
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         [image: title page]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication

         
         
            To Ann Cleeves

         

         
      
   
      
         Contents

         
            	Cover

            	Title Page

            	Dedication

            	Contents

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter One

            	Chapter Two

            	Chapter Three

            	Chapter Four

            	Chapter Five

            	Chapter Six

            	Chapter Seven

            	Chapter Eight

            	Chapter Nine

            	Chapter Ten

            	Chapter Eleven

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Twelve

            	Chapter Thirteen

            	Chapter Fourteen

            	Chapter Fifteen

            	Chapter Sixteen

            	Chapter Seventeen

            	Chapter Eighteen

            	Chapter Nineteen

            	Chapter Twenty

            	Chapter Twenty-One

            	Chapter Twenty-Two

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Twenty-Three

            	Chapter Twenty-Four

            	Chapter Twenty-Five

            	Chapter Twenty-Six

            	Chapter Twenty-Seven

            	Chapter Twenty-Eight

            	Chapter Twenty-Nine

            	Chapter Thirty

            	Chapter Thirty-One

            	Chapter Thirty-Two

            	Chapter Thirty-Three

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Thirty-Four

            	Chapter Thirty-Five

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Thirty-Six

            	Chapter Thirty-Seven

            	Chapter Thirty-Eight

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Thirty-Nine

            	Chapter Forty

            	Chapter Forty-One

            	Chapter Forty-Two

            	Chapter Forty-Three

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Forty-Four

            	Chapter Forty-Five

            	Chapter Forty-Six

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Forty-Seven

            	Chapter Forty-Eight

            	Chapter Forty-Nine

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Fifty

            	Chapter Fifty-One

            	Chapter Fifty-Two

            	Chapter Fifty-Three

            	Chapter Fifty-Four

            	Chapter Fifty-Five

            	Chapter Fifty-Six

            	Chapter Fifty-Seven

            	Chapter Fifty-Eight

            	Chapter Fifty-Nine

            	Chapter Sixty

            	Interstitial

            	Chapter Sixty-One

            	Chapter Sixty-Two

            	Chapter Sixty-Three

            	Acknowledgments

            	About the Author

            	Extraordinary Praise for Lori Rader-Day

            	Also by Lori Rader-Day

            	Copyright

            	About the Publisher

         

      


	v

	1

	2

	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35

	36

	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	53

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	82

	83

	84

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105

	106

	107

	108

	109

	110

	111

	112

	113

	114

	115

	116

	117

	118

	119

	120

	121

	122

	123

	124

	125

	126

	127

	128

	129

	130

	131

	132

	133

	134

	135

	136

	137

	138

	139

	140

	141

	142

	143

	144

	145

	146

	147

	148

	149

	150

	151

	152

	153

	154

	155

	156

	157

	158

	159

	160

	161

	162

	163

	164

	165

	166

	167

	168

	169

	170

	171

	172

	173

	174

	175

	176

	177

	178

	179

	180

	181

	182

	183

	184

	185

	186

	187

	188

	189

	190

	191

	192

	193

	194

	195

	196

	197

	198

	199

	200

	201

	202

	203

	204

	205

	206

	207

	208

	209

	210

	211

	212

	213

	214

	215

	216

	217

	218

	219

	220

	221

	222

	223

	224

	225

	226

	227

	228

	229

	230

	231

	232

	233

	234

	235

	236

	237

	238

	239

	240

	241

	242

	243

	244

	245

	246

	247

	248

	249

	250

	251

	252

	253

	254

	255

	256

	257

	258

	259

	260

	261

	262

	263

	264

	265

	266

	267

	268

	269

	270

	271

	272

	273

	274

	275

	276

	277

	278

	279

	280

	281

	282

	283

	284

	285

	286

	287

	288

	289

	290

	291

	292

	293

	294

	295

	296

	297

	298

	299

	300

	301

	302

	303

	304

	305

	306

	307

	308

	309

	310

	311

	312

	313

	314

	315

	316

	317

	318

	319

	320

	321

	322

	323

	324

	325

	326

	327

	328

	329

	330

	331

	332

	333

	334

	335

	336

	337

	338

	339

	340

	341

	342

	343

	344

	345

	346

	347

	348

	349

	350

	351

	352

	353

	354

	355

	356

	357

	358

	359

	360

	361

	362

	363

	364

	365

	366

	367

	369

	370

	371

	i

	iv

	373

	374

	375

	376

	vi




      
         Guide

         
            	Cover

            	Contents

            	Interstitial

         

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Interstitial

         
         Here’s the thing not everyone understands about crime in a small town: When it goes down big for the first time in a generation—when
            some farmer gets out his buck-hunting rifle, say, and turns it on his wife—everybody’s asking the same questions: How could
            it happen? Here, in this quiet town? Their worldview just got yanked to a new angle. They’re shocked and outraged, but more
            than that, they’re scared. They didn’t see it coming. They couldn’t have guessed.
         

         
         That free-floating unease is good for gossips and business at the diner in town, with everyone stretching out their coffee
            breaks to chatter and theorize, but it’s not good for anyone’s sleep.
         

         
         Not mine. They’re down my throat before the blood is dry looking for someone to blame. If they can assign the act to an out-of-towner,
            a vagrant, even someone from town they never quite took to, the unthinkable can be filed away in its proper drawer. Forgotten.
         

         
         Then they can get on with things. Bring in the casseroles, send the flowers. Put on a clean shirt and do a pass by the coffin.
            They can frown their most solemn and serious and think how hot the church is.
         

         
         We know how to play tragedy.

         
         But uncertainty is another thing. If we don’t know who to blame, who to hate and fear, whose company not to keep anymore,
            that pulls at the threads in the fabric of the community. Pulls strands from the tablecloths under our dinner plates, from
            our pillowcases, right under our heads.
         

         
         Now we’re all looking askance at people we thought we knew. If I can’t one hundred percent believe it wasn’t you, what’s that say about our supposed friendship? And if we can’t trust our neighbors, we don’t seek them out, invite them over, keep up with their news, help them out of a jam. 

         
         What happens next is an erosion: of fellow feeling, of kindness and attention, and then, finally, of order. That’s when someone
            spots the crack in what’s allowed, what a man can get away with.
         

         
         He can get away with a lot.

         
         He sees his opportunity, grabs what he wants. Grabs all he can take.

         
         Sure. A man just like me.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter One

         
         Lissette Kehoe’s phone gave a loud space-ray zap of a noise, the sound she’d assigned to texts from her son. Her hand shot
            out to quiet it.
         

