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Who Do I Tell?
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Ellison Lee lives a double life. Well triple, if you count the one he shows his parents. He’s an anchor for the student-run Eyewitness News in downtown Portland. A business major on the six-year plan like so many of the EWN staff. His family members are very proud of him. They had hoped for a STEM major, but business is good too.

And then there’s E. Lee. He’s a pole dancer at the Stag, a gay bar down in Chinatown. He makes good money, and he likes it. Someday he’ll give it up, but not now, not yet. 

E. Lee’s lover is a man he only knows as P3. He doesn’t know where he lives, what he does for a living, nothing. He only knows that this is a man he wants to keep forever.

Ryan Matthews does know P3, however, and he doesn’t think Ellison Lee has any business getting near the psychopath who tried to kill Ryan a year ago. 

E. Lee? Well, that may be a different story. If there is one thing Ryan Matthews does believe in, it’s second chances.

Year 3, book 4. The 19th book of the Newsroom PDX series. 
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Chapter 1
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11 p.m., Tuesday, March 29, 2022, Portland State University — Ellison Lee smiled into the camera. “And that’s today’s news. Welcome back, students, to spring term and good night from all of us at Eyewitness News at Portland State University in downtown Portland, Oregon.”

He turned to his co-anchor, Cindy Keller, to chat about one of the stories. It might look unscripted to the viewers, but this was just as much a part of the show. Two colleagues chatting pleasantly as the credits roll. Ellison looked to the third anchor, Peter Stoltz, a new addition to the cast. “Good job, tonight,” he told him. And it was true. Peter had done the lead-in to a story about more violence against the homeless who were camped down on the waterfront. It had become a thing for roving bands of young men to rampage through the camps, destroy belongings, rough up people. Miguel Garcia had gone down with his videocamera to capture one of the rampages. After Miguel’s series last month, the homeless seemed to think he was their reporter. Miguel seem to accept that responsibility. 

They deserve to have their stories told like anyone else, Miguel said. That’s our job.

No one at EWN disagreed, but it was still tough to watch, to talk about on television, to broadcast. And this was Peter’s first term at EWN. He’d only been doing anchoring for two weeks — ever since Blair Williams had shuffled management staff after becoming editor-in-chief.

And Ellison Lee had suddenly become the lead anchor for the nightly news show — he was still in disbelief — both that he’d been asked, and that he’d said yes. It made him much more visible. 

And he’d spent a lifetime, it seemed like, being invisible.

“And that’s a wrap,” Ben Waters, the television manager, said as he came out of his office. “Good job tonight, folks.”

He said the same thing every night. And he seemed to mean it every time, Ellison thought as he waited for the sound techs to take off his microphone and release him from the set.

“Seriously, Peter,” he said to his new co-anchor. “You had the right demeanor for that story. And your voice didn’t shake.”

“He’s right,” Cindy agreed. She was a soft-spoken woman with brown hair and brown eyes. Pretty without being so attractive that she distracted viewers from the stories she told. “The first big story I had to introduce was when our editor got kidnapped. And my hands were shaking so bad.”

That had been last spring, before Ellison had joined the staff. Just before, because he was in the spring newbie class. So he remembered the story, but he hadn’t been on the set that night.

“That would be tough,” Peter agreed. “I just wanted to give the story its due. Miguel’s stuff is powerful.”

“Thanks,” Miguel called over from the video-editing station. He was a compact Latino with a wispy beard, who was probably there waiting for Cindy, Ellison thought. Or maybe he had more for the post-show documentaries they often ran. Miguel seemed permanently glued to that seat. There was always more video to edit, he’d mumble. Ellison assumed he went to class on occasion. They had to be students to work here.

And he went down into the homeless camps, an increasingly dangerous thing to do. He glanced at Cindy and caught a worried look cross her face. That would be hard. How do you support your partner, and yet know he was in danger?

It took a different personality to be an anchor than it did to be a reporter —videographer or word person. Ellison knew he couldn’t do what Miguel did. But then, Miguel couldn’t do what he did either. He snorted at the thought.

“Good story,” Bianca Parks agreed from her editing terminal. When he’d started, Bianca had been the lead anchor, the one who had coached him through those first weeks. He still looked to her, even though she was now ‘management’ — news director, a new position equal to the news editor position. She was the visual equivalent to the word side. EWN editors had talked for a long time about needing to do something to integrate visual storytelling up front instead of an add-on at the end of the process. Blair had finally done it.

Bianca and Miguel were at the first computer pod — the pod had the first computers you saw when you came up the stairs to the second-floor newsroom. It was the hub, and the gatekeeper. The news editor had a desk there, although right now she was back in the corner where the photo editor’s computer was. Her partner was working on deadline to get out Folio, the weekly print edition. Although technically he was no longer the photo editor, no one seemed inclined to boot him off that machine.

Especially when he was on deadline. People got surly on deadline, even Joe Castro, who was as laid-back a stoner as any he’d ever known. 

There were a half-dozen or so other computer pods in the newsroom, a large warehouse loft space just off the northwest corner of PSU’s downtown campus. The building had been a warehouse, until about 10-12 years ago when the university president picked a fight with an editor over student fee funding and the university president lost.

EWN got a remodeled warehouse with the television studio and computer technology they needed. The university got EWN’s old space in the student union building that it had been coveting.

And a new president. As Blair was fond of quoting, ‘it doesn’t pay to quarrel with people who buy their ink by the barrel.’

The large, 16-foot-tall windows on the east wall weren’t ideal for a television set, but the studio designers had created a big white shell to give them the control over light that they needed. Sports claimed the space between the shell and the windows. 

The newsroom was made of brick walls and cement floors — except someone had decided that the three offices along the north wall ought to have walls made of glass. Nobody knew why, and no one particularly thought they were a good idea. But there they were, and since they’d all rather spend money on equipment than on remodeling, there they would stay.

Blair Williams came out of her office, the biggest of the three, in the northeast corner. “Miguel?” she said. “Are you running live-stream tonight on this?”

He nodded. “It’s queued, Ben,” he called over. And the television station chief nodded and ducked back into his office.

“I had hoped Abel Bellows’ death would stop the rampaging,” Blair said.

Ellison watched her for a bit, hoping for some sign of how she was doing. Winter quarter had been a rough term for her — a rough term on the end of a rough year. Like everyone else, he missed the girl who wore flippy skirts and pink T-shirts with her hair in a bouncy ponytail, even if this tall, slim woman with a professional blond bob looked more like an EIC.

