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  Prologue, a month earlier


  She couldn’t afford to let things get complicated. Not now, with everything about to kick off. She couldn’t afford the distraction.


  But still, she lingered when she saw him in the park. He cut such a lonely figure, sitting by himself on a bench beneath a cluster of tall, dark evergreen oaks on a slope above the lake.


  In the middle of February.


  Who in their right mind eats lunch outside in the depths of winter?


  She’d come here to get away from a series of dull meetings on the main part of the town-center campus. She hated the University’s internal politics. Too much posturing and point-scoring. Too many people taking far too long to achieve very little.


  She needed to clear her head.


  Maybe that was why he’d come here, too, why he was sitting in the park with his lunch in the middle of February. Just to get away from it all and clear his head.


  “Hey, Alex,” she said, stopping before his bench. For sure, he had the kind of broken good looks that appealed to her, and a spark of something different in his eyes, but Alex Mitchell did not look like the kind of man who was about to change her life forever.


  Sometimes it’s not so much a person as an act, though, a simple choice that leads you down one route rather than any other.


  He glanced up, then, and for a moment she saw a flash of irritation at the interruption of his solitude. Then his face was transformed by a smile and he said, “Dr Chakravarti, hi.”


  “Sunita.”


  “Sunita.”


  What was it that shifted a normal silence into one that was awkward?


  Awareness, she decided, answering her own question. Awareness that there was a pause, that it was lasting too long, that you were starting to over-think it, debating who should break that silence and how.


  She pulled her leather jacket tight against the cold, unsure of the answers to those questions, then deciding to leap in, regardless.


  “You want to get coffee?” she asked. “You look fucking freezing.”


  One simple, impulse decision, and from that point on everything would change.


  



  §


  PART ONE


  
    

  


  NOT A THING


  §


  


  §



  1. Alex, Wednesday morning, a month later


  Alex Mitchell leaned back in his office chair, tapping his fingernails on his teeth.


  Professor Halliday. Why would someone like Halliday want to see him? The appointment had just appeared in his online diary. Tomorrow afternoon, in Halliday’s office over in Sherborne House. No explanation, no accompanying notes, just ‘consultation’. Bridget or Maggie must have added it to his schedule.


  Halliday was Pro-Vice-Chancellor for Research. That wasn’t Mitchell’s area at all, but as Deputy Head of Systems Administration he often got drawn into all kinds of odd areas of the University.


  It would be some new research scheme that required a spot of financial juggling, no doubt. Something that required supporting systems, a new database requirement – probably with no additional budget, so Halliday would be hoping they could squeeze whatever he needed out of existing infrastructure. Halliday had a reputation for pulling strings and calling in favors, even where they didn’t exist – anything that would get him what he wanted without paying.


  It was bound to be something like that.


  No need to be worried. He hadn’t done anything wrong. Nobody had anything on him.


  And why was he even thinking like that? Halliday was nothing, just an anonymous academic in a provincial university. It was hard for Mitchell to shake the old ways off completely though, the instinctive suspicion of those in power, of any deviation in routine. The paranoia still haunted him.


  He glanced at the middle drawer to his right. He didn’t need to open it.


  He could picture it: the drawer sliding open, the neatly arranged papers and pens and Post-it pads. The SIG Sauer P229. Slim, ergonomic design with the E2 grip. Compact enough to conceal easily, but it still packed enough punch to take someone out at 50 meters if you were a good enough shot. And he was.


  The handgun was part of a previous life.


  One of the few parts Alex Mitchell had carried forward into this life.


  Insurance.


  Peace of mind.


  He visualized the drawer sliding closed, mentally trying to put it all away. Lock up the past. Move on.


  That’s what they’d taught him to do when he came out of the Service.


  He knew his head was in a bad way when he found himself thinking like this, responses that were inappropriate to normal life.


  Voices drifted up from outside, students protesting, chanting their slogans over and over, the words unintelligible. They were still young enough to think they could change the world, not to have come to understand the limits of democracy and protest, the impotence of the ordinary Joe in the street. It was people like Alex who changed the world. People like the former Alex, at least.


  He closed his eyes, and breathed deep. Moved on.


  §


  He reached for his mouse and dismissed the appointment dialogue box from his screen.


  There was always something soothing about the sound of protesting students. The rhythmic rise and fall of voices brought to mind something you’d see on the National Geographic channel, something tribal, something shamanistic.


