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PROLOGUE
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“No way.” Rosica Bakalov stared more closely at the picture on the monitor. It was like looking in a mirror—the same slightly curved nose and pale skin. The same almond-shaped eyes, although Rosica’s were green, not brown.

She liked to scroll through the photo files on the computers she was mining for IDs in case there were any interesting shots she could sell to porn sites. She’d been less than impressed with most of the soft-core stuff that these amateurs thought was racy.

But this discovery was a potential gold mine. A mark who could be her twin. Granted, the hair was different, but Rosica had dyed her hair so often she could barely remember her natural color. Plus, the woman was older by maybe a dozen years in the latest photos, but she was in good shape. What was her name? Rosica clicked back to the woman’s financial file: Iris Reid.
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IRIS

CHAPTER ONE
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Iris Reid caught her breath as she gazed at the decrepit Victorian house on Massachusetts Avenue, Cambridge’s main drag. The lead-gray March sky lent the property a bleak appearance. The peeling mauve paint made it seem almost ghostly.

“It’s perfect,” she said to her boyfriend, Luc Cormier.

“Doesn’t look much like a restaurant.” Luc stared skeptically at the sloping porch floor and rotted clapboards. “Looks like it should be condemned.”

Iris slid out the listing sheet from her parka’s pocket. “But look at the price. There’ll be money left over to fix it up. And it’s got ten parking spaces in back.”

“You know how parking gets me excited,” Luc conceded. His present restaurant, located three blocks away, had no off-street parking. That, along with his landlord’s decision to double his rent was driving Luc to find a new location for the Paradise Café. Plus the need for more space to accommodate his devoted clientele.

Light snow began to fall. Iris’ long brown hair was stuffed up into her hat and she felt a cold, wet snowdrop slither down the back of her neck.

“Let’s go inside,” she said, “and see if the interior holds as much potential as the exterior.” 

As Luc pushed open the creaking front door, Iris smelled mustiness in the air. She could hear the musical chatter of their broker, Bala Bhat, talking on her cell phone in the entryway. Bala gave them an excited wave, her bracelets jangling, and winding down her conversation, turned her attention to them. “This is the perfect property for you, Luc. And with Iris being an architect, you won’t be put off by all the little tweaks it needs.”

“Tweaks,” Luc mumbled as he eyed the faded wallpaper in the entry hall and gloomy rooms to either side. “This may be more than we can manage. I need to have a restaurant up and running in seven months.”

Iris did a 360. She took in the high ceilings, the large windows behind the dusty drapes, and the open flow of the two large rooms, one of which had an ornate fireplace. “Was this a single family house, Bala? The listing says it’s around 5000 square feet.”

“It was built as a grand old mansion. Now it’s zoned for both commercial and residential.” Bala pointed a vermilion-nailed finger straight up. “You could live above the shop if you wanted.”

“Sell my condo and combine spaces?” Luc ran a hand through his shoulder-length blond hair. “That could make the numbers work.”

“And if you didn’t mind a tenant in the basement, you could get additional rent from the woman who teaches yoga classes down there at night,” Bala said. “But the sale isn’t contingent on keeping her. She has a month-to-month lease and pays $1000 per month.”

“Might work, but I’d probably need that space for food storage.” Luc wandered toward the back of the house.

Following him, Iris ran her fingers over the mahogany wainscoting lining the walls. Abruptly, a door swung open and its doorknob smacked her in the stomach before she could step out of the way.

“Oof,” Iris said.

Luc grabbed and steadied her just as a young woman squeezed into the hallway beside them.

“Sorry. I didn’t know anyone was up here.” The woman fixed large hazel eyes on Iris, concerned. “Are you all right?”

Iris took in a gulp of air and wheezed out “Fine.”

The woman, extremely slim and fit in her yoga pants and tight top, caught sight of Luc and smiled. “Are you two thinking of buying this place?”

“Considering it,” Luc answered. “You rent space in the basement?”

“I have my yoga studio down there and a small office. I was just catching up on some paperwork. If you do buy the building, I’d love to continue renting. I’m Hannah.” She reached out to shake Luc’s hand, then Iris’.

“If we get to that point, we can give you a call,” Iris answered. “Do you have a card?”

The woman tapped her clothes which clearly allowed no room for pockets. “Not with me, but I can write down my number. Have you got any paper and a pen?”

Bala, who’d been checking messages on her phone in the more spacious entry hall, bustled forward to offer both from her cavernous purse.

