
Chapter One

			Mackenzie Wilson yawned. The heat made her so sleepy. She pulled her sun hat lower over her eyes and contemplated the afternoon stretching before her. It couldn’t be earlier than four, probably, so another two hours before they could reasonably head back to the room to shower and get ready for dinner. Their seating was at seven. She scratched her arm, skin dry from the salt water. Two hours would be enough time for four more piña coladas in their tiny plastic cups. Maybe more, if the waiter came by regularly, and he had so far. She had picked the resort, and the reviews of the service—especially the beach service—had been one of its big selling points.

			Mack had never been a fan of “the beach.” Between Ohio, New Hampshire, and Arizona, she’d never lived near an ocean, and she’d grown up afraid of the water. But when Beth Shankar, Mack’s new—well, girlfriend was too strong of a word, but friend wasn’t nearly strong enough—had found a flight deal to Cancun, Mack had for once agreed.

			Mack had set up her out-of-office response, alerting those attempting to contact her at the Tucson District Attorney’s Office that she was out of phone and email reach until Monday, and she had mostly resisted the urge to check, had just left her phone in the beach bag she and Beth shared. The piña coladas helped, as did Beth’s delight at the chance to frolic in the gentle surf. The most helpful thing, though, was definitely the way Beth’s dark skin looked in her bright-red bikini.

			They hadn’t been seeing each other long. After they’d met during the final days of an investigation into a serial killer the previous year and Beth had given Mack her number, Mack had resisted the urge to call for six weeks. It was Sergeant Dave Barton who finally convinced her.

			“You only live once,” he said over dinner one night. “Call the pretty girl. Take a chance, Mack.”

			Mack didn’t know if it was the wine that made her vulnerable or the fact that Dave was talking to her like he would talk to a teenage daughter. Either way, she’d called the very pretty Beth the next morning. Hadn’t even agonized about whether texting was the safer first move. Just picked up the phone and dialed, like she’d been doing it all her life. She still panicked when Beth answered, but she’d recovered and managed to ask her out to dinner.

			Since then, six months had passed. They saw each other once or twice a week, usually, depending on their schedules. Mack was surprised at how easy it all was—Beth seemed to genuinely enjoy their time together but had never pushed for more. Sometimes, Mack wondered if Beth was seeing other people. She wouldn’t always pick up her phone, not that Mack called her often, but sometimes it took a day or more to hear back from a text. When Beth did get back to her, however, she always seemed happy to talk, and they always had a good time together. Besides, Mack reminded herself, Beth had been the one to suggest the Cancun trip.

			She finished her drink, which didn’t have quite enough rum in it. Two more hours on the beach. She redid the math in her head. Maybe she could convince Beth to leave the water early, which would give them more time in the room before dinner. Heck, if they left the beach now, Mack was sure they could come up with other things to do for the entire rest of the weekend.

			Drops of cool water falling on her bare stomach shook Mack out of her reverie. Beth was standing over her, fresh out of the Caribbean, laughing.

			“Were you napping?”

			Mack put her hand on Beth’s thigh. “Maybe dozing a little,” she admitted. “Your skin is so cold.”

			Beth shook her head, intentionally spraying Mack even more. “You’re flushed,” she said. “You’ve been up here on the sand too long. If you were in the water, you’d find it delightful.”

			She handed Mack a bottle of sunscreen, reached into their shared beach bag with one hand, and signaled to the waiter with the other. “Two more of these,” she called out, holding up Mack’s cup. She fished Mack’s phone out of the beach bag and glanced at the screen. “You’re blowing up in here.”

			Mack grudgingly looked at her notifications. Her mother, asking if there was any risk of hurricanes in Cancun. Her dentist, reminding her of her annual cleaning the following week. Jess Lafayette, her best friend and colleague, setting up lunch for Monday. Then seven texts all from Dave Barton. Mack sighed and tossed her phone back in the bag without reading Dave’s messages. She’d respond when she got home, and until then she wasn’t interested in anything he might have to say about the cartel wars raging outside the resort zone.

			“Remember the cop who was with me when we met?” she asked.

			“Mmm,” Beth hummed. “Sorta. Bald, kind of short?”

			“Yeah,” Mack said. “Really good guy. Dedicated detective, always brings me solid cases, went out on a limb for me in that situation last year.” She hated admitting that she had been the lead suspect in a series of murders that had actually been committed by Jess’ fiancé, but Dave’s role in that investigation had cemented their friendship. Mack had even started having dinner with Dave and his wife, Meredith, once a month. “Anyway, he’s been on my ass about this trip ever since I told him we were coming to Mexico.”

			“Why?”

			The waiter handed them their drinks, and they clicked cups before each taking a long swallow.

			Mack flinched. “Brain freeze.” She waited for the pain to pass. “He thinks it’s super dangerous here. With the cartels and stuff. No matter how much I tell him that Cancun is safe, he doesn’t believe me.”

			“He’s a cop,” Beth said. “Wouldn’t he know more about that stuff than you? The violence, I mean?”

			Mack shook her head. “He does sex crimes and domestic violence. Not drug cases. I have three drug rips gone wrong on my caseload right now, and I texted the case agents when you suggested coming down here. They all promised me it was safe—one of them is bringing his wife and kids next month.”

			“What’s a drug rip?”