  He leaned back again and peered out of the window.


  There were about thirty of them out in the square, with a few limp banners and home-made placards. No doubt they’d carefully crop the photos for Facebook to make it look like more.


  
    SAUSU says NO to Bowler


    NO PLATFORM FOR HATE

  


  And there was even a Black And White Unite And Fight!!!


  Mitchell smiled. You had to admire the naive energy of youth, even as you patronized and dismissed them.


  He went to the connecting door between his room and Sys Admin’s general office, leaned through and said, “Hey, Maggie. What’s all the noise about?” And then as an afterthought: “And who the fuck’s this Bowler?” In his head he couldn’t shake the thought that it was something to do with cricket.


  He smiled disarmingly. Maggie was prim and fifty-something and disapproved of his language, but he knew she found it hard to resist his charm. The others in this office, Bridget, Sue, and Lola, were younger, and would give as good as they got, but he knew how to charm them, too. He’d overheard them once describing him as their collective bit of rough, and had played on it ever since.


  Now, Maggie frowned, then smiled, then shrugged, and said, “It’s the Students’ Union. The Politics Society invited Bernard Bowler to speak and SAUSU don’t think he should be allowed here.” SAUSU: the South Anglia University Student Union. Pronounced, somewhat creatively, as Swazoo.


  Bowler. The name clicked. Until recently he’d been an anonymous millionaire businessman, one of those names you recognized without ever quite being able to say what he did. In the last year or so he’d had a raised profile, holding populist rallies under the Way Forward banner and somehow managing to be highly political without ever allying himself to a particular party or movement. The kind of man who could simultaneously be charmingly smooth and a vicious thug, and a regular on all the chat shows and reality channels. One of his critics had once famously said Bowler could charm the bollocks off a bulldog, and instead of taking that as the insult intended he used it almost as a slogan.


  Mitchell nodded. He’d hoped it would be a bit more interesting than that.


  He ducked back into his office, remembering he had an eleven o’clock with Patsy Donald in MIS.


  §


  2. Alex, a month earlier


  Lunchtime. Alex Mitchell bought a ciabatta with Parma ham, mozzarella, and basil from the deli and went to eat it in the town park.


  The day was cold and gray, as you might expect for the time of year, and the only people here hurried past with their coats pulled tight, their heads down. Mitchell didn’t mind the cold. He came here for the solitude: even though it was in the center of town you could be alone here. Unless someone cutting between university buildings spotted you and broke the peace, of course.


  Most of the time Mitchell appreciated having people around him. He liked the Sys Admin office, with never fewer than three or four people there, the voices on the phones, the looks passed across the room, the running jokes and the teasing and flirting. Save for a few sociopaths, he liked the University’s departmental administrators, the academics, the management, too. He even liked the students, for god’s sake. He needed people around him.


  Isolation could tear you apart.


  But solitude was different to isolation. Solitude was space for your mind to work. Solitude was freedom from social clutter. Solitude let you drop the mental guards.


  He was shaking.


  The cold. The gray miserable February cold.


  Nothing more than that.


  He pulled his jacket tight. Should have brought his big winter coat.


  He reached for his jacket again, fumbling in an outer pocket for the card Laura had left on the breakfast bar for him this morning. As he took it out, he eased the envelope open with fingers stiff from the cold.


  A big pink heart on the front. Together forever, it said inside the card, followed by a big, scrawled ‘L’. When he got back he would stand it by the photo of Laura on his desk.


  Valentine’s Day. He’d left out a red rose in an old wine bottle for her to breakfast by, their morning as unsynchronized as ever.


  A squirrel ran across the path, paused to look at him, then darted up and into a bin.


  He slipped his phone’s earpieces in. “Call Laura,” he said, and listened to the mobile tone-dialing her number. She’d be at work now, over at the General Hospital. She’d be cross with him for calling her mobile when she was working, but if it bugged her that much why did she never turn it off?


  “Mitch.”


  That was her irritated tone. Cautious, as if she already sensed he was fragile.


  “Lau,” he said. “Happy Valentine’s.”


  “You too,” she said, softening. “You okay?”


  She knew him too well, knew the inflections of his voice.


  “I’m fine,” he said, and he knew she could tell he was teetering. Hands deep in his jacket against the cold, his right hand was folded around the textured polymer grip of his P229.


