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Chapter 1

Sunshine And Rainbows

​


CAROL Hamilton
snuggled a little deeper into her suede coat as a cold wind came
through the trees. She winced as she pulled her glove back to peer
at her watch, pausing under a streetlamp so she could read it. She
was late, but with any luck she would make it to the meet in time
to see the results.

Even so, Carol
had almost wished that the interview had gone longer, and she
wasn’t sure why.

Once she made it
into the athletic complex, she unzipped her coat, breathing a
relieved sigh. The heat touched the skin above the deep v-neck of
her blue sweater, and she could feel her legs finally begin to
thaw. Kimberly had insisted that Carol buy the tight skinny jeans,
saying they made her butt look amazing, but the fabric was so thin
that her legs froze in the winter chill.

Her stomach was
still full of tiny butterflies, and once she realized why, she
tried to put it out of her head.

While she and
Jack hadn’t broken up permanently that time, some combination of
the dark and being near the gymnasium alone made her remember the
pranking case at Summerville and the awful emptiness she had felt
when Jack told her he thought they should see other people. And
maybe, in the meantime, she thought, she had started seeing that as
the beginning of the end.

Shrugging it
off, Carol followed the signs to the pool area. Claudia Hudson had
asked Carol to investigate when several members of the swim team
had fallen ill, and over the case Carol had become friends with
her. After Carol had discovered that the mother of one of the
players was responsible, the team had practically begged her to
attend their next meet. A few of the members were still angry and
hurt, but at least they were all well again.

Carol snagged a
program when she walked in, and a quick glance at the board told
her she had made it just in time. The final three events went
fairly quickly, and when she saw Claudia, Carol waved. The girl
came over wrapped in a towel, her lashes thick and wet.

“You
made it!”

“I
made it,” Carol smiled. The butterflies were still there. For a
moment she thought longingly of finding some campus party and
drinking until she passed out, but more often than not, drinking
just made it worse. She had a feeling tonight would be one of those
nights. “Sorry, I came in a little late. How did it go?”

“Summerville!” Claudia swiped at her face. “I mean, you can’t
tell from the stands, but that’s what happens when there’s another
game the same night.”

Carol gingerly
patted Claudia’s wet shoulder. “That’s Summerville. Well, I have an
interview I need to submit tonight. Let me know when your next meet
is scheduled, okay?”

“Sure,” Claudia said brightly. “Thanks again, Carol. You’re a
lifesaver. Really.”

And that, Carol
had to admit to herself, did feel good. She made sure her recorder
was still in her purse as she headed out of the complex. Maybe the
student union would still be open and she could grab a
sandwich—

That was when
she saw the purple and orange striped scarf, and her heart
stopped.

She had been
seeing the signs around campus for a week, they just hadn’t
registered. Take Down the Southland! The Summerville Southland. The
game. Basketball season. And Jack was co-captain of the team. He
was sure to be on the other side of the gym’s double
doors.

Carol put her
head down, hoping neither of the Summerville students who were at
the concession stand knew her. Even so, her steps slowed. The crowd
was a furious roar in the gym. The stomp of sneakers echoed through
the bleachers.

No one would see
her.

But Jack was
sure to be there. And she would see him, if she wanted. For the
first time in more than a year.

***

She wasn’t sure
when she had fully decided on Stone. When Jack had driven her to
take the SAT, he had been suggesting Summerville English professors
and dorm possibilities. The tours of other campuses had been almost
perfunctory. Then she had seen the journalism major brochure, and
after that, nothing else had held nearly so much appeal.

That was when
Jack had changed, too. They had spent so much time together, and
when she told him that she just wanted somewhere that was hers,
that she could explore and have and be proud of herself, he had
just shaken his head.

“But... it’s Summerville. I’d be able to keep an eye on you and
help you on cases, and tell you which teachers are
easier—”

“And
that’s what I don’t want,” she replied, and they were just entirely
ignoring the movie showing on the television now. “There’s no... no
mystery to it,” she finished, wishing she could come up with
another way to phrase it.

“You
don’t want me around.” A nerve in Jack’s jaw twitched.

She put her hand
on his shoulder. “You know that isn’t it.”

“It’s
practically four hours away,” he retorted, his dark eyes flashing,
and he shrugged her hand away. “Carol, come on. If you do this, if
you go there...”

Carol crossed
her arms, hurt and stung by his tone. “If I go to Stone,
what.”

“We
both know... this will be even harder. Do you know how many couples
break up when they start going to different schools?”

Carol’s heart
dropped, and she made a scoffing sound. “We got through your first
two years just fine. I’ve had cases in other countries. What are
you saying, that you don’t trust me?”

It was Jack’s
turn to cross his arms. “I just think you could have found
somewhere closer than Stone. That’s all.”

“They
have one of the best journalism programs in the state.”

“And
you’re suddenly so interested in journalism? Out of
nowhere?”

“What’s so wrong with that?”

Carol and Jack
stared at each other, Carol’s heart ready to beat out of her chest,
when Hannah knocked on the door, then peeked in. They tried to look
nonchalant, but Carol was sure she still looked angry.

The fights just
continued on that theme. He never came out and said it, but he
seemed positive that the second Carol set foot on Stone’s campus,
their relationship would be virtually over. Even though she had
denied it, part of her had known it was true. She had barely worn
the locket he gave her for a day before she had taken it off,
telling herself that she needed to find her way at Stone without
depending on him—at all, as it had turned out. Their breakup had
barely felt like a breakup; instead, it just felt like the
conclusion of the fight that had begun the day she told him she was
going to Stone. She had jumped into a new case immediately, and
they had been apart so long already that his absence from her life,
while it saddened her, didn’t really change anything that
much.

It was the
intoxication of being somewhere new. For so long she had been
fighting her attraction to other guys; now, she wouldn’t feel
guilty about a stolen kiss or an impassioned embrace. So many other
guys were out there and she’d known him so long that Jack couldn’t
be the right guy for her. To her, he was as comfortable as an old
shoe, and sometimes the familiarity held just as little appeal.
There were no secrets left with him, nothing new to discover, and a
million other guys out there she hadn’t even met.

Her
relationships after him had been brief. Exciting, yes. She had
relished her freedom and the ability to be whoever she wanted to be
here. At Summerville, she had kept telling herself, everyone knew
her, as a detective, as Jack Mullond’s girlfriend. At Stone
everything had seemed to be a secret, something new and exciting.
She was done with boring, dependable, high-school-sweetheart Jack.
She was ready for new experiences and new people, and a new her. It
was only natural that they would grow apart.

She told herself
that so often that it became familiar, but it never actually made
her feel better about what had happened between them. He had been
her best friend for so long, and then suddenly he was gone. It took
a long time before she could even admit to herself that she missed
the marathon phone calls, missed him talking her through a case.
Maybe he was good old dependable Jack, but he was good old
dependable Jack.

And the thought
of him with someone else was still enough to
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