			Mack was surprised. Normally, Beth avoided talking about Mack’s work, and Mack was used to biting her tongue. Beth’s life had been blessedly free from the terrible things that one person can do to another—except, of course, for the time she’d found a corpse in a plastic tub at a trailhead—and she liked keeping it that way. Mack had gotten used to not talking about crime outside the office and was pleased by how natural the change was becoming.

			“It’s when people meet up for a drug deal, but one really intends to rob the other.” Mack paused to make sure she chose the least violent way to describe a crime she had seen far too much of already. “Someone often ends up dead—either the buyer or the seller, or sometimes even a third party who isn’t a part of it.”

			Beth shuddered and finished her drink. “I’m sorry I asked.”

			Mack felt a momentary sting of rejection. She and her ex-girlfriend, Dr. Anna Lapin, might have talked too much about work, but at least Anna had understood where she was coming from. “Yeah. They can be…grim, I guess.”

			Beth held out her hand for Mack. “Let’s go in the water,” she said. “At least sharks only kill you when they’re hungry.”

			Mack stood, stretching. She remembered a documentary she had recently watched late one night while waiting for a verdict, which claimed sharks had been observed killing for sport, and she considered bringing that up but thought better of it. “Actually,” she said, fighting back her fear, “that sounds great.”

			




Chapter Ten

			The grand jury presentation on Ferguson went smoothly. The jurors had no questions, even on the issue of the death of the first baby. Mack was marginally surprised, though the bar of probable cause was a low one, since the evidence that he’d actually killed the baby, rather than just disposing of the body, was the weakest part of the case. Apparently, Daisy’s disclosure had covered any gaps.

			As she signed the indictments and chatted with the jurors after they returned the true bill, Mack surreptitiously checked her watch. She and Dave were set to meet with Lisa Wagner in fifteen minutes. It would be her interview—Dave would only be there in case Lisa said anything that might require a witness to testify. Mack excused herself and rushed back to her building. Dave was sitting in the lobby with a short, stout woman with tight red curls. Mack assumed this must be Amanda’s mother.

			“Mrs. Wagner,” Mack said, catching her breath. “Come on up. I’m so sorry for your loss.”

			When they reached Mack’s office, the woman sat on the very edge of the chair across from her desk, clearly uncomfortable. “You can call me Lisa. I remarried a few years ago, took my second husband’s last name. So it’s Linden now, not Wagner.”

			Mack made a note on her legal pad and shot a quick glance at Dave. He could have warned her. He widened his eyes. He hadn’t been aware, either. So Lisa Linden wasn’t necessarily the most forthcoming of interview subjects. Good to know.

			Lisa turned to Dave. “Do you have any idea, Detective, who did this to my baby?”

			“Not yet, ma’am.”

			“We’re hopeful,” Mack said, “that in talking to you today we can get some new directions to pursue. Why don’t you tell us a little bit about your daughter?”

			Lisa fumbled a tissue out of her sleeve. “Amanda is my only. But she grew up surrounded by family, lots of cousins on both sides. She was the heart of the group. Always organizing trips to Six Flags or the movies, making cookies at one of our houses. She loved going into downtown Chicago for theater or shopping or museums. She was a curious, high-energy child. Always busy with something.”

			“What brought Amanda out west?” Mack asked.

			“School. She went to ASU, wanted to get out of our cold Midwestern winters.”

			Mack smiled. “That’s what brought me out, too. I grew up in Cleveland.”

			Lisa didn’t take the offered connection. “When she graduated, I thought she’d come back home, but her boyfriend at the time was from Tucson so they moved down here together, and she started working in real estate. She was a secretary at first, but she was good, a hard worker. She got her broker’s license last year.”

			Real estate. That meant she was regularly in contact with strangers—lots of opportunities to attract a stalker. There had been a serial rapist in Phoenix several years ago who had been targeting agents. Maybe that was an avenue worth pursuing. Mack wasn’t sure what had happened to that guy—whether he’d ever been caught—but she had friends in the Phoenix District Attorney’s Office she could call and ask.

			“What about outside of work?” Mack asked. “Did she have hobbies? Close friends here in town?”

			“Oh, yes. She kept herself very active. She was in a kickball league, belonged to a gym and went every day, and was in a book club. She had a lot of friends from college still, and work. It was hard for her to find time to come visit, she was so busy here, but we talked every Wednesday and Sunday. I only knew some of her friends, but I’m sure you could find them on her Facebook.”

			Mack cringed. She didn’t know anyone Amanda’s age who still used Facebook for anything other than keeping in touch with elderly relatives. “Did she ever tell you about any problems she was having with anyone?”

			“Never.” Lisa sniffled into her tissue. “No one had problems with my Amanda. She was too sweet. Too gentle.”

			Mack hummed sympathetically. She thought about her own weekly phone calls with her mother. Even in the midst of the previous year’s issues, she hadn’t let on to her mom. What was the point of worrying her all the way in Cleveland? She wondered how much she and Amanda had in common in that regard.

			“What about her dating life?” Dave asked. “You mentioned a boyfriend.”

			“William,” Lisa said. “He was a nice boy, but they were never going to last. He didn’t have the kind of ambition Amanda had. And, well, there was some tension toward the end, I guess.”

			“What kind of tension?” Dave asked.

			Lisa looked down at the desk. “I don’t want to—well, he was a nice boy, and I only know a little bit of what happened. But he—he had a temper, I guess. And finally Amanda had enough of it. She’d seen what it’s like, being involved with a man with a temper. My ex-husband was the same way.”

