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Chapter 1

I am half a person.

The darkest half. The half that isn’t quite fifty per cent.

My fire alarm doesn’t look as pristine as it should, so I stand up on my mattress and press the test button. It bleeps. I test it again because I read on Quora one time – a comment embedded deep inside a thread – that it’s possible to get a false positive.

Sometimes I feel like I am a false positive.

Not sometimes. For at least eighteen of the past twenty-two years. Since I was four years old. That’s when I realised two important things in life. First: there are no such things as identical twins. Second: the universe conspires to trip you up.

I test the alarm again and it bleeps.

I lie back down on the bed and the four baby-safe pillows compress under the weight of my head. Pillows made with air holes. Breathable pillow slips. It’s rare that a full-grown adult woman suffocates from lying face-down in her sleep, but it is not impossible. There was a reported case in South Korea last year.

On my bedside table rests a knife with a three-inch blade. It’s legal because it does not lock and the blade is short, but I made sure to order the toughest knife available. It’s a balance of risks. Being incarcerated, even short-term, even just being questioned by the police, versus the risk of being violently attacked in my own home.

My entire existence is made up of balancing risks. KT, my twin, has never felt the need.

I want to move to the kitchen to make a cup of tea, but I will not leave while my phone is charging. Reddit taught me better. A retired firefighter shared his three top tips for avoiding house fires. This wasn’t his opinion; it was his conclusion after years of experience. First: avoid electric bed blankets. Second: avoid cheap Christmas lights. Third: never leave your phone charging on a flammable surface. I don’t watch my phone the whole time it’s charging, I’m not insane, but I do lie or sit next to it, within arm’s reach of my fire extinguisher and emergency fire blanket. There’s another pair of extinguishers in the far corner of the room. Another pair in every other room of my small Camden Town apartment. I believe in forward planning.

Camden may not be known as the safest area of London but, again, there is a balance to be found. Most people look at crime statistics and property prices and then they make their decision. I need to avoid crime and I need to avoid bankruptcy, both serious risks living here. I’m also mindful of other pertinent factors. My estate agent was more than a little surprised when I asked for the exact elevation above the River Thames. Like he hadn’t heard about rising sea levels. Like he hadn’t watched the documentary by a Dutch scientist on YouTube about how the Thames Flood Barrier is already outdated and how if we suffer a once-in-a-century storm surge much of London will end up underwater.

When I calculate my budget, I always try to keep some money back for Mum in case she ever needs it again. Five years ago Dad’s business almost went under. Mum has no job, no qualifications, no income. He doesn’t want her to work. I don’t feel comfortable with that set-up, that lack of autonomy, so I try to save a few pounds each month in case she ever needs it.

Next to my phone is a photo of them both. My parents: Paul and Elizabeth Raven. Good people. Caring and straightforward and down-to-earth. Honest, mostly. Mum is, at least. Next to that is a photo of me, Molly Raven, and my monozygotic twin, Katie, or, as I call her, KT. I don’t use the term ‘identical twin’ because it’s a blatant lie. A travesty. Our base DNA is identical, sure, but that’s about all that is.

We were once one person.

We are not any more.

The photograph was taken last year before KT moved to the USA. She had already broken the news to me and I can see that loss in my expression. The trauma of it.

We are not identical; she is prettier and funnier and she doesn’t need to constantly assess threats. ‘I’ll try anything once,’ is what she always says. Why would you do that? And why would you be proud of it? Back in our three-bedroom Nottinghamshire house growing up, she’d be the one trying ice-skating for the first time while I sat in the café with Mum, watching. She’d be the one volunteering for things in class, whereas I never volunteered for anything unless it made one or both of us safer.

If I look closely at the photo I can see the scar in her eyebrow from when she fell on a Cornwall beach when we were seven. I was the awkward one even back then. The anxious one. KT was the adventurous one, always rock-pooling and fishing crabs and wanting to swim. I was left on the beach within my windbreaks, slathered in sun block. Always safe. That day, when blood was dripping down into her eye, Mum and Dad trying to wash the wound from a bottle of water, I walked away. I couldn’t deal with the drama. The stares from other beachgoers. Or the fact that we looked so completely different in that moment. Mum and Dad worked hard to make sure I could handle everyday life, to ease my anxieties. But, in that moment, they were so focused on KT that they forgot about me. I walked off to sit on some rocks and nobody noticed. Mum and Dad were comforting KT, and in that instant they looked like a perfect family.