Scribbling for a moment, Hannah handed the paper to Luc. “That’s my cell. You should come to my yoga class. It’s a great stress reliever.” She glanced over at Iris. “You, too.”

Hannah slid behind Luc and placed her hands on his shoulders, thumbs on the blades. “Just as I thought,” she announced. “Completely stiff. You work hunched over, right?”

Luc explained that he was a chef.

Hannah pulled Luc’s shoulders back so he was standing straighter. “This is how you should stand when you’re at the counter.”

“Yeah, that does feel better.” Luc turned to Iris. “Didn’t I just say that my back’s been bothering me lately?”

“Mmhmm.” Iris noted Hannah’s long firm legs and tight abs. She pegged the yogini at late twenties, too naturally pretty to bother wearing make-up. Iris was approaching her mid forties and Luc was six years her junior.

“Let’s check out the kitchen,” Iris reached for Luc’s hand.

Hannah headed for the front door. “Even if you don’t buy the building, you really need to come to my Bikram class, Luc. You know—hot yoga. It would do wonders to stretch out your muscles.”

Luc turned to watch her leave. “Doesn’t Hannah smell like cinnamon bread?”

“Wow—this kitchen hasn’t been touched since the 1940’s,” Iris said, changing the subject. “It’s a nice size. I’d have to make some changes with all these windows and doors to give you continuous counters.”

“This is four times the size of what I’m cooking in now.”

“...And we’d have to carve out some space for bathrooms and a coat room.”

After they’d explored the room in detail, Luc leaned against one of the oversized windows, staring out at a yard blanketed in a foot of pristine snow. He shoved his hands deep in the pockets of his coat. “Are you sure we aren’t biting off too much? Assuming I could dig up the small fortune it would all cost, could this place even be ready by September?”

Iris joined him at the window. She could visualize a property completely transformed. She could sense the beauty that could be coaxed out of the present reality. “This is your new restaurant. Trust me.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

IRIS

CHAPTER TWO
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“Do you have to get back to work right away?” Iris asked Luc as they stood on the front porch of the property they’d just given a thorough inspection.

Luc wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her close. “What’d you have in mind?”

“I want to show you something.” Iris smiled. “Something you haven’t seen before.”

“I like familiarity.” He let her go and consulted the time on his phone. “I can take two hours. I’ve got Arnold covering lunch today.”

“Great. Let’s take a quick road trip. I want to show you a new restaurant I’ve read about. The photos looked interesting.”

Half an hour later, as they cruised down crowded blocks of triple-deckers, insurance agencies and beauty salons, searching for a particular street number, Luc asked “How did you hear about this place? I thought I knew all the other restaurants on my turf.”

“It’s brand new. Didn’t you see the write-up in the Globe last week?” Iris finally slowed down and pointed to an elegant storefront, painted black and wedged between a carpet outlet and a convenience store plastered with ads for Keno tickets and Western Union. “That must be it.” She jockeyed her Jeep into a metered spot, the better part of a block away. “Let’s see if we can get a table.”

“This must be one of the last ungentrified sections of Somerville,” Luc said as he eyed the rough-looking neighborhood. “I hope they’ve done their market research.”

Chilled from the frigid air, Iris and Luc entered Café Six-One-Seven and were greeted with a welcome warmth and the din of excited diners crowded into a tiny space.

A young woman with a short gray bob and bright red lipstick asked, “Do you have a reservation? That’s ok, I think we can fit you in.” She led them to a tiny table, next to the kitchen.

Luc looked around. “This place is hopping.”

“They’ve got buzz from being the new kid.” Iris said, adding, “The food reviewer wasn’t very impressed.”

“You’ve brought me to a place with unimpressive food?” Luc studied the menu and let out a snort. “Seriously—“hand-glazed black cod filet”? I want to know how you’re going to glaze it without using your hands. “Deconstructed pearl barley risotto with foraged mushrooms and succulent spinach compote”? I’ll be the judge of whether the spinach is succulent. And the term “deconstructed” usually means that a sous-chef spilled something and reassembled it. Iris, my love, if I ever write pretentious horseshit like this please shoot me.”

Iris lowered her head and shaded her eyes. “Now I remember why we rarely go out to eat. I need you to focus. I brought you here so we can check out what they’ve done with the interior design.”

A hip-looking waiter filled their water glasses and rattled off the complicated specials. “Would you like me to send over the mixologist? We have some amusing craft cocktails.”