Her fiancé, Will Bristol, the former EIC, came in now and then, but he usually just wrote from home. He was still on medically supervised leave after a bad concussion in January. It almost killed Will, he’d heard. Whatever had happened between him and Blair had changed them both. He wasn’t in on the gossip about that. But he could read the tension that still existed between Bianca and Ben whenever Will was around just fine.

They were protective of Blair. Well, they all were. She was their EIC now. She had their backs, and they had hers.

“New trend,” Miguel was saying about the rampaging. “I was talking to a guy who said two nights now, cars of young guys have thrown lit hibachis over the embarkment into the homeless camp down by the railroad tracks. College students, he said. He said it happened in the ‘80s too — in Seattle. Except there they were rolling homeless men, dousing them with lighter fluid and setting them on fire. A frat initiation. I don’t know how he knew about that — I didn’t think he was old enough, but maybe.”

Blair frowned. “Does he think these are college students?”

Miguel nodded. “Yeah,” he said slowly. “He said he thinks they’re Reedies.”

“Reed College?” Ellison said. “Why them in particular?”

Miguel shook his head. “I’m not sure. He’s not the most reliable source in the world. When I pressed him with questions, he backed off.”

Which meant the source was one of the homeless, Ellison thought. 

“Ryan is still taking classes at Reed for his master’s degree,” Blair said. “Maybe he knows people you could ask over there. That seems awfully specific.”

Miguel made a note on his notepad that he kept by his computer. “I want J.J. to take a look at the footage from tonight,” he said. “See if he recognizes any faces. Seems like, if it’s college guys, PSU would be the likely source — sheer numbers. And J.J. is likely to know them.”

Blair nodded. “Then we’re done for the evening,” she said. “How is everyone getting home?”

That was a new thing for the staff. No more people just wandering out when they were ready to go. Miguel and Blair were adamant that they take precautions. And no one really argued after the last month.

“I’ve got my car,” Ellison said. “Anyone need a ride? Peter? Where are you headed?”

“I’m in the residence hall,” he said. “It’s just a couple of blocks to walk.” Everyone stared at him thoughtfully. “What?”

“It’s a nice night for a walk,” Ben said. “We’ll take the long way around and see you home.”

“I can take care of myself!” Peter protested. 

“No one can, if you get jumped, or if someone has a weapon,” Bianca Parks said. Ellison remembered when that had happened to her, nearly a year ago. “Unless maybe you’re Ben Waters,” she added looking at Ben. They were living together in an apartment across the bridge into Goose Hollow.

“And you notice I don’t walk alone either,” Ben said, not denying her point about his ability to fight. He was apparently quite a good fighter. He’d learned from veterans at Standing Rock, Ellison had heard. He’d like to hear that whole story sometime. How a Yakama teenager ended up at Standing Rock, and learned to fight? Yeah, he’d like to hear that story.

“Not sure I or Bianca would be much backup,” Blair said with a laugh. “Except to call Campus Security for you.”

Blair lived in the same building as Bianca and Ben, so the three of them walked home together. Cindy and Miguel were already heading out together as they did most nights. Joe Castro would give Kari Dow a ride home when they left — whenever they got Folio out. Sometimes that was more like early morning hours, not late-night ones. It went to the printer tonight, out on the stands on Thursdays.

Which left him, going home alone, odd man out. Anti-fraternization policies? At EWN? No. Actually, he wondered if they had any policies.

Well that wasn’t unusual either, he thought. “Come on Peter,” he said abruptly. “I’ll give you a lift. I know it’s faster to walk it, but a ride is safer. And if you factor in the time spent arguing, it’s probably as fast.”

Peter rolled his eyes. He was over 6-foot tall, a blonde with blue eyes, and well-muscled. He worked out, Ellison thought, looking at him carefully. He didn’t like to give his colleagues a lot of scrutiny. It might provoke gossip. He avoided gossip, although he knew there was a bit of speculation about him among the staff. His private life was private. And that was rare at EWN.

Newsrooms ran on gossip, EWN staff said. Newsroom axiom.

He smiled at that thought.

Peter nodded, and everyone now satisfied, they headed out the door. Corey Washington was pounding up the stairs as they started down them. As the computer systems manager — or in EWN language, Chief Geek, Corey preferred to work at night. Really late at night. He’d run all the checks on their systems, looking for and repelling hackers, because EWN had become a challenge for the right-wing hacker set. Ellison shook his head slightly. Things had gotten weird in Portland over the last two years.

That made him laugh.

Portland had always prided itself on being weird. Had for decades. 

But this was dangerous, hateful and mean. Ellison considered that as he beeped his car unlocked from the entryway of the EWN building. Well, for some people, Portland had always been that too.

“Is this going to be a nightly argument?” Peter asked as he got into the small, old Honda Civic Ellison had driven since he got his driver’s license. 

“Probably,” Ellison said. “You can just accept you’re riding with me, if I’m there. And if I’m not working that night, accept that someone will either give you a ride, or that Ben or one of the techs who lives in the residence hall will walk with you. We’ve learned the hard way, we’re too vulnerable at night. If you are there by yourself, call Campus Security and ask for Lt. Jordan Young.”

Peter was silent for a bit. “No offense, Ellison, but I’m not a likely target, am I?”

Ellison glanced at him. “Because you’re big and male? Or because you’re white?” He shrugged. “You got a EWN bullseye painted on you the first time you sat down at the anchor desk. Are you safer than Bianca? A Black woman? Maybe. Or maybe they’ll call you a race traitor like I hear they used to call Emily Andersen.”

“Seriously?” Peter asked. “A race traitor?”

“She was living with Cage Washington back then,” Ellison replied. “You know who he is right? Black videographer who’s part of the Center for Experimental Journalism. They actually got married 10 days ago. But mostly, it was because she’s a white woman and she was the EIC at EWN. You’d have to ask Corey, he monitors for such stuff, but I won’t be surprised if Blair gets it too. And Cindy. No one is more visible — and therefore more vulnerable — than us anchors.”

He pulled in front of Peter’s residence hall. “So suck it up and deal,” he advised.

Peter got out. “Thanks for the ride,” he said. He didn’t sound convinced.

Ellison nodded and pulled away. Well, convinced or not, no one walked home alone after the broadcast anymore. 

It was the rule.

He laughed at that, as he always did. The newsroom had rules. Emily’s rules were handed down: Stay safe. Get the story. Come back. The Cage addendum: Come back with the videocamera — those things are expensive. 