But she is my twin. That’s precious. She is the closest person to me in the whole world. We are not like other people. We were an egg cell – a singular, beautiful egg cell – that split in utero.

KT took half of me and I took half of KT. I don’t own pets because I can’t afford pets and because my landlord will not allow pets and because – and please feel free to research this for yourself – there are an estimated four thousand incidents recorded each year in Europe alone of dogs and cats killing or seriously maiming their owners. That’s one worry I can live without.

In the other corner of my room is a fireproof safe. In there I store my unused passport and my unused driving licence and my unused credit cards. I keep my documents up to date in case I need them for ID, or in case there’s a war and I need to flee. Ordinarily, I have no interest in international travel, even with all the insurance in the world. I will not drive because according to the Office for National Statistics driving is the second most dangerous everyday travel activity after motorcycling.

I’m curious to check my phone’s battery status but I will not be tempted to touch the screen. Never touch a phone that is being charged from a mains socket unless it’s to disconnect the plug. Never take that unnecessary risk. I read somewhere online that to touch a connecting phone that is charging increases the already heightened electrocution risk by up to three per cent. The charger will need to be replaced next week, it’s already a month old; the wires inside will be degrading.

My sister wouldn’t think twice about it. She’s so spontaneous and carefree that she manages to live life for the both of us. Has done since we were young girls. These days she’s so addicted to her phone, her likes and retweets. She told me last year she once took it with her into her bathroom using a fifteen-feet-long electrical extension cable. I could hardly breathe when she said that. And this was in New York City, half a world away, and I told her, I said ‘KT you must swear never to do that again. You must swear it to me.’

She did swear.

 

I’m sitting on the bed, putting on hand cream, when my phone rings.

It vibrates, and the vibrations make it slither slowly across my bedside table.

I check the screen. A number I don’t recognise.

A siren rings out in the distance but I can’t see flashing lights through my window. The noise grows. It intensifies and then I notice the police car speed by.

The phone vibrates in my hand.

I take a deep breath and then I accept the call. ‘Molly Raven speaking.’

There’s silence on the line, and then the sound of someone sniffing.

‘Who is this?’

‘Oh, Molly. It’s . . .’

‘Mum? What’s wrong?’ Mum never cries. She is a composed person. Methodical and calm.

‘Molly, it’s . . .’ And then the sound of a cry.

My stomach pulls tight in my abdomen. ‘Mum, what is it? Are you safe? Talk to me.’

But now it’s Dad’s voice on the phone. Soothing. His usual kind and patient tone. ‘Your mum, she’s . . .’

‘Dad, you’re scaring me.’

‘Moll, I don’t know how to tell you this.’ He pauses. ‘Oh, God. It’s . . . it’s your sister. I’m so sorry.’

I hear Mum sobbing in the background and my body turns to stone.

‘She’s gone, Moll.’


Chapter 10

Leaving KT’s apartment feels permanent. Like closing the book on her life. I get a knot in my stomach just thinking about it.

Mum and I linger on the building steps while Dad tries to hail a cab.

‘How do you feel?’ asks Mum.

How do I feel? How do I feel? Lost, angry, terrified, alone. Desperately sad. Like my twin was stolen from me by this neighbourhood, this mass of people. I feel like flying straight back to London and locking myself inside my apartment to decompress.

‘I think it helped just a little,’ I say to Mum. ‘To make sense of things. Seeing her life here.’

Mum gives me a hug and her earring catches on mine. ‘Sorry,’ she says pulling away. ‘It’s never been easy for you to let your emotions out – you have your father to blame for that. Katie had the opposite problem. My fault, I suppose.’ Mum starts crying and laughing at the same time. Dad gestures that he has a cab waiting.

‘The detective kept asking questions about jealous boys and money problems,’ says Mum. ‘Did Katie mention Scott’s jealousy to you?’

I shake my head. ‘I didn’t even get to ask many questions. The detective did all the asking. He said she had some bruising to her face.’

Mum holds my hand. ‘We saw that,’ she says. ‘It was very faint, sweetie.’

I watch the fringe of Central Park fly by. We pass by the Lincoln Center: hundreds of carefree tourists taking selfies in front of the fountains.

The scent of her stays with me. That shawl. And in this taxi, squashed into one side of the back seat, I vow to avenge all that has happened. Everything is out of kilter. Skewed. I need to seek out those who are responsible for the pain in her life and help put the world back into balance. She’d have done the same. This cannot go unpunished.

We reach our hotel and there’s vomit outside my parents’ door. A man is cleaning it up best he can with a mop and bucket but it’s already soaked into the carpet tiles. He apologises and Mum says, ‘It’s not your fault, dear.’