         
         Through the open door of the office at her shoulder, her boss’s chair squeaked. Liss quickly closed the window on her computer
            screen.
         

         
         “Is that the kid already?” Vera Chan called out from her desk. 

         
         Already? When it was nearly six anyway, and almost everyone else in the building—certainly all the support staff in the school’s
            main office—had gone home at the final bell?
         

         
         Vera was her friend by now, but someone Liss had to read to forecast the kind of day she might have. The weather, as she had
            come to think of it.
         

         
         And just as with storm clouds, she couldn’t take what came personally. They’d been slammed with student crisis after student
            crisis since the semester began. Liss only had to schedule them. Vera and Spence, the counselors, did the delicate work of
            defusing.
         

         
         But now that the actual weather was turning, days shortening, moods turning sour, they’d hit the skids. Homecoming this week, with all its forced hoopla and dashed expectations, and then midterm exams would claim their victims. The juniors, or their parents, would soon realize the future needed to be planned for, and the seniors applying early decision to their top colleges would haunt the office for reassurances. The next school break hovered out on the horizon like a mirage. 

         
         It all made for good reading in the notes Vera and Spence kept in the student database. Of course, Liss wasn’t supposed to
            be reading those notes. But how could she prioritize the students appropriately if she didn’t know what they were dealing
            with?
         

         
         Instead of snooping in the databases, she should have been getting ahead on her own work. Catching up, really. But she couldn’t
            very well make career fair calls after business hours.
         

         
         Even as busy as things were, though, she still wouldn’t be at her desk this late if not for Callan’s football practice. She
            wasn’t Vera. She had a life.
         

         
         “Last whistle from Coach ten minutes early?” Liss said. “Unheard of.”

         
         She reached for her phone. Mom, the text said, don’t freak out

         
         When had that ever worked, on any mom, ever? Practice would run late or he’d forgotten something at his dad’s apartment or
            he needed to build a model of a DNA double helix for biology class, due tomorrow. When Callan was younger, she’d had a total
            lock on his schedule and assignments. Now he was fifteen. At this age, there was far less need for emergency poster board,
            but her son was a different kind of challenge. She had to read the weather forecast at home, too.
         

         
         Mom, Callan had taken the time to type.
         

         
         Her son’s messages to her were usually bare minimum, a handful of characters and shapes she had to parse like messages from
            behind enemy lines, with the detail she needed buried below code and evasion.
         

         
         Are you OK? she typed. The phone made a little whoosh as the message went on its way.
         

         
         Where are you? she typed.
         

         
         The dots that showed Callan was working on a response danced and paused, danced and paused.

         
         Here came the excuse, the apology instead of having asked for permission, the scurry of excuses. Guess who he’d learned that
            from?
         

         
         The dots stopped.

         
         Vera appeared at her doorway. “Everything OK, I hope?”

         
         “He’s texting me, so he has most if not all of his fingers,” Liss said. “But he says, and I quote, don’t freak out.”

         
         “Great opening gambit,” Vera said. “Sure to inspire confidence.”

         
         A new text popped up.

         
         
            Tanner had a wreck

         

         “Oh no,” Liss murmured. “Tanner Larkin had an accident,” she said to Vera.

         
         “Is he OK? That fancy car . . .” Vera said. They couldn’t say anything aloud about a student’s parents, but a look passed
            between them.
         

         
         “This is exactly why Callan’s not allowed to ride with just anybody,” Liss said.

         
         “Our anyone at all,” Vera said.

         
         “His dad,” Liss said.
         

         
         “You don’t let Callan ride with anyone else because you’re a control freak,” Vera said. “No offense.”

         
         “None taken.”

         
         “But,” Vera said, “why would you freak out about Tanner having an accident?”
         

         
         Because—

         
         “Oh, God.” Liss thumbed Callan’s image—video call, she had to see his face—“No, no, pick up, pick up.” A thousand eventualities rushed through her mind, a thousand things she couldn’t live with. 

         
         Callan appeared on her screen. He looked annoyed. “I said not to—”
         

         
         “Are you hurt?” Liss said.

         
         “No!” Annoyed was better than injured.

         
         Vera shook her head and went back to her office.

         
         “Is anyone hurt?” Liss said.

         
         A foreign expression rippled across Callan’s features. Then it was gone again, and he was so like Link that her breath caught.

         
         Liss always felt a wave of petty relief when Callan reminded her of Link, leaving less room for Ashley Hay to sneak in. Ashley,
            the incubator who’d birthed and then deserted Callan, who had given up any right to appear on Callan’s face or in their lives.
         

         
         Ashley’s rightful place was in a dusty frame on a shelf in Callan’s room, half hidden behind Star Wars figures and a model car he’d built with
            his Papa Key, Link’s dad, when he was eight. Consigned to the relics.
         

         
         But sometimes, especially since Link had moved out in the spring, Liss caught the ghost of Ashley, still in their lives. When
            Liss didn’t feel she had a handle on who Callan was, who he might turn out to be. When he had some peevish look to him she
            didn’t recognize, some chippy attitude she couldn’t believe he’d come to so quickly. Liss would think, icily, before she could
            stop herself: There she is.
         

         
         Liss had even caught herself talking to Ashley in her head or under her breath, as though they’d argued and, in the moment,
            she hadn’t been quick enough with the right comeback. Oh, yeah, Ashley? Some moment with Callan gone wrong: How would you have handled it, then, Ashley?
         

         
         Ashley’s absence always seemed to have the last word.

         
         “Is anyone hurt?” Liss said again.
         

         
         “I was trying—” Callan said.

         
         “Why were you in Tanner’s car? You know how I feel about that.”
         

         
         There’d been an accident a few years ago, a car crammed with students from Parkins West, heading into town after dismissal.
            Every school had a story like it, probably. Liss had attended each funeral, surrounded by young people, teachers, bereft families.
            Four broken mothers, four holes in the ground. She still woke from nightmares, the image of one of those open graves rushing
            away from her.
         

         
         Liss didn’t need Vera’s fancy college degrees to work out the psychology there, the dreams, the driving. Some part of Liss
            worried, more than most mothers had to, that she could reach for Callan and he would be gone.
         

         
         “Tell me you were wearing your seat belt, at least?” Liss said.

         
         Callan huffed impatiently. “Mom, I’m trying to tell you something. There’s a car. It must have taken the curve too fast, too.
            Just like you say—”
         

         
         “Wait, wait,” she said. “Our curve?”
         