People mostly made them up on the spot, but you had to watch out, they might get incorporated into the newsroom lore. A woman he’d never met named Sarah King had said it was disturbing how much power was held in the newsroom by young men who thought with their stomachs. Do not let Ryan Matthews get bored, was not just a newsroom rule, but a campus-wide one. Even the university president apparently adhered to that one.

He turned his mind off for a bit — disengaged — and let his brain switch gears. It was hard to be more than one person. He wondered how many he was these days? The dutiful son, of course. The 4.0 student. The EWN news anchor. 

And the dancer at Stag. So far, he’d been able to keep that identity separate from the other ones. He didn’t know how long that would last. To be honest, he was surprised Ryan Matthews hadn’t heard. Two years ago, he would have. Two years ago, Ryan was still a player. Then Covid shut down the bars and clubs, and their paths hadn’t crossed. But he heard stories. People still talked about Ryan Matthews. They talked about Cinder too. He kept his distance from her, because they did have friends in common. Same with some of the sports staff.

But then, he didn’t look the same, did he? He parked his car at home, a small apartment Everett Station called a one-bedroom and anyone else would call a studio, and walked over to Stag, a quote gentlemen’s bar catering to the LBGTQ community, end quote. A gay bar to everyone who wasn’t writing advertising copy. He went into the dressing room, changed out of his clothes and into a strap. He gelled his hair into a spiky black halo. He glanced at himself in the mirror and shrugged. 

At midnight, he went out onto the stage and grabbed the pole to the slow-pounding beat of old Motown and inverted his body, and let it slide down the pole slowly. Harder to do that on a slow song like this, but he liked it. Liked how it felt to be in control of each beat of his body. Pole dancing required upper body strength and a nearly naked body, or your body didn’t stick enough to make it work. Ellison — E. Lee here — liked the feel of each of his muscles showing as he used them, of the slick sweat coating him under the hot spotlight. 

Hell yeah, it was sexual. It was arousing. Your point?

There was applause, loud applause, when he was done. He left the stage, and someone handed him a towel. He wiped off quickly, pulled on a pair of loose, silky trousers, and then went out to mingle with the patrons there — some of whom came to watch him dance, in particular. He’d do at least one more dance before closing. Maybe even a third, he’d have to see. 

He made a good income here on tips. But he was no fool. He just had to look around and see that he wasn’t going to do this for a career. Darcelle, notwithstanding, this wasn’t a career for old people. And he had no intention of becoming an old drag queen. Nothing wrong with those who did, and mad respect to Darcelle who changed the gay scene in Portland forever, but that wasn’t going to be his future.

That was why he was at PSU getting a degree. Why he was drawn to the bright lights of EWN’s nightly news where he had such a different look that no one from here had spotted him there. And vice versa. Really, was television news anchor any less of a high? He grinned at the thought that anchoring the news and pole dancing had a lot in common.

He looked over the audience, searching. It wasn’t a large bar, but it was packed at this time of night. Someone embraced him from behind. And Ellison relaxed against the man, recognizing his touch. And wasn’t that odd? That you could recognize the simplest touch from a lover? One you couldn’t see? Just feel?

“Hello, lover,” said the man he knew as P3. “Miss me?”
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Chapter 2
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1 a.m., Wednesday, March 30, 2022, Portland —  Miguel took Cindy home, and they sat out in the driveway of her parents’ house in Mount Tabor and talked for a while. And kissed. Then he reluctantly let her go. She had morning classes. He didn’t. It might take him longer to get through school, but he was determined to never take a class before noon. And he wasn’t in any hurry anyway.

He walked Cindy to her door. Her parents were old-fashioned, and they approved of his old-fashioned manners. Well, his abuela had drilled them into his head more than his own parents. And there was something about Cindy that made him dig out those manners. So even though she protested that he didn’t need to, he still walked her to the door. Mount Tabor was a middle-class, blue-collar neighborhood. But at midnight? No place was that safe. 

Cindy used mass transit for the most part, but at midnight after the broadcast? Miguel didn’t want her waiting for the train. Even the train itself was risky. Some nights, he just took her to the train station and they sat in his car and waited for it. But he had grown increasingly paranoid about that — he made her text him when she got home safely, and he didn’t sleep until he got that text.

He didn’t know what he would do if the text didn’t arrive, either. So more and more often he drove her home or she stayed with him in the Loft. She needed to move into town, he thought, but her parents were protective and saw living downtown as dangerous. They weren’t wrong, but Miguel worried more about her commute. He wondered if there was a studio available in the apartment complex that everyone lived in. She’d be safer there.

He stewed about all of it as he drove home to the Loft, an L-shaped warehouse in NE Portland that was home to a collection of creative misfits and managed by Kevin Tighe, an EWN alum who had been instrumental in getting the remodeled warehouse for the newsroom. Now, he ran sound backstage at major Portland events, and was renowned for his ability to scrounge whatever you needed. Most of his loft-mates were EWN alums or friends of EWN. Corey Washington also had rooms there.

Miguel parked, and started inside. Someone was sitting on the loading dock. He stopped. At first he thought it was Kevin. None of the Loft residents seemed to keep normal business hours — they kept geek hours, Corey had said with a laugh. 

But it wasn’t Kevin.

It was Hank, one of the homeless men he’d met when he first started covering homelessness in Portland. He was part of the encampment down behind the train station. Former military. Former Navy medic assigned to a Marine battalion in Afghanistan. A bitter, haunted, caustic man.

And one of Miguel’s most trusted sources. But he hadn’t known Hank knew where he lived. And it bothered him that he did.

“What are you doing here?” Miguel demanded in a low voice. He most certainly didn’t want all his loft-mates out here.

“You need to come,” Hank said. “There’s been another hibachi attack. And this time, it hit a shelter of cardboard boxes, and it caught fire. It’s bad, Miguel.”

Hank rarely called him by name either. Miguel swallowed hard. “Take my car?”

“Faster to walk,” he said.

“Where?” 

“Old Town,” Hank said grimly. “Down by the Chinese garden.”

Miguel chewed his lip and nodded. He pulled out his phone and sent Cage a text. He hesitated, and then sent one to Blair. She was EIC, and he needed to treat her like one. But Cage had been his mentor and boss since he first arrived at EWN. 

“Let’s go,” Miguel said, and he set off. Not walking too fast. Don’t call attention to yourself, he thought. He’d learned a lot working in downtown Portland these last few years. Survival skills. Especially if you were a Latino dressed like a bum. 

“Tell me,” Miguel said.

