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Prologue

THE CITY

Nothing attracts a crowd like a crowd

New Yorkers don’t look up. We see more in one day than most people will see in a lifetime. If you want to make us look, you have to do something special. Today, however, we stopped and stared like tourists.

The sky pool was pretty special, even when there wasn’t a body floating in it. Eleven metres of shimmering perspex slung across the sky between the building’s East and West towers. Some days the people floating in the pool looked like exotic fish in a giant aquarium. On other days, they looked eerily like corpses, floating motionless mid-air. Even more so today, if you considered the long blonde hair rippling like seaweed and the cloudburst of red turning the water a rusty-reddish brown.

The crowd was growing now, heads craned back, eyes squinted and shielded with hands. Is it an art installation, someone asked. Whatever it was, one of us decided it was time to let the authorities adjudicate, because from all the way down here, it looked like nothing more than a dead body.
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EDDIE

A washed-up journalist catches the scent of an old story

The minute I opened the envelope, I knew something was about to happen. Call it journalistic intuition, call it foresight, but the very nanosecond I opened that invitation and saw the Bryant Fox Developments logo, I knew we were going back to the Juliet murder. And God forgive me if I didn’t feel a thrill of excitement pulsing through me at the thoughts of it.

You are cordially invited to celebrate the grand
opening of the Sky Building and Sky Pool

53 West 53rd Street, NY10019

Where living feels like flying

My editor – Trudeau, I called him – walked in. I decided to give him a couple of minutes to settle into his office before accosting him. I called him Trudeau because he looked like that perfectly dressed, plasticly handsome Canadian politician. Gussied up in a navy suit every day, not a hint of facial hair, as if he had been shaved by a Turkish barber in the elevator on the way up, a haircut so neat it suggested . . . well, psychopathy. He was young and slick and of the city – too young if you asked me; what thirty-eight-year-old knew how to run a newspaper?

I RSVPed to the email invitation for the Sky Building party and asked the press officer to send back a guest list, the basic tool of the social diarist’s arsenal. I watched Trudeau deliberately unpack his phone, his pen, his laptop, from his slim briefcase, and place them at right angles to each other on his desk. He never forgot he was in a glass office, under scrutiny, never lost concentration and distractedly picked his nose. There was a time when workers had doors or dividers, some semblance of privacy, but now it felt like anything behind a closed door was untrustworthy, hiding something. We had to be on display at all times, from our social media accounts to our workplaces to the glass houses we increasingly chose to live in. My email pinged. My stomach flipped even before the information had travelled along my optic nerve to my brain. The names on the guest list were names that I recognised. Names from long ago, from old police reports and investigations, interviews and late-night articles. We were going back. Everything was lining up. I took two sharp, deep breaths then walked across the newsroom.

Trudeau sat in his office like a sleek puma, beautiful but useless behind his desk, waiting for someone to bring him a piece of meat. Well, here it is, I thought, with a glorious offering hanging from my jaws, literally begging to be eaten.

I stepped into his office and was hit with the overpowering scent of his cologne, suffusing the room like a noxious gas. I could taste his cleanliness in my mouth. I coughed.

‘Uh, got a minute?’

He looked up, wrinkled his nose as if I was the one who stank and then waved me in. Trudeau was the kind of guy who was confused by women he was not sexually attracted to, discombobulated by messy females like me, who wore their hair natural, wiry and black with the kind of grey usually seen around the eyes of sad old dogs. What were women like us even for? He never knew how to relax in my presence.

‘I have a social invite here from the property developer Bryant Fox which might be of interest for the supplements. He’s got that new development, beside MoMA on West 53rd? They’re having a grand opening a couple of weeks from now . . . May I?’ I gestured at the chair on the other side of his desk and he hesitated, clearly preferring that the worn seat of my jeans would not come into contact with the pristine cream leather of his Eames chair (such an obvious choice), but he eventually nodded for me to sit down. ‘You remember his daughter was murdered, twenty years ago this summer? Juliet Fox? I thought perhaps we might do an anniversary piece . . . Fox has already described the building as his monument to his daughter and a lot of the people from that era will be at this party . . .’

