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CHAPTER ONE

M

arch 1998 is going, going, almost gone. I just can’t wait till April
Fools’ Day to step up my game, because this is all getting to be so
much fun!
Yawning, Devin Marques paused in front of a dresser on display at a
store in the Connecticut Post Mall. She’d had three hours of sleep since
returning early that morning from a week-long horse show in Virginia, and
wished she were still sitting at the kitchen table in her bathrobe, enjoying a
cup of coffee with the newspaper.
Mondays following the shows were always filled with chores and
errands. By five the next morning, like every other Tuesday morning during
the ten-month competitive season, Devin would have Hightower Farm’s
truck packed, the horses loaded, and be on the road again for the next show.
The exciting life of the professional horsewoman. She slipped her car
keys into her purse. Yawning again, she ran her fingertips along the top of
the dresser. Where are we going this week?
As she inspected the chest of drawers, she squinted at her likeness in its
attached mirror. “There must be a law somewhere in the building code,” she
mumbled, making a face at the unflattering image. “Store lighting has to
make you look dead or at least deathly ill or they rip it out and–”
A motion in an upper corner of the mirror’s reflection caught her eye,
light flashing off the lenses of someone’s glasses, under a thatch of blond
hair.
Could it be the person she’d seen watching her house?
She spun around to look, but found a saleswoman waiting there instead,
smiling expectantly. A saleswoman with short black hair, and no glasses.

“Was someone beside you a second ago?” Devin demanded. She looked
beyond the clerk as a cleaning person trundled a mop and bucket past the
store’s entrance to the mall.
“A gentleman asked the time, my dear. I saw you admiring this lovely
piece. Is there anything–why, I know you!” The woman threw up her hands.
“My daughter watches all those horse-jumping shows on television! You’re
Devin Marcus–Markees–”
“It’s pronounced ‘Marks.’” She shrugged, pretending to smile.
“Everybody has trouble with it.”
“Well, my daughter will be so jealous when I tell her I saw you in
person, and you’re so beautiful, with those green eyes and such lovely long
auburn curls!” She reached out a hand, stopping a fraction of an inch from
Devin’s hair.
Devin shrank back from the outstretched hand, glancing all around to
see if the glasses-wearer was anywhere nearby. She wanted to be on her
way, but she remembered how she felt after attending a concert where the
star was collecting money for his “pet cause,” but didn’t even look at her
face as he took money from her and limply shook her hand. “Do you think
your daughter would like an autograph?”
As the saleswoman gushed, “Oh, she’d love that!” Devin opened her
purse.
“I think I have a piece of paper here.” She opened a small notebook and
scribbled “Keep your head in the ring and your eye on the judge” and her
name. As she held out the paper, she maintained her pleasing-the-public
smile. “This is my standard advice for a young rider. I gotta run.”
A smile lit up the saleswoman’s face. “Oh, thank you so much! This just
makes my day.” She glanced from the paper to Devin’s face. “I won’t keep
you. Thanks again!”
Devin hurried away, hoping her heart would stop racing. There were too
many items on her shopping list to allow herself to worry about something
all her friends insisted was her imagination. The reflection in the mirror, the

hair and glasses? Just another shopper, a passer-by. A gentleman asking the
time, as the clerk had said. Calm down.
She paged through her notebook to her errand list. The item at the top:
lace-trimmed white blouses at The Limited.
Twenty minutes later, as Devin flipped through a rack of frilly white
tops, a tall clerk with a short, asymmetrical blonde hairdo covering one eye
bumped into her. Devin gasped and dropped her purse. Keys, pens and
change spilled underneath the display rack.
“Oh, ma’am! I’m so sorry!” the clerk exclaimed as she dove to scoop up
the small leather bag and its contents.
“It’s all right.” Devin tried to maintain a pleasant face as she
straightened a hanger on the chrome display stand. “My mind just seems to
be somewhere else today.” She dumped everything back into her purse and
hurried from the store.
There! In the Electronics Boutique across the mall! Was that him, beside
an advertising poster for Titanic–how many Oscars did Ria say it had won a
couple months ago? Devin shook her head. Ria had seen the movie six
times before the Oscars, and couldn’t understand why Devin hadn’t.
She craned her head to see around a group of women with baby strollers
ambling along the broad walkway between the stores. When they had
passed, the only person she could see among the racks and displays in the
electronics shop was the large black man who owned and ran it.
She squeezed her eyes shut and leaned her forehead against the window.
Please, God, make it stop.
The next item on her list: Wedding present Cam and Jen. Whoever they
are. She looked from face to passing face as she hurried to the card shop
where she knew she’d find the cut crystal picture frame her great-aunt
Aggie Hall, her grandmother’s sister, had decided upon for the wedding
gift. The dear little lady had been delighted to be invited to the Memorial
Day wedding in Nantucket of her best friend’s hairdresser’s grandniece or
nephew, “or something like that,” Aunt Aggie had explained with a flip of

