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This one’s for the working-­class, strip-­mall, military-­town kids, the ones who came of age driving the back roads with their windows down and their music blasting, dreaming of bigger lives, like the ones in books and movies.
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...though I cannot be Henry the Fifth, or Charles the Second, yet I endeavour to be Margaret the First; and although I have neither power, time, nor occasion to conquer the world as Alexander and Caesar did; yet rather than not be mistress of one, since Fortune and Fates would give me none, I have made a world of my own.

—­Margaret Cavendish, The Blazing World (1666)

Taking a new step, uttering a new word, is what people fear most.

—­Fyodor Dostoevsky, Crime and Punishment (1866)

I am singing now while Rome burns.

—­Richard Siken, “Snow and Dirty Rain,” Crush (2005)







Listen for It

We’ve come to the end now, darling. The end of the road; some might say the end of our rope. This night has been years in the making. Getting here has taken a lot of heartache, a lot of false turns. A lot of faces to smash, groins to knee. It’s taken a lot of humiliation, of getting my cheeks pinched, my wrists slapped, being called a bitch and a life-ruiner and so much worse.

C’est la vie. In the end, we got here, and that’s what matters. They thought they could hide what really happened to you, that they were so much smarter. I can picture them, laughing at our sad faces on TV. But they won’t laugh tonight. Not when I’m standing in the pitch-black night outside this McMansion monstrosity, a house you would’ve called small-dick compensation back when you were alive enough to crack jokes.

I’ve watched the lights in the house go off, one by one. Waiting here, dressed to the nines in a goddamn crop top, of all things. Sorry, scratch that—let’s use a reference you can understand, since you didn’t live to see the return of ’90s fashion. Wearing a shirt sized for an American Girl doll—how’s that? Like those Y2K fashion inspo pictures you used to love cutting out of magazines, back when you were still capable of loving things.

There was no time for a costume change. The minute I heard the news, nothing could’ve stopped me from coming. Accuse me of impracticality all you want, but I’ve learned there’s a certain value to obsession. That sounds like one of your lines, doesn’t it? Let’s pretend it was, because I like the idea of this coming full circle. Speaking of circles, tonight he’s all alone in that house, and the roles are reversed; tonight I’m the one circling him.

I wish you were here right now, even as a ghost; wish you could claw yourself out of that grave. But since you can’t, I’ll do the next part for you. I’ll fly in like a woman possessed and say, Surprise! She didn’t actually die, not when I’ve kept her alive like a holy flame in the center of my chest. Surprise! You didn’t get away with it. Not in the end.

There are security signs posted around the perimeter, but no flood-lights have tripped on, no alarms have sounded. There’s nothing to warn him as I stride across the lawn, stabbing twin holes into the turfgrass with my heels. Maybe the real joke is, I don’t register as a threat, even to his security system. We’ll have a good laugh about that later, he and I.

The sliding glass door isn’t locked. They didn’t think they would ever experience a consequence, and they were almost right. I seize the handle and slide it open, silent and steady. Tighten my fingers around the grip of my gun.

They thought we’d never find out, never come for them. Fools.

Tonight, I’m going to make him scream your name so loud you’ll hear it in heaven.

Listen for it, my darling girl. And forgive me.


This is a dissertation, yes, but more importantly, it is the first official history of the twenty-first century’s most unlikely outlaws. Though the events chronicled here occurred only five years prior to this publication—a blink of an eye to most historians—many of my fellow scholars still deny they ever happened, insisting that everything contained within these pages is more legend than truth, fiction spun to legitimize what we, in retrospect, might rightly call a movement.

How do I know they’re wrong?

Because I was there. In the following pages, I will play not only your archivist but your witness.

My first task, then, is to prove that the organization we now know by the name of Our Ladies of the Dark began long before anyone realized, and with far different aims. This will not be an easy feat: While the myths spun about the early group have been formidable, little exists in the way of verifiable evidence.

As you will see, it is as if the main actors in our story were hell-bent on erasing themselves.

—Frances Vogel, “Our Ladies of the Dark: A History,” PhD dissertation presented to the UCLA Department of History







Chapter 1 Grey, the Detective

Present Day

The moment Detective Grey Holloway arrived at the palm tree–ringed Bel Air mansion now crawling with cops, a hush fell. A millisecond of silence, like a glitch in a movie, and then the whispering started. Since Grey was used to being a pariah among the LAPD, she simply ducked under the crime scene tape and pushed her way inside the house, past the curious eyes, reminding herself that she belonged. She’d been assigned to this case by Captain Xie himself, who’d told her over the phone, in his usual brusque manner, that he needed her, specifically, for a reason he then failed to name.

It wasn’t until Grey caught fragments of the whispered conversations that she began to realize there might something different about the gossip today. “She looks exactly—” someone hissed as she walked past, followed by a hushed “how creepy,” and then, “—just like the dead girl.”

Frowning, Grey followed the line of evidence techs as they marched upstairs. They stood in a ring in what appeared to be a bedroom, peering at something on the floor. It was unprofessional, that motionless staring, and for a moment, Grey thought of reprimanding them. Then she slipped past the wall of their shoulders and understood.

The body splayed out in a pool of dried blood could’ve been her twin. Looking down at the woman’s face, frozen in a death mask of horror, was like looking into a dark mirror, stumbling onto the scene of her own death in a parallel dimension. All the techs grew quiet, studying her as intensely as she studied the woman.

Was this why Captain Xie had wanted her—because Grey looked uncannily like the victim? If so, how bizarre.

That was a question for later. Right now, she was in charge of bringing the scene to order. She took a deep breath. “I want all investigators to clear the room. Go downstairs and help with cataloging.”

As they dutifully scattered, leaving her with the body, Grey focused on her senses. It was her grounding ritual whenever she entered a new crime scene, a practice that allowed her to gather her first impressions before other people could cloud her thinking. She’d learned that regulating her mind was just as important as regulating her subordinates—and that part was paramount for any detective, but especially for one as young and female as her, with her unfortunate wide-set Disneyprincess eyes and the vocal fry she couldn’t rid herself of, no matter how hard she tried.