Trudeau swivelled his eyes around before saying, ‘I remember. My eldest brother was in college with Juliet at the time. My parents were actually friends of theirs. Juliet was a brilliant tennis player, a real beauty too . . . all of us little kids were in love with her . . .’ he drifted off.

Jesus Christ, this guy.

I tried not to let my thoughts bother my facial expression, and kept a firm grip on my eyes’ desire to roll dramatically. ‘Right,’ I said. ‘Well, I covered the story at the time, still have all my contacts, and notes. It might be worth revisiting in the light of the new building. Fox might talk to us for a human interest piece; we could talk to Juliet’s friends from the time, where they are now, how the murder changed their lives . . .’

‘Mmm,’ Trudeau sat back in his chair. He looked surprised. ‘I like it, Eddie,’ he said. ‘Go ahead with it. We’ll run a piece in the weekend magazine, the week of her anniversary, but keep me in the loop OK? This is a sensitive story. I’d hate to upset the family.’

Of course you would. Wouldn’t want things to get awkward at the tennis club.

I suppressed an urge to smile but Trudeau seemed to sense my satisfaction as he said, ‘But I still want your regular duties covered. I want those social pages to sing!’

Even his smug power trip couldn’t dampen my genuine delight to be working on something of substance for the first time in years.

‘You got it, boss,’ I said through a grin. He looked perturbed by my unusually good mood and deferential reference to his position. I felt alive again. I returned to my desk with a spring in my step, or what might be called a spring if my sciatica wasn’t bugging me so much. I took a celebratory bite out of my cold bagel and a blob of cream cheese flopped onto my jeans. I smeared it away carelessly, as I pored over the guest list again. I could feel it. We were going back. Back to the Juliet murder, back to the story that stole my career and ruined my life.
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CLEO

A defence lawyer is haunted by a past mistake

You really could see everything from up here. Beyond the bucolic green haven of Central Park, the Empire State Building glittered downtown in the morning sunshine. It was still impressive, despite all the young pretenders that had sprung up on these streets.

The Sky Building, my new home, was one such young pretender. I grabbed my briefcase and left the mezzanine. As I walked down the angled mirrored staircase, done in the style of Coco Chanel’s Paris atelier, I looked back at my many reflections, all slightly different. In the kitchen I waited for my coffee to brew. It was another beautiful morning. My phone buzzed. I flipped it over on the marble-topped island. My assistant, sending my updated closing arguments for today’s case. They were unnecessary, of course. I turned the phone back to face-down position. I had been defending the wealthy for so long now I had a sixth sense for whether we had won. And I always won. If you’re accused of murder anywhere between midtown and Harlem, I’m your woman. Innocent or not, I’ll get you off. Of course, I preferred it if you were innocent, but my job wasn’t to figure that out. My job was to defend you so that you appeared innocent, or at least not guilty, which weren’t always the same thing, especially in New York. It turned out that I had a natural talent for sowing doubt in minds, for finding holes in arguments, and raising unanswerable questions in cases. I could squeeze a whole murder case through a legal loophole the size of the eye of a needle. Something gifted to me by a childhood spent watching wealthy people using their money and influence to get exactly what they wanted. I suppose you could say it was a privileged upbringing.

The wealthy didn’t like it when the law held them to account. I knew that first-hand. It scared them, made them feel ordinary, helpless. I’d gotten used to that small, brittle feeling that enters a room when the wealthy first realise they can’t buy their way out of a situation. And when you have them so vulnerable and desperate, they will pay any price for you to get them out of that room. I learned that long before I became a defence lawyer. And it’s how I made my living now. Naturally, I made a killing.

By the time I set up my own firm, I had made a name for myself as a kind of legal wunderkind. To be fair, I had pulled off some unlikely coups – an NBA player charged with murder, a bigamist accused of killing wife number one, a drug addict rock star accused of attempted murder, all exonerated as a result of me being extremely diligent with the details. Everything was in the details. I was meticulous and it paid off. My price increased alongside my reputation until I was the most expensive defence lawyer above Washington Square. And that was because of my 100 per cent hit rate. Well, almost 100 per cent. More accurate to say 99.9 per cent hit rate, if you counted that one error . . .