  Would he ever leave this paranoia behind? Would he ever accept that he had left that world for good? He’d done his time, served his country, and come out the other side.


  “You still okay for tonight?” he added.


  “Of course I’m okay for tonight, you arse,” Laura said. “It’s bloody Valentine’s, isn’t it?”


  He smiled at that. “Yeah, bloody Valentine’s,” he agreed. She sounded so very prim and proper, so English, even when she swore.


  “You sure you’re okay?”


  “I am,” he said, and cut the line. He was bloody freezing.


  §


  He hadn’t noticed her approaching. Sunita Chakravarti.


  That in itself was unusual. Even on a good day his nerves were fine-tuned, and his guard never dropped.


  And on a day like this, when for some reason everything seemed to be getting to him and he was reminded of the worst days that should have been long behind him by now, even a damned squirrel could set him on edge.


  He became aware of her, looked up, took a second to over-ride his initial surprise at her presence, and then smiled. Sunita was one of the good ones.


  They exchanged a bit of small talk, and then she made an observation that was undeniable: “You look fucking freezing.”


  They walked down through the park toward the river, speaking of Sunita’s meetings.


  “I never expected this,” she said, glancing sidelong at him as they approached the University’s Riverside Campus. “A life of cutting edge research, I thought. Not days filled with meetings about research scholarships and postgrad career development paths.”


  “You’re doing it wrong,” Mitchell told her, waiting for her to hold his look, make that little pursing of the lips thing that was sometimes accompanied by an arch of the eyebrow that meant she was waiting for him to explain. “You give a shit. You turn up for meetings on time. You pay attention.”


  He’d sat across tables from her at enough meetings to know she was one of the ones who actually took the trouble to read the papers beforehand and follow what was going on during the meeting. He appreciated that, as the kind of meetings Mitchell organized were usually addressing things most people couldn’t care less about. But universities ran on committees, and anyone who helped ease that was an asset in his working life.


  “You do that,” he concluded, “and you end up getting volunteered for all kinds of things.”


  There was more, too, which he’d forgotten until that moment of the slightly pursed lips.


  Sunita Chakravarti had a way about her. An intensity. Even across a packed meeting table, she could fix you with those dark eyes and you would be transfixed. A flick of the tip of her tongue, moistening her lips, and you hung on whatever she was about to say.


  Maybe a part of it was just him. Something about her that affected him this way. It wasn’t beyond him to be shallow when a beautiful woman was involved.


  But she definitely had an air of someone who got things done.


  A short time later, as they sat in the University’s Coffee House, he was reminded of this as those dark eyes fixed on him, the tip of the tongue flicked.


  He’d missed what she said, so now he shrugged apologetically, gave his usually-disarming smile, and said, “Sorry, what was that? What was it you wanted?” Too blunt, too direct, but too late to retract.


  “What makes you think I want something?”


  “Sorry,” he said, raising his hands, palms outward, in defense. “Automatic response. People don’t usually buy me coffee unless they want something in this place.”


  She shook her head. “I was walking through the park. I saw you. I remembered chatting with you after the last Progression Review meeting last week. And you looked really cold just now.”


  He took another drink of his coffee, allowing himself to relax a little. He’d been in such a paranoid mood all day, and he knew it wasn’t healthy. He shouldn’t be so suspicious.


  That could have been the end of it. Nothing to feel bad about. Just a chat with a colleague, a sharing of gossip about mutual acquaintances and a bit of university politics. Only a few moments to trigger guilt: a look here or there, an acknowledgment that at least part of his response to Dr Chakravarti was because she was so easy on the eye, and you can hardly help those responses, after all – it’s what you do about them that matters.


  But then... Just a moment, an innocent moment when the light slanted in through the big windows, making her skin appear to briefly glow. A glint of the diamond stud in her nose as she dabbed at a bit of froth on her lower lip with the little finger of her left hand.


  What was it about that moment that stripped away all the layers of pretense, of decent, very English and proper politeness?


  Whatever it was, as their eyes met and they both opened their mouths to speak, then remained silent, Mitchell knew this had become more than just a casual coffee with a colleague.


  He broke the look first.


  He didn’t need this.


  He didn’t need complications, and he didn’t need to be put in a place where he was examining his own life.