         
         Callan’s image fumbled away, the sound scratchy as he held the phone to his jacket. He was speaking to someone else.

         
         “Callan? Callan.”
         

         
         Vera was in her door again. “Is he all right?”

         
         Liss hadn’t found the edges of this story. A car, an accident, no one hurt—oh, God thank you he wasn’t hurt—but another car
            was involved now, and near their house, more than eight miles away from the school when he should have been at practice.
         

         
         The call with Callan cut out.

         
         “I don’t know what’s happening,” Liss said as she reached for her purse and hit redial. “I need to go. I’ll text you.”

         
         She didn’t wait to see what Vera would say. Liss’s footsteps were loud in the empty hall. Callan’s phone rang and rang as she passed under the faded red homecoming banner and through the front doors. Outside, it was overcast, already dusk. The wind sliced at her blouse. She’d forgotten her coat, hadn’t locked down her computer. She’d have to listen to another lecture from Vera about protecting student privacy. 

         
         At the far edge of the parking lot, a pack of cross-country runners passed in and out of her vision.

         
         Callan answered at last, exasperation on his face clear but the audio between them crackling. “Sorry—”

         
         “Stand out of the wind so I can hear you,” Liss said. “And start from the beginning. Why aren’t you at practice?”

         
         “Brennan got crunched on a tackle,” Callan said. Someone was laughing on his end, voices in the background. Callan glanced away. “Coach said he
            had to go to the hospital for X-rays. Practice got canceled.”
         

         
         “And how did you end up out at the curve exactly?” she said.

         
         “I said already,” Callan said. On her screen, he hesitated, tilted his head. “He missed the curve.”

         
         “I meant—”

         
         One of the boys behind Callan spoke up. “I think he found it, you mean!”

         
         “Who’s with you? Tanner and who else?”

         
         “Garza and Ward,” he said.

         
         The last name thing, every year the posturing from the field and locker room radiated out to hallways and classrooms.

         
         “I don’t understand why you’re on our road, though,” she said. But she did, to a point. An emergency for the Brennans had
            wedged open Callan’s schedule and given him a window of freedom. An empty house and an unguarded pantry.
         

         
         He ignored that entirely. “We missed the curve and hit the mound and when we got to the top—”
         

         
         “Callan.” Liss gripped her steering wheel. Here was the part she wasn’t supposed to freak out about. “Are you kidding me?”

         
         “I know, I know, but I wasn’t alone.”
         

         
         A Tanner-sized loophole.

         
         The mound was what they called the highest point at the rim of the pond on their property. It wasn’t stable. Or it might not
            be, she couldn’t be sure. The low hills between their place and the rise to Link’s parents’ hilltop house had long ago been
            hollowed out by a limestone mine, leaving a deep scar to fill with groundwater and rain and a scattering of ten-ton boulders
            along the edge, like dice thrown by the gods.
         

         
         Near their house, the road used by trucks to haul rock out of the pit created a patch of shallow water where cattails grew
            and blue herons waited for fish that would not come. Deer came to drink. But the quarry was a rumored fifty feet to the bed,
            the drop to the unappealing black-green water sheer, swift. Anyone risking a swim could strike jutting rock on the dive down
            and, if they survived that, had a tricky climb back to safe ground.
         

         
         They didn’t get too many trespassers or daredevils. Most people in the county would go a long way to avoid a run-in with Link’s
            dad, the former town marshal.
         

         
         Keeping Callan away from the quarry was another story. A lifelong project. “We’re going to talk about this,” Liss said.

         
         “All right,” he said miserably. “But if we hadn’t climbed up there, we wouldn’t have seen the car.”

         
         She’d lost track of the other car. “Was the accident Tanner’s fault?” she said.

         
         “No.” Of this he sounded very sure. “Mom, the other car is in the water.”
         

         
         A pair of headlights ahead were too bright. Liss glanced away, toward the phone screen and Callan, his hair, too long, blowing across his eyes. “Do you mean in the quarry? The pond? Did you call nine-one-one?”
         

         
         “Yeah,” he said. “But I think the other car’s been there for a while.”

         
         Liss concentrated on her knuckles to keep from flying into pieces.

         
         “You can barely see it,” he said. “Garza says there’s no way—”
         

         
         “What color is it?” Liss said. “Can you see the color of the car?”

         
         “Uh, not really. White, maybe?”

         
         It couldn’t be. She reached for the phone and shut off the camera.

         
         “Mom? Are you still there?”

         
         Her stomach hurt, suddenly and violently. She pulled over, untangled herself from her seat belt, and scrambled out of the
            car to retch into the grass. Gravel cut into her knees.
         

         
         “Mom?” Callan’s voice was otherworldly, wafting from the open door onto the wind.

         
         What had she done?

         
         Liss stood with shaking legs, wiped her mouth. She had come to a stop a few miles from home, in front of the long drive up
            to a neighbor’s place. A light went on in the house, and then the porch. It was too far to call out, to say everything was
            fine.
         

         
         Everything was not fine.

         
         “Mom?”

         
         Liss turned back to the car and sank into the driver’s seat. “I’m here.” Her voice was hoarse, her throat sore. She should
            be able to think of something to say. What would she say to a student waiting in tears to see Vera or Spence, bringing them
            one of the insurmountable problems of youth?
         

         
         All she could think was: Ashley Hay. There she is.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         After Liss hung up with Callan, she drove on, the silence now hollow and profound.

         
         The first time she’d laid eyes on Ashley Hay, they were babies themselves, not quite Callan’s age. She showed up a new girl
            mid-year, dressed strangely, like she’d borrowed clothes from her grandpa’s closet. Thrift, she would call it when the other
            kids tried to take her down for it, but Liss caught a whiff of the Goodwill bin, the charity shop.
         

         
         Ashley had clocked her, too.

         
         They might have been friends. But Liss didn’t have the social capital to spare. She was the sort of girl who got by on so-so
            grades and so-so looks. Who survived in a more literal way on free school lunch and busybody church ladies. She relied on
            her wits and a few friends, whose mothers sometimes clucked their tongues but sent her home with extra. Her father gone, her
            mother home only between boyfriends, Liss was a girl whose life seemed determined by other people, their absences, their collapses.
         

         
         Look, she’d wanted to say to Ashley, I’m barely hanging on as it is.

         
         She didn’t have to say a word. They skirted each other, like the ends of two magnets, repelling one another. Liss knew now they would have shown up in the same breath at meetings between school nurses and counselors, on the same lists considered by ladies’ societies at Christmas. 