She crouched beside the body. The victim appeared to be in her late twenties. She was wearing a sage-green workout set Grey had seen only last weekend in the window of an Alo store on Rodeo Drive. Underneath the matted blood, the victim’s hair was a balayage masterpiece, blond streaks painted with precision, even better than Grey’s. Grey had come by her tan honest, thanks to days in the sun tracking leads, but the victim’s skin was the telltale orange-taupe of La Mer’s self-tanning line, and her astonished eyes, cerulean beneath the spiderwebs of broken blood vessels, were framed by lush lash extensions—probably mink—giving her the appearance of a doll from a nightmare. The blood streaking the victim’s skin was so pungent, the air so thick with iron, that the one beat cop still lingering in the corner was subtly gagging. Underneath that blood, Grey was willing to bet that the woman’s skin was flawless, the product of pricey facials and nightly retinol. No doubt, the body on the floor was worth a small fortune.

So the victim was wealthy, on top of being young and attractive. Despite what movie studios would have people believe, young, rich, glamorous murder victims were rare, and sure to draw vultures. Grey would have to issue a gag order to keep details from leaking to the press. 

She slipped on latex gloves, lifted one of the victim’s stiff hands, and gritted her teeth. They were wearing the same nail polish: “Fiji” by Essie, a distinctive ballet pink. Christ. Forget the press. The other detectives were going to eat this up. She’d never hear the end of it: Detective Barbie’s murdered twin.

The beat cop stepped closer. “I usually need a minute to process, too,” he said, mistaking her gritted teeth for disgust. “Dead bodies can be a lot.”

Grey rose and glanced at his name tag. j. gomez. “You’re the one who moved her?”

Officer Gomez flushed. Captain Xie had given Grey a small amount of information on her way to the scene: After receiving several worried calls from the victim’s mother, the LAPD had dispatched Gomez to conduct a routine wellness check. Failing to get a response to his knocks, the overeager cop had pushed his way inside, searched the home, and found the victim lying face down in her bedroom, a bullet hole to her right temple. Lack of experience combined with natural human instinct had compelled him to flip her to get a look at her face, thereby disrupting the integrity of Grey’s crime scene.

“I’m sorry,” Gomez mumbled. “It won’t happen again.”

“I’m sure it won’t,” she said softly. She’d decided early in her career that there was no reason, other than tradition, to be an asshole to the people below her. Even when those people were young male officers suffering from a case of misplaced chivalry. “Why don’t you head downstairs and assist the techs with cataloging?”

His shoulders slumped at the dismissal. Of course, Grey also saw no reason to reward careless mistakes.

The officer was still shuffling downstairs when she heard a familiar voice. “Freaky, isn’t it? How much the vic looks like you.”

Grey turned to find Dr. Clifton Miles from the medical examiner’s office passing Gomez on the stairs, trailed by two of his assistants. Grey liked Cliff. He was older, probably close to retiring, but unlike many of the older men she’d encountered on the job, he’d always taken her seriously.

“It’s all they’re talking about downstairs,” Cliff added with a rueful smile. “They’re taking bets on whether the two of you are sisters or cousins. You aren’t related, are you?”

“No.” The threat of gossip left Grey unmoved. Law enforcement had never been her plan, but her father’s early death from a broken heart—officially ruled a heart attack—had left her no other option. She’d gone straight into the police academy after graduating summa cum laude from UCLA. Since then, her focus had been so single-minded that after the requisite four years as an officer, she’d ascended to the rank of detective by the tender age of twenty-five. Now, with two years as a detective under her belt, she’d already been elevated by Captain Xie to the prestigious robbery-homicide division, a department most detectives spent their careers trying to reach. Grey’s clearance rate thus far was an unprecedented 100 percent.

And it turned out the only thing people hated more than witnessing the rise of an enfant terrible was witnessing the rise of a female enfant terrible, especially one who supplemented her meager law enforcement salary with shifts at an infamous Hollywood nightclub, working the VIP tables. By now, she’d heard every variation of “She’s sleeping her way to the top” and always longed to reassure the whisperers that vengeance was an effective enough motivator—no need to involve sex. But of course she didn’t. Grey knew that once you were labeled “one of those girls,” the kind more likely to end up on the gruesome side of the crime scene tape, there was no going back. After all, one of those girls was the whole reason her father had gone crazy and she’d had to become a cop in the first place.

Now she studied her doppelgänger on the floor. “All dead women look alike, if you think about it,” she told Cliff. “Like a man’s worst fear and his darkest fantasy combined.”

“Jesus. You quoting someone?” 

“Myself.”

“Are you supposed to be the other dead woman in this metaphor?” 

“It’s an analogy.”

Cliff chuckled. “You’re an odd duck, aren’t you, Detective?”

He wasn’t wrong. Rumors about Grey’s after-hours nightclub gig had spread like wildfire. From her male colleagues, it seemed to elicit either teasing or an infantilizing protectiveness, both of which were embarrassing for everyone. If she had a dime for every time she’d been called Detective Barbie or Detective Stripper, or every time she had to halt her stride for an officer who wanted to awkwardly open a door for her, she’d be rich enough to sack every man in the LAPD and replace him with a canine detective, the very definition of “don’t tempt her with a good time.” But because Grey expected those reactions, they rarely got under her skin.

What did was the way other female officers treated her. Women were still a minority in the force, and in Grey’s ideal world, she would’ve preferred solidarity, no matter how kumbaya that made her sound. But a lot of older female cops had come up in an era of policing that equated femininity with weakness and machismo with respect. Unfortunately, Grey was a bottle-service moonlighter who wore a lot of pink. She understood that she and her colleagues were all just products of their times, and while she might wish differently, there was no forcing friendship. So she’d resigned herself to keeping her head down, her mouth shut, and her clearance rate unimpeachable, and to hell with the whispers.

“What do we know so far?” she asked Cliff, redirecting.

His voice took on the well-oiled rhythm of a man who’d given this rundown plenty of times. “Victim’s name is Elizabeth Drake. Thirty-three years old. Her mom called from the family home in Iowa. Said Drake moved out here years ago to work in the industry but was currently unemployed. Claimed there was no history of mental illness.” 

“Drake, huh?” The name stirred something. “I swear I’ve heard that before.”

“Sounds familiar to me, too,” Cliff agreed. “We haven’t found any signs of forced entry, other than your Officer Cowboy getting rough with the door, so the killer might’ve known Drake or had a key. She was shot in the temple, at close range. The bullet hole is small, so we’re looking at a lightweight handgun, maybe a nine millimeter.”

“Easy to handle,” Grey observed. “And conceal.”

“You know what’s not?” Cliff gestured to the streaks of blood and gore that had turned the wall into a Jackson Pollock painting. “The shooter was close enough to get sprayed.”