Luc and Iris ordered the most fool-proof items on the menu and stuck with unamusing water to drink. She peered around to inspect the restaurant more closely. The walls were a glossy terra-cotta. Unfortunately, there were some landscape paintings hanging askew. Iris resisted the urge to get up immediately to straighten them, and instead adjusted her chair so that they were out of her peripheral vision. An ancient-looking black walnut hutch was positioned along a side wall with a potted gardenia on its counter, and a grab-bag of antique pendant lights hung from the ceiling.

“Forget about the pretentious menu. What do you think of the looks of this place?” Iris asked and watched Luc’s reaction. “We’ve been talking about a clean California-modern vibe for the new place, similar to how the Paradise Café looks now, but what if we went for a rich patina like this, with layers and sensuality.”

Luc leaned back in his chair as he looked around. “Reminds me of places I liked in Rome, but it’s different from what I was imagining. We’d have to find the right building.”

“Don’t you think we just have? That was the best of all the properties we’ve seen all month.”

“You really liked that place, didn’t you? I admit it has potential, but it needs so much work.”

“The work is mainly cosmetic. The structure is solid, other than the porch, which needs a new foundation. The windows are even in decent shape. I can see the rooms with deep colors and dark woods, maybe custom-designed sconces. We could even have an artist paint a mural on an accent wall. It would be like nothing else in the Boston area.”

“Yeah, but that custom stuff takes a lot more time. You’ve also got the Harvard project. That’s a lot of work for a one-woman-operation.”

“The Harvard job is almost in the construction phase.” Iris said. “After we get our approval tonight from the Historic Commission, I’ll just be supervising. That should leave plenty of time to design and crack the whip on your renovation.”

“I hope so. I’m a very demanding client.” Luc winked. “Is tonight’s approval a slam-dunk? You said that the commissioners could be picky.”

Iris rubbed the back of her neck. “I’m a little nervous. You can never predict how the commission members will react.” Gilles Broussard, the Harvard Dean who was effectively her client for the faculty guest house, had been texting her all morning to make sure that she was prepared for anything and everything with her presentation.

The waiter returned and, with a flourish, set down Luc’s Rabbit Rigitoni and Iris’ Tortellini en brodo. They focused on the food in front of them. After one bite, Luc shook his head sadly. “Store-bought pasta.”

“Snob.”

Luc spent the rest of the meal analyzing both of their entreés, parsing ingredients and passing judgment. After reassuring himself that the restaurant presented no threat to the Paradise Café, Luc ordered a pair of Espressos, then checked the time on his phone. “I should get back.” He reached for his wallet.

Iris grabbed the check. “Let me get this.”

“Thank you. Seeing this helps me imagine the new place with a different look. Let me think about it. I can’t see it already done over, the way you can, but I trust your vision.”

“The design needs to be as special as the food.” She reached across the table for his hand and gave it a light squeeze.

When the waiter returned Iris’ credit card, his laid-back expression had taken on a worried look. Iris and Luc slipped on their jackets and wended their way through the tightly spaced tables to the door. As they stepped out into the weak winter sunlight, they saw flashing blue lights atop a police car racing toward them. The car double-parked and a beefy cop with a gray brush cut jumped out of the driver’s side while his younger partner slid out of the passenger door.

Iris and Luc flattened themselves against the storefront so the police could get by them to wherever their emergency was.

Instead, the older cop approached her and asked, “Are you Iris Reid?”

When she nodded, he stated, “I’m placing you under arrest as an accomplice to a bank robbery. Drop the purse and put your hands on the police car.”

Iris’ heart raced. “A bank robbery? What are you talking about? This is a mistake.”

Luc tried to get between them, his arms outstretched. “Leave her alone. You have the wrong person.”

The younger cop shoved Luc away.

“Legs apart!” The older cop roughly patted Iris down, pulled her hands together behind her back, and snapped on plastic handcuffs.

“You’re arresting me?” Iris felt dizzy with panic. She could see faces from inside the restaurant peering out at them. It was like a scene from a nightmare.

“Get in.” The policeman nudged her toward his cruiser as his partner picked up her purse.

“I’ll phone your brother,” Luc shouted. “He’ll straighten this out.”

Iris looked back at him miserably. “Yes, please call Sterling! Have him come get me. Oh, and Sheba,” she said, remembering her seven-year-old Bassett Hound, “Can you get to the house and let her out? She’s been inside all day.”

The tires squealed as the patrol car sped away.
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IRIS

CHAPTER THREE
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The vinyl seat was low and smelled like a Burger King. The handcuffs cut into her wrists. Iris couldn’t make out the unbroken stream of back-and-forth talk from the radio on the other side of the mesh cage.