         
         Later, Liss didn’t have to try so hard to avoid Ashley; the path was well worn, and Liss’s social capital had risen sky high.
            Link Kehoe had looked her way.
         

         
         In fact, she and Ashley had managed to stay clear of each other until their lives collided, spectacularly.

         
         And now—

         
         Liss drove on, scrounging in her purse for a tissue and a breath mint. Long before the turn onto the quarry road, she could
            see the curve choked with vehicles. Town patrol cars, a fire engine. But no ambulance. No lights whirling. No emergencies.
            She’d arrived at the punctuation, as the story ended. At a funeral, and their quarry a yawning grave.
         

         
         Liss pulled to the side of the road at the edge of the snarl and hurried along on foot, her eyes scraping the scene for Callan.

         
         “Oh, God.”

         
         Tanner’s car sat against the base of the mound, only a few yards from the drop into the quarry.

         
         Stable or not, the mound had caught them. Saved them.

         
         Liss could imagine the fall anyway, the car careening over the edge, the boys dropped into the water and fighting out of seat
            belts, to open doors against impossible water pressure as the car sank to the quarry floor.
         

         
         But there the boys were, milling among the boulders and kicking at the dirt, their oversized kit bags at their feet. One of
            the boys, Jamie, had climbed atop a stone and sat cross-legged, a small Buddha, with his chin tucked into the neck of his
            dark jacket against the wind. Callan looked up and came out to meet her.
         

         
         Her legs shook.

         
         “I’m sorry,” he was saying as the distance closed between them. His jogger pants were scratched at the knees and smeared with mud. 

         
         She only wanted to get her hands on him. She grasped him into her and made an inventory. He was fine, arms and legs, neck
            intact. “You’re sure you’re OK?”
         

         
         “You think it’s her,” he said.

         
         She held him tighter.

         
         Over Callan’s shoulder, a familiar figure leaned into the open door of Tanner’s car. Mercer Alarie, in his town marshal uniform,
            had removed his hat and was studying something inside the car. As she watched, he folded his long legs into the sportscar’s
            driver’s seat with some difficulty and sat among the controls.
         

         
         Was she relieved or—some other feeling, to know he was here?

         
         “It can’t be her, can it?” Callan said. “How can it be?”

         
         “I don’t know,” Liss said.

         
         Traffic roared along the state road two miles in the distance, but theirs was a quiet patch of country, broken only by the
            occasional car racing in too fast.
         

         
         Was that the story? An accident, and everything since just noise? Just pointless and impotent rage directed wherever it could
            find purchase?
         

         
         She could barely keep still.

         
         “Jeez, Mom.” Callan extracted himself from her. “Are you cold?”

         
         “A little.”

         
         “I’m sorry,” he mumbled. “About—everything.”

         
         “You’re safe,” she said. “That’s all I care about.”

         
         “He wants to talk to you,” Callan said.

         
         He would be Mercer. Callan had not known what to call him, had tried never to reference him directly at all.
         

         
         Liss didn’t look over. “Why don’t you go up to the house? Take your friends, open up some snacks.”

         
         The other boys watched them, glum expressions. They’d gone out for a joy ride, kids, and now they were witnesses to something
            terrible. “I don’t think,” Callan said. “If it’s—if it’s—”
         

         
         “Let’s not assume until we know, OK?”

         
         “Gram always said she must have got away but I don’t think she did,” Callan said.

         
         Got away. Dammit, Patty.
         

         
         She reached for Callan’s shoulder and turned him toward the road and the fields beyond so that anything she said would drift
            away. Voices carried out here. She also wanted to hold him close for another minute. As long as he would let her. “People
            will talk,” she said finally. “When they don’t know anything.”
         

         
         “We should call Dad,” Callan said. He tugged away from her. “Shouldn’t we? She was his . . . his, um.”

         
         Maybe she had protected him too well. “He’ll be upset,” she said. “But you understand, don’t you? Who she is? To you?”

         
         He shuffled a shoe against the grass. “I don’t want to call her . . . you know. That.”

         
         Liss brushed the hair from his eyes. Link’s eyes, thank God. “It might not have anything to do with her, OK?”

         
         “It might, though.” He turned back toward his friends and she followed.

         
         It might. It would. Ashley Hay, getting the last word.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         Callan slipped back to his friends. Liss veered toward where Mercer now stood at the quarry’s edge. He peered out over the
            expanse, his dispatch radio to his mouth and a lit-up phone in his palm. His dark hair was clipped a little more closely than
            the last time she’d seen him, a little too short. He had a sunburn across his nose and forehead, and she couldn’t help wondering
            if he’d had a fun weekend, who might have been with him.
         

         
         When his radio conversation was over, he held it in his hand, weighing it against the phone. To keep from looking at her,
            she thought, like one of the kids at school thumbing the toggle on their backpack.
         

         
         “Lissette,” he said, when the silence had stretched between them too long.

         
         Over at the foot of the hill, Callan was keeping watch on her and Mercer with feigned casualness, his hands shoved into his
            front pockets.
         

         
         “Do the boys need to stay?” she said.

         
         “Let me get one of my guys to take some info and we can get them away from here,” Mercer said. “They’ve been on their phones
            so I expect the other parents will be coming out. If they can get through to your house.”
         

         
         “They’ll find a way through,” she murmured.

         
         “I’ll need to talk to you about this,” he said. “And Link. It was just the two of you living here then?”

         
         Liss went still. “It’s her? You know it’s her?”

         
         Mercer looked at her, finally. He had blue eyes, a shade people noticed from a distance and were made uncomfortable by up
            close. That’s how it had gone for her, anyway.
         

         
         “I won’t know for a while,” he said. “We’ll need confirmation on the vehicle, first step. The license plate isn’t readable.
            I’m hoping for a vehicle ID once the divers get here.”
         

         
         Divers. “Your new guy won’t go down for the VIN?” she said. “Pull the car up himself, chain between his teeth?”

         
         The corner of Mercer’s lips twitched. “He would if I let him,” he said, and turned. As if on cue, the newest of his recruits
            leapt forward to be of service. “Bowman,” Mercer said. “Get the kids’ names, parents’ phone numbers, all that. I don’t want
            them out here when the hook arrives.”
         

         
         The deputy hurried off. Liss went to follow, but Mercer reached for her, then dropped back. “Just the basics for the paperwork,
            OK? We don’t think kids who were barely born had anything to do with Ashley Hay skidding into your quarry. If it’s her.”
         

