Dead Girls Don’t Blog by Pamela Frost Dennis

PROLOGUE
Saturday, May 4, 1996
12:05 a.m.
Lindsay woke to muffled rock music. She turned her head, gasping at
the sharp pain that exploded into an excruciating headache. She
scrunched her eyes, willing it away, but the pain throbbed in
agonizing waves.
She reached out for her bedside Tinker Bell lamp, squinting to
prepare for bright light, but instead her arm flailed into a void where
the lamp should have been.
Lindsay sat up slowly, each fraction of elevation slamming her
first-ever migraine. She held still waiting for the roaring pain to back
off. She noticed her top was bunched down around her waist and her
bra was popped up over her small breasts. She adjusted her bra,
vaguely wondering why that hurt.
Across the dim room, a lava lamp pulsed an orange glow. Where
did that come from? Why is my dresser over there? Where am I?
She started to get up and found her legs tangled in the sheets.
Reaching to pull the bedding away, Lindsay’s fingers touched
something warm. She slid her hand further and felt something rough
and bristly. Someone’s in my bed? She jerked her hand away, yanking
the sheets off and scrambling to her feet. The sudden move drained
the blood from her head and the room exploded into blinding white
light before she crumpled to the floor.
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She started to get up and found her legs tangled in the sheets.
Reaching to pull the bedding away, Lindsay’s fingers touched
something warm. She slid her hand further and felt something rough
and bristly. Someone’s in my bed? She jerked her hand away, yanking
the sheets off and scrambling to her feet. The sudden move drained
the blood from her head and the room exploded into blinding white
light before she crumpled to the floor.
Lindsay opened her eyes. She lay sprawled on her side facing a
dark shadow that focused into a body shape. She shimmied back
toward the bed frame and pushed herself to a sitting position, the
pain threatening to split her head open. Her stomach lurched. She
clamped a hand over her mouth, pressing her lips tight.
While Lindsay waited for the nausea to subside, her eyes darted
around the room, desperately trying to understand what was
happening, but her muddled mind would not cooperate.
Maybe this is a bad dream. She reached out and poked the body. It
felt solid. Real.
On hands and knees, she crept around the body to the door and
opened it, peering into a dark hallway. No Doubt blasted downstairs,
the loud bass notes drilling into her skull. Raucous voices attempting
to be heard over the din drifted up from below. She ducked back as a
pair of legs walked down the hall. A light flicked on illuminating the
battered green walls of the hall before a door shut.
The tiled bathroom echoed the gush of a man urinating, and
Lindsay’s bladder responded with sudden need. The toilet flushed,
the bathroom door opened, and the legs passed the room again.
Once the hall was clear, Lindsay attempted again to stand, but
nausea forced her back down, and she crawled to the bathroom.
Inside, she closed the door and groped in the dark for the light
switch. She squeezed her eyes shut, waiting until she could tolerate
the bright, amber glare, then slit her eyes open. When she could see,
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she hauled herself up to the pedestal sink, held her long, silky blond
hair out of the way, and sipped cool water from the faucet.
Her stomach clenched and roiled, spewing up hot vomit,
splattering the sink, the floor, and her pink jelly shoes. She clung to
the sink until the wrenching heaves went dry, then rinsed her mouth
and face.
The nausea eased and she raised her head, jolted by her grotesque
image in the cracked mirror. One eye was swollen and blood leaked
from a gash in her eyebrow. She touched the cut, wondering what
had happened as her fear mounted.
The pressure in her bladder became too much and Lindsay
lurched to the toilet, knocked the seat down, pulled her short skirt up,
and was bewildered to find her panties gone. Gingerly, she lowered
herself onto the toilet seat, clutching the edges. As urine trickled out,
the searing burn startled her, rendering her breathless and releasing a
flow of tears. She gently dabbed herself dry and was alarmed to see
blood on the tissue. Then she saw dried blood on her thighs. Did my
period start?
Lindsay finished and tugged her skirt as far down as it would go.
Cracking the door open and seeing no one, she ventured into the
hallway, using the walls for support as she made her way to the other
end. Stopping short of the stairway, she peered around the corner
and saw a crowd of people blocking the bottom. Frantic, she glanced
around for another way out and saw none.
Gripping the wood banister with both hands, Lindsay
overstepped the first tread and lost her balance, thumping down the
stairs on her rear-end and slamming into a fat, bearded guy lounging
against the wall on the bottom step.
He laughed at her. “Hey, party girl. Havin’ a rough night?”