her hand. Her face would glow when she recounted the marvelous details,
and she’d probably bring Devin a slice of wedding cake.
For Devin, an afternoon of drinks and small talk had little appeal when
compared to riding back into the ring before a cheering audience to collect a
blue ribbon, trophy and check. She occasionally regretted sacrificing social
events to ride at the top level on the jumping circuit. Not often enough,
however, to walk away from standing at the in-gate, watching the ring crew
build the fences and obstacles, seeing the crowd of spectators grow and
feeling electricity fill the air.
She savored the excitement of bringing each horse to the ring, feeling its
energy as they waited for the gate to open. As Apollo pawed or Shaman
bucked and reared, she would lick her lips in anticipation and her heart
would begin to pound.
Aunt Aggie will be so excited when she hears I’m going to the Hampton
Classic. The late-summer Bridgehampton event, part of a week-long equine
competition, was a backdrop for the social extravaganza of the year.
Devin’s highly successful riding record so far this year would probably
make Aunt Aggie welcome in some of the invitation-only tents. Her aunt
would love the catered buffets, serving people fussing over her, the ringside tables, the people-watching. A galaxy of stars from sports and various
entertainment fields always attended this show, to compete or be seen.
The clerk slid the gaily-wrapped box across the counter. “Would you
like a shopping bag? Or do you need a card?”
The perky questions brought Devin back from her daydream. Did Aunt
Aggie need a wedding card? Picking out a couple to choose from wouldn’t
hurt.
The circular card rack beside Devin suddenly spun wildly, throwing
cards in every direction. A tall man with scraggly blond hair reached out a
gloved hand and swept Aunt Aggie’s gift off the counter as he roughly
elbowed past. She tried to identify the retreating back as he hustled away.
Was he the one she’d seen on the park bench, watching her house? She felt
light-headed, her pulse pounding in her ears.

She retrieved her aunt’s gift and gave it a cursory shake to assure herself
it hadn’t broken. She had to have a cigarette, and, once outside the closest
exit, she wasted no time lighting up. “I know, I know, Ria,” she mumbled
between drags. “I’m supposed to be quitting.”
In her mind’s eye, she could see her roommate, Ria St. Amont, scowling
and pursing her lips, her brown eyes even darker than usual against her
honey-brown skin, as she went into her standard lecture, given any time she
saw Devin reaching for her lighter and cigarette pack.
Devin thought she had been doing well, even going two or three days
without a single smoke, even though since February, she or Ria had
regularly noticed someone sitting on the park bench across the street from
the cottage they shared, apparently watching their home. And there were
phone calls that came several times a night when she was home, phone calls
where no one talked, then hung up. Phone calls in the middle of the night at
the motels in Tampa, Palm Springs, North Carolina and Virginia, where the
spring shows had been.
And today, someone was following her.
WHY WHY WHY? echoed through her mind. Go home.
She knew there was no point in going to one of the security guards to
complain about the man, no matter how frightened she was. What had the
Florian police told her and Ria so many times?
“We can’t stop him from sitting on a public bench looking in the
direction of your house, or shopping in the same place you are. That doesn’t
break any law. We can suggest he move on, but if no actual threat is made,
we can’t do anything.”
Place, time, what happened, that’s what the cops had told her to write
down, whenever the stalker appeared. She crushed out the cigarette.
Exhaling sharply, she pulled out her notebook and scrawled wobbly words
across the lines. As she reread her notes, she sighed.
Like this is going to make them believe me.
Devin squared her shoulders and yanked open the door. If she could
maintain total concentration in the show ring and ignore anything beyond