“It took the firetruck more than 30 minutes to get there,” Hank said. Miguel could tell he was angry. Well Hank usually was. But what the hell? The fire station was just blocks away! “The ambulance was another 20 minutes behind that. We did our best to pull people out. But some wouldn’t leave their things behind. They thought it was a trick — as if anyone would want their shit.”

Hank paused. Miguel noticed he was holding his hands away from his body. “You’re hurt,” Miguel said sharply. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Minor burns,” he said dismissively. “Clean air is the best thing for them.”

Might be true, Miguel thought. Hank would know. Whether he was ignoring what he knew was another thing.

“And there were children,” Hank said, his voice barely a whisper. “I think they targeted that spot. I think they went after the children.”

Miguel closed his eyes and tried not to cry. “Deaths?” he asked with difficulty.

Hank shook his head. “Not at the scene. But some were in bad shape when they loaded them up. They....” He trailed off and shook his head again. “The screams.”

Miguel envisioned the scene. Envisioned what that would do to the homeless vets and their memories and nightmares. What it was going to do to his own PTSD triggers. 

“I need to call some people,” Miguel said. “Some of the reporters who are on my team. They can call the hospital and police. Get the reports. Get the date stamps. That’s their jobs.”

Hank nodded.

Miguel called Will Bristol. 

“What do you need?” Will asked, his voice raspy from being woken up. “Blair just got the text.”

Miguel told him what he knew. “Can you start with the hospitals?” he asked. “People are going to be scared. That delay scares me.”

“On it,” Will said, and he sounded more alert. “I’ll call you back as soon as I know something.”

Miguel ended the call. Will was still the best investigative reporter on staff. He understood institutions and how they function. He got along with police and people in positions of power. And he didn’t back down from tough questions either. Miguel had filmed a few of his interviews. And holy Jesus, the man just... asked. And then waited, looking interested. 

And people answered.

He’d filmed Ryan Matthews interviewing people a couple of times too. He could get the damnest people to talk to him. Miguel had learned a lot from watching him. He didn’t think he could do what Will did, however.

Thinking of Ryan, he sent him the text he’d sent Cage. 

Ryan called him. “You got back up?”

“I’m with Hank,” Miguel said, who might or might not count as backup. Depending on the day. The situation. And the need. But Ryan would know that.

Ryan was silent. “Check in when you get there,” he said finally. “If you need help? Tap Ben Waters for it.”

That was a good suggestion, Miguel thought gratefully. Cage stood out. He covered the protests, and a lot of the rest of the stuff down here. And he was working for OPB these days as well. But he did not blend in. Ben was quieter. He wasn’t quite 6-foot tall, although he was taller than Miguel. Slim, muscled. And trained to fight.

It was about a mile to Old Town. Chinatown, really, he saw, when they went left off Burnside through the red Chinese gates instead of right into what he thought of as Old Town, although the city had been trying to get that label to extend to both areas.

This was arguably the worst part of town these days. So many closed up and abandoned businesses. It had always been rough down here, Miguel had heard. The dive bars, the music venues. Prostitution was rampant. Just east of here, the remaining bars had petitioned the city council for their own private protection because police were unwilling to come down there. 

And didn’t that make Miguel shake his head. City Council approved it too.

Miguel could see the scene ahead. There was an ambulance still there. “When did this happen?” he asked.

“Probably around midnight,” Hank answered. “But it wasn’t just the fire. A gang of young men came through — rampaging.”

“I thought we broke that up,” Miguel muttered. 

“One gang, and a bad one since it was a cop’s son who was running it,” Hank agreed. “But these are younger? Not organized. Just out for kicks.”

“You mentioned Reed, last time,” Miguel observed.

Hank hesitated. “I heard some of the guys,” he said at last. “They were talking about frat initiation. That’s Reed, right? Your school doesn’t have frats?”

He wasn’t sure Reed did either. And well, PSU did have a fraternity/sorority system. It wasn’t much. He thought Student Affairs kept a tight rein on them. More questions for someone else to answer. He got his camera out of his bag. Pulled out a badge that said press and pinned it to his coat. His camera said EWN press too. 

He was never sure if he was claiming observer status when he did this or was pinning on a bullseye. Portland police didn’t observe Geneva Conventions. He smirked. He’d have to use that line on Will. Six months ago — before the war in Ukraine — he wouldn’t have even known what the hell someone was talking about if they mentioned the Geneva Conventions.

He started filming as they walked. B-roll they called it, and he wasn’t even sure what that stood for? Background? Maybe. But it was atmospheric shots that allowed a narrator to talk over. They always needed some of that. 

Mid-focus. The scene. What was actually happening here? He filmed clusters of people who were huddling together. He paused at the ambulance, where EMTs were still treating people. First aid kind of things, he saw. Didn’t need the hospital but did need some first aid. 

Close-in. He filmed someone waiting patiently for the EMTs. Chatted with them, got their stories of what happened. Hank stayed with him. He seemed to be urging Miguel somewhere, but it was subtle, and he didn’t seem to be in a hurry. Miguel focused on doing his job, but he let Hank guide him — to wherever Hank was taking him. He paused, and sent out an update to Blair, Ryan, Cage and Will.

“Where are we going?” Miguel finally asked. They’d moved away from the triage site, past the site where the boys had thrown lit hibachis into the clusters of tents and boxes. Miguel filmed. He stopped to interview people. He was getting tired. He glanced at his watch — after 2 a.m. no wonder he was tired.

“We caught one of them,” Hank said conversationally. “He’s been roughed up some. But we agreed. We want you to interview him. To make him talk.”

Miguel stopped. He looked at Hank incredulously. “You didn’t turn him over to the cops?”

Hank snorted. “They can go catch their own,” he said. “But they don’t. We want to know why he’s doing this. He’s a kid. Younger than you. Mason intervened, because I think they would have beaten him to death. But instead they agreed. One person came for me. I listened, and then I went to fetch you. Damnest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Portland weird, Miguel thought. He shook his head. “I’m not the right person to do this interview,” he said. “But I know who is.”

Miguel called Ryan. “We need you down here,” he said. He explained.

There was a pause.

“Give me 15,” he said.

Miguel looked at Hank. “He’s on his way. No one can get someone to talk like Ryan Matthews,” he said. “But I’ll get this started. Quite frankly I’m as interested in the people who think being interviewed is as good a punishment as going to jail.”

Hank grinned at that. “Well, it’s more likely to happen for one thing.”