  He didn’t need to have his head suddenly spinning like this, the sudden comprehension that this innocent coffee encounter was, in fact, a dance, a courtship dance like on one of those David Attenborough shows, brightly colored birds strutting around each other in ever-decreasing circles.


  “I’m in a relationship,” he said.


  You had to be really sure of a situation to say something like that out loud. If he’d misjudged the moment it would sound so crass, so arrogant, the underlying assumption that something was there when it was not.


  That she didn’t contradict him confirmed his certainty.


  This time it was Sunita who broke the renewed look. She turned her eyes to the side, licked her lips, dipped her head slightly to take a sip from her coffee, and Mitchell tried not to notice how this emphasized the elegant lines where her neck joined her shoulder.


  “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t intend...”


  “It’s fine. Another planet, another life.”


  “But not in this one. It’s okay: you’re safe with me.”


  He shrugged, cracked that winning smile.


  It was just a moment, that was all.


  Just a bit of chat.


  Nothing more.


  §


  “–beyond Liaoning and Jilin provinces in north-eastern China. United Nations medical teams policing the quarantine zones along the border with North Korea are optimistic. Spokesperson Hu Jiang told a press conference this–”


  Alex Mitchell fumbled with the alarm, hit the snooze button, and the radio fell silent again. He rolled over into the space where Laura had been. The sheets were still warm, and the memory-foam mattress still bore her imprint, her scent.


  Sounds came from downstairs, a rush of water in the pipes, a chink of crockery, a cupboard door closing.


  §


  The front door thudded shut. A pause, and then the radio started again, a story about police raids on human traffickers, something to do with the case a few weeks ago where seventeen Syrians had been found dead in the back of a truck at Portsmouth docks.


  Mitchell lay in Laura’s space, remembering the previous evening. Dinner at Gianni’s, drinks at the Ha Ha, and then home. Kissing on the doorstep, fumbling with keys and staggering inside. Kissing again, but the moment had... not so much gone as faded, dissipated. Laura was tired from a long shift, and they’d both had a little too much to drink.


  His thoughts drifted, then, to earlier the previous day, the encounter in the park with Sunita Chakravarti, and his mental image of Laura became suddenly confused, became Sunita, became something poised between the two women. A strangely erotic amalgam, a third, mystery woman...


  Mitchell could be a smartass, a cad, a flirt. He would never deny that he liked being the alpha male in an otherwise female office, that he loved the attentions of the easily shocked Maggie, and the younger ones like Bridget and Lola. Loved the teasing subtext of it.


  But that was all. He was no bastard. Not in that way, at least. He wasn’t a cheat, a betrayer of trust.


  And that was exactly what he’d told Sunita over coffee, when he’d gently deflected her attentions. So why did he feel guilty? Why did his mind play these games, blurring the boundaries?


  He went for a shower, leaving the radio to tell the empty room about the latest breakdown in trade negotiations in Strasbourg.


  §


  So why, if it had just been a bit of chat – nothing more – with a colleague at work, did that moment still haunt him a day later?


  Why was it Sunita’s face in his thoughts as he had lain there in bed that morning?


  Why did that brief intensity disturb him so?


  Why the guilt?


  He didn’t need to have his balance rocked like this, and he certainly didn’t need the guilt.


  He didn’t even deserve it!


  Nothing had happened.


  He’d experienced a moment of temptation, nothing more.


  It wasn’t even temptation, as such, more a brief awareness of possibilities which he’d immediately squashed. There was nothing in that encounter he couldn’t repeat to Laura.


  So as he walked through the park to work this morning, his coat pulled tight against the rain and wind, he tried to push these thoughts from his mind. He knew what was happening. That familiar self-destructive impulse, something in his head that liked to taunt him, threaten to pull him down again. An inability to accept that things might finally be pretty damned good in his life.


  Central to everything was Laura. The two of them had been through so much together.


  He needed to stop this. Stop his mind playing these games, taunting him with things that threatened all that was good.


  §


  3. Alex, Thursday, a month later


  The Registry offices were in an old redbrick just off the High Street, a ten-minute walk from Alex Mitchell’s new apartment.


  This morning there was a uniformed policeman on the door, and a plain-clothes man nearby, talking into a mobile. Instantly Mitchell slipped into cautious mode. Watchful. He slipped his hands into his coat pocket, not breaking stride.