On Sixth Street, she realized that the cops were taking her to Cambridge police headquarters even though they’d picked her up in Somerville. So the robbery must have happened in Cambridge. She leaned forward on her seat, placing her face close to the barrier. “Why do you think I was involved in this robbery? When did it happen?”

When they didn’t answer, she tried another tact. “Talk to Detective Malone. He can vouch for me.” She had helped Malone close a case the previous year. Sure, he thinks I interfere with police business, but he knows I’m not a criminal.

Brush Cut and his sidekick escorted Iris through the third floor squad room into a brightly lit interview room, then removed her cuffs. As soon as she was seated, Brush Cut gave her the full Miranda warning, ending with “Do you understand these rights?”

They still didn’t explain why they had arrested her. The third floor was the major crimes department. She’d been in these interview rooms several times over the past year, but never as a suspect.

“Yes, I understand.” Iris rubbed her wrists. “I want to call my lawyer.”

“You’ll get your chance,” the officer called over his shoulder before the door slammed shut. 

Iris spent the next ninety minutes racking her brains, trying to remember anything she might have done recently which could be construed as illegal, which might have linked her to this crime. There were, no doubt, minor traffic infractions, but, come on, this was Massachusetts. And they wouldn’t have tied her to a bank robbery. Sterling will fix this, she kept telling herself. Her older brother, while stuffy and irritating, was a crackerjack attorney.

It was after four by the time her knight in shining wingtips strode through the door. He looked worried.

Iris jumped out of her seat. “Why do they think I’m involved in some robbery?”

Sterling lay his briefcase on the table and sat down. “There’s a warrant out for you so all of your credit cards were flagged. A car that was used this morning in a bank robbery in East Cambridge was rented with a credit card in your name. The thieves got away with almost a million dollars.”

Iris lowered herself into her seat, confused. “My credit card?”

“The robbers shot a guard. He’s in the ICU at Mass General and may not make it.”

She let out a long, deep breath. “That’s terrible, but with all the ID breaches around today any smart thief could have gotten a credit card in my name.”

“A witness jotted down the plate number of the getaway car. Evidently Budget Rent-a-car at Logan Airport has video footage showing someone who looks a lot like you renting the car this morning. They also have a copy of your license and credit card on file.”

“Someone who looks like me?” Iris’ grip on the arms of her chair tightened.

“The police say the license matches the one they found in your purse, but they didn’t see the Visa credit card that was used.”

“I don’t have a Visa card.”

“Ever had one?”

“No.”

Sterling took out a pen and legal pad from his briefcase. “Let’s go through everything you did this morning.”

“After breakfast at eight, I started drawing roofing details for the Harvard guesthouse project. In my office. Then I met Luc at eleven and we looked at a property for his new restaurant.”

“Anyone see you before you met with Luc? A client or the cleaning lady?”

“Only Sheba.”

“Make any phone calls or send any e-mails?”

“Not while I was drawing. I worked from eight-thirty until ten of eleven, then walked over to meet Luc. We had lunch after that, then these cops accosted me as I was leaving the restaurant with Luc and treated me like I was Whitey Bulger. Wait—Gilles texted me several times this morning.”

“Did you respond to him?

“No.”

“Doesn’t matter. You could have texted him back from the getaway car. The robbers were gone by ten.”

“So they think I robbed a bank, then drove home to look at real estate with my boyfriend?”

Sterling took off his glasses and looked toward the window. “I know—it’s crazy, but they must have some serious evidence. I agree that someone probably stole your identity and took out a credit card and duplicate license in your name. We need to see this tape to find out why they’re so convinced that you were involved.”

“You can get me out on bail while we straighten this out—right? I’ve got to present the Harvard project tonight at the Historical Commission. I’ve slaved over the design for six months. If these bureaucrats decide it doesn’t fit the Harvard Square context, they can block the contractor from starting on schedule.”

He looked at her solemnly. “I can’t get you out of here that fast. The Middlesex County DA’s office is charging you as an accomplice to a felony. If the guard dies, it’s felony murder. Missing a meeting should be the least of your concerns.”

“But...but Detective Malone can vouch for me. He can tell them I’m not a bank robber or a murderer.”

“I have a call in to both Malone and the District Attorney’s office.”

Iris massaged her temples. “Would you please call my client to tell him that I won’t be at the meeting tonight. Gilles is going to flip out. Don’t say I’m in jail. Say I was in a car accident or something.”