Holding her skirt down, Lindsay scuttled back up a few steps and
used the rail to pull herself to her feet. Across the packed, rowdy
room, she saw her escape. The open front door. Ignoring the
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snickering man, she tried to ease around his hefty bulk in the tight
space but swayed against him and clutched his shoulder for support.
“Whoa. You’re totally shit-faced.” He reached to steady her and
then offered his water pipe. “Want a hit?”
The pungent odor gagged her and she slapped it away, knocking
the glass pipe out of his hand to shatter on the wood floor.
“You bitch.” He grabbed her wrist, twisting it hard. “Get the fuck
outta here!”
“Let go of me!” Lindsay wriggled out of his clammy grasp and
shoved her way through the crush to the door. Outside she tumbled
down the porch steps and landed hard on the flagstone path,
skinning her hands, knees, and chin, her teeth sinking deep into her
lower lip. She lay there weeping, hurt, confused, and scared.
Long minutes passed as people coming and going stepped over
her prone body. The brisk night air revived her and finally she stood
and limped to the sidewalk, where she leaned against a parked car.
Lindsay pressed her fingers into her temples, willing the pain to
stop and her head to clear but accomplishing neither. With no idea
where to go but needing to get away from where she was, she began
walking.
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1
Thursday, April 4
Now
“Daisy! Get back here.” My papergirl was supposed to retrieve the
morning newspaper at the end of the front walk but had opted
instead to chase a squirrel into the next yard, leaving me no choice
but to leave the shelter of my vine-covered porch to chase after her.
When I caught up, she had the scoundrel treed and was waiting for
all the hugs and atta-girls she knew I’d bestow upon her.
“Bad. Bad, naughty girl.” I wagged my finger at her. I’d rarely
scolded my near-perfect yellow Labrador since rescuing her from the
pound four months before, and her smile drooped along with her
head and tail.
“Thanks, Daisy,” said a masculine voice nearby. “I really needed
another squirrel in my yard.”
I looked across the yard and saw a tall, hunky guy standing by a
silver BMW sports coupe convertible and he was drop-dead
gorgeous. Tan, perfectly mussed honey-blond hair, dazzling white
teeth, male-model two-day stubble. Nordic looking, like a Viking.
He waved. “Hey, Cookie. We finally meet.”
Cookie? That was kind of creepy.
“I’m Josh.”
I waved back weakly. “Hi.”
“Nice slippers.”
He was referring to my fuzzy bear claws, a Christmas gift from
Grandma Ruby back in my college days.
“Thanks.” I ran my fingers through my auburn bedhead mess,
fluffing it back behind my shoulders, trying to act like I always ran
around the neighborhood in my pajamas. “I’m Katy, and you already
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know who this is.”
“Hi Daisy.”
My dog was grinning from ear to ear and her tail was wagging so
hard I thought her butt would fall off.
“Nice finally meeting you two.” He backed out of his driveway
and zoomed away with a screech of rubber.
What a show-off. So not impressed, I thought, curling my lip with
disdain.
Daisy nudged me. She was ready to go home with Josh’s paper in
her mouth. To her dismay, I left his paper on his porch. She made
amends by pouncing on the newspaper at the end of our front walk
and proudly trotting it into the house.
I curled up with Daisy on the comfy, overstuffed chair by the
living room French doors to read the paper, but my mind wouldn’t
focus on the top stories of the day. Instead, I found myself obsessing
over my humiliating meet-up with Josh-the-creepy-Viking. I tossed
the paper on the floor, revealing my flannel clad, Oreo print legs.
“Cookie.” Oh. Now I felt really stupid.
My cell phone rang on the table next to me. It was Grandma Ruby.
If I didn’t answer, she’d worry, so I put on my happy voice. “Hi,
Grandma!”
“What’s wrong?” No fooling her. “You never call me Grandma.”
Everyone calls her Ruby, even her kids.
“Nothin’,” I said in a woebegone tone, and then thought, Snap out
of it, Katy. So you got caught in your pj’s in front of your neighbor who has
the nerve to be a delectable hunk of man-candy. Get over it already.
“I take it you’ve seen the paper. Sooner or later it was bound to
happen, you know.”
Ruby is seventy-four, and for the past couple of years her friends
have been dropping like flies. Every morning she checks the obits
before reading the front page. If anyone she was even remotely
acquainted with has passed, she calls and shares with me. I guess that
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makes me her grief counselor, but I draw the line at attending
funerals.
“Who died?” Silence on her end. This had to be bad.
“Ruby. Who died?”
“It’s Chad.”