Don’t.

I pull my thoughts back.

Stop.

I drum my finely manicured fingertips on the marble, trying to ground myself. I look at the shiny, pointed almond tips. A beige colour, perfectly appropriate for every shade of murder. I try to recall the useless phrases my therapist told me to repeat when I found myself travelling down old re-traumatising pathways.

You are here now.

You are safe.

I repeat them and, even if I don’t believe them, they at least divert my attention and temporarily short-circuit the spiral.

I do what I can to assuage my conscience. I help the underprivileged, pro bono, in my free time, even though I don’t have any free time. I’ve set up a department in my firm that specifically helps defend minorities and disadvantaged communities. So why does it make no difference? Why do I feel like a billionaire planting trees to offset my carbon footprint while I jet around the world? The truth is I could free a hundred innocent men, defend them all until the day I die, and it still wouldn’t erase the spot made by that single error of judgment. I tell myself it wasn’t my fault. There was nothing else I could have done.

Sometimes the only person you can save is yourself.

That’s another one of my therapist’s dumb lines. He’s got lots of them, an endless supply it seems.

Innocent people get convicted all the time.

Juries are unpredictable.

It’s not your fault.

I jump as a bright light flashes outside the window. The reflection of an airplane wing? The glossy feather of a falling bird? But all is still outside. I’ve tried to balance my guilt by building a shrine to perfection, a mausoleum to entomb my mistake, an attempt to silence it. But like a tell-tale heart, the beating only gets louder the deeper I bury it. I grind myself to exhaustion every day just so I don’t have to feel its pulse. I’ve relinquished my desires, a personal life, and still when I climb into bed and slip between the cool silken sheets, my anxious mind begins its familiar trek to that distant outpost of throbbing guilt. It’s worse on days like today, when my path doubles back on itself, and pulls me into the past.

The view from the Sky Building had been one of the major selling points of this development but every time I look out my window I seem to lock eyes with some resident or other. In this building of glass, a house of mirrors, where reflections are everywhere, it’s hard to tell what’s real and what’s just a phantom image. The sky pool is eerily still, empty and rippling in the morning sunlight. Another flash of light catches my eye and I jump again. I see a man in the apartment across the way. The light is reflecting off his glasses as he looks directly at me.

And suddenly the view is one I don’t like.
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EDDIE

A journalist recollects in agitation

The weeks before the grand opening of the Sky Building seemed to drag by. There wasn’t a minute when I wasn’t thinking about it. At last, the day arrived. My desk was a hive of industry. My sleeves were up. I was even more dehydrated than usual as I made a list of people I wanted to interview. I had dug out my old boxes of files and clippings from the Juliet case. I hadn’t been this motivated by a story, well, since this story, twenty years earlier. I thought that this was the story that would make my career. I was going to single-handedly take down the DA, and the Bentwell Brothers law firm, and clear that poor scholarship kid’s name in the process. The only person I took down was myself. I mean, when I say it out loud now, I really was naive. But I knew the kid had not been guilty. He was good to his bones, well raised, full of humility, hard-working and helpful, grafting his way through a degree and about to change his life, and his destiny, against all the odds when: wham! He slams into the brick wall of privilege and goes down for someone else’s crime. When I tried to expose it, I was balled up like a piece of yesterday’s newspaper and slammed into the same brick wall. That’s how it works. The Bentwells protected their own. Turns out the police protected their own too and powerful people have powerful friends in powerful places like the mayor’s office, which appoints the police commissioner, who appoints the first deputy and so on and so forth, and down the tentacles of influence reach, into the furthest depths of the police department. But life is long and boy had I bided my time, waiting patiently in the long grass for a moment like this to come around again. If any story was personal, this one was.