They want to take a nap. I explain how I’ll go out for a while. Explore the city. Get some air and stick to the safe, touristy areas. Mum looks so much older all of a sudden. Twenty years older. I’m lucky to have her. Always selfless and reliable. The family rock.

I check Scott Sbarra on my phone. He’s not a difficult person to find on the internet. Not like me. From his LinkedIn page I can glean where he interned last summer. On Facebook I find a string of ex-girlfriends or ex-flings; most of them look something like KT – something like me. He’s done charitable work in Kenya, building some kind of school, and he’s made damn sure we all know about it. He lifts weights. Scott Sbarra takes good care of himself and he rows for the Columbia heavyweight squad. I’m a competent researcher. I get results. I check the rowing team website. Location of the training grounds. Their boathouse. I check their schedule and their coach’s details. He should be finishing a session soon. I look up bus routes and timetables because I refuse to take a subway.

The hostel is quiet when I sneak out.

A substantial part of me wants to return to the relative safety of my room. To quit. But a larger part needs answers. Needs to dig deeper. To interrogate this man.

The Midtown lunch rush has ended but not much changes. It seems to always be a rush out here. People walk even faster than they do in central London. Phones fixed to ears, small backpacks: urban confidence.

Unfortunately the bus I’ve researched leaves from Times Square.

I find the right place with help from my friendly local street vendor. He tries to sell me a smoothie but I politely turn down his offer and promise I’ll buy one later on.

The bus is OK. I have my monkey fist and my knitting needles and my sock stuffed with pound coins. I feel like I can handle this journey if it means I get to judge KT’s boyfriend, to look into his eyes.

I step off the bus at West 218th Street. This is not Midtown, not even close. This isn’t even Harlem any more; this is the northernmost tip of Manhattan island. North of Fort George and Washington Heights. This is Inwood. The streets are dangerous in a different way up here. Not so many pedestrians, lower terrorism risk, but also fewer recognisable chain stores that offer some kind of sanctuary, real or imagined.

I follow signs to the Columbia boathouse. One new structure built next to an old building, a concrete slipway leading down into the Harlem River, the tangled trees and burnt foliage of Inwood Hill Park in the background, and the Henry Hudson Bridge beyond that.

I can’t see anyone in the water.

Eventually a tall guy my age walks out of the new boathouse in track pants and a T-shirt.

‘Excuse me,’ I say, smiling, exaggerating my English accent. ‘Is Scott Sbarra here today?’

‘Don’t I know you?’ he says, narrowing his eyes, his lip curling on one side. ‘Julia’s party, right? Katy, is it? No. Kirsty? Sorry. How you doing?’

How does he not know about KT? I’d imagined everyone on campus would have been talking about her. Especially Scott and his teammates.

‘Is Scott here?’

‘Sure, Scottie’s here. I just saw him in his boat. Probably in the showers now. He’ll be out in a minute. Hey, you going to the thing at Alisha’s tonight?’

I shake my head.

‘See you around, then,’ he says, walking away, placing his earphones in.

Somehow I knew Scott would be here training but it’s still a shock.

A trio of guys walk out five minutes later. One of them, the stockiest of the three, stares at me, smiles, then his face changes. His expression drops. He frowns. When they’re further down the street all three turn to look back at me.

Scott comes out on his own, a backpack on his chest as well as one on his back.

He stops dead in his tracks when he spots me.

He doesn’t faint or throw up or cry or anything like that but he stops. He is completely still. Paralysed by the sight of me.

‘Scott Sbarra?’

His face drops.

‘I’m Molly.’

He walks slowly towards me.

‘I didn’t know you were in the city,’ he says. ‘I mean, I’m really sorry about your sister. We’re all in total shock here.’

Not in so much shock that you missed rowing practice.

‘Can we talk?’ I say.

‘Of course,’ he says. ‘When did you get here? How did you know I would be here?’

‘Arrived last night.’

He sighs and adjusts the straps on his backpacks. ‘Katie always talked about you,’ he says, giving me a double-take just to make sure he’s not talking to his dead girlfriend because not only do we look almost identical but we sound almost identical as well.

‘I can’t believe she’s gone,’ I say. ‘It’s a nightmare.’

‘Tell me about it.’ He looks tired all of a sudden.

‘There somewhere around here we can sit and talk?’

‘Yeah, there’s a coffee house a block or two away, that OK?’