My official ex-husband as of one month ago. This time last year, I
had been nursing him through a horrific cancer battle. The chemodiet had shed the extra pounds he’d accumulated during the course
of our seven-year marriage, so once he was back on his feet, he got a
trainer, started working on his long lost abs, and the next thing I
knew, Chad was moving out and in with his twenty-two-year-old
trainer. And now he was dead.
For seven months, I’d been paralyzed with bitter resentment, and
in that instant my anger flew out the window like it was nothing.
Who knew death could feel so liberating? “So what happened?”
“The two-timin’ weasel married that bimbo, that’s what happened.
It’s in the wedding announcements and I assumed you’d already seen
it.”
My five-second euphoria was officially over and I felt a tantrum
rearing its ugly head, but I kept my cool for Ruby’s sake. She’d loved
the weasel almost as much as I had. “Wow, that was fast.”
“They’re expecting. In August.”
I furiously counted forward on my fingers. May, June, July,
August. Jeez, that didn’t take long. He’d told me he wasn’t ready for
babies. “I gotta go, Ruby,” I said, choking on a lump of rage.
“I’m so sorry, kiddo. I know it hurts. You know I love you.”
We hung up, and I immediately opened the paper to the local
section. There it was—a photo of a beaming Chad and her, the bitch
who had stolen my husband and my life.
At one in the afternoon, I was still slumped in my chair in my
pajamas when someone knocked on the front door.
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“Sweetie. It’s Mommy.” She peered at me through the window
near the door.
I should have closed the damned shutters before going into
seclusion.
“We’re worried about you. Have you eaten anything?”
Then Ruby hollered, “That jackass ain’t worth it, honey. You got
your whole life ahead of you.”
“Everything okay here, ladies?” called Josh-the-creepy-Viking as
he climbed the wooden porch steps.
Oh, crap. It just keeps getting better and better.
“My daughter’s had some bad news,” said Mom, “and she’s not
answering her phone.”
That was because I’d been too busy diabolically plotting elaborate
revenge scenarios involving buses and Chad’s rear-end to take calls.
Now the three of them were looking at me through the shutter slats
and Daisy was barking furiously at them, which is her job as head
security guard, but they took it to mean she was telling them I was in
dire jeopardy.
“Honey, I can see you in there. Please open the door,” said Mom.
“I just need to make sure you’re all right. And stop biting your nails. I
thought you were trying to grow them out.”
“I’m fine! And my nails are fine too!” I hollered from my chair,
wishing I could hide behind it, so I could bite my damned nails in
peace. “Just under the weather, that’s all. Don’t want you to catch it.”
I coughed a few times for effect.
“We have to get in there,” said Ruby. “I’m psychic, and there’s no
telling what she might do.”
Ruby has possessed incredible psychic powers ever since she
electrocuted herself years ago while hanging outdoor Christmas
lights in a drippy fog, so you’d think she’d know I hadn’t done
anything desperate. The strongest medication I keep in the house is
ibuprofen. She is the one with the medical marijuana card. But I had
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been swilling chamomile tea for hours and desperately needed to pee.
I heard the sash window in my bedroom scrape open, which set
off the security alarm and put Daisy into howling mode. I bolted to
the keypad by the front door to punch in the code, but totally blanked
on the numbers—my birth year. Duh.
I was too busy shouting, “Shit! Shit! Shit!” and pounding the
keypad into submission to notice the Viking had joined me.
“Hey, Cookie,” he said, scaring the beejeebers out of me.
I screamed, jumping about a foot off the floor as he opened the
door to my mother and Ruby, plus several nosy neighbors
rubbernecking at the foot of the porch steps.
And then I lost my tea.
After a couple of days of hiding out to avoid embarrassing run-ins
with the Viking or those other neighbors I don’t know and probably
never will now that I am the neighborhood incontinent crazy lady, I
decided to clean my house and get on with my pathetic life.
I gathered the newspapers for recycling, and was once again
subjected to Chad’s happy and very much alive face. I resolved to be
magnanimous and wish him well. Wasn’t I the grown-up one? Well,
anyway I tried, but it wasn’t working for me. So I wished the baby
well. That worked. Then another familiar face on the opposite page,
attached to a short piece, caught my attention.
CHILD-KILLER UP FOR PAROLE.
Phillip Hobart raped and murdered local girl
Lindsay Moore in 1996.
In the late hours of May 3, 1996, Lindsay Moore, a promising fifteen-yearold sophomore at Santa Lucia High School was brutally gang-raped by
three college students at a fraternity house party. A police investigation was
underway when several days later Lindsay was reported missing by her
mother, Belinda Moore.