Every nerve ending in my body was alive. You see, I couldn’t help it. It was just my nature. I was an investigative journalist, not only by training, but perhaps more importantly by instinct. Unfortunately, like most journalists pushing fifty, particularly the ones who had managed to hold on to full-time newspaper positions in the digital age, I had become more of an administrative and managerial taskmaster than the investigative hack I was in my bones. The jobs I did now were ones that used to be done by long-obsolete positions like sub-editors, graphic designers and copy editors. Those jobs went the way of the dinosaurs when spell check was invented. If I didn’t want to join them in obsolescence, I had to shut up and put up. Which is what I did, most of the time. And so my crime correspondent’s finely honed mind went to seed whilst working on the letters pages, the TV listings and the puzzles section. (And I can tell you, I’d take my chances with a gangland family any day over the wrath of the daily bridge players.) The worst job of all, however, was the social diary. But needs must and beggars can’t be choosers. I was lucky to have an iron-clad contract drawn up before the internet tore down my industry, which meant it would cost the paper more to get rid of me than to keep me on as an administrative drudge who happened to know where all the bodies were buried.

Besides, I could put up with a menial, demeaning job if it meant I got to come into the office every day. You see, what nobody tells you when you’re starting out is this – being a journalist makes you unfit for pretty much any other job. It breaks your brain so that it’s only happy when it’s fed a constant diet of unpredictability, overstimulation, multitasking, impossible deadlines, horror, stress, fear and a dash of gentle bullying. I know, it’s an acquired taste, but I loved it and found I couldn’t live without it. So what if I had been neutered? I still got to have conversations with smart people about politics, news, security, state secrets, celebrity affairs, and I got to vicariously feel that charge every time a big story broke, got to feel a part of something, even if I wasn’t really part of anything in that way any more. It allowed me to tell myself that my life still had some meaning, that the damage wrought by the Juliet murder had been worth it, somehow.

I had tried to give normal life a go once, a few years before the Juliet case. Cassie, my ex-wife, begged me to get out. She wanted us to have what she called a ‘normal’ life, one filled with evenings watching television, weekends sharing long home-made lunches with friends, summer holidays where nobody checked their emails and maybe, if we were lucky, children, and soccer runs and PTAs and everything that involved. She had grown tired of me surreptitiously taking calls at dinner parties, filing pieces in bed at midnight and cancelling social events at the last minute so I could work on some breaking news story or other. So I took a year-long sabbatical and found a ‘normal job’ in the corporate communications office of a big accountancy firm. I really did try to give normal life a go, but I could never get far enough away from the newsroom’s gravitational pull. I lasted eight months, which was as long as I could stick it before it made me want to kill myself more than making my wife unhappy did. So I left the corporate world, and soon after Cassie left me; journalism and I have been together ever since.

Cassie moved to Cleveland and now she has three kids with a school teacher, exactly the kind of life she always wanted. And I’m happy for her, happy that she found what she wanted. But what did I want? Truth was I had no idea.

Sometimes I wonder what might have happened if I had managed to stick it out. Would my life have fallen apart so spectacularly? Would I be living in Cleveland with high blood pressure and a few kids? Would it have worked? If I’m honest, the thing that made Cassie leave me is the only thing I love: work. And I’m grateful that I still have it because when days are long and nights are lonely, journalism is the thing that never stops. It keeps me from dwelling on all the ways my life went wrong – Cassie, the Juliet case, my career and the Bentwells’ part in all of it.
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VIVIAN

A lonely widower catches a break

The morning sunlight shuttered through the revolving door of the lobby entrance. I liked mornings best. Mornings were busy with residents coming and going. I loved the bustle, the company, the little chats I had with different people. Some were friendlier than others.

‘Good morning, Mrs Black,’ I said, as Samsara Black walked briskly past me, her high heels clicking like a dressage pony. She worked at a slick PR company – they were handling the building’s launch party – and she was married to William Black. She didn’t look at me but said good morning in the same way she might say it to a homeless person – crisply polite but holding herself apart, demarcating the difference between us.

Unlike Dave, who was one of my favourite residents. He looked right at me when he spoke to me, asked me how I was, and he meant it. I could tell. He remembered things I told him, about myself, my family. Sometimes he asked follow-up questions from previous conversations we had had. He was one of the cost-rental lottery winners, which is probably why he was so friendly. But I hadn’t seen him yet this morning.