			So he hit her. Mack wondered where William was now. Had he and Amanda remained in contact? Abusive ex-boyfriends were always a good lead, especially if their breakup hadn’t been quite as definitive as Lisa thought it was.

			“And since then?” Mack asked.

			“No one serious,” Lisa said. “Amanda was focused on other things. I wanted her to have kids, of course, but she always said ‘Mom, I have plenty of time!’ I didn’t push her, because of course it was her decision. My mom pushed me, and I didn’t want to do the same thing to my little girl.”

			“Sergeant Barton told you that Amanda was pregnant at the time of her death. She hadn’t mentioned that to you?”

			Lisa blew her nose. Mack handed her the tissue box she kept on her desk and waited for the sobs to abate.

			“I know how hard it is to talk about these things,” Mack said. “But we need a clear picture of what Amanda’s life was like in order to figure out who did this and get justice for her.”

			“She would have told me,” Lisa said through her tears. “She would have called me from the doctor’s office, I know she would have.”

			Mack wished they had cracked Amanda’s phone. She didn’t want to push a grieving mother too hard, but maybe if they had something more concrete to show her, they’d start to get at the truth.

			She checked her list of questions. They’d covered them all and gotten almost nothing to show for it.

			The phone. That’s where the answers would be.

			




Chapter Eleven

			The email came in just at the point in the afternoon when Mack was most in need of a break. The sheer volume of reports already generated in the Ferguson case was intimidating. Police had interviewed family members, teachers, everyone who might have something that could corroborate Daisy’s story.

			Because Daisy had delayed reporting her father’s abuse until that night in the hospital, organizing the material chronologically wouldn’t work. Mack didn’t want to start the jury off with the evidence of the murder, though. They had to believe Daisy before they heard about the baby—it was the only way Mack could be confident they’d convict absent evidence proving that shaking had been the cause of death. Mack made a note to ask someone in the Domestic Violence unit to refer her to an expert on shaken baby syndrome. She’d need someone to explain it to the jury.

			She was considering whether she could get away with another cup of coffee without sacrificing any chance of sleep when her computer pinged.

			It was Dave Barton, asking if she could come to the computer forensics lab. They’d finally managed to crack Amanda Wagner’s phone and had found, as Mack predicted, useful information. Mack smiled for the first time that day and grabbed her purse. Finally!

			She swung through a Starbucks drive-through on her way, and Dave gratefully accepted the venti black coffee she handed him when he greeted her in the lobby of the police building that housed the computer forensics team. Their work was split between examining digital evidence for detectives across the department—trying to crack a murder one day and an organized retail theft ring the next—and their own investigations into computer-based crime. Child pornography, hacking, cyber-terrorism, they saw a little of everything. Mack was always impressed by the level of knowledge the computer guys displayed. Her own expertise began and ended with, “Did you try turning it off and on again?”

			Dave showed her into a spacious cubicle filled with a variety of unidentifiable equipment. The assigned forensics guy waved. “Drew,” he said, reaching to shake Mack’s hand.

			“Show me what we’ve got, gentlemen.”

			Drew clicked through a series of screens on the middle monitor of his three-monitor display. Mack recognized the forensic extraction tool, which mirrored data from a phone and presented it in a user-friendly format.

			“The most interesting stuff is in her texts,” Dave said. “But let’s go ahead and start with some of the smaller pieces. We’ve got her search history. Starting approximately two weeks before her death, she was looking for pregnancy information.”

			Mack watched Drew’s cursor move across the screen. Amanda had been trying to figure out when she had gotten pregnant. She was also investigating termination options, from pills to local abortion providers.

			“She was looking at abortion for two weeks but hadn’t done anything?” Mack asked. “Doesn’t that seem, I don’t know, odd to you?”

			Dave shrugged. “Can’t say. But look at this. She starts searching on the thirteenth. We can assume, for now, that she took a test and it came out positive, because here she’s looking for how reliable home pregnancy tests are. Then she starts figuring out the timeline. See? How soon can an at-home test tell if you’re pregnant. Then immediately starts looking at termination—abortion pills first—but she must figure she was too far along. Then two days pass with nothing. That’s Saturday and Sunday. Then Monday, she changes her tune. She’s no longer looking at termination, now she’s checking out single-parent blogs and stuff. That goes on for a couple of days.”

			Mack was getting a picture of Amanda: she was trying to figure out how to move forward under life-changing circumstances. She tried to imagine what she would do in the same situation. Well, it was different. If she got pregnant, it would either be intentional—and very expensive, from what she understood—or else a result of sexual assault, in which case she would terminate, no questions asked.

			She thought back to the aftermath of Benjamin Allen’s attack. She’d taken the Plan B pills she’d been offered and had waited anxiously for weeks until she was sure the emotional danger of an unwanted pregnancy had passed.

			“So, what? She told the dad, and he wasn’t into it? Decided to keep the kid anyway? Or did he want the kid and talk her into having it?”

			“Maybe,” Dave said. “Any of those are possible. But then—Drew, scroll down…there we go. On the twenty-fifth, she’s looking at termination again. Not medication abortion. Abortion providers.”

			“It was too late for a chemical solution,” Mack speculated. “But something changed her mind. And she was killed on the twenty-seventh?”

			“Yes. Okay, let’s switch to email briefly.”

