shakes her head. “It’s okay. I’m sure she understands now.”

“I hope I didn’t alarm you as well.”

“No, I knew what you meant,” Emma says, which isn’t true. For a split second she did think the detective meant Tom, and it felt like a tsunami was crashing over her head and about to suck her into the depths of the sea. But she figured it out quickly.

“As I said, I’m looking into Mr. Rand’s murder and wanted to touch base with you about it.” Her voice is smooth and deep like a late-night radio deejay’s, and Emma warns herself not to be lulled into complacency.

“Thank you. So there’s some kind of news?” she asks as evenly as she can.

“Not about the crime per se. But I wanted to let you know we’re going to be reopening the case. Sometimes we do this because of new evidence—like a DNA match—but at other times, we’re simply taking advantage of a temporary ease in workload to reexamine an investigation that hit a wall along the way. This is one of those times.”

“So is it almost like you’re starting from scratch?” Emma asks, then immediately regrets it. If there’s one thing she learned from Peter Dunne, the lawyer she hired after Derrick’s murder, it’s that when you talk to the police, you should speak only when spoken to.

“Somewhat, yes. We’re retracing our steps, reviewing the evidence. A fresh pair of eyes can sometimes make a difference.”

Emma nods. “Well, that’s very good to hear.”

Webster withdraws a notebook and pen from her purse. “Ms. Hawke—”

“Please call me Emma.”

“Thank you. Emma, I’d like to start by having you tell me a little about your late husband.”

The question strikes Emma as odd—wouldn’t the detective have read the file before driving out here from the city?—but she nods and begins. “Okay. Well, he was head of financial planning for a fintech start-up called Alta.”

“Fintech?”

“Sorry, it’s short for financial technology. He’d been there a little over two years, after getting his MBA at Columbia. And before that he’d worked in the packaged food industry.”

Webster’s narrowed eyes seem to hint that Emma’s missed the point. “I was hoping actually for a glimpse of Derrick’s personality,” she says. “I find that getting to know a victim—his character, his habits, even his shortcomings—can be beneficial in trying to understand what transpired.”

“Right, I see.” Though she doesn’t completely. “He was smart, focused, superconscientious about his work. Passionate about certain sports—squash, tennis, snowboarding—and he was pretty competitive at them.”

“A risk-taker?”

“I guess you could say that.”

“If someone demanded his wallet, would he have resisted?”

“I’ve actually gone over that question in my mind many times. He wasn’t reckless exactly, but he might have thought he could outsmart a mugger. Like a lot of men might, I guess.”

“How did he get along with other people in general?”

So Webster’s shifting gears from the possibility of death at a stranger’s hands, a mugging gone wrong, and wondering whether someone Derrick knew wanted him out of the picture for good.

Emma clears her throat as she feels her stomach tighten. “Overall, pretty well. But as I mentioned during one of the interviews with the police back then, at times he could be demanding with people working for him, and I think it rankled a few of them.”

“Can you elaborate a bit on that?”

“There were a couple of incidents, but nothing that seemed relevant to the case. A guy he supervised at Alta, someone the company had been fast-tracking, left unexpectedly and apparently bad-mouthed him badly in the exit interview. And a few months before he died, Derrick refused to pay a contractor in full for redoing a bathroom at our house in New Jersey because the work was sloppy. The man cursed at him, told him to quote ‘go to fucking hell.’ I believe the police looked into both men at the time of the investigation and found they had solid alibis.”

Webster nods. “Any issues in his personal relationships? A friendship gone sour, for instance?”

She doesn’t mean just friendships, of course. She means family, too, and that includes her. Emma sees now that this is more than the promised “update” and that she should never have allowed Webster to talk to her without Dunne in the room. Her ridiculous need to please has reared its head and put her on the spot yet again. . . . But if she asks Webster to leave now, it might make things worse.

“You know, work kept him pretty busy, so when he saw a friend, it was generally only for squash at his club in the city, or to catch a basketball game, or occasionally to grab a beer. As far as I know, there was never any drama with his friends.”