I cried when I got this job. I had been unemployed for a few years by that point and felt like I was at rock bottom. I retired officially at seventy-four, after years of working as a private doorman. But I had to keep working because my pension was too small. It’s harder to find a job in your seventies than you might think, so I knocked a decade off my age and nobody was any the wiser. Young people had no way of telling the difference between sixty-four and seventy-four; to them I was just old. I got a job as a hotel doorman but the shifts were outdoors and the freezing-cold winters exacerbated my arthritis. I loved that job. It brought so much meaning to my life after the previous decades of nursing my wife Dodi through her cancer, then grieving her. When she eventually died, I needed to get out of our apartment. I couldn’t be there alone all day long, the place where we had spent so many years together. Without her, the place felt hollow, I couldn’t find any rest or relaxation there. It felt like walking around inside her corpse. Morbid. Wrong. So I worked double shifts and split shifts at the hotel and walked the streets until I was exhausted enough to enter the apartment without thinking too much about Dodi’s absence. The job meant I wasn’t alone. I got to talk to people, imagine their lives, distract myself from my own life. And I liked helping them find their way around the city, giving them the best tips for where they were going, helping them enjoy what was often a once-in-a-lifetime trip. It made me feel useful again.

I scraped through the first winter, my joints stiffening with each passing day, but by the second winter it was obvious to everybody, including me, that this wasn’t going to work. And so when the hotel manager had called me in for a ‘chat’ I understood where they were coming from. They were fair, sent me off with six weeks’ pay and a glowing letter of recommendation, but after that it had been hard to find any work. Nobody wanted to hire an old man. My demographic sat just one notch below the most unwanted employee category of all – women of child-bearing age. People looked at me as if I was a halfwit, even though I had more capability, experience and common sense than most twenty-five-year-olds. But it didn’t matter. Nobody wanted to hire someone who wasn’t ‘internet native’. I knew how to use a smartphone. I was on Facebook – I don’t know why I was on it but I was on it! – but it wasn’t enough.

As the months passed I thought I might go under. The lack of family crowded in on me as I saw men my age looked after by their adult children or helping out with their grandchildren. I wanted what they had so badly. Lucy would be thirty-eight now if she was alive, probably married with a couple of kids too. I started to go back to morning Mass in St Paul The Apostle on West 59th Street. The priest suggested I get busy, volunteer, and so I started offering my time at the local library, took up free tai chi in the park, joined a bereaved husbands’ social group on Meet-up, which I dreaded but which actually turned out to be quite friendly. And then one day I was parked outside a women’s shelter and noticed the young woman with a single refuse sack of belongings walk into the place. Something about her reminded me of a young girl I used to know . . . I got out of the car right there and then, and walked into the shelter behind that girl. I offered myself as a volunteer and the tired woman behind the counter said: ‘When can you start?’ I was already police vetted because of my job as a doorman, so the answer was right away. It was actually thanks to the shelter that I ended up getting the job at the Sky Building. I had seen an A4 sheet pinned to the noticeboard advertising jobs.

Do you have what it takes to work at
the height of sophisticated living?

Of course I didn’t, but as I scanned the positions listed – cleaners, janitors, parking attendant, concierge – I realised I didn’t have to. I could do any of these jobs. I took out my cheap phone and took a photo of the contact details. It made an embarrassingly loud camera shutter sound that made everyone in the shelter look up at me accusingly. I apologised and pocketed the phone. I found the application later on a thing called LinkedIn and, with some difficulty, applied for the job. I didn’t have much hope but my desperation overcame my lack of confidence. Working with people less fortunate than me in the shelter had given me perspective. I wasn’t expecting much but I knew I wanted to be useful again. I was shocked when the recruiting agent told me I was one of their top candidates.

‘You’re exactly what we’re looking for. No ties, no dependants, mature, available and one hundred per cent reliable,’ she said.