Grey turned to one of Cliff ’s assistants. “Check the bathrooms to see if the shooter washed up and left any DNA. And go downstairs and tell Officer Gomez to start knocking on neighbors’ doors. We need to know if anyone saw or heard anything unusual around . . .” She glanced at Cliff.

“My best guess is she’s been dead anywhere from twelve to twenty-four hours. I’ll know more once I get her on my table.”

“Yesterday afternoon,” Grey concluded. “Through the evening.” The assistant nodded and left.

“An execution-style killing,” Grey mused, returning to the body.

“Single bullet to the head.” Elizabeth Drake was dressed like she was on her way to Pilates, which suggested she hadn’t realized she was under imminent threat of death.

“It’s a cold job,” Cliff agreed. “You don’t normally see a professional-style hit on a girl like this. Sorority type.”

Grey turned to the most unsettling part of the room, other than the body. “Now tell me about that.”

She pointed at the wall, where the words i eat traitors for breakfast were streaked in large crimson letters. “Is that what it looks like?”

“It’s blood,” he confirmed. “We’ll have to test to be sure, but I’m guessing it came from Drake.”

“So our killer enters the house—either invited or found a way to sneak in—makes their way to the bedroom, shoots Drake, dips their fingers into that hole in her head, and finger-paints this message. Then they walk right out, possibly in broad daylight, and no one calls in anything suspicious.”

Cliff whistled. “Someone hated her. Maybe an ex?”

Grey’s eyes roved over the words on the wall. “You don’t go to the trouble of writing a message in blood unless you want to make a statement you hope others will see. I think it’s a warning. But to who?”

She studied the rest of the bedroom, which was wall-to-wall pink. Drake’s mansion was styled like a mid-century cottage. Most of the houses in Bel Air’s exclusive zip code, like the two that dwarfed this one, were ostentatious mansions owned by entertainment moguls, complete with helipads. Grey was willing to bet that this home, even though it was on the smaller side, would still net north of two million. Even if Drake was renting, it would’ve cost a pretty penny.

“Her mom said she lived here alone?” Grey asked. “And she was unemployed?”

Cliff caught her drift. “Maybe she was an heiress. Or an actress between projects, and that’s why her name sounds familiar. Face might look more recognizable once we clean her up.”

“Or maybe she’s an OnlyFans celeb,” snickered a uniformed cop who’d wandered upstairs. “And it’s not her face that’s famous.”

Grey slid him a cool look. “You find that funny?”

His smile deflated. “I guess not.”

She scanned the room. “If Drake was running her own content business, there’d be filming and lighting equipment in the house, and I haven’t seen any.” She turned to Cliff. “Have your guys found anything?”

“Nada.”

“That’s why we don’t speculate without proof,” she told the cop, who would undoubtedly dislike her from this moment forward. He could join the club. “And why we stay professional.”

The cop cleared his throat. “Detective, I was sent to tell you that the message on the wall is a lyric from a Scout Sage song. Officer Kelly recognized it.”

“Who’s Scout Sage?” asked Cliff.

“A pop singer,” Grey answered, before the cop could. “Not exactly famous, but on the rise.”

“She won a Teen Choice Award last year,” offered the cop.

Cliff rolled his eyes. “Good Lord. A teeny-bop-loving murderer.” 

“Killers,” Grey quipped. “They’re just like us.” She waved the cop away.

“Well, do you think this is a rich boyfriend’s house?” Cliff asked, once the cop had retreated. “I mean, it’s Bel Air, and Drake’s a young lady without a job. Where’d the money come from if not a sugar daddy?”

Grey pointed at the walls. “A sugar daddy who painted his house millennial pink? Nah, I’m willing to bet this place is Drake’s. We’ll check the property records to make sure, but if something shady’s going on, I’m betting it comes down to her.”

Lots of cops talked about trusting their guts, but to Grey, the gut was where bias lived. Her success had come by doing the opposite, a lesson learned from her father: Leave your feelings at the door and focus on the facts, he’d told her. Never forget the world is infinitely capable of surprising you.

Grey’s father had once been a great detective in his own right. And even though he’d since fallen from grace, the scandal of his screwup yet another reason cops side-eyed her, Grey was convinced he’d died one. Her determination to prove him right and finally close his last case was why she was here.

Now Grey’s skepticism was telling her there was more to Elizabeth Drake’s death than a bitter ex. That word on the wall—traitor. It suggested something bigger than romantic drama.

Cliff scrunched his face in disbelief. “You really think this girl could be part of something crooked?” He cocked his head. “She looks so small and helpless. Poor little thing. Reminds me of my daughter.”

Suddenly, Grey knew exactly why Captain Xie had assigned her to this case. Everyone always wanted to believe that young, pretty women were pure, innocent creatures, especially after they were dead. But Grey, more than anyone, had reason to know better.




Chapter 2 Isabel, the Rising Star

Ten Years Earlier, The Christmas Party

“Stop, pull over!” Scout shouted, and the taxi veered to a screeching halt. At the far end of its imperial driveway, the Banks mansion loomed, massive and imposing even while strung with cheery Christmas lights, a twinkling supernova among the smaller houses of the Hollywood Hills.

“Scout, you psychopath,” hissed Georgia, who’d hit her forehead on the seat in front of her. “You’re going to give us all heart attacks.” 

“Why are we stopping?” I asked as Scout scrambled out of the car. “It’s still a mile to the house, and you know I’m in my stilettoes.” I kicked up a leg to display my spiked footwear.

Scout’s head popped into the open door, her blond hair falling over her shoulders. “I don’t want them to see us drinking this.” She pulled a flask out from inside her dress and wiggled it, flashing the pink rhinestone initials. sos. Scout Octavia Sage.

“Oh.” I turned to Brooks, whom we’d crammed into the back seat, with no consideration for his long legs or broad shoulders. “She has a point.”

“She usually does.” He sighed, struggling to untangle his limbs and pull out his wallet. “Hold on then. Let me pay the man for almost getting us there.”

By the time we’d exited the beat-up cab and sent the driver clanking back into the night, Scout was waiting for us inside a ring of expensive Italian topiaries, every bush my height and sheared into the shape of a reindeer. “Come on.” Scout waved us in. “If we crouch, no one will see.” 

“This is humiliating,” Georgia complained, but she stepped in anyway. Side by side, Scout and her younger sister looked nearly identical, from their naturally thick blond hair to their overfull upper lips and the way they hunched at the shoulders, as if trying to shave a few inches off their height. I’d grown up with them as an only child, so the Sage sisters’ physical similarities had long fascinated me.