I like walking around here with Scott. He’s three or four inches taller than Dad and his shoulders are twice the breadth of mine. He has long muscles: the physique of a tall swimmer rather than a bodybuilder.

‘She was a great girl,’ he says. ‘A great person, I mean.’

‘I know.’

‘We’d only been dating a few months but she was really special, you know? I liked her a lot.’

‘She told me.’

‘She did?’

‘Of course. We’re twins. We tell each other absolutely everything.’

He looks at me with an expression more of fear than of warmth. Like maybe I know something I shouldn’t.

He opens the door to the coffee house and I walk in. The heat of the room, and the coffee aroma, instantly put me at ease. That and the familiarity of the place: wood floors, takeout cups, beat-up leather armchairs. I could almost be back in London.

‘Triple-shot espresso with a dash of almond milk,’ he orders.

‘Just a cappuccino, please.’

‘Name?’

‘Scottie.’

We sit down near the window.

I look right into his eyes as he blows into his espresso. Do you know who killed my sister? I want to ask. Do you know what happened to the person I entered this life with? Did you ever do something to hurt her?

‘I don’t know what to say, really,’ he mumbles.

He doesn’t look sad or distraught. His eyes are clear and white.

‘You must be hurting,’ I say.

‘Very much,’ he says. ‘Yeah. When they catch the guy who did this I’ll . . .’

He sets his jaw and I see the muscles on the sides of his face bulge.

‘Did you see her on the day she died, Scott?’

‘No.’

‘No? Someone told me different.’

‘I mean, just early in the morning. Before my run. Briefly.’

‘Did she seem OK?’

‘I left when she was still asleep. We studied at Butler the night before. Katie slept in later than me.’

‘Tell me about her life here. I can’t stay in New York for long and I want to give the police some help if I can. Someone out there knows who did this. They have to be stopped.’

‘Katie? Easygoing fun-loving girl. I guess you’re the same.’

We were never the same.

Not even close.

‘She made friends real quick at school. Lots of guys wanted her, you know, but she was picky. English, I guess. She was tight with Vi Roseberry – you talked with her?’

‘Not yet.’

‘Can be a piece of work sometimes to be honest but she’s cool and they were close, you know, like soulmates.’

I find it troubling that he disregards both himself and me as my sister’s soulmate. Surely I’d be first candidate and him the runner-up, not Violet Roseberry.

‘Was KT ever stalked on campus, as far as you know? Ever threatened or anything like that?’

‘Her neighbour from downstairs was a creep. Just a Class A loser. But he seemed harmless. If Katie had been stalked properly then I’d have fixed it – just look at me.’

I look at him. ‘I guess.’

‘I would never let anyone hurt her.’

‘Someone killed her, Scott.’

There’s a pause and it feels like the whole coffee house is listening to our conversation, but they’re not. They’re checking likes and follows, tracking their subscriber counts and their LinkedIn profile views.

‘But there was nothing I could do about that.’ He sighs. ‘She wasn’t easy sometimes, your sister. She travelled to all kinds of places without me, abroad, and she went out with friends. She had other guy friends. I tried to be relaxed about it, but I couldn’t protect her when she was out with some other guy, could I?’

‘I guess not.’

He fixes me with a cold stare, then looks out of the window and drains his coffee. ‘Some bullshit with her tutor, Prof Groot, old dude with a beard. I’m not in his class. It was nothing specific but she was always weird around him. Some misunderstanding but she’d never explain it to me.’

‘Professor Groot?

‘Eugene Groot, Lit Hum.’

I make a note. ‘What is Lit Hum?’

‘Literature and Humanities.’ He checks his watch. ‘I’m sorry, Molly, I gotta get to class.’

‘Is there any other detail, even something small? Something I can take to Martinez?’

‘To who?’

‘Detective Martinez, Homicide. He hasn’t talked to you yet?’

He looks uneasy. ‘No. Some other cop. Different name.’

‘Help me. We need to find out what happened.’

‘You think I don’t know that? I want this guy on Death Row by next week.’

‘Death Row? In New York?’

‘You know what I mean.’

I write my phone number down on a paper napkin. ‘Call me. With information, but also just to chat about KT. I want to keep talking about her. I want to keep her alive for a while longer.’

Scott looks at me like I’m disturbed and then he places the napkin in his pocket and puts on both rucksacks. ‘I gotta go now. I’m real sorry about your sister.’

He leaves.