Miguel snorted. No lie, there.
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Chapter 3
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2 a.m., Wednesday, March 30, 2022, Portland Heights house — Ryan pulled on jeans, a gray sweater, and running shoes. Sounded like this might end up on camera? Weird. He explained to Teresa what little he knew as he dressed. He didn’t know whether to laugh or what, but he couldn’t resist going to see this. He grabbed his backpack and headed up the elevator to the ground floor. This was his grandparents’ house, the house he’d grown up in. It was huge, four floors stair-stepped down the slope from Vista Boulevard in Portland Heights, granting residents some of the best views of the city below, and the river and mountains beyond. 

When Ryan had inherited the house two years ago, he’d been hesitant to return to it. But turning it into condos had banished old ghosts. So besides himself and Teresa, Cage and Emily had the top floor, Joe Castro and his siblings had an apartment, and a small studio belonged to Jazzy and her mother. He grinned. That’s how everyone thought of it, too. Jazzy was 9 and she was a force to be reckoned with. Her mother was sweet. 

He hesitated when he reached the ground floor, and decided he’d make better time if he jogged the mile and a half instead of driving and having to find parking. In Chinatown? He snorted. Coming home would be uphill, which was more of a workout. Well, he needed one.

The city was as quiet as it ever got at this time of the night. Revelers had gone home and workers weren’t coming in yet. There was still some activity. Cleaning crews for some of the big buildings. A cop car prowled by him, slowing to check him out. Must have decided he was truly a jogger out for a middle of the night run, Ryan thought grimly. He wondered what they would have done if it had been Cage.

To his knowledge, Cage had never been rousted by the police. He got rounded up with protesters and chucked into a holding cell once, but nothing else. It was the constant awareness that it might happen that created his stress, created stress for every Black man in the city. Living in fear like that was taking its toll on his friend. And on the city.

Ryan went past Powell’s Books, and then turned east onto Martin. Even the entertainment district was dark at this point. There were security guards, however. He nodded to them, and they nodded back. Private security. He made a mental note of it to tell the group working campus security about it. He spotted the Chinese Garden up ahead and slowed to a walk. He needed to catch his breath and running at a crowd of homeless people didn’t seem wise. The fire had taken place closer to The Stag, but the homeless men had moved their captive to behind the Chinese Garden in the shadow of its northern wall. 

He spotted Miguel’s camera. Miguel blended in among these men in his olive drab jacket. But the videocamera stood out.

He wasn’t the only familiar face, but it took Ryan a moment to recognize who he was. What was Ellison Lee doing here? And looking like that?

Ellison Lee was a gorgeous man, but this was not the sincere, earnest young man who read the news earlier in the night. His hair was different, he held himself differently. Ryan felt a tug of attraction as he stared at him, and that sense that he should know him was stronger than ever. He sidled over toward him.

“What are you doing here?” he asked quietly.

Ellison shrugged. “I was coming out of a bar after the broadcast, and I saw the firetruck arrive. I guess the newsroom has infected me, I went to see what was going on, intending to call someone if it was a story. And holy shit, Ryan, it was an ugly mess. Then I spotted Miguel, but he’s down here without backup, and I just trailed along.”

He paused and looked at Miguel. “I’m not sure he needs backup,” he added. “Or maybe they are his backup.”

Ryan grimaced. “Unreliable, though.” He looked at Ellison and nodded. “Good job, following him."

“Well, now that you’re here, I’m heading home. I have better things to do in my remaining six hours before my class in the morning,” Ellison said with a laugh. He didn’t meet Ryan’s eyes. He turned and headed up Flanders Street. Ryan watched him go with a frown. He caught a glimpse of someone he knew all too well.

“P3!” Ryan called out. The man looked back at Ryan and grinned. And then he draped his arm around Ellison’s shoulders as they walked away.

Shit, shit, shit. Ryan was torn between following them and demanding an explanation and doing this crazy interview Miguel had roped him into. He hesitated, then turned to the crowd growing restless to his right. Let’s do this, he thought. You can demand answers of Ellison tomorrow.

“Miguel?” he called softly, although much of the crowd was already aware of him. He didn’t blend in like Miguel did. That wasn’t his gift. Getting someone to tell him his story? That he could do.

Miguel looked up at the sound of his name and said something to the rangy tall man standing next to him. The man all but vibrated with energy — Ryan’s eyes narrowed. Not energy, he thought. Anger.

The man moved toward him. “They call me Hank,” he said. “So some of the guys in this camp grabbed one of the boys who threw the hibachi. And rather than turn him over to the police, they decided they wanted Miguel to interview him. They want to know why he’s doing this, and the police won’t tell us shit if we give him up. So I went after Miguel. Miguel says you’re the man for this, not him, and he’s been talking to everyone else while you got here. But people are restless. We need to do this before it explodes and someone ends up dead.”

Ryan nodded. He could feel that explosion building. “Has he said anything? A name?’

Hank shook his head. 

“OK,” Ryan said, projecting confidence. “Let’s see if Miguel’s faith is justified.” He pushed his way through the small crowd of men to stand by Miguel. Miguel glanced up at him and nodded.

“Need to do this fast,” Miguel said under his breath. Ryan nodded.

The boy, as Hank had called him, was huddled against the Garden wall. He was sitting on the ground, his knees pulled up to his face, arms wrapped around them. A tight little ball of fear huddling there, hoping the predators would go away.

Ryan squatted down beside him and waited until he peered out. “Hi,” he said. “I’m Ryan. Want to talk about it?”

It took a bit of coaxing, but the boy — he wasn’t really, but at 18, he wasn’t much past it either — had come down here with three other frat brothers. They’d driven, intending to throw the hibachi out the window and drive off. But Chinatown streets were narrow and crowded, so they decided one would get out and throw the hibachi while the driver went around the block. He’d been confident he could outrun any homeless ‘bum’ as he called them. 

Turned out some were faster than they looked, and they’d tackled him, then hustled him back here. He’d been here for hours.

“Why?” Ryan asked. “Why would you do something like this?”

“The city isn’t doing anything,” he said earnestly. No one here would disagree, Ryan thought. “They’re like rats in a sewer. You have to burn them out.”

Ryan rocked back on his heels at that comment. “Burn people,” he clarified. 

The boy hesitated, looking around him. He shrugged a bit. “We have to do something to clean up the city.”

“But why you? Why your friends?” He thought back to Miguel’s comment earlier in the evening about them being Reedies.

“Fraternity initiation,” he said. “We have to work as a team, then we’re given a target, and we attack the target. But we didn’t scope things out ahead of time, or we would have known how crowded the streets were and thought about a better escape plan.”