‘Well, that’s me down to a tee,’ I said. I understood it was just corporate speak for ‘we want you to work twenty-four/seven’ but I didn’t care because the truth was twenty-four/seven suited me just fine. In fact, that’s exactly what I was looking for from the job. When I found out the building was owned by Fox Developers it felt like fate. But I wasn’t willing to leave anything to chance. I got on the phone to a mutual friend who owed me.
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EDDIE

Some days are just special

It didn’t bother me that Trudeau liked to shit on me with his endless menial tasks. Frustrated by his lack of empowerment to fire me (we still had a union at this paper), he threw every shitty job my way instead. One of the first things he had done when he got the editor’s chair was to try to fire me. But he hadn’t checked my contract. That was awkward for him because he knew I knew that he wanted me gone, that he didn’t rate me. I suspect he saw me – female, close to fifty, tipping into the higher end of the BMI scale – and made some lazy assumptions. It was awkward for him too because he was ordinarily so suffocatingly politically correct. He was flawless. Maybe I was just jealous because I was not flawless. In fact, if there was a physical representation that constituted the opposite of Trudeau, it was me, but I don’t really care for hysterical hygiene. Maybe it’s because I grew up in an apartment that had a tub in the kitchen with a slab of plywood on top that doubled up as our kitchen table, so I never got the ingrained habit of daily showering. I pulled myself together every morning, I was presentable, but no matter what I did I always looked a little rumpled, a little worn. Cass used to ask me, ‘how do you do that to clothes?’, mystified by my ability to make even a sharp new suit look untidy, but I guess it was just my special gift. My body spilled further and further over its outline as the years went by, a melting church candle slowly collapsing on itself. I did my best to contain myself but it was never enough. My doctor told me there was nothing medically wrong with me but that women’s bodies changed as they got older, the menopause made it harder, and had I tried losing weight? Thanks, genius. That was $450 I’d never see again. I’m aware of my appearance. I am not decorous in the traditional female way but forgive me if I don’t think that is the point of being alive. I am at peace with my humanness, with the fact that no matter how much we wash and groom ourselves, we’re all still going to end up in the same place – the graveyard.

I think Trudeau’s main issue with me, though, is I have a tough time keeping my opinion to myself. And I never learn. He once overheard me loudly ribbing him. I was just kidding around but did I mention Trudeau didn’t have much of a sense of humour? He gave me a lecture on the importance of fostering a professional environment of ‘respect and dignity for all’. He wasn’t too worried about my personal respect and dignity when he tried to fire me, and then assigned me to the social diary, but I suppose that’s what we call a double standard. What did I need dignity for anyway? I had long since traded my dignity for a salary.

The social diary was a comical position for someone like me to hold. I am social death. People at parties give me a wide berth. I am universally shunned by the young, the hip, the cool, the beautiful. Or I was . . . until I started writing the diary and then suddenly I was plagued by young influencers looking for a bump in followers. It was disconcerting for all involved but we tolerated each other in the purely transactional way whales and barnacles do. They gave me copy, I gave them exposure. Most days were a different version of the same old story – the opening of a new hip restaurant/bar/nightclub/spa – but some days, like today, were special.

The mind of an old hack was a dredging machine and certain names pulled different levers, dragging ghosts from different corners of the past. In the case of Bryant Fox it was a literal ghost: his daughter Juliet, who had been murdered in the back alley of their mansion on the Upper West Side, twenty years ago, after a student party to celebrate the end of summer.

The police had moved quickly – too quickly if you asked me (which nobody did) – but the pressure had been on to solve the case because of who Juliet was. Haste makes waste, that’s what my mother used to say when she was sober enough to impart such nuggets of wisdom. Well, I apply that philosophy to most things, including police investigations. The kid the cops fitted up was just some poor scholarship boy who was foolish enough to think he could date Juliet Fox without any repercussions. But every rich kid from a twelve-block radius had been at Juliet’s party that night and one of them had killed Juliet, which meant one of them had spent the last twenty years sitting on their secret. They must all think they are safe now. Twenty years was a comfortable buffer zone between a crime and a guilty conscience. A delicious thought warmed my mind – they had no idea I was coming for them. And this time I had absolutely nothing to lose.