Chapter 11

I’m tempted to hail a cab but I can’t afford the fare right now. I mean, I can cover it, but who knows what my expenses are going to look like in the days ahead. I walk down Broadway and realise what an incredibly long street it is. The buildings either side are single-storey. Mechanics’ shops and delis and convenience stores. A no-win, no-fee attorney’s office. I find a bus stop and try to make sense of the timetable.

‘You a tourist? Tourist, are you? You from out of town?’ The woman has her granddaughter with her and she’s dragging a shopping bag on wheels.

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Sorry, I’m trying to get back to Midtown.’

She scrunches her nose, then licks her teeth. ‘Best take the subway, honey.’

‘I don’t like being underground.’

She shakes that away. ‘Oh, it ain’t nothing. Millions of people take it every day. Just don’t look at the rats. Or the perverts. Course, there’s less of both than back in my day. The subway ain’t what it used to be and I mean that in a good way – course back when Koch was mayor . . .’

‘Could I get a bus from around here?’ I interrupt.

‘A bus? A bus, I guess you could, would take you longer though, I’m just tellin’ you the truth. Traffic. Walk down two blocks and get the . . . I don’t remember the number but you’ll see it, from opposite the Albanian drugstore, it’s run by the Albanians now, nice family, used to be Dominican owners but they moved on, big green cross in the window.’

‘Thank you.’

‘Don’t mention it, sweetheart. Have yourself a nice trip. Take care now.’

I walk down to the bus stop and figure out which route I need.

The sign says I’m still in Inwood and according to the map my best option is a bus down to Grand Central Station and then walk west from there.

I lean against a cool brick wall and a car pulls up and the driver shouts, ‘You Susan? You going to Port Authority? Susan Bryers?’ and I shake my head.

On the bus I manage to get a seat next to a gaunt man with patchy stubble.

The buildings grow in stature: two storeys, five storeys, seven. The skyline is an uneven concrete wedge growing towards Midtown and beyond.

I dig deeper into the social media accounts of Scott Sbarra. His Instagram is locked but his Twitter is public. The guy next to me takes a call and says, ‘I’m still in Inwood. Well, you’re gonna have to wait,’ and then ends the call. Scott follows the people most other people seem to follow: Obama, Trump, Elon Musk, comedians, Oprah, a few astronauts and public speakers. I find videos of him rowing, and an official Columbia University video with a short clip of him talking about the heavyweight row team and their training trip to Canal 54 in Florida. He’s handsome in an obvious, almost cartoonish way, I guess.

We pass through Sugar Hill and into Hamilton Heights, and it feels safe enough from inside the bus, as though I’m watching it all on a TV screen. It’s not so different from London but it’s also totally different. The bus smells of weed and breath mints and leather, and some of the buildings outside have wooden water towers atop their roofs. London does not have these water towers.

I check for KT’s name on the news and the stories are building. There are pieces about her death on Fox News, CNN, the BBC, but also 4Chan. There’s a whole thread about her on Reddit. And then I see it. Someone has written that KT’s identical twin has arrived from London.

I look around the bus, self-conscious, even more self-conscious than I usually am. I take out the monkey fist from my pocket and hold the heavy end in my palm. The paracord weave isn’t as perfect as I would like it to be but it’d still hold up as a weapon.

I find Professor’s Groot’s office on the Columbia website, and I call it. I leave a message with my number asking him to call me back. I say it’s urgent.

The guy next to me disembarks in the Upper East Side and, unfortunately, a less than ideal passenger replaces him. She’s ninety, or at least she looks ninety. She tells me all about her father and how he died riding the Cyclone at Coney Island. I listen politely but, when she talks about going to meet her grandfather now in the park to pick native raspberries, I turn my head to look forward. It’s not that I’m being rude, I just don’t want to encourage her. She says, ‘You heading down to Times Square? Phew-ee, the things I could tell you about that intersection, and 42nd Street – course that was in the time before, and things have long since changed, all different now in the modern day, I ain’t sayin’ it’s better, just changed is all. Back then the Square was a Wild West kind of a place. A friend of my grandaddy got hit in the eye by a cooked egg back in ’82, cracked him right in the socket, hard-boiled – well, he never did journey back to Manhattan, that man. Now what was his name?’

I get off at Grand Central Station and it feels good to be in Midtown again. The verticality of the place is overwhelming but at least I can identify familiar shops and cafés. At least the grid system makes sense down here. It’s almost impossible to get lost in Midtown Manhattan so long as you can count.

I glance up at the MetLife Building, and head west towards Madison Avenue, hungry, and grimy from the air.