			Mack zoned out as Drew clicked through a series of screens. What could have made Amanda go back to considering abortion? Had she found something on the blogs that convinced her she wasn’t up for being a single parent?

			“Okay,” Dave said again. “Here’s an email she received on the twenty-sixth.”

			Mack read through the short, auto-generated email confirming an appointment at Planned Parenthood for the thirtieth. “Can we find out what the appointment was for?” she asked without much hope.

			“Probably not,” Dave said. “I’ve got someone working on a search warrant for any notes or internal documents, including any forms she completed online, but HIPAA, you know?”

			“Now texts?” Drew asked.

			Dave nodded.

			“There are two contacts in her texts that are potentially interesting,” Dave said. “Unfortunately, both saved not under their real names. We’ve got ‘Cesar Chavez – Tinder’ and ‘Billy Bumble.’ Let’s go with Cesar first.”

			Mack read the text thread as Drew scrolled through it in reverse chronological order. “This sure looks like a boyfriend,” she said. “They’re making repeated plans, and a lot of it seems pretty domestic. Dinners, she’s offering to do his laundry, some sexy lingerie shots. That’s not stuff you do for a casual Tinder encounter. But what’s up with the fake name? Most people get rid of those once things get serious, right?”

			Dave laughed. “Mack, I’ve been married since I had an AOL screen name. What do I know from Internet dating? But that sounds reasonable to me. Check out the timeframe, though. Everything is normal until two weeks before her death, then there’s this big gap. Days go by with no texts, then it’s intermittent up until she dies.”

			“She tells him she’s pregnant and it’s his, and he hits the brakes?”

			“Seems reasonable, but now look at Billy.”

			A similar text thread. Domestic, repeated contact. Dinners at home. Then everything cooled off two weeks before Amanda’s death.

			“So she’s what, like, polyamorous or something?” Mack asked. “And she hadn’t told her mom? Not that anyone could blame her.”

			“Unclear,” Dave said. “And since we don’t have IDs on either of these guys, we have no one to ask.”

			“You working on identifying the phone numbers?” Mack asked.

			“Actually,” Drew said, “we’ve got that one covered. Subpoenas are already in. Should have subscriber info in a couple of days, assuming Verizon doesn’t give us any trouble on Billy.”

			“Couple last things,” Dave said. He pointed to the last texts between Amanda and Billy. “This is from the twenty-sixth. They make plans to meet that night, see?” He directed Mack to a second monitor displaying Amanda’s call log. “Then an hour later there’s a four-minute phone call, from him to her.” He gestured back to the texts. “And they must have fought on that call, because it looks like Billy didn’t show. Then we have four messages from Amanda in about twenty minutes, asking where he was and getting increasingly annoyed, and then this—”

			“‘Fuck you, then!’” Mack read aloud. “‘I thought you were better than ghosting me, especially today of all days. But whatever, I guess you were just waiting to show who you really are. I’m done. Lose my number.’”

			“So did he actually know about the pregnancy?” Dave asked. “Or did he get in a car accident and then get out of the hospital to find out his girlfriend lost her mind a little bit and dumped him? He calls her twice on the twenty-seventh but she doesn’t pick up, and that’s all we know. Except there’s one more damning fact—but it cuts both ways. After his calls on the twenty-seventh, there’s nothing. He never texts or calls again.”

			“Like he knows she’s dead, so what’s the point?”

			“Yep,” Dave said.

			“And what about Señor Chavez?” Mack asked. “When’s their last contact?”

			“Great question,” Dave said. “They’ve got a fifteen-minute phone call—her to him—on the twenty-seventh at seven thirty p.m.”

			“I wish we had that call,” Mack said.

			“Of course. But in the meantime, check out their final texts, after the call.”

			It took Mack a second to orient herself and adjust to reading from the bottom of the screen to the top.

			Cesar: Fuck you, I guess you just get to make this decision by yourself? Don’t fucking do this to me.

			Amanda: I am exactly the one who gets to make the decision. Fuck you right back. I don’t need this shit

			Cesar: Don’t be like that. Look, I can be there in 15.

			Amanda: I don’t want you here. I won’t let you in

			Cesar: The fuck you won’t.

			Then nothing. The last text was time-stamped 8:15, three hours before the neighbor heard Amanda fighting for her life.

			“And then Cesar never tries again?” Mack asked.

			“Right,” Dave said. “Just like Billy. They both act like they know there’s no point in trying to reach her. Which is…a strange coincidence, to say the least. Given what we have of the end of their communications, it seems weird that they would both just ghost her on the night she got killed.”

			Mack read the texts a second time. “So our theory is that Cesar showed up and Amanda did let him in? And then, what, he told Billy? Or that part was coincidence?”

			“I’m not sure,” Dave said. “But she sure had a pretty terrible two days, huh? I think that’s what we have to assume at this point: she let Cesar in, he killed her, Billy is a coincidence. At least, there’s nothing saying those two knew each other or were working together. I could go either way, Billy or Cesar. But, given the timing, I’m putting my money on Cesar.”

			“You’ll investigate them both, though, right?” Mack asked.

			“Of course,” he said. “We always do.” 

			




Chapter Twelve

			The next morning, Mack walked into her office to find a thick pile of papers on her desk that hadn’t been there the day before. A motion from Tom Colbey, Ferguson’s newly appointed attorney. She’d worked with Tom before and, based on the results he got, always found his high opinion of his own lawyering skills to be unwarranted. He seemed to come from the school of “If you can’t out-lawyer them, try to out-paper them.”