  This kind of security wasn’t normal.


  Passing the plain-clothes officer with the cellphone, Mitchell raised an eyebrow, but the man looked straight through him. Opening the door, he heard angry voices.


  The lobby was crowded for this early. A dozen students sat in the waiting area with their banners and placards. All very orderly, as if they were waiting their turn at the inquiries desk.


  The voices came from a nearby office, its door open. Mitchell peered in.


  Three more students were in here. He smiled. Relaxed. A lad with long hair and a patchy hipster beard had handcuffed himself to a radiator, while two others sat cross-legged on the floor, refusing to move. The protesters were silent: it was Terry Regan and Flo Cooper who were doing the shouting.


  “Anything I can do?” Mitchell asked, innocently.


  Flo looked at him, her eyes narrowed. She was a tall black woman in a sharp suit, known around campus for the huge hoops she wore in her ears and her long-standing affair with the Head of Library Services. The CCTV recordings were still doing the rounds, apparently.


  “You could get that fascist Bernard Bowler to take his self-publicity to some other university, if you have that kind of influence, Al. Would you do that for me?”


  “I would if I could,” said Mitchell. Flo was his boss, the head of Systems Administration, the person who was directly responsible for and, more to the point, actually understood the student records system.


  He headed up the stairs, glad he didn’t have anything to do with the visiting politician, and all the fuss he was causing.


  It was cold in his office, and when he checked his emails he saw that this was because the heating had been turned off while someone removed a radiator from a downstairs office. Why not just cut the lad’s handcuffs with bolt-cutters?


  Outside, the snow had started again, heavy flakes being driven horizontally by the wind. The weather this March was all over the place – the daffodils and even a few tulips had been in full bloom in the park this morning and now this. He’d disbelieved the morning forecast when it said there was another big winter storm coming in but it looked as if they were right.


  §


  Mitchell ate a sandwich at his desk as the blizzard worked up a fury outside his window.


  He had a set of files open before him, spread out symmetrically across his computer’s desktop. He was efficient, his approach to life still reflecting his early military training. He kept detailed records: of people, of meetings, of projects. This had proved very useful in his eighteen months at the University: he stayed on the ball, always had facts to hand, was rarely caught out. He never liked to be in a position where someone else knew more about a situation than he did.


  Professor Stewart Halliday, Pro-Vice-Chancellor (Research). One of five PVCs, one step down from the Vice-Chancellor herself. That was no big deal, really. Mitchell met and worked with senior management all the time.


  So why did he have a mental twitch about this afternoon’s meeting? Not exactly alarm bells, but just... something.


  Halliday was a professor in East European Politics, not exactly a thriving area of academic work these days, unless you had an interest in decline and emigration. He’d been to Eton, had a BA from the London School of Economics, and a PhD from Oxford, according to his online profile.


  Mitchell had been at meetings with Halliday on fourteen occasions, but usually these were things like Academic Standards Committee, where they’d had little direct contact. He’d probably spoken to the professor on a similar number of less formal occasions – leaving parties and the like.


  There was nothing in Mitchell’s notes to indicate that he should either like or dislike the man, but...


  He sat back, tapping his teeth with a fingernail.


  Even though they had met on several occasions, Halliday was still an empty space to Mitchell, a cipher, a template waiting to be fleshed out. Maybe that was it: never trust a man who casts no shadow.


  He dismissed the files. He was prepared with all the information available, which was not very much. Halliday was just a boring ladder-climber, nothing more than that.


  §


  Mitchell hung his coat on the stand in the PVC’s secretary’s dark-paneled office. “Sorry about that,” he said, indicating the snow on his coat, clumps of the white stuff already falling to the floor and forming small pools of water around the stand. Halliday’s secretary smiled, as if she could really give a toss.


  As he stepped away, another man entered and strode directly toward Halliday’s office. The two of them made as if to pass each other, both stepped the same way, and brushed shoulder-to-shoulder past each other.


  “Sorry, sorry,” said the man.


  “No, it was me. Sorry.”


  Mitchell sat, the leather of the chair squeaking as it took his weight.


  Halliday’s secretary was thirtyish and carrying just a few more pounds than she’d want to. She looked prim and business-like, with her straw-blonde, pinned back hair, her chunky-framed glasses and her minimalist jaw-mike and ear-piece. She caught his eye and he looked away.