There’s a guy I notice in a shop window. He has a thick moustache and a baseball cap. I keep on walking and wait for the green man and then cross Madison. He crosses fifty feet behind so I take a left and head south. Past the Park Avenue Liquor Shop. He doesn’t follow me. I go into a Starbucks. Slow, deep breaths. I scan the street through the window as I eat a sandwich. It makes me feel a whole lot more human. When I exit I see the moustache guy across the road looking at his phone. So I go back into Starbucks and head out of a side exit. No sign of the guy. I walk back towards Grand Central. If he’s really following me then I’ll know soon enough. Can’t see him. I turn away and head to Fifth Avenue, close to the New York Public Library. I see him tracking me, photographing the library with his phone, trying to look like a tourist, so I duck into a Muji store. He doesn’t come inside. After five minutes I walk out, monkey fist in hand, and head back to Grand Central two blocks away. No sign of him. My heart is racing. I enter Grand Central Station and walk down the steps and look back and he’s right there and then I really panic. I start running, my coins jangling in my pocket. I sprint down to the concourse area and scan the place for him and for help. There’s an oyster restaurant. I stand with my back to the restaurant and then from behind me, from inside the restaurant itself comes a voice into my ear. ‘Molly Raven, do not be afraid.’

I turn and bring my monkey fist up and show him the weapon and he backs off a few paces. Nobody else seems to notice us.

‘Why are you following me? Who are you?’

He holds out his palms in a calming manner and then a cop approaches and says, ‘Everything OK here? This man bothering you?’

The man says, ‘Bogart DeLuca, private investigator, I used to work out of the three four.’

The cop ignores him. ‘You OK, ma’am? You need any help?’

I look at moustache guy.

Moustache guy repeats, this time to me, ‘My name is Bogart DeLuca. I’m a licensed private investigator here in New York City. I’ve been hired by Columbia to look into your sister’s case. I want to help is all.’

‘Anyone you want me to call, ma’am?’ says the cop.

‘No,’ I say. ‘I’m OK. Thank you, officer.’

He looks at me for a few seconds and then he looks at DeLuca. ‘I’ll be right over there.’ He points to the stairs overlooking the restaurant area.

‘I’m sorry I scared you,’ says DeLuca. ‘I’m a klutz sometimes.’

‘Mind if I see some ID? A badge?’

‘Sure, sure.’ He hands me a small ID card.

‘No badge?’

‘I’m not a cop any more, Molly.’

‘How come?’

‘Long story. Can we sit down somewhere and talk? I have a bad leg and it’s giving me fucking shooting pains.’

I wince.

‘You OK?’

‘I don’t like cursing,’ I say.

‘You don’t like cursing?’ he says. ‘This is New York, Molly – it isn’t a case of liking or not liking. Listen, I’m sorry about your sister. I’m gonna help get to the bottom of it. I’m real good at my job.’

We sit outside Shake Shack and he buys two milkshakes. The cop’s still watching.

‘Columbia hired you?’

‘Well, not exactly, not precisely, you know. I was hired by a private foundation, affiliated with Columbia, to look into the case. The foundation’s connected to the school – philanthropy, that kind of thing. It’s complicated.’

‘A foundation?’

‘The folk that sponsored Katie through her schooling.’

‘The scholarship?’

‘Well, yeah, kinda – more of a sponsorship than a scholarship. They want to help find out what happened to her. The board of the foundation. So they called me.’

‘What’s the name of the foundation?’

‘They’re very private, Molly. I’m paid by an attorney out in Grand Cayman, several steps removed. I’m not even sure of the foundation’s name myself, truth be told. Some outfit in Europe.’

‘I think I’d rather just talk to the police,’ I say.

‘You could do that,’ he says, sucking milkshake through his straw. ‘But I worked both sides of the fence and I know how to get efficient results. Trust me, the NYPD are the best in the world – I still have buddies there – but you put on that shield and you take on a shitload of cases, pardon my language. Katie’s case is red-hot right now but soon there will be another dead girl and then another. If it isn’t solved pretty quick it just becomes one of many. I hope I’m making sense. But, you talk to me, I’m working one case until I solve it. One. And that case is your twin sister.’

‘You’re just working on KT’s case? Nothing else?’

‘That’s what I said. Also, the detective assigned to your case – Martinez is his name in the two six, good man, or so I’m told, never dealt with him personally but we know the same people – he won’t receive a cash bonus if he solves the case.’

‘But you do?’

‘Oh, yeah, I do. I have an incentives plan. Contractual performance-related incentives.’

‘So why follow me? Why not send an email? What do you need with me, DeLuca?’