Scout and I first met when we were eight years old, after we were cast as the leads in our church play back home in New Jersey, her on account of her astounding singing voice, me on account of the fact that I was the only kid small enough to fit into some of the costumes. We’d quickly discovered that we were two hams with a mutual love of the spotlight. Even though Georgia, who was a year younger than us, had no similar taste for performing, she liked tagging along. It had been that way—just the three of us—pretty much ever since.

“Listen, tonight’s a big night,” I told Georgia, squatting and accepting Scout’s flask. “We need the liquid courage.” Even though I knew to brace for the taste—at this point, Scout and I could only afford bottom-shelf whiskey—I gagged on the mouthful anyway.

“Disgusting.” I shivered and handed the flask to Georgia, who dutifully took her swig. She might protest, but Georgia had been our mini-me for over a decade, and in true little sister fashion, wherever we led, she followed. When we fled New Jersey to pursue our dream of being Hollywood actresses, sure enough, Georgia moved cross-country just two days after her own high school graduation and started college at USC.

Brooks wrapped an arm around me, dispelling my whiskey-induced goose bumps. I watched as he shook his dark hair off his forehead, admiring the way he looked in his black tuxedo, even if it was a hand-me-down from his dad and a little too roomy. Boys like Brooks Yardley didn’t exist on the East Coast—certainly not in New Jersey. He was a surfer and a law student, possessing a whip-smart brain and an ocean of chill, a pairing I hadn’t known was even possible.

I’d first spotted Brooks at one of the coffee shops near USC while waiting for Georgia. He’d been studying for an exam, surrounded by textbooks and jamming to something on his headphones. It wasn’t simply that he was handsome—I spent my days in audition rooms with men good-looking enough to believe they had a shot at stardom, so I was used to handsome. It was that, despite being a stranger, Brooks felt familiar. It had driven me crazy until I realized he was the exact type of boy I’d dreamed about back in my suburban New Jersey bedroom, staring up at movie posters: a California boy with wavy hair, a megawatt smile, and ocean-blue eyes.

“Izzy, stop staring at your boyfriend like a lovesick fool,” Scout commanded. “I need your head in the game. And Brooks, remember, you only got invited because you swore you could play a good wingman.”

Scout mostly thought of Brooks as a distraction.

Brooks saluted her. “I’ll be the best damn wingman you’ve ever met.” He punctuated the promise by taking a shot from the flask, then politely handed it back to Scout, who rolled her eyes.

“And you’re calling me the lovesick one?” I pointed at Georgia, who stood out among the reindeer bushes in her red sequin minidress. “She’s the one who keeps disappearing at all hours to spend time with Alden.”

“I do not,” Georgia gasped.

“Maybe she does,” said Scout. “But unlike your worthless law school boyfriend—no offense, Brooks, I just mean in terms of industry connections that can benefit us—”

“None taken.” Brooks winked at me.

“Alden is directly responsible for getting us this invitation.” Scout shook out her mane, teased to the heavens, then smoothed her emerald-green minidress. To make ourselves more memorable to the people we’d meet tonight—which, fingers crossed, would include a lot of Hollywood heavyweights—the three of us had come dressed in a trio of rich Christmas-colored sequins: Georgia in red, Scout in green, and me in white. We had Santa hats stuffed into our purses that we planned to put on right before we entered, to save our hair from going flat—Georgia’s brilliant idea.

I grabbed the flask and took one last shot of the terrible whiskey. “Okay, I’m ready.”

“Time to charm their asses off.” Scout shoved past a leafy Rudolph and marched toward the house, slowed neither by her heels nor the question of whether we were keeping up. She’d always been the most unapologetically ambitious person I’d known, and I’d always been happy to let her take charge of both of our lives.

After a minute of huffing to match Scout’s stride, I wiped sweat from my hairline. “Gross. I shouldn’t be sweating in December. It’s unnatural.”

“Curse this desert planet of LA,” Georgia agreed, “and its eighty-degree Christmases. I miss the snow.”

“Can someone remind me why this party’s such a big deal?” Even long-limbed Brooks was working to catch his breath. “It’s at some bigwig’s house?”

“This is Easton Banks’s house.” I reached for Brooks’s hand and then stopped myself. Scout said people would be more interested in us if they thought we were both hot and single, so I was supposed to cool it with the PDA. “The president of the entire ABS network.” 

“That’s the network that owns Freeverse, the channel their show is on,” Georgia explained. Even though she was only a college fresh-man and majoring in anthropology—not entertainment, after being forced to listen to me and Scout dissect the industry for hours on end—she probably could’ve written for Deadline.

“So Easton’s like your boss’s boss’s boss?”

“Add a few more bosses in there, and you’ve got it.” Scout’s gaze stayed glued to the mansion. “Every year, Easton throws a legendary Christmas party. The who’s who of Hollywood all show up. Izzy and I used to cut pictures of this party out of Us Weekly and tape them to our mirrors.” She squeezed Georgia’s shoulders. “And now, thanks to my genius little sister, we’re actually going.”

“Easton’s son Alden goes to USC with Georgia,” I added, for Brooks’s benefit. “That’s why we got invited. He’s obsessed with her.” 

Brooks snapped his fingers. “You mean that creepy guy who’s always shadowing us when we go out?” He gave Georgia an incredulous look. “You’re dating him?”

“First of all, I’m not dating him. Second of all, Alden is not creepy,” Georgia insisted. “How many times do I have to say that?”

“Methinks the woman doth protest too much,” I sang to Scout, who smirked.

“And you,” Georgia said to Scout, “stop calling me a genius. I didn’t become friends with Alden to boost your careers. He might be a little eccentric, but he’s a sweetheart underneath. You’d have no idea he was even this rich if you just met him.”

Scout and I exchanged a look. Doubtful. We made it our business to know.

We rounded a curve in the driveway, bringing the full splendor of the house into view, and I stopped in my tracks. “Oh wow.”

It looked like a Mediterranean-style castle, with soaring cream stucco walls, a red terra-cotta roof, and skyscraper palm trees. The estate had been transformed through elaborate stage design into a winter wonderland. Lights were strung through the landscaping, faux snow sat light and fluttery on the ground, and actual costumed carolers—probably actors desperate for a SAG voucher—were huddled near the entrance, singing “Silver Bells.” There was a steady line of gleaming black limousines waiting to drop off passengers, who climbed up the mansion’s steep stairs to the front door and received flutes of champagne handed out by tuxedo-clad greeters.