He hesitated, and then in a small voice, he asked, “Are they going to kill me?”

Ryan looked at him. “You sent six people to the hospital, two of them children. A dozen people were injured. What do you think the penalty should be for that?”

The boy flinched. “They could let me go. I won’t do it again.”

“Or they could turn you over to the police,” Ryan returned. “Let you face charges of felony assault.”

The boy hesitated and then nodded slightly.

His name was Brady White. And he was a freshman at PSU.

Well, shit.

Ryan stood up, and looked at Hank. He didn’t seem to be the leader of these homeless vigilantes — a phrase that almost made him grin — but he was someone they respected. “A delegation of them delivers him to the police doorsteps?” he suggested. “With Miguel filming?”

Hank looked skeptical. “Or we turn him over to you? He’s one of yours isn’t he? A student?”

“Not one of my students, no,” Ryan denied. “Miguel is one of mine. Not that....” trash was the word that came to mind, but he didn’t think it was right to call a person trash. And especially not to men who were probably called that themselves these days.

Hank grinned sardonically. “Satisfied?” he called out to the men there. 

“A fraternity initiation?” someone asked incredulously. “They’re burning us for a frat thing?”

“Apparently,” Hank said. He looked at Ryan, then Miguel. “What are you going to do about that?”

It was Miguel who answered. “We have a saying in the newsroom: When in doubt print  —tell the story. That’s what I do. And I’ll tell this story. And someone will go ask the administration, what are you going to do about this?”

“And about this kid?” Hank asked.

Ryan shrugged. “I think he gets turned over to the police. It’s what he deserves.” He hesitated, and then added, because why the hell not. “And I’m curious to see what the police do to him when you do.”

Hank snorted.

Not many illusions here, Ryan thought.

“And will you tell that story too?” Hank asked.

“We will,” Miguel answered. “That story too.”

Five homeless men marched Brady White up Second Avenue to the police station. Miguel filmed them the entire way. Hank and Ryan followed behind. 

“What do you think they’ll do?” Hank asked, sounding almost disinterested.

“They’ll take him,” Ryan said. “Might release him out the back door, but they’ll take him. But then?” Ryan considered it, and he realized the cops could easily arrest these men for kidnapping. He chewed his lip. Then he pulled out his phone and called Victor Ruiz, who did immigration law, and was a friend.

“Ryan don’t do this to me,” Vic pleaded. “It’s 5 a.m. and I have to be at work in three hours.”

“At least I pay my bills,” Ryan responded. It was a running joke between them. Not all of the clients of Ruiz Immigration Law could afford to pay. Ryan could, and they charged him full rate. Fair enough.

“What do you need?” Vic asked with resignation.

Ryan told him the story.

There was silence. “And you want me to represent the boy?” Vic was incredulous.

“Hell no,” Ryan said. “He’s on his own. No, I’m afraid the cops will try to arrest the homeless men who detained that bastard. I want you to represent them.”

Vic laughed. “That’s more like it. Tilting at windmills as usual. I’m already at my car. Be there in a few.”

Hank glanced at him after he hung up the call. “You have a devious mind,” he said with admiration. “I like it. Miguel? He’s nice. Cares about us. But that wouldn’t occur to him.”

“That’s why they have me,” Ryan said, a bit sourly. 

It played out just about as Ryan had thought it might. The cops took Brady White, all right, but then they started talking about arresting the men who’d detained him. Miguel was right up front videotaping, which was probably the only thing that stopped the cops. Although of late, the cops had been all too willing to rough up reporters and even arrest them as well.

Ryan and Hank stood across the street and watched. Vic pulled up, parked, and got out. He was a Mexican-American from Yakima, the same town Ryan’s wife Teresa came from. Vic was older than Teresa, but they knew people in common — Teresa’s cousins, Ryan suspected. And that made him wonder about Vic. Teresa had some wild cousins. He’d partied with them back in the day when he still drank. 

Vic assessed the situation and shook his head. He walked over to the police and started a conversation. The cops told the homeless men to get out of there, and they didn’t argue. Vic looked around, saw Ryan and came across the street. Miguel had trailed along with the homeless men. 

“Well that was interesting,” Vic said. “They make a citizen’s arrest, the culprit has confessed on video, and they want to arrest the citizens. Too bad the cops backed down. That’s a case I’d like to see tried.”

Ryan looked at him skeptically. “On my dime?”

“And before a judge, not a jury,” Vic added. “Because God knows what a jury would do. But I commend their restraint. I would have expected them to beat the shit out of the little bastard at the least. And they go for a reporter instead? That’s almost worth getting out of bed this early.”

“Your idea?” Ryan asked Hank.

He shook his head no. “I’m more of the beat the shit of him and toss him in the river kind,” he admitted. “No, I’m not sure who it was.”

“Might be interesting to find out,” Ryan suggested. “An organizer might be just what the homeless community needs.”

“Unionize the homeless?” Vic asked amused.

Ryan shrugged. “Organize the homeless? Self-advocacy?” He changed the subject. Hank was looking after the others, a thoughtful expression on his face. Good enough. “Can you give me a ride home?” he asked Vic. “Jogging down that hill isn’t bad, but running back up? That’s another story.”

Hank look puzzled. “Where do you live?”

Ryan hesitated. “Portland Heights.”

The man stared. “You live in Portland Heights,” he repeated. 

Ryan sighed, and ignored Vic’s snicker. “Inherited the place from my grandparents,” he said. “So yeah. I live in Portland Heights. And it’s a bitch of a run back up Vista Drive.”

Hank shook his head. “I’m going,” he said. “I want to know who did that.”

“If you find out? Could you let Miguel know? Introduce them? It would be a favor.”

Hank nodded, and hands in his pockets, he walked away.

Vic watched him go. “Well that’s the other reason I come when you call,” he observed. “Your problems are never boring.”

Ryan laughed. “Come on,” he said. “I’ll cook you breakfast before you go to work.”
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Chapter 4
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4 a.m., Wednesday, March 30, 2022, Portland —Ellison Lee felt P3 drape his arms around his shoulders, and he stiffened. He wasn’t really out to his co-workers. Well, he guessed he was now. To Ryan at least. Then it dawned on him — that must have been Ryan who had called out P3’s name.

“Do you and Ryan Matthews know each other?” Ellison demanded.

“Jealous, lover?” P3 drawled. 

Ellison snorted. “No. But I work at EWN, and he’s my advisor.”