‘Bogart, call me Bogart.’

‘What are you doing following me, Bogart? You scared me.’

‘Sorry. I need to ask you some questions about the case is all. Time-sensitive questions. I heard from a little bird you have a return ticket flying on a British Airways triple seven in five days and I wanted to touch base with you so we can work on this together. Nobody knew Katie like you did, am I right?’

I nod.

‘See what I mean, then.’

‘What do you want to know? Who she knew? Where she went?’

‘Sure, but I have most of that already. You can help me because I suspect your gut works the same ways as hers did, if you get my meaning. What I’m trying to say is, Molly, what is your gut telling you right now about who killed Katie?’

I look around at the commuters with their earphones and paperbacks. ‘My gut tells me it was someone who knew her well.’

He nods.

I remember Scott’s calm manner. ‘My gut tells me to look into the boyfriend.’

‘Scott Sbarra – and?’

‘The young guy who lives in her basement.’

‘YouTuber named Shawn Alexander Bagby. Oh, yeah, that kid’s on my radar all right.’

‘And her friend Violet. Maybe. Probably not. I don’t know. I haven’t met her yet.’

‘Go on.’

‘We’ve never spoken, but KT once mentioned she came on a little strong sometimes. Like an obsessive friend, a little too clingy. It was never sexual – she never came on to KT in that way, never propositioned her – but as a friend she was very intense. Needy.’

He makes a note of this in a small pad with a pencil.

‘This is useful. You got a surname?’

‘Roseberry. Violet Roseberry. I think she had some mental health problems a while back. KT told me she was in a secure hospital for a while. Some place in the Catskills.’

‘Nuthouse in the Catskills?’ he says. ‘Interesting.’

‘Hospital,’ I say, glaring at him.

He makes a note.

‘Anything else, Molly? I guarantee you I will work night and day to crack this case. I will not rest until I help bring Katie’s killer to justice. Is there anything else? Anything bothering you, maybe?’

‘I want to talk to her professor at Columbia. I left a message, told him it was urgent.’

‘Professor Crabtree? Philip Crabtree?’

‘No, I don’t know that one. I mean Professor Groot. Eugene Groot.’

‘OK, rings a bell. Why are you interested in Groot?’

I think back to Scott’s expression when he mentioned the professor. ‘KT said something in passing a few months back. That he’d been very friendly with her, very interested in her work. They had dinner out in some place called Nolita one time.’

‘Did they now?’

‘I remember because I’d never heard of Nolita before and it made me think of Lolita. By Vladimir Nabokov.’

‘Nolita’s down between the Bowery and Little Italy,’ he says.

‘I know. I looked it up.’

He glances down at his pad. ‘Scottie Sbarra, Shawn Bagby, Violet Roseberry, Professor Eugene Groot. You have a feeling in your gut about anyone else? Even just an inkling?’

I consider telling him about Dad. How he hasn’t really reacted or cried about KT. How something feels off. How he sometimes acts like he’s on vacation rather than in mourning.

‘No,’ I say. ‘Just those four.’


Chapter 12

Bogart DeLuca gives me his card. It has a kind of a shield on the back, like he hasn’t quite given up his police career just yet.

It’s cold on the walk back to West 44th Street and my hostel. I get a text from Mum as I open the door from the street. Where are you? I reply Here.

South African students pass me by in single file.

I knock on their door and Mum looks worried. She also looks like she might be taking sleeping pills again. She did this after Grandma died and Dad had to take control of her medication for a while, rationing it out, giving her a tablet before bed each night so she wouldn’t take three all at once to knock herself out.

‘Where have you been, sweetie?’

‘I met KT’s boyfriend.’

Dad stiffens and straightens at the mention of Scott Sbarra. ‘What did he have to say for himself? He hasn’t had the decency to introduce himself to your mother or me yet, or even so much as send a card.’

‘How would he even find you?’

‘Well,’ says Dad, flustered. ‘Did he give you a message to pass on to us? Anything?’

‘No, but that doesn’t mean he didn’t care about her,’ I say. ‘It’s not like they were married, Dad. Maybe we should cut him some slack.’

‘I’ll cut him something,’ says Dad.

‘Paul,’ says Mum.

‘I just want to hear his side of the story, that’s all.’

‘I heard it,’ I say. ‘They studied together the night before at the Butler Library at Columbia. He stayed over and left early the next morning.’

Dad snorts.

Mum says, ‘Did he seem like a nice boy, Molly?’

I shrug. ‘I guess.’