“In retrospect,” I said, “I’m glad the driver dropped us off a mile away.” Imagine rattling into line behind these limos in our busted yellow taxi.

Brooks stood wide-eyed, clearly sharing my feelings. There were big houses all over LA, but there was something grand and even a little mysterious about the Hollywood Hills, with its massive mansions hidden by dense trees, and narrow, winding roads that circled the Santa Monica mountains. In a town obsessed with the new and next, it retained a sense of history, an aura of old Hollywood. It was my favorite part of the city. From the moment Scout and I had stepped off our Greyhound bus under the protective eye of the Hollywood Sign, I’d had my sights set high on it.

“Let’s run it one more time,” Scout said. She must have been as nervous as I was. “Our plan is to find Alden. Do the rounds, become the life of the party, make ourselves memorable, and then, once there’s perfect energy, have Alden introduce us to his dad.”

Georgia rolled her eyes. “I can just ask him—”

“We tell Easton we love our roles on The Weird World of Wenda Word,” I recited. “That’s important, so we don’t come off as ungrateful.”

Scout and I had rehearsed every part of this. “But we mention we’re eager for more adult roles. With more substance.”

“And more money also wouldn’t hurt,” Georgia pointed out. “Seeing as how your apartment is smaller than my dorm room.”

“No talk of money,” I corrected. “That’s totally gauche.”

“We’re artists,” Scout agreed. “We’re not here for a handout. Now let’s sneak into the limo line so people think we just came out of one.”

After we’d strategically inserted ourselves into the crowd climbing up the stairs, Scout turned to Brooks and lowered her voice. “Maybe you can find a way to drop that we’re triple threats. I can sing, dance, and write—Brooks, are you listening?”

“Convince your boss you’re the Jersey version of Affleck and Damon, got it,” Brooks joked.

Georgia snickered. “Please. They’re more like thirsty Romy and Michelle.”

Brooks’s smile dropped when he realized Scout and I weren’t laughing. He cleared his throat. “Why don’t you just give Easton your album?”

I winced. Scout had released her debut album six months ago, after sinking her savings into it. She’d thought the fact that we’d landed our first TV roles—sassy cheerleaders on the young adult show The Weird World of Wenda Word—meant the record would sell. It didn’t. I’m pretty sure the only people who purchased it were related to her.

“We do not mention the album,” she said firmly. “To anyone.” 

“Girls,” Georgia hissed, “tits up and hats on.” And as we bent over and hurriedly shoved our chests higher in our tube tops, a greeter at the door swiveled to us with his tray of champagne. Showtime.





Chapter 3 Isabel, the Rising Star

Ten Years Earlier, The Christmas Party

“Ho ho ho! Have we got some beautiful Santas,” the greeter boomed, grinning at us. “Happy holidays, ladies. Mr. and Mrs. Banks would like to welcome you with a glass of 2013 Dom Perignon.”

“Oh, thank god.” Georgia’s Santa cap fell over one of her eyes. “If it’s not the 2013, why bother, I always say.”

I elbowed her. “Thank you,” I told the greeter, and he chuckled. Georgia was usually shy and reserved, but she really came out of her shell whenever she sensed an opportunity to embarrass Scout or me. 

Inside the house, a cavernous foyer led to a sweeping staircase, which was lined with a red carpet—either part of tonight’s festivities, or the Banks family walked their own red carpet every night when they got home. From what I’d heard about Easton’s personality, I wouldn’t put it past him.

A huge room stretched below us, filled wall to wall with people, the buzz of conversations competing with the pianist playing valiantly in the corner. My mouth went dry. It wasn’t the grand architecture or the crystal chandeliers or even the size of the space that impressed me. It was the people. Scout and I both stood frozen, too awed to execute what we’d rehearsed.

Anyone who claimed America had no aristocracy had never tried to break into Hollywood. The hierarchy of who was up and who was down was nuanced and exacting here, and there didn’t seem to be a single person, from top to bottom, who wasn’t aware of where they stood. I’d naively imagined the celebrities on top, the power players, might be immune, but it turned out they were the most attuned to how they were being treated, whether they were getting their due. I’d seen it in my brief interactions with the studio execs and lead actors on our show.

There were dozens of faces here I recognized from the trades: CAA talent agents, a record label owner, a famous director, the star of an NBC sitcom, and that was just one corner. This party was an aspiring actor’s wet dream. Watching from the top of the stairs reminded me of a nature documentary. The party had all the high-wire tension of the Sahara, animals carefully surveying each other, calculating their moves and positions. In this ecosystem, Scout and I were decidedly at the bottom.

I bit my lip and tried to yank down the hem of my dress, but it wouldn’t budge.

“Strange,” Scout said. “I don’t see Easton.”

I pulled off my Santa hat. I was wearing four-inch heels, my dark hair teased higher than Scout’s, and I’d smeared vanilla-scented glitter lotion all over my body, so my limbs sparkled in the light. “Scout,” I hissed. “Why are we dressed a thousand times sluttier than everyone else?”

When we went out to bars in West Hollywood, the girls dressed like us—skyscraper shoes, stage makeup, generous servings of sequins and cleavage. But tonight, most of the women had opted for longer, more conservative dresses, as if they were at an Oscar party. It was like one of those nightmares where you showed up to school naked.

Scout shrugged. “How better to network than by looking hot?”

I was about to accuse her of setting me up when a shout stole my attention.

“Georgia!”

Alden Banks pushed his way through the crowded room, trailed by two younger girls—Dakota Banks, his seventeen-year-old sister, and Emmy Nolan, her best friend. That wasn’t a surprise—as much as Alden followed Georgia around like a puppy, the two girls followed him. Emmy was a year older than Dakota and enrolled in community college, but, like us, her real dream was to be an actress. Unfortunately, she was a competitive try-hard who attempted to mask it under a layer of bubbliness, sucking up to me and Scout to ferret out information about our auditions. Dakota was hardly better, one of those rebellious rich girls who dressed in all black and acted chronically bored, a young Morticia Addams. The girls stopped at the bottom of the stairs while Alden bounded up to us two at a time. Dakota rolled her eyes.