The truth ran to its own timeline. It didn’t care about the passing of time or deadlines or convenience. The truth would come out when it was ready, like a sac full of pus ready to explode. And I could feel it gathering pressure. If there was one thing I had learned for sure in more than three decades of journalism it was this: the truth always finds its way out.

I put my files back in order. I couldn’t sit still. I was too agitated, so I decided to take a walk to the Sky Building, clear my head in the process and see what I could find out in advance of the grand opening party. No time like the present, I thought. Besides, I always did better in person. It was easy to hang up a phone on an anonymous voice, and I had the kind of smart-ass tone that rubbed people the wrong way. It was not so easy to slam a door shut in another human being’s face. And I had an honest face, the kind that people trusted. I didn’t look like a slick, ambitious journalist who would gut you for a story and ruin your life. But no doubt about it, that’s what I was.




6

VIVIAN

A stranger arrives

Don’t get me wrong, living and working in the Sky Building wasn’t easy. Because the building was new and architecturally designed to be beautiful from the outside as well as the inside, a lot of rules were written into the ‘residents’ charter’, such as, no drying your laundry on the balcony, and no pets allowed apart from pre-approved (meaning pedigree) small-dog and cat breeds. No shoes indoors, as they made noise but also posed a risk to the beautiful hardwood floors. All recycling must be done through the central garbage disposal system in the basement. Then there was the no-window-coverings rule – no curtains, roman blinds, French shutters, Venetian blinds or any other covering apart from the pre-approved sheer blind. Windows must be kept uncovered in keeping with the architect’s vision for the building and to perpetuate the Sylvan effect of all residents living in harmony. Would a prison have as many rules?

I was pulled from my reverie by the woman walking into the lobby. The light shuttered through the revolving doors and I was momentarily blinded until she was almost at the desk. She looked very familiar.




7

EDDIE

A journalist makes an unexpected discovery

I had to concede the Sky Building was impressive, gleaming and glamorous in the morning sunlight. I passed the building on my way to the office every morning – part of my attempt to get 10,000 steps a day – but I had never been inside. There were mirrors and glass everywhere, giving the illusion of infinity.

To be perfectly truthful, the sky pool creeped me out. They called it a sky pool because it bridged the east and west towers before they merged into one giant tower a few storeys up. It was a spectacular feat of architectural engineering genius. The perspex had been flown in from Japan in one giant piece. How much did that cost? And did we not have slabs of perspex here in the US of A? The pool stretched from a duplex ‘pool penthouse’ on one side to a luxury triplex with a rooftop garden terrace on the other. Swimming in it was like flying, the developers said, just floating in the sky, looking down on the world from amongst the clouds. They said it was like heaven, as if any of them was going to heaven. Although they probably knew what it was like to look down on people from a great height. They were good at that.

I was in two minds about these modern buildings that were sprouting up all over New York with greater frequency. Something about them seemed to push further and further away from humanity. They were built for rich people for a start and they seemed to be about cutting people off from one another, rather than becoming part of a community. And the interiors were so luxurious the people never wanted to leave. I would never have that problem in my apartment. I couldn’t care less about interiors and carpets and thousand-dollar taps and underfloor heating. The ways in which people fooled themselves into believing they were not going to die were of no interest to me. I lived in the same grubby apartment where my mother had died. I had moved back in there after Cassie had left me, having sublet the place all through our marriage, because, well, everyone knows you don’t let go of a rent-controlled apartment in Manhattan. Lucky for me I didn’t because I had nowhere else to go after the break-up and I certainly couldn’t afford rent at market rates.

There’s something about returning to your old childhood home, though, that makes you feel like an acute failure, back to the bed your childhood body slept in, remembering your hopes and dreams for the future, looking at the same view your innocent eyes enjoyed, and everything seeming shrunken because, of course, you are so much bigger now. It was a far cry from the Sky Building, that was for sure, but I was glad of it just the same. At least it felt honest.