“You do?” P3 asked, and he dropped the drawl and the lazy body language. He stepped away from Ellison and wrapped his arms around himself. Comfort? Ellison frowned.

P3 said nothing for a block or so. “You need to ask Ryan about me,” he said at last. “And after you do, you’ll want nothing to do with me. So let’s call it quits right now. I’ll walk away, and we’ll skip the screaming confrontation.”

“What?” Ellison asked. He was confused. Sleep deprived, for starters. P3 started to walk away — apparently he’d meant that literally. “Wait! Where are you going?”

“You heard me,” P3 said and he sounded... bitter? angry? “Talk to Ryan. He’ll tell you. Probably be more generous about me than I would be about myself. Damned do-gooder.”

Ellison tried to hide a grin, because that was on point. Ryan had a savior complex. “OK,” Ellison said. “Sounds like you do know the man. But I don’t care what he’s going to tell me. You’re the same man I slept with last night. So come home with me. Doesn’t look like I’m going to get much sleep before class anyway. I might as well have pleasure to show for it, rather than a silly foray into reporting.”

P3 looked at him uncertainly.

“Pleasure?” Ellison coaxed. “Remember that word?”

P3 hesitated, and then he laughed. Ellison winced at the sound — it wasn’t a happy laugh. “Sure,” he said. “Users use, right? I might as well end things the way they started.”

Ellison didn’t even try to make sense of that statement. He just grabbed P3 and pulled him toward his apartment. But P3 went willingly.

Sex with P3 was always good. Inventive, Ellison thought, except he didn’t think any of it was new to P3. He was an experienced, skilled lover. Ellison hadn’t known how much pleasure there was to be had. 

He felt like he craved the man. Craved what P3 made him feel, made him do. Afterward, they lay in Ellison’s loft bed; P3 was stroking Ellison’s hair, as his head rested on P3’s chest. It felt good. Really good. 

He wondered if he could tease P3 into another round. But maybe not. Maybe he should create a memory reel of making love with P3 tonight, and include the sex, but also this, these gestures of intimacy and affection. So he relaxed against this man whom he knew so little about, and yet cared about so passionately.

It wasn’t the kind of love he’d been raised around.

His parents loved each other, he thought. They said they did. But he didn’t think he’d ever seen them be affectionate in public. He’d never seen them kiss. They had hugged him as a child, but he didn’t think he’d ever seen them hug each other. But he’d felt like their love was deep, enduring — they’d been together since they were 18. Ellison had every reason to believe they’d be together until they died.

And Ellison wanted that — someday. 

But P3? It might not last — and it sounded like he was ending things and using Ryan Matthews to do it — but it was intense right now. Ellison didn’t know P3’s real name, didn’t know what he did for a living. He had never been to P3’s apartment. He wasn’t sure of his age, although he was pretty sure he was older than himself. He knew nothing about his family or his past. P3 didn’t talk about himself, and Ellison had given up trying.

It was as if P3 had been born minutes before Ellison had met him nearly three months ago, at the Stag’s New Year’s bash. Ellison had danced. P3 was waiting for him when he was done. Ellison had glanced at him, decided on the spot that he’d be taking P3 home that night. P3 was probably his height, with dark hair and wicked eyes. He’d had a half-smile on his face as he’d lounged against the dressing room wall and watched Ellison towel off. 

That half-smile was deadly effective, Ellison thought now. The man knew how to seduce. Not that it had taken much effort on P3’s part that first night. Ellison had toweled off the sweat and grease, and walked up to him and kissed him, opened mouthed. Made that lazy half-smile of his go away.

They’d fucked in the small dressing room, and Ellison had never had such good sex. “I’m going to dance at midnight,” Ellison had said. “Come home with me and let’s see if that magic works on repeat.”

P3 had laughed a bit. “It was good,” he agreed. “If you don’t get a better offer, I’ll meet you at the back door.”

Ellison knew there wasn’t going to be a better offer than what he’d just gotten. Because holy shit. He couldn’t believe he’d done that, not really, and it had been hot. Ellison looked at the clock on the wall and greased up again. “Got to go,” Ellison said. “But after the dance at midnight, I’ll see you there.”

He had headed back out, then stopped at the door and looked back at the man. “I don’t even know your name.”

A shadow of something passed over his face. “They call me P3,” he said at last.

“P3,” Ellison had repeated. “That’s a name?”

P3 had looked amused. “Sure,” he said lightly. “If you use it, I’ll come when you call. Do you need anything more than that?”

Ellison lay in bed and listened to P3’s heartbeat. He didn’t know anything more about his lover’s life or past than he did that first day. But he did know he was a generous lover, had a sarcastic sense of humor, and this — this easy physical affection that Ellison had come to crave as much as the sex and orgasms. 

Now it looked like he was going to learn more about his lover. 

Problem was, it didn’t sound like P3 planned to stay his lover afterwards. What could there be that would make Ellison reject him — he felt like he knew him well, even though the facts were missing. This was a man Ellison trusted.

“I don’t have to know what Ryan could tell me,” Ellison ventured. 

The hand that was stroking his hair stopped. P3 sighed. “I wish that were true,” he said. “But it’s not. Ryan isn’t the kind to let you stay ignorant. He doesn’t seem to judge, not even me, not much, but he’s driven to know. And for good reason. And he won’t be able to leave you in ignorance either.”

The stroking resumed. “And I’m not brave enough to see the look in your eyes when you hear.”

Ellison was silent. He had guessed that P3 had a rough past. There were white, thin-lined scars that crossed his back, his butt, and the back of his thighs — whip lashes. Overlaying them, were recent scars, deeper, still red, and ugly. He thought the old scars meant P3 might be into pain, but nothing about sex with him had indicated he wanted that. Ellison had been relieved. He didn’t like pain — not to receive or to give. 

But those last lashes had been meant to punish, he thought. They might be a year old, maybe even two, and they were still angry looking. P3 never mentioned them. 

Never mentioned the round scars on his belly trailing down to his cock. It had taken Ellison a while to figure out what they were. Burn scars. Too big for a cigarette. He figured cigars. It made him sick. And the scars were old. Really old. But Ellison hadn’t asked. He thought P3 was relieved not to have to lie — and Ellison was pretty sure he would have.

But those scars indicated he’d been the victim, not the aggressor, and the story was pretty plain to read, Ellison thought, disturbed. So what part of the story did Ryan know? 

“And if I decide I still want to see you after I talk to Ryan?” he asked at last. “How do I find you? I don’t know where you live. I don’t even know your name.” He wanted to say, don’t leave me! To beg him to stay. But he was proud. And P3 had already said he wouldn’t.