God forbid I agree with Dakota, but Alden’s behavior was over the top. It was probably innocent social awkwardness, but on the occasions he’d come out to bars with us, I’d noticed his eyes stayed glued to Georgia even when she left to go to the bathroom. The way he hovered seemed possessive. And his appearance didn’t help. Like his younger sister, Alden was tall and gangly with a mop of black hair that fell over his eyes, a mop he sometimes hid behind. It was as if he were playing a stock character in one of his dad’s TV shows: the obsessive creep.

Georgia met Alden halfway and threw out her arms. He hugged her, then dragged her down the stairs, his expression unusually animated.

“Um, hello?” Scout called after them. “Georgia, did you forget something?” She grabbed my arm, muttering, “This is not what we rehearsed,” and it was all I could do to wave at Brooks before she pulled me to follow.

“Scout,” I whispered, while trying to smile invitingly at the people we passed. “Look who just showed up. Back of the room.”

Easton Banks appeared in the arched doorway, emerging from some deeper part of his house. He was joined by a group of men in suit jackets who strode in with a similar swagger. The party instantly parted for Easton; he pumped hands and gave exuberant one-armed hugs. He was tall and not bad-looking for his fifties, that age when women became invisible and men turned presidential, at least according to the scripts I’d read. Tanned and muscular in the way of a country club athlete, he seemed to have nothing in common with his kids but dark hair. While they were most likely to haunt the periphery of a party, he was a gregarious host. The only thing out of place about Easton was his smile. Like the men he’d walked in with, he wore a whiskey smile: a little too wide, a few too many teeth.

“Showing up late to your own party,” Scout said under her breath. “Power move.”

“That’s Reese Griffin next to him,” I whispered. “We can’t leave without introducing ourselves.” Reese was the head of a major production company that turned out Oscar-winning films.

“Recognize any of the others?”

I studied the men so intently that I almost shrieked when something brushed my ear.

Brooks’s voice was deep. “Sizing up your conquests?” 

I slapped his shoulder, and he kissed my cheek.

“Not now, Brooks!” Scout hit his shoulder next. “You’re cock-blocking.”

“Look.” I redirected her with my hand, pointing. “At your sister.” 

Georgia and Alden had reached the back of the room, where Alden wasted no time introducing her to his dad. If Georgia was nervous to meet the mighty Easton, she didn’t show it. She looked graceful and poised shaking his hand, and he grinned back at her.

“She fits in better than we do.” The words were out of my mouth before I realized it. But they were true. We had to rehearse; Georgia was effortless.

Scout’s mouth lifted at the corners, the hint of a resigned smile. “I bet she gets it all, Iz. The rich husband, the stable of horses, becomes a cultural—whatever.”

“Anthropologist.” That was what Georgia was going to school for. 

“Exactly. She’s so smart.” Scout’s tentative smile turned broad. “She won’t have to hustle.”

I knew what she meant—Georgia wouldn’t have to hustle like us—but I was okay with it. That was how it worked with Georgia. She was the one person we wanted better for than we wanted for ourselves. Maybe it was a big-sister thing.

We watched her a moment longer, my chest warming at how classy she looked shaking Reese Griffin’s hand, and then I noticed something. “What’s with Alden? His face is making my skin itch.”

Alden was watching Georgia introduce herself with a strangely hungry look, his eyes darting back and forth between Georgia and his dad, like he was trying to lick up every last detail. Even from afar, I could see the vein in his neck pumping fast, his dark eyes aglow at his father’s obvious approval.

“I doubt he’s ever introduced a girl to his dad before,” Scout said. “He’s probably getting off on how normal Georgia makes him seem.”

I shook my head. “I will never understand what Georgia sees in him.”

Scout turned to me with wide eyes, and waved her hand around, as if to say, The mansion. Duh.

A bored voice interrupted. “I guess my dad’s letting in Z-listers these days. Sad to see.”

We turned to find Dakota and Emmy. I suppressed a groan. They both held crystal tumblers—heavy, ornate glasses, not the kind you used at a party. They must’ve taken them from the Banks’ private cupboards. I could smell the peaty scent of booze from here, see the signs of their intoxication. Dakota’s pale cheeks were flushed, Emmy’s blond hair stringy. Emmy wore a sequined dress the same shade of green as Scout’s, as if they’d planned to match. They definitely hadn’t. The only difference between them was—as an actress once remarked of Marilyn Monroe—Emmy was “eminently braless.”

I eyed Dakota’s glass. “Your dad doesn’t care that you’re drinking in public?”

She rolled her eyes. “As if that man has ever told me no.”

In my opinion, Dakota was as weird as Alden, only more abrasive. 

“Speaking of your dad, who are those guys with him?” Scout nodded at the back of the room. “The ones Georgia and Alden are talking to. Are they important?”

Well played—if we had to suffer Dakota, we might as well get some intel out of her.

She snickered. “What, the Rat Pack?”

“They’re Easton’s besties.” Emmy tried to imitate Dakota’s disaffected tone, but the eager way she held herself betrayed her. Unfortunately for her, she wasn’t a good actress.

Dakota rolled her eyes again, her signature move. “They usually hole up in my dad’s study and drink their special scotch during these parties.”

“Where’s your mom?” I asked.

Emmy raised an eyebrow. “Nosy much?”

Dakota swirled her drink. “She already medicated herself to sleep. She hates these things.” 

Emmy giggled.

“Scout, is that you?” Deirdre Cole, our director on The Weird World of Wenda Word, walked by and did a double take. “Girl!” She sloshed her champagne. “How did you get into this party?” Before Scout could answer, Deirdre wrapped her in a hug.

I met Scout’s eyes over Deirdre’s shoulder. On set, our director was buttoned up, scolding us if we made even the slightest flub. Tonight, she seemed wasted.

“And you.” Deirdre waved a hand at me. “I know you, too.” 

“Isabel Cruz,” I reminded her, trying not to feel wounded. “I’m another one of your actors.”

Brooks thrust out his hand. “And I’m Brooks, president of Isabel’s fan club. I’m here as part of a Make-A-Wish date.”

Deirdre blinked, trying to gauge whether Brooks was joking, then gave up and turned back to Scout. “You have to tell me how two ittybitty actresses scored invites to this party when Wenda herself wasn’t invited.” Wenda Word was our show’s star. “I had to talk her off a cliff. She’s convinced it means she’s getting fired. She’s going to be so pissed when she hears you were here.” Deirdre sighed. “Seriously, whose dicks did you suck?”

Brooks coughed, but Scout and I gave her our best innocent smiles.