			Defendant’s Motion to Dismiss Count 1 for Lack of Corpus Delicti. Seriously, a corpus motion? On the baby’s death? The corpus rule dated back to English common law and was based on the premise that people shouldn’t be convicted of crimes based solely on their own words. If delusional Joe wandered into a police station and claimed to have killed his wife, the police couldn’t charge him based on that alone—they had to find the wife’s body, or a big puddle of blood, or something else that corroborated Joe’s words. Ferguson hadn’t admitted to any of the charges against him, so there was no legal possibility for a corpus issue.

			Mack skimmed through the document. Tom was arguing that, because there was no physical evidence to support homicide as the cause of the baby’s death, all the police had to go on were Daisy’s claims. No corroboration equaled no corpus.

			Mack rolled her eyes. Under normal circumstances, this would be too stupid to worry about, but they were assigned to Judge Leyva, a former family-law attorney who had only represented fathers and was a member of a fathers’-rights organization. He was notoriously hard on the State—and weak on the law. In front of him, all bets were off.

			* * *

			“Have you ever responded to a corpus motion?” Mack asked as she approached the open door to Jess’ office.

			When she got there, she almost dropped the motion when she saw Dr. Anna Lapin sitting across the desk from Jess. She looked great in her summer-weight wool suit, immaculately tailored. Her hair was shorter than Mack remembered, with fresh, honey-colored highlights.

			Jess glanced at her guiltily. “We’re prepping for a hearing,” she said. “Anna’s testifying for me, and I wanted to go over some things in advance.”

			Anna smiled. “It’s nice to see you, Mack.”

			Mack nodded, backing out of the doorway. “You, too,” she said. “Okay, well, I’ll let you guys keep at it. Good luck at your hearing. Jess, if you could stop by later?”

			She slumped against the wall. Logically, she had known that she would eventually see Anna again. She could even, in theory, wrap her mind around their working together again—although that one was harder, and she had a long list of experts she’d try to call first, despite what she’d said to reassure Sheila. But she assumed she’d have time to prepare for a meeting, to fix her hair and be wearing her best outfit, not—she looked down at herself and groaned—old chinos and a DA’s office polo. Of all the days to wear casual clothes.

			To add insult to injury, Mack found a new email when she got back to her office. Judge Leyva’s judicial assistant, Sarah, looking to set an evidentiary hearing on the corpus motion. What possible evidence could he want? The medical examiner testifying that the baby was dead? Daisy? Mack put her head down on the cool wood of her desk and closed her eyes.

			She jumped up at the sound of her office door closing, and there was Anna, sitting across from her like the last year hadn’t happened.

			“It really is good to see you,” Anna said. She ran a hand through her hair. Mack recognized the gesture. Anna was nervous.

			“Shouldn’t you be prepping for your hearing?” Mack asked. She could feel the thudding of her heartbeat.

			Anna smiled. “It’s all pretty clear. You know your friend Jess, she worries.”

			“She’s thorough.”

			Anna dipped her head. “Yeah. Thorough. Anyway, I wanted to come say hi, even before you stopped by. Sheila told me you were in this unit now, and I was glad to hear it. They can use someone like you here.”

			“Thanks.”

			Anna sighed and repeated her nervous hair-combing. “I don’t know why you’re being so insistent on making things awkward, Mack.”

			“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

			“I want to be friends again. I never wanted things to end up like this, where we can’t even have a simple conversation. You were there for me last year, when I needed you most.”

			Mack looked away, staring at the framed photo of her and her mom at the Desert Museum. Her face was hot, and she could feel her eyes fill with tears. “I wish I could say the same.” She cleared her throat. “Listen, I’ve really got to work on this motion. I’ll call you, okay? We’ll go to coffee or something.”

			“Okay, Mack.” Anna stood and opened the door. “Okay. Whatever you say. I just…I want you to know, I’m trying, here. I’d like a chance to make things right. If you hang on to this pain forever, you’ll be stuck. We’ve got too much history to just fall out of each other’s lives. Okay?”

			Mack focused on her breathing until the door closed behind Anna. In for five, hold for five, out for five. After several minutes, she felt her body return to normal, the tension releasing from her muscles, her heart rate slowing. She turned to the motion response in front of her and started writing.

			




Chapter Thirteen

			The movie in the background was little more than a distraction as Beth and Mack cuddled on Mack’s couch. Beth rubbed Mack’s scalp with the deep pressure that helped Mack release the stress of a long week.

			“Did you know I took a massage class in college?”

			“Hmm?” Mack asked. It took her brain a second to catch up.

			“I could help you loosen your shoulder muscles. You’re so tense.”

			“That sounds great.” Mack leaned into Beth’s hands, strong thumbs now rubbing either side of her neck.

			“You know what else would help? Getting out on the trail tomorrow morning. Jess and I are meeting at Tanque Verde.”

			Mack sat up. “Tanque Verde? You still go there? Even after last year?”

			Beth shrugged. “Sure. I mean, it’s my favorite trail for a reason, and that was…that was a fluke. Finding that girl’s body like that. I don’t like to go by myself, necessarily, but going with Jess will be okay.”

			“No, that’s great. It’s weird that she didn’t mention it to me when we had lunch today, but it’s great.”

			“You think it’s weird?”

			Mack paused. “I mean, don’t you?”