         
         “Is that what you think happened?”

         
         “What do you think happened?” he said.
         

         
         Ashley had shown up at their door that night, her cheap clothes clinging over baby fat, her canvas shoes squishing as she
            shifted Callan’s carrier from one hand to the other. Well, she’d said, in that sneer she always seemed to have for Liss. Is
            Daddy home? she’d said, like it was some joke.
         

         
         Liss had had years to work up theories but here was evidence to refute most of them. All but the most damaging.

         
         “I don’t know,” she said.

         
         “It was dark when she stopped by, wasn’t it?” he said. “And raining?”

         
         Liss shivered, nodded. If Ashley had never made it off this road—

         
         She had a lot to answer for.

         
         “OK.” Mercer’s eyes drifted back to the water. “OK.”

         
         Liss’s eyes felt gritty. “Cars are always taking the curve at speed,” she said. She sounded defensive. “Just like Tanner did.”

         
         “Is it possible, though?” Mercer said. “That this car has been here all these years and you’ve never noticed?”

         
         “It’s not like you haven’t spent some nights up at this house, yourself,” Liss said before she could think better of it.

         
         One of the volunteer firefighters standing nearby in his cartoonish bucket pants coughed to cover a snort of laughter.

         
         Mercer shot him a look and pulled her away. “Look, I’m not making judgments here. I’m just . . . considering scenarios that
            explain this situation.” He had a crescent crease between his eyes, a scar that deepened with worry. Liss remembered lying
            next to him and reaching to press at it. So serious, she’d say, to make him smile.
         

         
         “Is it possible,” Mercer said, “that no one ever looked down at the right angle, from the right outlook? He’s got a good eye,
            your kid. I can barely make the car out myself.”
         

         
         “His grandpa passed down a love of cars,” Liss said.

         
         “Sure, you cut teeth on the steering wheel of a Chevy Bel-Air . . .” Mercer shifted uncomfortably. “Look, it could be unrelated.
            Someone dropped this car in there a long time ago, stolen car, insurance fraud. Getting rid of a junker, to avoid paying Pete
            Norville to tow it to the scrap yard. Maybe it predates the water. Maybe it was at the bottom of the quarry when it closed
            and the water filled in around it.”
         

         
         “But you don’t think that,” Liss said.

         
         “A vehicle left behind by the quarry would be rusted to Swiss cheese by now,” he said. “This one still has some structural
            integrity left to it. But that means we can get it out of there, see what’s what.”
         

         
         Her stomach gave a lurch. She risked a glance toward the black water.

         
         “How long have you lived in the house?” he said.

         
         “Fifteen years,” she said. “And Key and Patty were here probably twenty before that.” She turned her shoulder by instinct,
            as though to include her in-laws’ house in the conversation. From this angle, the house at the top of the hill was only a
            glow through the trees. Patty would be wondering about the commotion on the road.
         

         
         “So I’ll need to talk to them, too,” Mercer said.

         
         “He doesn’t speak anymore,” Liss said.

         
         The crease in Mercer’s brow deepened further. “Hadn’t realized he was that far along. I’m sorry.”

         
         “Well,” she said. “His last word was—I don’t want to say it. And he was referring to me.”

         
         They shared an awkward glance.

         
         “What’s the diagnosis?” he said.

         
         “They can’t decide. Something degenerative. And terminal.”

         
         “How’s Link doing with that?”

         
         “You don’t need to pretend to care how Link’s doing,” she said, more sharply than she meant to. He would have heard about
            Key. Surely he had the imagination to consider how Link felt, losing his dad by degrees.
         

         
         “OK,” Mercer said. “OK.”

         
         She hadn’t meant to lose her patience. They should be able to be friends. If she could stay close to Link—
         

         
         But that was the heart of it. The last time she’d talked to Mercer was when she’d broken things off. If there was even a chance of keeping her family together, of reconciling with Link, she had to keep the door open. 

         
         “Plenty of doors already open in that relationship,” Mercer had said, thinking she could take the joke. Thinking it wouldn’t
            sting. He thought she was too quick to forgive Link. But if she hadn’t forgiven Link, if she hadn’t been able to accept his
            apologies and promises, where would she be?
         

         
         It was a question she’d had a few chances to consider.

         
         She hugged herself and rubbed her arms, wishing again for that coat she’d left at the school. “Sorry. I’m just . . . I saw
            Tanner’s car so close to the edge, and— This could have been really bad.”
         

         
         It still might be.

         
         He looked at her helplessly. “When Curtis has the kids sorted, you can take them up to the house.”

         
         “Can they go home?”

         
         “I guess I should hear what they want to tell me before they go put it on TikTok or some shit.”

         
         She’d have to text the parents, as she would expect them to text her, but they’d already be on their way. All but the Wards.
            She didn’t expect the Wards. But first she would need to call Link.
         

         
         “You OK?” Mercer said.

         
         She’d let her eyes close. She opened them now to find Mercer had taken a step forward. He was blocking the wind for her.

         
         “I’m sorry, Liss, if this works out to be her,” he said. “But at least it will be closure, right?”

         
         “Closure,” she said. “Maybe you and your guys will get a taste for it.”

         
         He stepped back and the wind tore at her. Her eyes stung.

         
         “Liss,” Mercer said. “I know you’re grieving on behalf of a lot of people right now . . .”

         
         On behalf of other people, as though she had nothing to lose.
         

         
         “Boys,” she called. “Come up and get warm.” She turned to the house, averting her eyes from the quarry. It had a strange new
            gravity to it, as though the black water itself watched her, had been watching her all along.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Four

         
         Up at the house, Liss texted all the mothers reassurances and directions to avoid the blocked road. She ordered enough pizza
            for everyone who might show up, then went to her bedroom.
         

         
         Link picked up on the first ring, as he always did. “What’s up?”

         
         “I don’t know how to tell you,” she said.

         
         “Uh-oh. What did he do this time?”

         
         “He spotted a car in the pond,” Liss said. “Link, they think it could be Ashley’s.”

         
         Liss felt more than heard his breath sucked in. “In the pond?” Link said. “Our pond? But . . .”

         
         He’d be thinking of the times he’d been swimming there, the touch of its slick water. “I’m on my way,” he said.

         
         Liss hung up and went to her bedroom window. Mercer and some of his men were kicking the tires out at Tanner’s car.

         
         What was it about men and cars?