“Any drama at the party you had at your home a week before Mr. Rand’s death?”

Webster had read the file then, and pretty carefully.

“No, it was a simple cocktail party, our first in the new house. I actually gave the police a list of people who attended and also the names of his friends. Would you like me to see if I can find it for you?” Emma offers an ingratiating smile and then worries it hits the wrong note.

“No, I have that information,” Webster says. “And what about family? I understand that Mr. Rand had siblings. What can you tell me about his relationship with them?”

“Well, his sister, Heather, has been in Melbourne for probably a dozen years—she’s married to an Australian guy—and the only time she’d been back to the States in years was when she came for our wedding. Though they did stay in sporadic touch on email and WhatsApp.”

“And his brother?”

“Kyle?” she says, though there’s only one. “He lives in Bronxville with his wife. He and Derrick played tennis together a couple of Saturdays a month—at a club halfway between our two places. They weren’t superclose, but they got along.”

And as Webster surely knows, Kyle was at home with his wife, Jackie, the entire night of the murder.

The detective takes a minute to thumb through her notebook and then leans forward a little at the waist, in a vaguely conspiratorial way.

“Emma, I’d like to ask you a few questions now that relate specifically to the night Derrick died,” she says. “I’m sure it’s very painful to revisit that time, but it’s important for the investigation.”

“Of course,” Emma says and slowly slides her hands along her linen pant legs, trying to wipe away the film of sweat on her palms without Webster noticing. She’d like to kick herself hard for having opened the front door today.

“There’s one big puzzle that was never solved—why your husband chose that particular parking lot when he arrived in the city Friday morning. Have you had any new thoughts on that in the past couple of years?”

Webster’s right, that was something that had confused everyone: Why had Derrick parked in SoHo when the conference was being held at a Midtown hotel?

Emma shakes her head. “At the time my only guess was that he’d decided it was simply easier to park there than near the hotel. No other reason has come to mind since.”

“Okay, but then why would he return to the garage that night?”

That was an even bigger question. He’d definitely been at the conference dinner earlier—along with forty or so other company staffers, a number of whom remembered speaking to him. Security camera footage showed him exiting the building at around nine thirty and waiting outside for his Uber ride with body language that seemed typically impatient, though it was hard to tell on the grainy recording. Twenty-six minutes later the car dropped him off at the corner of Greene and Houston Streets, just north of the garage. His body was noticed inside the small alley around 10:40 by two horrified passersby.

Emma shrugs, indicating she doesn’t have a clue. Does Webster really expect her to announce she’s had some bombshell epiphany in the past twenty-seven months but failed to share it with the police?

Webster says nothing, just crosses her arms and appears to wait, her body language suggesting that if Emma only thinks a bit harder, something will come to her.

“The only thing I wondered since,” Emma adds, caving into the pressure, “is that maybe he’d forgotten something in the car and went down there to retrieve it. The police did find Derrick’s camera in the glove compartment, but there didn’t seem to be any reason he would have gone all the way downtown for it. He could have used his phone to take pictures at the conference.”

“Right,” Webster says, still looking dissatisfied. “How long had you and Derrick been married?”

“Two years—and we’d dated for almost two years prior to that.”

“So you were”—she glances down—“about twenty-nine when you met?”

Emma nods. “Right.”

“Was it a happy marriage?”

Has the detective decided to dispense with social niceties? Emma’s stomach clutches again, and though her first instinct is to look away, she manages to wrestle it down.

“I thought so.” She decides to get something on the table right then and there, especially since it would be in the file anyway. “The police asked me at one point if I thought he’d been having an affair and had headed downtown to meet someone, but I never had any reason to suspect he’d been unfaithful.”