‘Molly has better taste,’ says Dad.

What he means is that I’m a twenty-two-year-old virgin who has never even been on a proper date. I have carefully drafted profiles on three dating apps, one of which Mum even paid the subscription for as a birthday present, and I’ve never matched well enough to meet anyone in person.

‘He seems all right, Dad. He’s a rower.’

Dad stands up a little taller.

‘And I met a private investigator looking into KT’s case.’

‘A what?’ says Mum. ‘How did you meet him?’

‘What did he tell you, this private investigator?’ asks Dad.

‘He’s been hired by Columbia – or not by them, but indirectly, I think he said. Paid for by the foundation that funds KT’s scholarship.’

‘He’s paid by them?’ says Dad. ‘Why?’

‘I guess they’ve invested a lot of money into KT and now they’re annoyed they won’t get a long-term return. I don’t know, Dad. It all happened in the heat of the moment. He asked me who KT would hang out with, same kinds of questions Martinez asked us all. This investigator used to be a policeman, apparently.’

‘Used to be?’ says Mum.

Dad takes a call from his bank manager and marches down the hall.

‘He’s going stir-crazy in this tiny room,’ says Mum.

I look inside their room and it’s only about forty per cent larger than mine.

‘You should have stayed in the Best Western,’ I say.

‘I wish we could have.’

I look up at the stained ceiling.

‘Your father’s trying to negotiate a voluntary liquidation agreement with creditors. Some kind of payment plan. We shouldn’t even be here in the first place. He’s under a lot of stress, your dad.’

‘Not just him – you as well.’

‘We’re tougher, though,’ she says.

We hug. The carpet smells of bleach, and the silhouette of Dad backlit by the hall light grows as we hold each other tight.

‘I just want her killer caught,’ she whispers. ‘Locked away forever.’

‘Me too.’

‘Violet Roseberry emailed me asking for your contact details,’ she says. ‘She found us through the company website. I think she wants to get in touch. She said she has some of Katie’s things for you. I gave her your details, I hope that’s OK.’

‘Sure. I’ll take ten minutes and reply to her now.’

‘We’ll see you down in the diner. Want us to order for you?’

‘No, I might need a little more time so don’t wait for me.’

‘Of course we’ll wait for you, Molly,’ says Mum. ‘We’ll have tea until you get there. You take as much time as you need.’

I go into my room. Baseball bat, hornet spray, knife.

Three new emails. Two spam. One from Violet Roseberry asking if we can meet. Giving me her number and Scott’s number in case I need help while I’m in the city. I reply suggesting we meet late this afternoon. She says five p.m. outside the West Side YMCA, next to the park. I say OK, see you there.

And then I search in my folder for old messages from KT.

4,773 emails.

Usually we texted or FaceTimed, but we often forwarded articles and links to each other. Sometimes we didn’t even stop to think if the other twin would want to read the piece; we just automatically forwarded it. We were two sides of the same double helix. I don’t know how many times we emailed the same article to each other at the exact same time. What I find interesting she usually finds interesting. Found interesting.

One message isn’t from her Gmail or her King’s College account or her Columbia account. It’s a single email from katie999@fortressmail.tv. The message dates from last year and it’s blank. It doesn’t even say test. I can see I replied to it with, ‘This you, KT?’ and she never responded so I assumed it was spam or phishing. But 999 was her favourite number, so maybe it was a spare account.

I Google FortressMail. Still exists. Operates out of Panama. They talk a lot on the site FAQs about end-to-end encryption and open source and VPN technology and how there are no records or IP logs kept. I try to log in with her username. I use mollyraven as a password and it fails. Apparently I have four more attempts. I try katiemolly and mollykatie but they both fail. Two more attempts. We had a language as kids – not a very sophisticated one, but aged six or seven we used to use opposites or sometimes drop the first letter from each word. KT and I could talk at normal speed, or, eventually, even faster, and our parents could never keep up. I try atie. Incorrect. One attempt remaining. I try olly.

It works.

This inbox has 774 emails, 773 of which have been read.

Her sent items folder has 592 emails.

Her deleted folder is empty.

Her drafts folder has one email.

I open the draft. It’s dated from nine days ago and it’s written to OPO64@fortressmail.tv. An email from my sister that was never sent. The subject line is Her. The email reads I’m sorry to bother you with this, I know you’re busy with work, but V is driving me batshit crazy. She will not get it. I’m afraid she’ll do something serious to herself. Once she told me her dad has a pistol in his bedside drawer and her mum has
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