  Just then, she tipped her head to one side and spoke into the jaw-mike. She turned to Mitchell and said, “You can go through now, Mr Mitchell.”


  He nodded, stood, went to the door.


  He tapped on it with a knuckle and then opened the door, went through, stopped.


  Halliday sat behind his desk, smiling. Another man sat in one of two seats pulled up to the other side of the desk. His buzz-cut and stiff posture screamed military or worse at Mitchell, but still he couldn’t quite work out what this could be about.


  Then he saw another man standing with his back to the window, the one who had bumped into Mitchell by the coat-stand in the outer office.


  A SIG Sauer lay on Halliday’s desk, its magazine removed, emptied, by its side.


  Mitchell reached for his jacket pocket, noting the suppressed twitch on the part of the man at the window. The pocket was empty. That was his P229 on the desk, lifted from him by the first man.


  Halliday nodded. “Come in, Mitchell,” he said. “Sit down.” He indicated a tray with cups, biscuits, a teapot. “Cup of tea?” he asked. “Would you like a Garibaldi?”


  §


  Epilogue, a month later, and several thousand miles away


  She sat on a recliner, a big straw hat shading her head, a parasol stuck in the sand angled to shade the screen of her laptop.


  Angular palm trees clustered around where she sat, and the white sand of the beach sloped down to meet a perfectly clear sea under a perfectly azure sky.


  She had always said she could work anywhere. The world was her laboratory. Well, the world and a powerful laptop with good internet access.


  Now though, she flipped the laptop closed, done for the day.


  They’d called in favors to get her out of the country, find some degree of protection. Alex Mitchell had all kinds of contacts who still felt loyalty toward him; Terry Regan had merely been the first of many.


  And Bernard Bowler. He knew he’d lost, but in the end it was all a game to him, and he was drawn to mischief like a naughty schoolboy. His lawyers were working on the complexities of her case right now and might even win. And inevitably he would try to twist it, present himself as a savior of the people, championing intellectual freedom against those men in suits.


  She didn’t care. It was out there now. Her work. She’d published it far and wide online, open-sourced her knowledge and the techniques she had developed.


  She’d given it all away.


  All she’d ever wanted to do was help people.


  In the one conversation they’d had before she left the country, Bowler had still tried to convince her, arguing that if she gave away her intellectual property then there was no profit in it, and so no incentive for firms to develop her tools.


  He was wrong.


  There were people all over the world who were interested, queuing at her virtual laboratory door. Aid agencies, independent campaigning organizations, charities, all out there wanting to help people. They were people just like her, fighting Ebola and avian flu, fighting for justice and human rights; people who would leap at the opportunity to use her knowledge and expertise.


  Right now a Medecins Sans Frontieres team was trialing her immunology toolkit in the field in North Korea. It wasn’t a magic pill, but early results were promising, and in her own small way maybe Sunita was beginning to make the world at least a marginally better place.


  To ask for anything more would be selfish.


  She’d never been in this for personal gain, and if giving up her comfortable life at the University was the price she must pay then it was a relatively small one.


  §


  That thing with Alex...


  She’d had to step back, give herself time to process.


  She’d known at the time her judgment was being clouded by biology, her feelings distorted by the body’s responses to stress. That was her field, after all: biology, human biochemistry.


  She knew how these things worked.


  She’d understood how the adrenaline and endorphins released in response to stress and danger could combine to affect your perception and judgment. Periods of stress and risk are never a good time to make important choices.


  It was just like when you emerged from the break-up of a relationship: your judgment clouded, your perspective foreshortened. At times like this you needed space to catch your breath, assess, not rush into anything on the rebound.


  She knew that all made sense. That it was a rational assessment.


  But if there was one thing she had learned through all this, it was that sometimes you needed to find a way to convince that annoyingly rational part of your mind that it would have been okay to have gone with your gut in the first place. Sometimes those primitive biological responses get it right and you just have to plunge straight in.


  Sometimes, even though the timing isn’t right, you need to take your opportunities rather than risk losing them forever.


  Alex...


  A shadow passed over her.


  “Dr Chakravarti.”


  “Sunita.”


  “Sunita.”


  She tipped the brim of her hat up with her forefinger, saw him looking down at her. Alex Mitchell.


  “You want to get a beer?” he asked. “I’m fucking melting.”
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