Another lie—of sorts. He’d had a colleague named Zoe who he’d grown increasingly flirty with, at least according to the texts Emma had stolen a glance at (i.e., Him: You had every guy in the room eating out of the palm of your hand; Her: Is that right? Are you including yourself in that group?; Him: I’m going to plead the Fifth on that one. Her: Hmmm.). Though Emma didn’t think they’d crossed the line, she’d assumed a fling might be in the cards.

She realizes that Webster must be aware of the texts, too, but she doesn’t mention them, and Emma’s hardly going to volunteer the information. It wouldn’t be smart to come across as a woman who snooped on her husband—especially one who had reason to be boiling mad at him.

Emma waits as Webster thumbs through her notes again. The detective hasn’t brought up Emma and Derrick’s financial situation, but that’s not surprising because there was never any there there. Their net worth as a couple consisted mainly of a house with a fairly large mortgage, two small 401(k)s, and a very modest, pretty young investment portfolio. They also hadn’t gotten around to buying life insurance, all of which meant Emma lacked a big financial reason to kill her husband.

There was one detail that must have piqued the cops’ interest, at least initially: At the age of forty, Derrick was due to come into a decent-sized trust fund set up by his late parents, who had died in a single-engine plane crash a few years before Emma and Derrick met. But their will decreed that if Derrick married and predeceased his wife, the money would go to several charities the parents had supported.

There was also the matter of the paintings: the Rands had left each of their three children two very expensive pieces from their collection. Derrick inherited an oil-on-paper work by Mark Rothko and a painting by Helen Frankenthaler. That had actually been part of the reason he’d wanted to host a party—the house was finally decorated and the paintings hung.

When Derrick’s estate was sorted out, according to the terms of the Rands’ will, the Frankenthaler went to his sister, and the Rothko to Kyle. His brother immediately willed his to a museum, getting a very nice tax write-off but no money in his pocket.

Webster’s voice snaps her back to attention. “Just one more question, and then I think we’re done for now.”

Thank god, Emma thinks. She can’t bear another second of this.

“Your husband left on Friday morning for the conference, and the first time you spoke to him was when he called you Saturday evening. Is there a reason the two of you weren’t in touch before then?”

A faint siren sounds in Emma’s head, like a car alarm she’s hearing from a block away. She’d been questioned at the time about the Saturday night phone call, but the cops had focused on what Derrick had said during it, whether his words revealed any clue to why his life was about to be snuffed out. None of them had seemed troubled by the frequency of their contact as a couple that weekend.

“No particular reason. We’d talked Friday morning before he left and then, um, I guess we both got busy.”

“And there was no time to even send a text?” Webster smiles, her expression pleasant this time. “It’s just that most couples I know don’t seem to go a full day without texting.”

The urge to look away is too strong this time, and in spite of herself Emma glances toward the window, then forces her gaze back at the detective.

“I don’t remember not texting, but if that’s what the records show, they must be right.”

Webster shifts slightly, uncrossing her legs. “Here’s something I’d love your thoughts on,” she says finally. “An idea I’ve been toying with a bit since I took over the case. Let’s say your husband actually did park downtown for the reason you suggested—to avoid Midtown traffic. What if he went back down there that night to pick up his car and drive home, back to New Jersey?”

“Home?” Emma asks. She has no idea where Webster’s going with this. “But the conference still had a half day to go.”

“I’m wondering whether after speaking to you on the phone, he felt a sudden desire to come home. Maybe he realized he missed you and wanted to surprise you. Or perhaps you two had had some kind of slight misunderstanding during the call, and he wanted to address it in person?”

“Uh, no, there was nothing like that,” Emma says, trying not to sound flustered, though she can feel blood pooling in her cheeks. “He told me he was enjoying himself, that the speakers were good. He didn’t mention anything about coming home.”

Webster nods, but less like she’s agreeing with Emma, and more like she’s weighing her words on a scale, then stuffs her notebook back into her bag. “All right, it was only a theory. Thank you very much for your help. I’ll let you get back to your evening.”

Get back to her evening, right. What kind of evening is she supposed to have after this conversation?