“Give me his number.”

“And can you tell Ellie what’s happened and have her take Sheba? I asked Luc to let Sheba out, but he has to work tonight.”

Sterling wrote down their contact information. When he made the call to Gilles, Iris could hear squawking in the background as Sterling used his most soothing voice. When Sterling got through to Ellie, Iris grabbed the phone and explained the surreal circumstances herself. She couldn’t answer most of her friend’s questions.

Iris handed back the phone. “What do we do now?” She chewed her thumbnail, a habit she’d only recently broken.

“We wait.” Sterling checked his phone for messages that might have been left in the previous five minutes.

* * *
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IT WAS FIVE P.M. BY the time Detective Malone and Lieutenant Donna Choi of the Robbery Homicide Division joined Iris and Sterling in the now-crowded interview room. Malone refused to meet Iris’ eye, staring instead at his cell phone, scrolling through messages. Lieutenant Choi, the one in charge of this case, was a whip-thin woman somewhere along the spectrum of middle age, her ebony hair rolled tightly into a bun. She looked like she could play a convincing game of poker.

After a few minutes, Malone mumbled something into Choi’s ear and she cleared her throat. “The bank guard is being wheeled out of the ICU now. It looks like he’s survived the surgery. Let’s get down to business.” She flicked on the recording machine and listed everyone present with their titles. “Ms. Reid, you were told your Miranda rights by the arresting officer, is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re answering these questions with your attorney present.” 

“Yes.”

“Please go through everything you did today from the time you woke up to the time Officer Rudkowsky arrested you.”

Iris detailed her day in all its prosaic innocence. When she was done, Choi reached into an envelope and slid a laminated card toward her. “Would you identify this?”

Iris studied it carefully. “It’s my driver’s license.”

Sterling lifted a finger. “Have you checked to see if anyone’s applied to Motor Vehicles for a replacement for this license?”

“We can look into that tomorrow,” Choi answered. “Do you have a Visa credit card, Ms. Reid?”

“No.”

“Never had one?” Choi raised an eyebrow.

“No. I have a Master Card and an Amex.”

Choi passed her an official form and tapped a spot with her finger. “Do you recognize this signature?”

Iris stared at a car rental contract and spotted the forgery at the bottom. Someone had done a halfway-decent job of it. “My signature’s very easy to copy because I print, but a handwriting expert will tell you that I didn’t write this. I never make my ‘R’s like that.”

The room was silent.

Sterling rolled a pen nervously between his fingers. “It seems to me that the only tie between Iris and this bank robbery is a forged rental form, a fraudulent credit card, and a replacement license. I think Detective Malone can speak for Iris’ upstanding character.”

Malone let out a self-conscious cough. “On several occasions Ms. Reid has provided invaluable help to the Cambridge P.D., even putting herself at risk.”

Just as Iris’ shoulders relaxed she heard Choi say, “Hmmm... risk. I heard the same word from a detective out in Lincoln when I made a few calls about Ms. Reid earlier. Evidently she was a suspect in a murder case last year.” Choi waved her hand dismissively to head off any objection by Sterling. “Yes, I understand she was released,” Choi continued, “but Lieutenant Gleason also mentioned that Ms. Reid put herself in jeopardy during the investigation. In my experience, people who are drawn to taking risks are often drawn to breaking rules. This is a serious crime, possibly murder. It wouldn’t be the first time a seemingly respectable person got mixed up with the wrong crowd.”

Lieutenant Choi leaned over and asked Malone, “Would you please run the car rental’s surveillance tape?”

Malone pressed a button on the wall, the lights dimmed, and a projection panel lowered from the ceiling. Everyone slid their chairs around to face the screen, which came alive first as staticky snow and then, a few seconds later, with a view looking down at a woman standing at a counter—a woman who looked a lot like Iris, right down to the long dark brown hair, slightly aquiline nose, and even the red parka and black jeans that she now wore.

The tape ran for around five minutes during which time the woman’s face was seen from above in slight profile. After the woman filled out forms, and offered up a credit card and license, she turned toward the exit and looked directly into the camera. The shot froze. The police techs had enlarged her face and sharpened the focus.

Iris let out an involuntary whimper. It was her own face looking back at her.
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IRIS

CHAPTER FOUR
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Sterling’s parting words had been, “Someone’s gone to a lot of effort to impersonate you, but you have a clean record and I should be able to get you out of here tomorrow morning after the bail hearing. Just get through tonight. Reids are tough.” Iris sat on the hard lower bunk in the holding cell, trying not to cry. The room smelled of disinfectant with an undertone of urine.