I pushed the rotary door into the lobby and it made an expensive whooshing













OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Prologue



		Part One



		1 Eddie: A washed-up journalist catches the scent of an old story



		2 Cleo: A defence lawyer is haunted by a past mistake



		3 Eddie: A journalist recollects in agitation



		4 Vivian: A lonely widower catches a break



		5 Eddie: Some days are just special



		6 Vivian: A stranger arrives



		7 Eddie: A journalist makes an unexpected discovery



		8 Cleo: A lawyer’s interest is piqued



		9 Eddie: I’ve never been too good with names, but I remember faces



		10 Eddie: Catching a big fish



		11 Cleo: Asking for a friend



		12 Eddie: A girl pulls a loose thread



		13 Cleo: A wealthy heiress reveals a secret



		14 Eddie: Members only



		15 Vivian: A doorman shows a journalist the lie of the land



		16 Eddie: A night to remember



		17 Vivian: A reunion of sorts



		18 Eddie: A journalist gets to know the neighbours



		19 Cleo: An old flame



		20 Cleo: Making a splash



		21 Eddie: A girl makes an enemy



		22 Eddie: An empty space at the centre of everything



		23 Vivian: There’s no place like home



		24 Eddie: A safe haven



		25 Cleo: Marley’s family tree



		26 Cleo: A hotshot lawyer still has to take out the trash



		27 Vivian: A private afterparty



		28 Cleo: A familiar name echoes down the years



		29 Eddie: A devil in disguise



		30 Vivian: A very bad morning



		31 Cleo: An unexpected death



		32 Eddie: Hope is a scarce commodity



		33 Cleo: A pattern emerges



		34 Eddie: A man tells his story from the beginning



		35 Cleo: Getting to know the neighbours



		36 Eddie: A phone is unlocked



		37 Cleo: A social invitation



		38 Eddie: A journalist never forgets



		39 Cleo: Never ask a question you don’t already know the answer to



		40 Eddie: A journalist edges closer to the truth



		41 Cleo: A lawyer takes on a personal cause



		42 Eddie: A trap closes



		43 Cleo: An emergency phone call



		44 Eddie: I just can’t get you out of my head



		45 Cleo: Déjà vu



		46 Cleo: A Pandora’s box is opened



		47 Eddie: A pearl hidden on the ocean floor









		Part Two



		48 Rachel: Before: A cruel summer



		49 Eddie: A journalist goes in search of an alibi



		50 Cleo: A journalist enquires after an old client



		51 Eddie: Things fall apart



		52 Rachel: Before: Never trust rich people



		53 Eddie: A seed of doubt



		54 Eddie: The department of covering up



		55 Rachel: Before: An apology rings false



		56 Eddie: A journalist gets a tip



		57 Rachel: Before: A girl takes an ill-advised path



		58 Eddie: The dam weakens



		59 Rachel: Before: A girl becomes forgetful



		60 Eddie: Keeping secrets



		61 Eddie: Six weeks’ notice



		62 Rachel: Before: A young woman betters herself



		63 Eddie: File under ‘surprise’



		64 Cleo: Loose lips sink ships



		65 Cleo: The night closes in



		66 Cleo: Burn after reading



		67 Eddie: The beginning of the fall



		68 Cleo: A confrontation



		69 Vivian: A storm is coming



		70 Eddie: Red and blue make violet









		Part Three



		71 Juliet: Before: An ambush



		72 Eddie: A journalist creeps down the back stairs



		73 Eddie: You can’t libel the dead



		74 Cleo: A lawyer tells a journalist a story



		75 Cleo: When Cleo met Rachel



		76 Rachel: Before: A blank space



		77 Eddie: Eddie tells Dave a story



		78 Rachel: Before: How I remember it



		79 Cleo: Sometimes a story has no ending



		80 Cleo: No More Secrets



		81 Cleo: Christmas comes early



		82 Eddie: Be careful when digging not to trip a landmine



		83 Cleo: RIP Rachel



		84 Eddie: What we can live with



		85 Vivian: We live with demons



		86 Eddie: The calm after the storm



		87 Vivian: Us and them



		88 Eddie: Curiosity killed the cat



		89 JULIET: How I remember it









		Epilogue: The City Never Sleeps



		Acknowledgements











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
When everyone can
see inside
A killer must hide
in plain sight

EDEL COFFEY





OEBPS/images/pub.png
SPHERE