the fence for the fleeting seconds she had to complete a jump course–keep
her head in the ring, as she had written for the saleswoman’s daughter–she
could finish a few chores in a shopping mall without some slob spooking
her.
A tiny shop near the food court had quilts on sale, and one she’d seen
there would be a perfect Christmas gift for Ria’s mom. She tossed her head,
a sweep of auburn curls swirling around her shoulders. She sighed again.
It’s the last week of March, and I’m Christmas shopping.
After choosing a plate of brightly-colored stir-fried vegetables for lunch,
Devin juggled her tray, her purse and the bags containing the large, bulky
quilt and Aunt Aggie’s picture frame as she picked her way around strollers,
bundles and other shoppers. She saw one empty table near the railing,
overlooking the mall. Several young mothers with their babies and small
children sat at two nearby tables, chatting and laughing.
She felt a pang of jealousy for their companionship. It faded when one
of the tots spilled his milk and two women yelled at him and cursed as they
mopped up the mess.
They probably envy my solitude.
After a few mouthfuls of vegetables, Devin looked away from the
neighboring table to the crowd of people streaming out of the glass-encased
elevator car nearby. The blond man stood near the elevator shaft, hands in
his jacket pockets, beside a tall potted tree. He seemed to be staring at her.
Tall and unkempt, his hair was greasy-looking and he wore mirrored
sunglasses. She looked down at her lunch, then back to the elevator. He had
disappeared.
No longer hungry, she picked up her things and dumped the rest of her
lunch into the trash.
That’s it! I’m done here! Groceries for tomorrow, then home.
Juggling her bags as she hurried to the escalator, Devin pulled out her
notebook again and scribbled a couple of lines about the incident.

As she stepped off the escalator, the stranger appeared again, halfsmiling as he sauntered around the corner of a jewelry kiosk a few feet
away. She stumbled against a trash barrel, then sank onto a slatted wood
bench. The man drifted into the CD store nearby.
The police can’t do anything. The phrase rang in her ears as she hurried
out the double exit doors to the nearest phone. She looked across the
parking lot as she fumbled the required coins into the slot and willed her
numb fingers to hit the right buttons. As the phone rang and rang, she
turned to watch a rowdy group of teenagers jostling through the exit. The
scruffy man waited between the doors, off to one side, facing her way.
Finally the ringing ended and the voice-mail message offered mailbox
choices. She tapped the “1” and Ria’s message chirped, “I’m not picking up
right now. Leave a message.”
After a series of beeps, Devin wailed, “Somebody’s following me
around the mall, Ria. He’s everywhere I go!”
Devin saw the stranger again, in the cookie aisle in the supermarket
across the road from the mall. She ran her shopping cart into the display
rack as she grabbed at a box she had knocked down. How did he know I’d
be here?
She threw her groceries onto the belt at checkout, asking herself the
question that never had an answer: Who is he, and why is he doing this to
me?
The slowest checker in the world rang up the food order. At the end of
the counter, Devin grabbed the cans and boxes as quickly as they passed the
scanner and stuffed them into grocery bags. When she lifted the bags to
place them into her cart, they split and she had to repack everything. As she
worked, she glanced all around, looking for the unkempt man.
“Ma’am? Fifty-nine ninety-five?” The clerk punctuated her impatient
request with a snap of her gum.
As Devin handed over the required amount, she looked out the window
into the parking lot. The man stood in the fire lane, just beyond the window.
He smiled and gave her a snappy salute.