“You know what? You’re going to tell me over shots.” Deirdre waved us toward the bar. “In exchange, I’ll introduce you to my DGA friends, and that bitch who’s headlining CBS’s new procedural. She’s young and skinny, so I hate her, but don’t breathe a word. We’re not allowed to hate women anymore.”

“Well, she sounds terrible to me,” Scout said. As soon as Deirdre took off, she turned to me and squealed. “Izzy, it’s happening!”

I linked my arm through hers. “The beginning of the rest of our lives.” On a whim, I grabbed Brooks’s chin and kissed him. “Tell me to break a leg, fanboy.”

He grinned. “Break a leg. Or preferably that woman’s.”

The three of us strode toward the bar, grateful to be plucked out of obscurity and to leave Dakota and Emmy, the depressing wonder twins, behind. A thrill surged through me. From our high school Us Weekly sessions to this glamorous Hollywood Hills mansion, destiny itself was at work, the Fates spinning the threads of our lives into a glorious tapestry.

Scout had been right, as always: Tonight would change everything.





Chapter 4 Grey, the Detective

Present Day

No one had ever volunteered to partner with Grey on a case before. In fact, there was usually a decent amount of grumbling among the venerable detectives on the fifth floor of the LAPD headquarters whenever Captain Xie made the assignment. So Grey was more than a little surprised—possibly even touched—when Detective Carmen Ellis asked to work the Drake case of her own free will. Detective Ellis, a short, stout woman in her fifties, walked the halls with an athlete’s swagger. She had close-cropped caramel hair that was turning silver at the ears and beautiful almond-shaped eyes that begged for a swipe of mascara, a thought Grey would never voice aloud.

Floor Five was the detectives’ domain, a busy bullpen crowded with desks and investigators in a mix of shoulder holsters, suits, and, for those working the hard cases, days-old stained shirts. The entire floor smelled like old coffee and echoed with a hundred competing conversations. It was grubby, but to Grey, it was home.

Despite volunteering for the assignment, after Ellis moved her laptop to the empty desk opposite Grey’s she didn’t seem eager to work as a team. Twice, when Grey asked her to look into something, the older woman raised her brows and muttered under her breath in Spanish. Grey brushed it off, telling herself it couldn’t be easy taking orders from someone half your age, and the important thing was, Ellis seemed invested in the case itself. She kept sighing and tapping her nails on the desk, frustrated by the longer-than-usual wait for Drake’s background report.

“Screw it,” Ellis finally said. “You young people put every detail of your lives on the internet, right?”

Grey leaned back and chewed her pen. “Elizabeth Drake doesn’t have social media. I already checked.”

“That’s strange, huh?” 

“Could be.”

“Well, the records department can eat shit for making us wait,” Ellis concluded. “Let’s see what my friend Google has to say.”

After a few minutes of silent searching, she shook her head. “No trace of this woman. How hard is it to scrub yourself off the internet?”

It seemed like a facetious question, so Grey ignored it.

Then Ellis whistled long and low. “Okay, that’s more like it. Come here.”

Grey moved to Ellis’s desk and read over her shoulder. The detective had pulled up a gossip blog called Hollywood Anonymous, an old thread about someone commenters called “the disgusting snake Elizabeth Drake.” According to the messages, this Drake had been a willing accomplice to her boss, Reese Griffin, for years, serving as his girl Friday.

Grey’s heart beat faster. “You think it’s our Drake?”

Ellis whistled. “Can you imagine? People would go nuts.” 

Everyone in America knew the story of Reese Griffin, former president of the Griffin Company, and his catastrophic downfall. Two years ago, The New York Times had published a massive exposé detailing accusations against Griffin by more than a hundred women, encompassing everything from sexual harassment to rape. It revealed Griffin to be a monster hiding in plain sight at the highest levels of Hollywood. There’d been marches in the streets after the story came out, and Grey herself had been one of the officers sent to bring Griffin in. He was currently serving twenty-five years in a California prison, and his name had become synonymous with “sexual predator” in the cultural lexicon.

Elizabeth Drake was in charge of Griffin’s scheduling, someone had written on the blog. Think about all the appointments she made with young actresses who thought Griffin wanted to interview them for a role. She knowingly sent those girls to be assaulted. And she never showed remorse—she even testified in his defense during trial. Can you imagine? 

“If there’s a special place in hell for women who don’t help other women,” Grey read aloud, “then Drake’s reserved herself a VIP box suite.”

Grey’s inbox pinged, and she dashed back to her desk to find Drake’s background report. “Hang on. We just got the official write-up.”

“The moment of truth.”

Grey printed two copies, one for her and one for Ellis, and they eagerly skimmed. There it was in black and white, courtesy of the IRS: Their victim’s last employer was the Griffin Company.

“Well shit.” Ellis managed to pack a world of weight into the word. “No wonder our vic didn’t have social media. She’d be run off with pitchforks.”

“Her job title was assistant to the president. So it’s definitely the same woman.”

“Get a load of that salary,” Ellis said. “Two hundred thou a year for an assistant? That can’t be the going rate.”

“Maybe it is if you expect your assistant to schedule your assaults and then help cover them up,” Grey said.

The two detectives sat in silence for a moment, until a deep voice boomed: “Yo, Holloway!” Detectives Mogren and Connolly, two beefy guys with buzz cuts who looked like they’d been stuffed into their suits, ambled by. “That body you caught in Bel Air—she strip at the Serpent Room with you? Is that why you two look so much alike? Same brand of body glitter?”

“I don’t strip, Mogren.” Grey kept her tone neutral. “I serve overpriced drinks to dopes who tip me for my company. Most of them look a lot like you, actually.”

Mogren flipped her off, but the guys were laughing as they strode off. Grey turned back to find Ellis staring.

“Oh, that’s nothing,” Grey assured her. “I’m taking way less shit on this case than I expected, given the way Drake and I look. Guys must not be on their A game.”

“Why do you strip at that club?” Ellis sounded like she was asking against her better judgment. “You got a celebrity fetish? I know that place is big with the Hollywood types.”

Grey bit back the correction that—once again—she didn’t strip, and instead trotted out her familiar lines. “Student loans are a bitch, and the city isn’t exactly paying us top dollar. Working at the Serpent Room is easy money. Besides, I get some of my best thinking done in dark rooms full of synth.”

It was bullshit, but Ellis nodded thoughtfully. With a glance at the other woman’s manicure, the one part of her appearance that was unabashedly feminine, Grey couldn’t help adding: “Hell, in this economy, a girl needs a second job just to stay in gels.”