         
         The landline was ringing. Liss picked it up and listened to a few breathless words of a reporter’s pitch before hanging up.

         
         Back at the front of the house, the boys sat at the kitchen table with a pile of snack-sized bags of chips, the GimmeGimme
            brand Link brought home from work by the gross. Tanner’s long legs stretched out in leisure.
         

         
         Liss walked the long way around the table, casting a critical eye over her house before the other mothers arrived and did the same. There were swatches of yellow on a wall where she’d planned to make the kitchen her own but had never decided on the perfect shade. Across the room, Link still smiled from the family portrait of the three of them, all in blue denim against the white doors of their barn. The frames were all militantly arranged at the same angle upon the shelf, but she saw only the deficiencies, only what the other women would notice. The wall unpainted, the naked hope of Link still on the shelf. 

         
         Callan’s hair, too long. The boys were uncharacteristically quiet. Shaken, she supposed. She looked among them, from shaggy-haired
            boy to shaggy-haired boy: Tanner, handsome and glowering. He’d be worried about his car. Mateo, bulky and cherub-cheeked,
            happily pouring chip crumbs into his mouth. Jamie, narrow-shouldered and twitchy as a mouse’s whiskers. And Callan, her lovely
            boy.
         

         
         Ashley’s lovely boy.
         

         
         The landline rang again. “Don’t answer that,” Liss said. “Let it ring.”

         
         The doorbell rang, too soon to be Link or the pizza.

         
         “Where is he?” Tanner’s mother stood on the deck, her normally smooth Botoxed forehead creased. Kitty Larkin left a cloud
            of expensive scents behind as she hurried past Liss. “I don’t understand what’s happening,” she said. “Is everyone all right?
            No one’s hurt, right?” She plucked at Tanner, fussed with the hair in his eyes. “Liss? Shouldn’t we answer the phone?”
         

         
         “Hello, Mrs. Larkin,” Callan said dutifully.

         
         Liss smiled in his direction. “Let’s wait until everyone’s here,” she said, before any of the boys could jump in. “Including
            the marshal. Shouldn’t be too long. Glass of wine, Kitty?”
         

         
         Kitty joined her in the kitchen. The proportions of her clothes were high cut and tight, too young for her. All at top expense,
            of course.
         

         
         “Should I be calling someone?” Kitty had her phone in hand.

         
         “Like who?” Liss said. Who wasn’t already here or on their way? The landline rang again. Liss picked up the handset from the
            cradle, hung it back up.
         

         
         Kitty frowned. “I just want to make sure there’s someone on Tanner’s side here,” she said. “Marshal Alarie is obviously already
            on Callan’s.”
         

         
         “We’re all on the same side,” Liss said. She put a glass of wine on the counter in front of Kitty. “And you’re here.”
         

         
         “Ennis is coming,” Kitty said.

         
         “Good, see?” Liss recognized the voice she sometimes used with students. Meant to be encouraging and helpful but hearing it
            now, she wasn’t sure how students had been taking it all these years. It was cloying.
         

         
         Liss looked longingly at the bottle of wine, but someone would have to drive Jamie home.

         
         The doorbell rang again. She gladly went to see who it was.

         
         The Garzas stood on the deck. “Is Mateo OK?” Connie said. “No one’s hurt? That car is so close to the edge!”
         

         
         “Come in, come in.”

         
         Connie Garza rushed in to see for herself. Andrés Garza stepped inside and turned to Liss. “It’s the one missing all these
            years?” he said.
         

         
         “We don’t know yet,” she said, already weary of the question. And what did it matter to the Garzas, who, once Mercer had asked
            a couple of questions of their son, could step away with murmured condolences? Or to the Larkins, other than a scratch to
            Tanner’s car?
         

         
         Only her family could be destroyed.

         
         Liss poured more wine, watching from the kitchen as the Garzas pulled Mateo in for embraces and a quiet word. Kitty went to
            stand near Tanner.
         

         
         Jamie reached for a bag of chips.

         
         “Doesn’t your dad make those chips, Ward?” Tanner said. Kitty squeezed his shoulder.
         

         
         “He doesn’t make them,” Callan said.
         

         
         “Does he get orange snot?” Mateo said. “When he blows his nose?”

         
         “Mateo,” Connie said.

         
         “That’s what I heard,” Mateo said.

         
         “He sells them,” Liss said. “In the same department as Callan’s dad.”
         

         
         Callan’s ears had gone red. He and Tanner hadn’t touched the chips. Maybe she shouldn’t have bothered with the pizza, the
            boys training so hard for the football season and—
         

         
         She’d set the wrong tone. A party in place of a vigil.

         
         And what was keeping Link? He needed to be here.

         
         Home, she thought. Though it hadn’t been true in months.

         
         The phone started ringing again. Liss felt all eyes upon her as she approached the phone, ended the call, and unplugged the
            cord. Why did they even keep the landline when it was nothing but robocalls and scams?
         

         
         The back door opened. Liss rushed to meet Link but instead it was his mother. 

         
         “What the devil is going on?” Patty cried. “I could barely get down my driveway. Police cars up and down the road, and not
            just the one that’s usually here.”
         

         
         “Callan’s fine,” Liss said. “The boys had a small accident, that’s all. Everyone’s fine.”
         

         
         “Then why is there a van in the yard that says ‘recovery team’ on it? Recovery of what?”

         
         Patty wouldn’t have needed to get out of her driveway if she had just stayed home. Now she would never leave, not without Link to jolly her out the door. “Callan and his friends spotted something in the quarry pond,” Liss said in a low voice. “Something that shouldn’t be there. The police are here to figure things out.” 

         
         Patty turned her head toward the pond, as though she could see through walls. “What’s not supposed to be there? Recovery of
            what?”
         

         
         “A car, at least,” Liss said. “Would you like a glass of wine?”

         
         “And at most?”
         

         
         Why couldn’t Patty be the one losing her sharp edges, instead of her husband? Her mother-in-law could have used some filing
            down. “At most,” Liss said, “they might need to recover a body.”
         

         
         Patty’s eyebrow, a thin pencil line, lifted. “You can’t mean what I think you mean.”

         
         She’d got there faster than Liss had, at least. Liss reached for Patty but the other woman slipped away and turned the corner
            into the kitchen. She paused in the doorway to survey the crowd that had gathered. “Goodnight,” she said. “Was it the team bus that crashed?”
         

         
         “Hi, Gram,” Callan said, in that same hopeful way he always used with his grandmother.