Why’s he wearing gloves?
She flung the rest of her grocery bags into the shopping cart, trying to
ignore him. Twenty feet to the automatic exit door, turn left, walk normally,
breathe normally. As the door swished closed behind her, tires squealed and
a small red car rocketed onto the highway from the supermarket parking lot.
The broad expanse of pavement was empty except for a store employee
rounding up carts, an older couple putting their groceries into their van, a
mother strapping a toddler into a child safety seat in the back of a station
wagon, and Devin’s car.
Where did he go? How does he disappear so fast?
She approached her car warily. Was that paper flapping under the
windshield wiper a note? No. Deli coupons. She packed her groceries into
the trunk as quickly as she could. Once in the driver’s seat, her hands shook
so much she dropped the keys onto the floor. She locked the door, smoked
one cigarette, then another.
As she crumpled the empty pack, she slowly backed the car away from
the line of shopping carts left in front of it. Would that man suddenly appear
in her rearview mirror? She shifted into first gear and roared around the
carts, executing a turn any NASCAR driver would envy.
At the end of the parking lot, she reached behind the passenger seat and
felt around for the handgun hidden there under a blanket. Her fingers curled
around the butt. As she pulled the gun from its hiding place, she steered the
car out onto the highway.
Devin glanced down at the Beretta in her lap.
When she saw a piece of paper wrapped around the gun barrel, secured
with a rubber band, she slammed on the brakes. The bright red car fishtailed
to a stop in the middle of the road. She ripped the rubber band off and
unrolled the paper. Spelled out in letters cut from a newspaper was, “I see
the moon, the moon sees me. I see you, but you NEVER see me.”
With no thought of speeding tickets, she raced home, weaving through
traffic on the turnpike. Relieved to see Ria’s gray Honda parked in front of

their cottage, Devin unloaded her car in one trip, so laden with bags and
bundles she struggled to free two fingers to turn the knob on the storm door.
She coaxed it open with first the toes of one foot, then an elbow.
Dangling from the knob of the front door, strung like chili peppers, were the
blood-soaked bodies of three little kittens, a gray-striped, a tortoiseshell,
and a yellow tabby. A puddle of blood oozed over the edge of the doorsill
below.
“Ria!” Devin shouted, thumping an elbow against the door as she tried
to get a key into the lock. When she finally wrestled it open, she dumped
her armload of bags onto the hall floor. “Ria, we’re calling the police!” She
flung down her purse as she reached for the cordless telephone in the living
room. “You should see what’s on the front door!”
Ria came from the kitchen, then waited by the kitchen door, offering no
help, slowly folding her arms across her chest. “I already saw what’s on the
front door.” She nodded toward two suitcases in the foyer. “I’m going
home.”
The phone dropped from Devin’s hand, shattering on the slate floor.
“What do you mean?”
Ria walked over to the maple dining-room table. She placed her
fingertips on the polished tabletop, displaying beautiful hands with long
manicured nails. She stared at Devin for a few moments, licked her lips and
inhaled, a short raspy wheeze, before responding.
“You think I’m involved in what’s been going on lately. You wrote
down all that’s happened–the phone calls, the guy watching the house, the
car parked across the street, the times we thought someone was in the
house. I saw my name right near the top of the list of people you suspect.”
“What?” Devin slumped into a chair at the opposite end of the table.
“What list? I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She cocked her head
to one side, puzzled. “You’re the only person I think I can trust.”
“You think?” Ria screeched. “You think?” She raced around the table,
slapped her palms down on the polished top and leaned over Devin. “You
lived with my family for four years while you were at MIT. You’re like a

daughter to my parents. Last fall, Momma only let me take a job here in
Florian because I was going to live with you. We’ve been like sisters, and
now you tell me you ‘think’ you can trust me?” She turned away, then
whirled around. “How dare you?”
“Wait a minute.” Devin slowly stood up. “I get calls at the motels where
I stay when I’m on the road, and somebody followed me at the mall today,
every place I went like he had my list.” Devin struggled to keep from
crying. “I don’t blame you for being afraid and wanting to go home. And
maybe I understand why you don’t like me saying ‘I think I can trust you,’
but what makes me afraid is knowing that everything got worse after you
moved in with me last fall.”
Ria scowled. “But you ‘think’ I’m not involved. Well, thank you very
much.”
“The day after we had the locks changed and picked a new security
code, someone walked in the front door like the alarm system wasn’t even
there.” Devin tried to keep her voice calm. “We’ve changed the unlisted
phone number four times, but we still get weird calls. It has to be somebody
one of us knows.”
“I don’t know why you suspect me.”
“And I don’t know anything about some list I supposedly made that
says I do.”
Ria thrust a sheet of lined yellow paper into Devin’s hand. “If that isn’t
your handwriting, whose is it?”
As Devin read the page covered with scribbled notes, Ria continued,
“When I first saw that, I wondered whether the suspects were in order of
perceived guilt or as you thought of them. If it’s the latter, I wasn’t
surprised to see Mark’s name before mine.”
Devin looked up from the paper. “I didn’t do this, Ria. I–I–” Her mouth
hung open as she shook her head. “No. These may be things that happened
and people I know, but I didn’t write this list.”
“Well, whatever. I can’t stay here anymore.” She stepped around Devin,
into the foyer, and jerked open the front door. This was the last straw.” She