She didn’t feel tough at all. She wanted her dog. And her boyfriend.

Who was the woman on the tape and how had she managed to look so much like Iris? It had taken even Iris a minute or two to realize it wasn’t her. And what did the imposter have against her, setting Iris up to get arrested?

When she didn’t show up at the meeting tonight she was going to appear unprofessional, irresponsible. Would Gilles present the project or would he ask for a continuance, delaying the contractor’s start date? And would her clients find out where she’d really spent the night? What would happen to the career she’d worked so hard to build?

After the detectives’ exit from the Major Crimes’ interview room, she and Sterling had had an animated discussion. Then Lieutenant Choi had sent an officer from her division to escort Iris down to the bowels of the police station to book her. They’d fingerprinted her and taken mug shots. They even swabbed her cheek to keep her DNA for their records. She was assigned a number which was attached to a bracelet around her wrist. Her clothes were taken and replaced with a blue top and pants to be worn over stained prison-issue underwear. That was after the strip search which included all of her body cavities. Utterly humiliating.

Iris eyed the metal toilet in a corner of the holding cell. At least she had the room to herself.

No sooner had she thought this than the sound of multiple footsteps reverberated off the concrete floor in the hallway.

“You can’t make me stay in here,” a voice screeched. The cell door opened and a guard pushed a young woman inside. Her emaciated form collapsed onto the concrete floor, up against a wall, where she stared at Iris through large, vacant eyes.

“You got anything on you?” the woman demanded the minute the guard’s footsteps receded.

“What? How could I? They searched me,” Iris said.

“There’s ways,” the woman responded, wiping a runny nose on her blue prison-issue sleeve.

“I’m Iris.”

“Crystal. Your first time?”

Iris nodded. That was the sum total of their small talk. The rest of the night degenerated in inverse proportion to Crystal’s spasms, aches, and nausea. After a few hours of sleeplessness, the girl’s sweating and vomiting escalated into agitated ranting. Iris tried to calm her with soothing words but got smacked in the eye by one of her flailing fists. Soon the girl was rolling back and forth on the floor. Iris had hung on as long as she could. She screamed for help.

A few minutes later, a guard’s face appeared in the door’s tiny window. She hauled Crystal away, leaving Iris curled up in a fetal position on a wafer-thin pallet trying to tune out the disgusting smells Crystal had left behind. Just before dawn, she dozed off.

In the morning, when she entered a Middlesex courthouse conference room, she could tell by Sterling’s expression that the effects of her night-from-hell showed.

He pulled out a chair for her and placed a Starbucks coffee cup on the table. “Who gave you the shiner?” 

“My junkie cellmate, finally dragged off to detox at four a.m. Please get me out of this nightmare.” She gave her brother a desperate look, then pried the lid off the coffee and breathed in the warm aroma before taking a large sip.

“We’re going before Judge Haggerty in half an hour. She should be sympathetic to our bail request. Then we can straighten out the rest of this.” Sterling held up a Whole Foods shopping bag. “I had Ellie pick out a suit and some make-up. Try to cover up the black eye.”

“Is Ellie here?”

“Yes. So is Luc.” Sterling left the room to let her change.

Ellie had included a hand mirror in the supplies and, thankfully, her own underwear. Iris did the best she could with make-up, but the purple bruise stood out against the exhausted pallor of her face. Iris felt steadier knowing that her friends had come, people who knew without a doubt that she was innocent of the charges.

When she was marched into the courtroom in handcuffs, she could see the stricken faces of her two friends sitting in the gallery. Their eyes widened as they registered her black eye.

The hearing itself went quickly. An attorney from the DA’s office was there to voice her objections to bail, but Sterling made a strong counterargument. “This is a case of stolen identity. My client is a locally known architect with no record whatsoever. She’s been falsely accused and has had to endure a night in a police holding cell where she was assaulted by her cellmate.”

Sterling convinced Judge Haggerty that Iris was not a flight risk, and the judge set bail.

After Sterling made the arrangements to get Iris released, he led her toward a rear door. “We’ll meet up with Ellie and Luc around the corner at Dunkin’ Donuts. I need to warn you—this story has legs. The media’s going to be all over it. Let me do the talking, OK?”

Iris nodded and lowered her head as they were met with a swarm of reporters. Someone thrust a microphone in her face.

“Iris, did you know your friends were going to shoot the guard?”

“Ms. Reid, what does Harvard have to say about your involvement in a
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