As Emma leads Webster from the den to the living room and toward the front hall, the detective’s whole manner seems to soften a bit. “Your home is amazing,” she says, stopping midroom and sweeping her gaze around the space.

Emma ekes out a smile. “Thank you.”

“You seem to have landed on your feet. I’m sure these past couple of years haven’t been easy.”

“They’ve been very hard, yes. I’m not sure you ever get over something like this.”

“How did you and your current husband meet? Dating can be so difficult these days.”

Emma tries to take a deep breath without making it obvious. “Through work, actually. Tom—my husband—runs an ad agency here in Westport. I do research and trend forecasting, and the agency hired me two summers ago to consult on some of the brands they handle.”

“It’s always nice meeting someone at work,” the detective says. “You get such a better sense of who they are compared to someone you meet online or at a bar.” She starts moving toward the door again, and once they reach the hall, Emma notices that Addison swept away the broken glass, after all.

“Thanks again for your time,” Webster says.

“Thank you. I mean, I appreciate that you’re opening the investigation again.”

“I can’t make any guarantees,” she says, holding Emma’s gaze, “but we’ll do our best to finally get the person who did this.”

After Emma closes the door behind the detective, she waits for the muffled sound of a car engine firing, but hears only silence. Is Webster making a call? she wonders. Reviewing her notes?

Finally, the car starts and she sinks against the door, exhaling. Webster appeared polite enough, even empathetic at moments, but Emma knows it was a charade, as it was with the first detectives on the case. The whole time Webster was here, she was clearly assessing Emma, wondering whether there was something she’d stood to gain from Derrick Rand’s death.

Wondering whether Emma was actually the one who’d set the murder in motion.
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Then

THE TRIP TO THE MORGUE WAS AS TERRIBLE AS EMMA HAD imagined, but at the same time surreal. Not wanting to drive, she’d taken an Uber and found herself trembling as she entered the stark, white brick building on First Avenue and Twenty-Sixth Street. Perhaps from watching endless reruns of Law and Order and other crime shows, she’d imagined standing in the morgue while a weary-looking, middle-aged pathologist folded back a blue cloth to reveal Derrick’s corpse, only inches away from her face. Instead, when she arrived, she was led to what Detective Lennox called the family room, a space as bland and lifeless as a dentist’s reception area, lined with a gray sofa and chairs framed in cheap, blond wood. Unlike with a waiting room, though, Emma and the detective were the only people in it.

There was also a desk with a computer along a far wall, and after a few moments a young woman who said she was from the identification unit arrived and took a seat at it. She tapped a couple of keys and turned the computer screen so that Emma could have a full view.

She’d gasped at the sight: a picture of Derrick’s face, a blue cloth tucked under his chin and a slight pinch between his closed eyes, as if he was only sleeping and having an irritating dream. Bile rose in her throat, and she pressed a hand tightly to her mouth.

“Yes, that’s him,” she said, her words nearly strangled. She’d sensed Lennox on alert in the seat next to her, watching her but trying not to be obvious.

“We’re going to find who did this,” he told her a few minutes later, when he’d walked her out of the building and onto the street.

Emma shivered in the cold. “Thank you.”

“I know how hard this must be, but it would be beneficial for the investigation if we could spend more time with you, ask you more about Derrick.”

“Now?”

“If you’re able.”

“I’m sorry, but it will have to be tomorrow. I didn’t sleep at all after you left and I can barely stand up.”

“All right, let’s speak later today and confirm a time to meet.”

Back home, Emma nearly threw herself into the shower, her second of the day. Though she’d never stepped into the actual morgue, she swore she could smell the stench of formaldehyde on her skin as she scrubbed away at it.

So far, she’d only spoken to one person she knew about Derrick’s death, her brother, Griffin, who promised to snag a flight from the UK that day. He also said he’d keep trying her parents, whose phones had been going straight to voice mail. She’d seen an incoming call from Derrick’s brother, Kyle, a few hours earlier, but she hadn’t picked up, instead sending a text saying she would
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