“I know that’s right,” Ellis murmured, and the two of them exchanged quick smiles.

Grey cleared her throat. “Anyway, will you send me the link to that gossip blog? Sounds like there were a lot of people out there who hated our victim.”

“I don’t blame them,” Ellis said. “She betrayed her own kind.”

“I guess we figured out why Drake’s killer called her a traitor,” Grey ventured, “like the message said.” She sighed. “Unfortunately, that means our suspect pool just got blown wide open. There are twenty thousand members of this gossip forum alone—”

“Message?” Ellis interrupted. “What message?”

“Page nine of the crime report,” Grey said. “The killer left a message in blood on Drake’s bedroom wall. Turned out to be a lyric from a pop song.”

Ellis whipped through the pages. Either Grey was imagining it, or her face suddenly paled. “You know, I actually have to go,” she said, standing. “I promised a friend I’d meet her for lunch.” And just like that, the other detective took off, the report still clutched in her hand.

Grey blinked at Ellis’s empty desk. She’d packed a sad salad, assuming they’d work through lunch, but good for Ellis for having a life outside the job, she guessed. Grey couldn’t relate.

*

Hours later, near quitting time, paperwork on Drake’s Bel Air bungalow finally came back. The owner was Reese Griffin himself, and he’d purchased it right before the start of his trial.

“I wonder if Griffin gifted Drake the house in exchange for her testimony,” Grey mused. “Let’s track down everyone who used to work at the Griffin Company. If this murder is connected to her job, I bet the other employees can tell us if anyone stood out as a threat. Hell, maybe some of them are receiving threats, too.”

“Sounds good,” Ellis said, rising so quickly she knocked a pile of papers off her desk. “I’ll get on that first thing tomorrow. Right now, I’ve got to get home to feed my dog.”

To Grey’s surprise, Ellis dumped the papers back on her desk, grabbed her messenger bag, and hightailed it to the elevators. That made two abrupt exits in one day. Grey might’ve been the homicide department’s black sheep, but even she knew it was standard practice to stay late the first few days after the start of a case, when you had the best shot at catching the perp.

She sniffed under her arms and, finding no reason why she might’ve scared Ellis off, rose to make herself another pot of coffee. Apparently, even with a partner, she was doing this alone.

*

Two days later, Ellis was still evasive. Since she couldn’t depend on her, Grey had put together a list of former Griffin employees and called them all herself. Unfortunately, everyone she’d tracked down—most of whom had been reluctant to even admit they’d once worked for the Griffin Company—reported they’d witnessed widespread flogging of Griffin employees online, but no threats in real life. They were shocked to hear about Drake’s murder and couldn’t think of anyone who might make the leap from online harassment to real-world violence. “Except for all those women Elizabeth sent to get raped by Reese,” a former VP had joked. “They might have a motive.” He’d immediately backpedaled. “Sorry. That was in poor taste.”

Poor taste, but he wasn’t wrong. Out of the entire suspect pool, the women Griffin had assaulted had the strongest motive for revenge. And according to the Los Angeles Times, Griffin’s lawyers had recently filed an appeal, claiming procedural errors in his trial. If they won that appeal and Griffin’s conviction was overturned, the public fallout would be massive. Could Drake have been killed by one of Griffin’s former victims, enraged at the thought that her boss might be set free?

It was just Grey’s luck to catch a case where the victim was a monster and the suspects were the people she was rooting for. Even worse, Grey kept seeing Drake’s bloody face whenever she closed her eyes, a twin to her own, and feeling that tug of connection, of complicity. It made her sick.

So by eight thirty that night, even though darkness had fallen in a foggy haze outside the floor-to-ceiling windows of LAPD headquarters, and the fifth floor was empty, Grey sipped her last mugful of coffee, resigned to reading through Griffin’s trial records alone. Then she heard a raised voice. It sounded like it was coming from one of the conference rooms closest to Captain Xie’s office. She put down her mug and glanced around. The voice echoed again. Now there was no doubt it belonged to the captain.

Unable to resist, she snuck down the hall. As she edged around the corner, the person on the receiving end of the captain’s ire started pleading. Grey recognized the voice at the same time that she caught sight of the woman through the conference room glass: Ellis.

She sucked in a breath. Ellis had gone home hours ago, once again citing the need to take care of her dog. What was she doing back here? And why had she sought a private audience with the captain?

The possibility came to her immediately: Ellis was going behind her back, either to beg the captain to take her off Grey’s case or ask that she replace her as the lead, due to her seniority. Her face flamed. How stupid she’d been to think she and Ellis had a budding camaraderie. Her own father had been betrayed by his fellow detectives, and what had she done? Gone and set herself up for more of the same.

She was thinking about how to defend herself when the captain rose from his chair, cutting Ellis off. “Enough,” he boomed. Grey startled back. “If you try telling me one more time that a pop star is sneaking around Los Angeles committing murders, I will cut you from the force—I don’t care how many years you’ve given us. Get your shit together, Ellis. Take a leave of absence, see a therapist. This is your last warning.” With that, he strode out of the conference room, letting the glass door bang shut behind him.

Grey darted around the corner so he wouldn’t see her. Her pulse raced. What the hell—Ellis thought a pop star had killed someone? She couldn’t mean Elizabeth Drake?

Ellis was now beelining down the dimly lit hall. Grey narrowed her eyes. She couldn’t risk the captain overhearing, so she waited until Ellis pressed the button on the elevator, then ducked into the staircase and sprinted down five floors until she burst, out of breath, into the lobby, right behind the other detective.

“Ellis,” she called, her voice reverberating. The woman spun, eyes wide.

“Holloway, what are you doing here?”

“What am I—” Grey laughed. “What are you doing here? And what the hell did the captain mean about a pop star?”

Ellis cringed. “I wasn’t going behind your back, I swear.” 

Grey crossed her arms. “Then explain.”

Ellis scanned the lobby. Only the night guard sat behind his desk, but she still shook her head. “Not here.”

Grey wasn’t having it. “If this is about the Drake case—my case—tell me right now. Or I’m asking the captain to take you off. I’ll work it alone if I have to. I practically am already.”

Ellis tensed. “Fine.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. Despite her reservations, Grey leaned in, too. “I’ve noticed a pattern, okay? And Drake’s case fits it.”

“What kind of pattern?” Grey scanned Ellis’s face for any sign she was putting her on. But the other detective seemed genuine.

“Cases where the motive seems to be revenge.
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