			“Not at all. I think it’s normal for people to become friends when they have shared interests, and we both like hiking.”

			Mack let the misunderstanding slide. “Okay, I guess. I just don’t think I’d be able to do it, if I were in your shoes. I’d let Bennett ruin things for me—like I always do.”

			Beth leaned back against the soft gray couch and gestured Mack to come closer.

			Mack paused the movie. “Did I tell you about this conversation I had recently with a defense attorney—Nick Diaz?”

			“I don’t think so. What does this have to do with hiking tomorrow?”

			“Nothing, I just can’t stop thinking about it and want to talk to you about it, but then when I saw you earlier in your cute outfit and carrying a bottle of good wine, I got all distracted. But now I remembered.”

			She told Beth about her conversation with Nick and the job offer from Melissa.

			“I just got this vibe from him, like maybe there’s more to his mission against Campbell than he’s letting on.”

			Beth took out her phone and checked the time. “Like what?” she asked. She sounded bored, but Mack needed to work through this. She stood and paced the living room.

			“Like he mentioned the Petrou series last year—the one about me? And something about how he said it made it sound like, well, I know this sounds crazy, but I think he might have leaked stuff to Petrou.”

			“How would he have anything to leak?”

			“I don’t know. It’s a small town, especially for lawyers. I don’t know who his friends are. He said people in the office recommended me to him for this job with Melissa. Maybe they also let stuff slip last year. And he let it slip to Petrou.”

			“Could you ask him?”

			“I’m not sure,” Mack said. She poured herself another glass of the wine Beth had brought. “I’m not sure I can ask without putting the job offer at risk. And I’m not ready to do that yet, because this whole thing aside, he’s right that I don’t like or trust Campbell. I don’t think he’s good for the community, so if I can be convinced that Melissa is a safe bet, I think I’d probably want to sign up, right?”

			“Don’t ask me,” Beth said. “I signed her petition to get on the ballot in the first place. I think she’s great.”

			“Would you have signed the petition for any Democrat who asked?”

			Beth smiled. “Any Democrat woman, you bet. And it doesn’t hurt that she’s cute.”

			Mack snorted. “Compared to Campbell, you’d think a female Crypt Keeper was cute.”

			“Well, if there’s no way to know the deal with Petrou without blowing your chance at a promotion, then what’s the point in speculating? Come on, let’s finish watching Cate Blanchett seduce this girl and then go to bed. You can argue both sides of this debate tomorrow while we’re on the trail. I bet Jess will even participate.”

			Mack reluctantly settled back on the couch, but she couldn’t focus on the movie. She needed to move around, figure out how to ask Nick if he’d been the leak. She needed to get on the treadmill and run until she couldn’t worry anymore.

			The movie over, Beth stood and reached for Mack’s hand. They walked into Mack’s bedroom, but Mack still felt agitated, even when Beth told her to lie down and started kneading her shoulders.

			An hour later, Beth had drifted off to sleep. Mack lay beside her, resisting the urge to get on the treadmill. If they were going hiking in the morning, she’d need a good night’s sleep.

			The doorbell rang.

			




Chapter Fourteen

			“What are you doing here?” Mack asked.

			The man on her doorstep was tall, with a deep tan and blond hair turned mostly to gray. Mack knew that many women would call him handsome, although she had never thought so. The features that meshed so well on Mack’s face made him look too feminine.

			“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” Marcus Wilson—her father—asked.

			Mack resisted the urge to slam the door in his face and go back to bed. “I haven’t decided.”

			His smile widened. “Still the same old Mackenzie, huh? You don’t pull any punches.”

			Mack remembered that smile. It was the smile he used to get women to do what he wanted. The smile he flashed at cops to get out of tickets. The smile he wore when he missed Mack’s birthday, or her band concert, or didn’t show up for visitation and left her standing outside school, watching the streetlights come on.

			“I haven’t seen you in like ten years,” she said. “Mom said you were living in Oregon. What are you doing in Tucson? What are you doing at my house, at midnight? How did you even get my address?”

			“I’ll explain everything, kiddo. Just, you know, let me inside, huh? It’s cold out here. I need to warm up these old bones.”

			She didn’t want him in her house, and she definitely didn’t want Beth to meet him. She stepped outside and pulled the door shut behind her. “It’s almost eighty degrees, and your old bones are fine. We can sit outside, and you can say whatever it is you came here to say.”

			Mack thought back to the last time she’d seen her father, a professional union organizer who had spent her childhood moving from one beleaguered workplace to another, rarely paying attention to his daughter. Marcus had shown up on Mack’s doorstep in Tempe early the morning of her law school graduation. She wasn’t sure how he’d known about it—her mother, no doubt, keen to believe the best of her wayward ex-husband…

			He sat at her kitchen bar that day—she didn’t have a dining table and ate her meals on the couch or at her desk—and she leaned against the counter, sipping a tepid Gatorade in an attempt to tame her hangover.

			“Knife, Knife, Knife,” he said.

			She flinched. “I’ve told you not to call me that.”

			He’d taken the nickname from an old Bobby Darin song, which he sang as a lullaby. Mack hadn’t realized how intensely demented that was until she was in college and really listened to the lyrics.

			“Old habits. So…this is a nice place you’ve got here.”

			“Thanks.” Mack didn’t mention the scholarships she’d earned, the loans she’d taken out, the jobs she’d worked, scrimping and saving for a place of her own. She knew better than to say too much. Anything she said could and would be used against her.