         
         But Patty had seen Kitty Larkin across the room and made her way there, instead. Cheek kisses, old friends.

         
         Connie and Kitty had their boys tucked close to them, but Jamie was small on his own. Liss pulled out the chair next to him
            and directed Patty to it with a fresh chardonnay plunked down as bait.
         

         
         “What are you doing with the kitchen, Lissette?” Patty said, glaring at the paint swatches on the wall. “I don’t care for
            it.”
         

         
         The next person to the door would either be Link or the food or Mercer with questions, and Liss felt herself stretching toward
            that moment, out of the kitchen and out the door, down the road and out to the pond, in all directions at once, not knowing
            which to hope for.
         

         
         “Garza,” Patty said. “Is that Mexican?”

         
         Liss reached for the wine bottle and then put it down. The delivery man, please God. Give them something for their mouths.
         

         
         “It’s Basque,” Connie said.

         
         “We’re from Cincinnati,” Andrés said flatly.

         
         Liss excused herself.

         
         At her bedroom window again, she pressed her face against the glass and wished she could give the house a quarter turn for
            a better view.
         

         
         The land had once been a farm, parceled out, the heart of it leased for mining. When the quarry closed, Link’s dad had snapped
            up the pieces. At some cost, he’d always added, telling the story. In his version of the tale, he was reconciling lands, a
            triumphant ruler, or stitching together a homestead, a pioneer. Key and Patty had raised Link in the old farmhouse below,
            then built their keep up on the hill. The new house was sharp and modern, befitting the hospital it had become. It had a proud
            glass face to greet visitors up their long, wooded drive but a cold shoulder turned to the hill above the quarry. The pond,
            somehow not a feature but a wound.
         

         
         Out at the rock edge, Mercer stood looking out at the water as one of his men waved in a reversing tow truck. Abruptly, the
            truck came to a stop. Mercer turned his head to the road just as a figure rushed into view.
         

         
         She knew it would be Link almost before she could register anyone was there.

         
         He was carrying flowers.
         

         
         “Fuck, Ashley,” Liss said against the glass.

         
         The doorbell rang again.

         
         Liss hurried down the hall, putting her face right. She’d lost track of who else could be at the door. Pizza. She’d be sick
            if she smelled it, she honestly would.
         

         
         But instead, Ennis Larkin was blowing into her kitchen. He was followed by another man, someone Liss didn’t recognize.

         
         “Lissette,” Ennis said. “I’d like you to meet—”

         
         The second man stretched out his hand to her. The Larkins’ attorney. Their lawyer.
         

         
         Jamie looked as though he might cry. The Garzas turned on her.

         
         Yes, in a way, it was her fault. All of it.
         

         
         This would not be a closure, no matter what Mercer thought. For Callan, for them, it was the opposite. This was their world cracked wide open.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Five

         
         Mercer Alarie stood at the quarry’s edge, the wind rushing at his face. “Those boys almost had a hell of a swim,” he said
            to no one in particular.
         

         
         He leaned out as far as he would dare. A cold swim and a sheer climb to get out.

         
         Could have been bad, Liss had said. Could have been a disaster.

         
         He felt the tug of Liss’s absence, toward the house.

         
         She had a fireplace. Funny that he’d be thinking of the fireplace, but this gale was really starting to piss him off, now that the sun dipped below the trees on the far side of the quarry
            and the divers were taking all the time in the world getting suited up to even take a look and tell him there was a chance
            of a body down there. Then maybe they could get this show underway, winch the car out.
         

         
         The fireplace called to him, though. They’d been together such a short season, a few weeks in June, but he’d already seen
            the future, that fireplace crackling, mugs of cocoa in their hands. Opening presents at Christmas there in front of it. That
            fireplace was something promised to him, something denied.
         

         
         Mercer turned and caught a crack of light at Lissette’s bedroom window, then a rush of movement coming in from the road.

         
         “Whoa—”

         
         The press, sniffing blood in the water. Mercer caught the guy by the shoulders and felt his breath on his face before he realized it was Link Kehoe. 

         
         “Is it her?” Kehoe said.

         
         “You can’t be here, Link,” Mercer said.

         
         “Is it her?”
         

         
         Flowers in the guy’s fist slapped against their legs.

         
         God damn, Link Kehoe set him off.

         
         Mercer hadn’t needed to ask Liss how many years they’d lived in this house. He knew the whole story. Young buck Kehoe getting
            loose with his morals and his zipper just as he and Liss were on a trajectory, hitting a hole in one, so to speak, that resulted
            in Callan. Knew all about it, filed it away. Wondered why that hadn’t been enough for Liss to end it, right there.
         

         
         But Lissette Kehoe was not a woman to give up easily on what she wanted. She hadn’t taken that free pass and moved on, no.
            She’d dug in for the long haul. Married this sperm donor, took on the kid—and gave up how many dreams of her own to do it?
         

         
         Finally, finally, Link had messed up one too many times, which hadn’t been all bad news for him. He was grateful Link Kehoe was a fuck-up. He’d left the door wide open for Mercer.
         

         
         It was a door Liss had talked about when she’d ended it, a door still open between her and Link, a door to that perfect family
            she had in her head. A different door, then, than the one that had closed on Mercer’s balls by July.
         

         
         They said around town that Link Kehoe was a good guy, and his father was who he was, of course. Or had been. Mercer only wished
            he didn’t have to care if he was or not.
         

         
         Mercer propped Link up at the shoulders. The slice of light at Liss’s window was gone. He looked back to Link and quieted his voice until he could have been talking to a stray dog. “You should get up to the house, Link,” Mercer said. “Your kid’s had a scare, and I bet Liss is looking out for you.” 

         
         Here she came again, thank Christ, before he had to arrest the guy to get him out of his sight. Mercer watched Liss approach,
            watched a little too closely, he realized, when Deacon, his right hand, a good one for watching his back, cleared his throat.
            Yeah, OK.
         

         
         Liss came right up and transferred the weight of Link to herself like something heavy that had slipped from her hands.

         
         Mercer had to look away. “Give me another half hour,” he said. “And I’ll come up to the house.”

         
         “What choice do we have?” Liss said. She hadn’t said it one way or the other, joking or bitter, but he watched her lead the
            guy away—her soon-to-be, lingering, maybe never ex-husband—with a tightness in his chest like she’d scolded him. Again. That quip about getting a taste for
            closing cases had cut pretty deep, coming from Liss. He got shit from everyone, from the town council on down. A few prehistoric
            cases had come back to haunt them, bad procedure, bad arrests, that sort of thing, none of his doing, but the crime rate was up for no reason he could discern. People had complaints for days.
         