stepped back for Devin to take a look.
Not even a speck of blood was on the white door where the bodies of
the kittens had hung, and the doorsill had been wiped clean. They stared at
one another. “We both saw them. They were just there,” Devin whispered.
Ria slammed the door, giving Devin a sidelong glance before dropping
her eyes to the paper Devin held.
Devin took in the look. “When did you find it, and where?”
Ria paused a moment before replying. As she spoke, she inspected her
nails. “Thursday, because the cleaning lady had been in.” She gave a slight
nod of her head. “That was on your nightstand.”
Devin glanced from Ria’s face to the paper and back, shaking her head.
“I don’t know how to make you believe me, Ria.” She raised her arms and
let them flop back to her sides.
“Where’d it come from then? It looks like your writing. What am I
supposed to think? People walk into our house like they live here, steal our
stuff. Dead cats on the front door, sick people leaving sick messages on my
voice mail–” Ria’s lips trembled and she pressed a shaking hand against
them.
“What messages?”
“Somebody keeps telling me what you really do with your stallions
when you’re spending all those hours in the barn out at your farm.” A
shudder shook her entire body.
“Ewwww.” Taking a backwards step, Devin stared at Ria for a long
moment. “Did you recognize the voice?”
“No, but I always check the Caller ID. All the calls are from
Cambridge.” Ria’s voice had a smug, triumphant tone to it. “You ought to
have Mark arrested.”
“Ria, Mark’s not the only person we know who lives in Cambridge.
Your family, your relatives, live in Cambridge. MIT and Harvard are just
two of the universities in Cambridge. There are at least six others.” She

picked up a bag of groceries and went into the kitchen. “Why do you insist
it’s Mark?”
Ria followed her. “Why not? Why do you insist it isn’t?”
Devin set the grocery bag on the kitchen island, then the paper, aligning
its edge with the counter edge with exaggerated care. “I can’t believe–”
“No, you refuse to believe. You’ve loved Mark Frasier since forever.
He’s tall, blond, gorgeous and perfect. And he lives in Cambridge, where all
the phone calls are coming from. Tell me, what am I supposed to think?”
Devin retrieved the rest of her groceries from the hall. “You don’t know
Mark.” She placed a gallon jug of milk on the top shelf of the refrigerator.
“Messages like that–something that gross–it’s not anything Mark would
say.”
“You are so in love with that face and that body you don’t see anything
else.”
Devin slammed the refrigerator door. “You saw him–what, twice? How
he looks–that’s all you know about him, Ria. You never talked to him or got
to know him. Don’t tell me what he’s all about, because you haven’t a
clue.”
“Huh. He dumped you after he finally got you into bed. That told me all
I ever wanted to know about him.”
“There’s so much–”
Ria slapped a hand on the counter. “No. Men don’t treat my girlfriends
that way. And what about his suicide attempts?”
“That was years ago, Ria, a couple years after I met him. He was maybe
fourteen. His father had told him he didn’t love him and didn’t want him,
and his grandparents had abused him. There were siblings – it must have
been hard to watch them being loved when he wasn’t.”
Ria clicked her tongue. “An answer for everything. Why do you care
about him?”

The ticking of the clock echoed in the silent kitchen for nearly a minute
before Devin responded. “We were friends. Mark understood how it felt to
be unwanted.” She carefully placed one box of granola bars on another
before continuing. “Something you didn’t know anything about.”
They stared at one another.
Ria rolled her eyes and lifted one eyebrow. “People change, and love is
blind.” She retrieved the kitchen phone and glanced at the keypad, then
Devin. “I think Daddy told you there isn’t a man out there worth dying for.”
Ria put the receiver to her ear, frowned, punched a button and listened
again. She looked up at Devin. “There’s no dial tone.”
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