			“Law school, huh? You really did it. I never thought you’d choose something so…I don’t know. So corporate.”

			Mack shrugged.

			“Do you know what you’re going to do next? Your mom said something about the police, but that can’t be right. The unions always need lawyers, you know, if you want to move back East, get out of this dirty desert. I’ve been doing some great things with a Teamsters local in North Carolina. I could get you hooked in with them, and I’m sure they’d be grateful for the help.”

			“That’s a thoughtful offer, but I’ll pass. I don’t know anything about labor law. I actually have a job at the Tucson District Attorney’s Office lined up, fortunately.” Mack peeled the label off her bottle of Gatorade, unsure how much she wanted to reveal. “I have to take the bar exam this summer, but I’ll be working as a law clerk until my results come in. If I pass, I’ll be a prosecutor.”

			Marcus whistled, but his face was grim. “So your mom didn’t get it completely wrong. I can’t believe a daughter of mine would wind up working for the cops.”

			“I won’t be working for the police, Dad. I’ll be working for the district attorney. And I’m excited about it. I’ve wanted this job since college.”

			“Yeah, well, college students are still kids. I assumed you’d grow out of it. Heck, I wanted to be Batman when I was a kid.”

			“Yeah,” Mack scoffed. She was close to losing her temper and struggling to get herself under control. Her dad had always seemed to enjoy provoking her. Staying calm was the key. “That sounds like exactly the same thing. What you wanted to do when you were seven and what I wanted to do at twenty. And besides, not everyone thinks the police are the bad guys. I don’t think the cops are the enemy. Most parents don’t teach their kids how to invoke before they teach them to tie their shoes.”

			“Most parents are sheep,” Marcus said. “I taught you what you needed to know to get by in this world, and now here you are, pissing on everything I said. You know, I wouldn’t be surprised if this whole law school thing was just your way of spiting me. How am I supposed to tell my friends, my colleagues, that my own daughter has joined up with the pigs? Some day, Knife, you’re going to wake up and realize that you sacrificed your youth to get back at your old man. You give me a call when that day comes.”

			She hadn’t responded, just watched him stomp out of her apartment and slam the door behind him. She hoped her mom, asleep in Mack’s bedroom, hadn’t heard the fight. Her parents had split up for good when Mack was seven or eight, but she knew her mom still loved the asshole, kept hoping he’d finally settle down and they could reunite.

			When he didn’t show up for graduation, Mack wasn’t exactly surprised, but she half expected him to call, to apologize for accusing his only child of selling her soul. But as days turned to weeks turned to months, she realized that wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t going to call. Eventually, she came to feel like she’d never had a father to begin with. When people asked about her family, she just talked about her mom, and most people never pushed for more.

			Over the years, her mom had kept in touch with him. As far as Mack knew, she still didn’t know about their argument the morning of Mack’s graduation. Every once in a while, she’d mention Marcus in an email or during a phone call, but Mack never took the bait. She knew her mom couldn’t help loving him, just like she couldn’t help not. The only time she’d heard from him directly was via a bouquet of flowers he sent two years earlier, shortly after she was attacked by Benjamin Allen. She’d never even thanked him.

			 

			 

			“So,” she said when he was settled on the bench beside her front door—the first thing she bought when she’d moved into the house a year earlier. She leaned against the alcove wall. “Mom tell you where I was?”

			“Nah,” he said. “I was in Albuquerque a few years ago doing a thing with migrant workers, and when that wrapped up I came out here. Found you on the DA’s website. Figured we’d run into each other at some point, but I guess we still move in different crowds, huh?”

			“You’ve been in Tucson for years?” Mack asked.

			“Yep. Turns out the desert air agrees with my eczema.”

			“And you never thought, ‘Gosh, I should let my only child know I’m living in her city’?”

			“Hey, I sent you flowers when that whole thing happened. The ball was in your court, Knife.”

			“Don’t call me that,” Mack said. That was just a reflex. In truth, she didn’t care what he called her, not anymore. She hadn’t cared for a long time. “Okay, then. Anyway, you’ve been living in Tucson for years and you just decided to come say hi tonight at midnight.”

			“Well, it’s not exactly a social call, there, kiddo. I’m in a bit of a tight spot, and I hoped you might be able to help your old man out. For old time’s sake.”

			Old time’s sake. Right. Like when Mack was a kid and he’d raid her piggy bank, sometimes using her allowance for leaflets and poster board, but more often, she learned as she got older, for cheap beers after his protest du jour.

			“Well, you see…I had…well, I had this girlfriend. Really nice lady, I think you’d’ve liked her a lot.” He paused. Mack could see him struggling. “We had a…well, I guess you would call it a disagreement. Nothing serious. She didn’t realize my age, is what happened. So when she did become aware of it, she decided she was a little young for me.”

			“How young is she?” Mack asked.

			“Well, oh, I guess around thirty-two or so.”

			“Thirty-two? Jesus, she’s almost six years younger than me! That is so inappropriate.”

			Marcus glared at her. “I’m not here for your judgment, thank you very much.”

			Mack rolled her eyes. Her father never had been willing to accept criticism.

			“The thing of it is,” Marcus said. “Well, the thing of it is that she…she went and got herself pregnant.”

			“You mean you got her pregnant? Gross.”