P3 laughed a bit. “You won’t.” he predicted. “But if you do?” He shrugged. “I’m around.”

That wasn’t a good answer, Ellison thought, and it made him cranky. He and P3 were good together, he thought, and he wasn’t going to throw it away without giving it a chance. Apparently P3 would. Apparently, he could just walk away?

It occurred to him that P3 already knew what Ryan would say. And he didn’t think they’d survive it as lovers. He frowned, and slowly he began to take in the signs that this wasn’t as easy for P3 as he tried to make it seem. His body was tense, and that seemed impossible after the sex they’d just had. He was stroking his hair still, as if he was loathe to get up and move on. 

Ellison decided he could skip his 10 a.m. class. He never skipped, and he wouldn’t be surprised if he got a call from a worried professor over his absence. But he wasn’t going to be the one who got up and walked away. With that settled in his mind, he relaxed. The steady thump of P3’s heart was a bit more rapid than usual at this stage, the post-sex lethargy. But Ellison listened to it, comforted and reassured by it. 

And then, he drifted off to sleep.

When he woke up he was alone. Ellison closed his eyes against the burn of tears. He hadn’t even said goodbye.

Finally, he got up and used the bathroom. He took a shower and started to get dressed. And that was when he found the note on his dresser. 


I’m glad we had this time. I wish it could have been longer.

Love, P3.





And even there he didn’t use his name, Ellison thought. It made him angry. Well, he knew someone who had the answers. He finished getting dressed and headed to campus. 
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Chapter 5
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9 a.m., Wednesday, March 30, 2022, EWN newsroom —At 9 a.m. Blair called. Ryan stared at the Caller ID and grimaced. He measured the size of the disaster by how early an EIC called. 

And 9 a.m. was not good. Really not good.

“What do you need?” he said simply.

“Will followed up on the frat initiation angle, and it’s blowing up,” Blair said. “Vice President Steve Planck has ordered us to not do the story.”

“The vice president of Student Affairs ordered you to not to do a story?” Ryan repeated slowly, thinking, What the hell, Steve? You knew better!

“Yup.”

Ryan was silent a moment. He’d gone to bat for Steve with President McShane more times than he could count. He’d bailed him out a couple of times. And now he was trying to censor EWN without even calling him? He actually looked at his phone to see if he’d missed a call. Nope.

“You talked to him directly?” Ryan asked.

“Email,” she said. “Can’t imagine someone hacked him.”

“I’m going to ask for a meeting with McShane,” Ryan said. “But Steve can’t stop a story, period. Do that story. And quote them. We’ve got video!” He wanted to laugh at using that phrase, but damn. “You, Miguel and Will need to be there, and I don’t want to do it over Zoom. Who’s the advisor for the Greek system?”

“Someone named Bob Martin,” she said. “I don’t know him, which means he is either new or he doesn’t do anything else — and how can they afford that? — because student government was my beat two years ago.”

“I’m heading in,” Ryan said sourly. He’d been hoping for a nap. He was operating on two hours of sleep. And he wasn’t one of those people who did well without sleep. Some were — Emily? She could plow through a crisis with no sleep, and crash when it was over. Him? He was incoherent if he didn’t get at least six hours every night. 

He drove down and parked across the street. There was a no parking sign and he stuck it in the back seat of car. And then he used a card to plug the meter there — one of the few single meters left in the city, he thought. One of these days someone would pull it out and his scam would end.

And really, he could afford parking. But once upon a time, he thought he was a broke college student, and free parking had been important. Now it was a nostalgia thing, maybe a way to feel like a normal person? That was kind of pathetic.

He went up the stairs. He pulled back his shoulders, lengthened his stride a bit, and projected confidence. And almost plowed into Ellison Lee who was pacing anxiously in the entry to the newsroom. 

“Blair said you were heading in,” Ellison said abruptly. “Can we talk?”

Shit, Ryan thought. He didn’t need this right now. But one look at Ellison made it obvious that Ellison needed it. “Give me a bit,” Ryan said. He kept his voice calm and he saw Ellison respond to it. Hallelujah. “Sit on the couch. Read some homework. Let me get this meeting set up with the president, and then we’ll talk.”

Ellison nodded, and he obediently headed to the couch. Blair was watching him, and now she looked at Ryan and raised an eyebrow. Ryan just shook his head. It really wasn’t newsroom related. Was it?

Well, it was news people related. But it wasn’t Blair’s problem as EIC. 

God help him, this one was his.

He went into his office, turned on his computer. He had voice messages, he noticed. He listened to them. There was one from Bob Martin, the advisor for the Greek system.

“Ryan, we haven’t met, but I think we need to talk,” a smooth congenial male voice said. Ryan frowned. “The story your students are considering has far-reaching implications. Call me when it is convenient.”

Ryan saved the message and hit the next voicemail. It was Steve. “Call me,” he said. And hung up. Well, la-de-dah, Ryan thought. Steve had his cell and could have called him directly. This was establishing rank. Ryan knew a power play when he saw one. 

They’d been more fun when they were about sex, Ryan thought sourly. Then he glanced at Ellison who looked miserable and sighed.

He had planned to send McShane an email, but this had all the hallmarks of spiraling out of control. He sent him a text instead. 

McShane’s response: My office 11 a.m. Bring your staff. Who besides Planck?

Ryan: Someone named Bob Martin, advises Greek Row.

McShane: We have a Greek Row? Fine. And Ramirez.

Ryan looked at the time. It was 10:30 a.m. He grimaced. He stuck his head in Blair’s office. “Meeting with McShane at 11 a.m.,” he said. “He wants the entire crew. I’d like to include Ellison. He was there last night, for starters, and second, he’s stressed out, and I don’t want to leave him hanging. Do you mind?”

“Of course not,” she said. “He was there?”

“Saw the whole thing,” Ryan said. “Then he saw Miguel arrive, but Miguel was alone, so he hung around, as backup. Made some good calls, actually.”

“Sounds like it,” she said. “Miguel went upstairs to sleep. Want to wake him? I’ll call Will.”

Ryan nodded, but he went to Ellison first. He started to put his hand on his shoulder, and then reconsidered. P3 was involved? He grimaced. “We want you to come along to this meeting,” Ryan said. “It’s about last night. You’re our eyewitness. And we will talk. But they’re trying to block this story.”

Ellison frowned. “Can they do that?”

“Legally? No,” Ryan said. “Physically? No... but pressure? They seem to think
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