         
         But—not Liss.

         
         Deak made another noise in his throat but Mercer kept watching until, finally, Liss glanced back. He felt it down to his bones.

         
         OK. OK. He had to do everything right. No room for error, no wedge for them to use on him at the polls, to kneecap his new
            recruits. Nothing to smear him in the paper. Nothing to let Liss down. It was her place, after all. Her family, her closure.
         

         
         “Deak,” he said. “Get up to the house and take statements from the boys, yeah? Take Bowman.”

         
         The new guy lit up like he’d won the lottery, but Deacon stood his ground. “I thought you said the kids couldn’t know anything?”

         
         “Just get the timeline, school bell to when they called us,” Mercer said. “See if, uh, Mrs. Kehoe will let you use the sunroom
            or—one of the other rooms, I mean, one family at a time. Deak, you take point. Bowman, you take notes. Good ones, now.”
         

         
         His radio had a lot of chatter for having most of his team here on the ground. He called out a ten-thirty to shut them up
            and then for Slocum, who was holding down the station, to call his phone. He was thinking of all the radio-heads listening
            in on their scanners, nothing better to do.
         

         
         A stretch later Slocum’s greasy voice was in his ear. “Chief,” he called him.

         
         “What do you have for me?” Mercer said.

         
         “Well, now,” Slocum said. He had a long drawl that meant even getting the simplest bits of information out of him was like
            stepping in chewing gum, and he wouldn’t stop hailing Mercer by job titles he didn’t have. Was chief problematic, too? Racist, probably. Disrespectful, definitely. “Bit of a chore digging that make and model out of the records,
            Chief,” Slocum said.
         

         
         Everything was hard to find in their records. Everything was a chore for Slocum.

         
         When Mercer finally had what he needed, he hung up and took inventory. His men needed time to clear out the boys and their
            families and what he needed was divers in the water, and by extension for the wind to die down, for Mother Nature to do him a solid and not unload
            the rain she’d been holding back for months just as he, personally, needed it least. And he needed that Larkin kid’s pricey
            ride off his crime scene before the kid’s parents started kicking off.
         

         
         Which reminded him of another parent. He had a call to make soon if this panned out. No, a visit. You delivered bad news in person. Or was it good news? 

         
         He couldn’t tell the difference, sometimes.

         
         One thing was certain, though. If this car was Ashley’s, new light was sure to shine into dark, forgotten corners.

         
         The problem was some of these cockroaches wouldn’t hold up to a spotlight.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Six

         
         Liss walked Link toward the house, her arm looped in his. She was reminded of their wedding, striding away from the minister
            and a bower of grocery-store roses, daring anyone to stop them from being happy. This time, Link carried the flowers.
         

         
         Pink carnations, like a fucking high school dance corsage.

         
         At the house, Callan was relieving the pizza delivery guy of a stack of boxes.

         
         “Hold up,” she called out to the driver. She always tried to reward the delivery people for coming this far into the countryside.
            The last few years had been tough for everyone, but especially service workers. She was just glad not to be one.
         

         
         The driver was familiar. His face called up memories of a rough patch: visits to the principal’s office, calls to his mother.
            “Jimmy,” Liss said, and he flinched. Maybe she should pretend not to recognize them.
         

         
         “Dad?” Callan jostled the pizza boxes in his arms. “Is it . . .”

         
         “No news yet,” Liss said. “Take the pizzas in, OK? Get plates out and I’ll be right behind you.”

         
         Callan hesitated. Deep in the house, the phone in her bedroom was ringing, ringing.

         
         She went and held the door for Callan. “It’ll be OK,” she said. That was a promise she’d made to him all along. She would
            damn well keep it. “Don’t answer the phone.”
         

         
         “They know it’s her,” Link said. He put the flowers down gently. “Why won’t he say so?”
         

         
         “They’re being cautious.” She should be glad the formalities were being observed, a kind of structure that held off the unthinkable.
            Her mind cycled there, between the impossibility of the car being Ashley’s and the dark reality. It wasn’t impossible, if
            only because it would be true. She rubbed at her arms. “Why would that car be in our pond?”
         

         
         “How would I know?”

         
         Liss sat next to him, balling herself up against him out of the wind, knowing his arm would slide around her. He smelled like
            the new soap he used, now that he shopped for himself, but also just like home, just as she knew he would. It seemed like
            yesterday and a hundred years ago, both, that they’d set up house here.
         

         
         Since she had opened the door behind them now and looked out on a drowning woman.

         
         A drowning girl, really.

         
         They’d all been kids—
         

         
         She caught herself. It was no excuse.

         
         Out at the water’s edge, the number of people loitering had grown. More police, a county car or two, state vehicles. A big
            van. The recovery team, she supposed. Would they ever start recovering something? And what would happen when they did?
         

         
         She said, “You know what this looks like, right?”

         
         “Her car in that pond, on our land, and her out of my hair?” Link said.

         
         Liss sat up and his arm fell away.

         
         “I’m not stupid,” Link said.
         

         
         “You’ve never had to worry about people thinking the worst of you,” she said. “And they will, your ex-girlfriend found here—”

         
         “You know she was no such thing.”
         

         
         What was the right word for Ashley? Not a girlfriend, not a lover, God. A one-night stand. A complication.
         

         
         Liss had always been in love with Link Kehoe from the distance of their social circles and standings. And then during their
            senior year of high school, Liss had been working another evening shift at the local pizza pub when Link and his crew sat
            in her section. She’d missed the game, hadn’t even realized there was one. Link was on a high from some big play he’d made.
         

         
         He was a kid used to winning with a smile that made the other waitresses blush. She was on track to be an assistant manager
            by graduation. The next day at school, though, he came up to her locker, natural as anything. She thought he had a sixth sense
            for worship but didn’t care what brought him to her, only that he was there. Her lack of expectations made her patient and
            thankful for scraps. They were together and not in those days, the way kids could be as they waited for their real lives to
            begin.
         

         
         After some party Liss had missed, working, rumors started up. Later, when Ashley came forward, pregnant and making demands
            of Link, he’d come straight to Liss with apologies and promises. His plans for college were dashed. Suddenly real lives were
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- “A powerhouse of a book. . .. Completely absorbing to the last page.” .
—SAMANTHA DUVINING, internationally bestselling author of My Lovely Wife
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