			He sent her another warning look. “Not necessarily. Ms. Mandy wasn’t all that interested in monogamy, as a concept or as a practice. So I’m not sure to this day whether or not it was mine. But between me being a little older than she thought—”

			Mack snorted.

			“—and the baby, she broke things off with me.”

			“That must have been a relief,” Mack said. “All things considered. I mean, you must have had a hard time keeping up with a woman half your age to begin with. Add a baby into the mix, and you must have been looking for the door.”

			“Things have changed since you were a kid, Mackenzie. Hell, I’ve changed. She was pretty sure the baby was mine, and I was ready to do the right thing. I told her I would stick around and raise the kid if a paternity test showed that I was the father.”

			“Touching, really. So when do I get to meet my new baby brother or sister?”

			“Yeah, well, she didn’t want the baby. I guess she took my initial response—”

			“Which was what, you said it was somebody else’s kid?”

			“I might have suggested that,” Marcus acknowledged. “Anyway, she’d made up her mind not to keep it, no matter what I said.”

			“Can’t say I blame her,” Mack said.

			Her father looked up at her, his arms loosely folded around his knees. She felt a sudden stab of pity for the old man. Getting dumped hurt, no matter the circumstances.

			Mack looked at her watch. “Get to the point, Dad. What tight spot are you in? Where do I come in to it?”

			Marcus sighed. “I guess I should just come out with it. She’s dead—murdered, I guess. The cops say there’s no real doubt about that.”

			The hairs on Mack’s arms stood up, and she was suddenly cold. “You called her Ms. Mandy,” she said. “Your girlfriend was Amanda Wagner?”

			“How do you know her last name?” Marcus asked.

			“I was the prosecutor at the scene,” Mack said. “I was there the night she was killed. You had a girlfriend who lived walking distance from my house, and you never showed up here until three weeks after she died?”

			“I just got out of an interview with your friends the pigs. Thought it was time we talked.”

			Mack opened the door, her head swimming.

			“You’d better come inside after all.”

			




Chapter Fifteen

			Mack brewed a pot of coffee as her father walked around her living room, pausing to examine a book here, a photograph there.

			“I didn’t make the cut, huh?” he asked.

			Mack clenched her jaw. She wanted him out of her house. She didn’t want to hear another word of his sad-sack, self-pitying bull. She really didn’t want him to meet Beth. But her professional instincts had kicked in, and she needed to know what was going on.

			Marcus sat at the dining table and accepted the mug Mack handed him.

			“I have milk,” Mack said. “Well, almond milk. And Splenda, I think.”

			He shook his head.

			Mack drank from her mug. Adrenaline would keep her awake through the night, so the coffee was just to stave off a headache. “Okay,” she said. “Why were you talking to the police?”

			“I spent the evening with some friends. Went to dinner at a little Mexican place on the South Side. When I got home—I live in an apartment a few miles from here—there were two uniforms waiting for me.”

			“Did you get their names?”

			“No. I didn’t even realize they were there for me until they asked me to go with them to the station. I tried to say no, but they roughed me up a little bit and eventually I got in the car.”

			Mack doubted that was true. She could see no signs of a struggle and, if he wasn’t under arrest, there wouldn’t have been any reason for them to touch him. They would have let him drive his own car to the station…unless he was intoxicated.

			“Have a few cervezas with dinner?”

			He wagged his head from side to side. “Maybe. So we get downtown and they lead me into an interview room and leave me in there to stew a little bit. Then two suits come in. Burly guy, clearly the one in charge, and a woman. Classic good cop, bad cop.”

			“How about their names?” Mack asked.

			“I didn’t catch hers, but his was something with a B. Barber? Barnard?”

			“Barton?” Mack asked, her throat tight.

			Marcus slapped the table, and she jumped at the sound.

			“Barton. Yeah, that was it.”

			“Okay,” Mack said. She could feel herself begin to panic, memories of her own interview with Dave the year before flooding her mind. She needed time to think. She needed to get her father out of the house. Dave wouldn’t go behind her back on purpose—she knew that—which meant he must not have put it together that Marcus Wilson and Mack Wilson were father and daughter. “Did you tell him about me?”

			Marcus shook his head. “I didn’t think that would help my case. They weren’t really interested in getting to know me as a person, you know? They told me they had me figured for having killed Amanda, and the only thing they wanted to hear from me was a confession. Now mind you, I didn’t even know she was dead until they told me. I just knew she’d dropped out of touch.”

			Amanda’s murder had dominated the news cycle the day after she died. A pretty white woman killed by person or persons unknown, when she should have been safe in her home? The media had eaten it up. Was it really possible that Marcus hadn’t seen it? Mack didn’t want to know.

			“They showed me some photos, said they were of Amanda, but I didn’t take a good enough look to be sure. Just a big bloody mess. They said she hadn’t gotten rid of the baby, and that it was mine, which made me suspect numero uno.”

			“What specifically did they ask you?”

			“The usual questions. It’s not like I’d never been in an interview room before, kiddo.”

			“Getting arrested at a labor protest isn’t exactly the same as getting interviewed in a murder investigation. But if you want to be the expert, that’s fine. I’ll take my many years of prosecution experience back to bed. You can see yourself out.”

			Marcus eyed her, his smile fully falling away for the first time. “They asked where I was from the twenty-fifth to the twenty-eighth.”

			“What did you tell them?”

			“I don’t remember.”

			Mack remembered these semantic games from her childhood. Even credited them, in her kinder moments, with helping her become skilled
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