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Weeks later, Phil Hobart led police to Lindsay’s body. She had been
kidnapped and murdered by Hobart and two other boys, Jake Werner and
Erik Mason, all involved in the frat house gang-rape. Hobart was nineteen at
the time and was sentenced to fifteen years to life, and will soon be eligible
for parole. The parole hearing date has tentatively been set for July 13.
Hobart is incarcerated at Folsom State Prison in Sacramento County.

I sat on the leather ottoman by the sofa, gazing at Lindsay’s photo
while the sad, distant memory refreshed. How could someone who
had committed such heinous crimes ever be up for parole, let alone
this soon? Surely they wouldn’t let this happen.
Lindsay had been a cute, popular cheerleader—friendly to
everyone, including geeky me. If you’re a kid and a friend your age
dies, it’s hard to wrap your head around it—your first realization that
you are a mere mortal. It was something I had not forgotten.
I cut out the article and put it in the desk drawer. It didn’t feel
right throwing Lindsay’s story into the recycling.
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3
Monday, April 8
Graphic Design Work
Freelance graphic designer with years of experience. Logo designs,
cartooning, advertising layouts, business cards, design concepts, etc. I will
take your idea and make it a reality. No job too small. My rates are
reasonable, my hours are flexible, and I’ll give you a fast turn-around.
I posted the ad on Craigslist, then Daisy and I hopped in the car for a
run to the bank to transfer some money from my savings to checking.
I could have done it online, but Daisy wouldn’t have gotten her
doggy treat at the drive-thru window.
I drive an orange 1976 Volvo DL wagon that I grew up riding in.
At eight years old, I discovered a box of Mom’s old Betty and Veronica
comic books while snooping around in the garage. I thought Veronica
was so glamorous. I wanted to dress like her, wear my hair like her,
have boobs like her, and change my name to Veronica. Mom said no
to the first two and the boobs never happened, but she agreed to a
compromise and we named the Volvo “Veronica.”
Veronica became mine on my seventeenth birthday, even though
it killed Mom to part with her. I appreciate not having a car payment,
but power windows sure would be nice. Especially at the drive-thru
when Daisy wants to stick her head out the back window to say “hi,”
and I have to twist into a pretzel to roll down her window.
After I completed my banking, I decided to run over to my
stepdad’s appliance repair shop to talk to him about Phil Hobart’s
parole hearing. Pop had been a cop until he was forced into early
retirement after pursuing an unhappy, gun-toting housewife who
was chasing her philandering husband down the street. She had
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tripped over a tree root and Pop had caught a bullet in his knee.
After Pop’s retirement, he had driven Mom bonkers. He was
bored but clueless as to what to do with the next stage of his life, and
poor Mom had borne the cranky brunt of it. When the escrow office
next door to her beauty shop had become vacant, she had suggested
he take the space and open an appliance repair shop. Ever since I can
remember, Pop has rattled on about how people hadn’t thrown things
away when he was a kid: “You bought a toaster once, and you kept it
forever. If it broke, you fixed it. My grandmother had the same
Toastmaster she got for a wedding present in 1932 until the day she
died in 1978.”
Pop’s Fix-It Shop is a quaint throwback to a simpler time—or more
simply put, a symptom of having watched the Andy Griffith TV show
in his youth. An ongoing chess game sits on a table under the
window, and there is a vintage appliance museum on shelves lining
an entire wall featuring Great Grandma’s gleaming old Toastmaster.
Under the shelves is a working mahogany Magnavox Astro Sonic
Stereo Console, circa 1969, that Pop inherited from his folks, along
with all of their old records, when they moved to a condo in Palm
Desert.
The little bell over the door jingled as Daisy and I entered. Cool
jazz filled the room, so I stepped to the stereo to check the current
selection playing. It was the soundtrack to a 60’s movie called Walk on
the Wild Side—music by Elmer Bernstein.
“Hey, Pop. What’cha doing?”
He was perched on a stool behind the counter, hunched over a
commercial espresso maker. “Darn thing won’t steam.” He switched
the machine on and it wheezed as though suffering an asthma attack.
“That can’t be good,” I said.
He turned it off and continued tinkering. “What brings you here
on this beautiful spring day? Shouldn’t you be outside playing?”
“Did you see the story in the paper about Phil Hobart’s parole
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hearing? You know, the guy who kidnapped and murdered Lindsay
Moore back when I was in high school?”
“Of course I remember who Phil Hobart is, and yes, I read it.” He
set down a tiny screwdriver and pushed his “cheaters” down his
nose, giving me his full attention. “So why are we talking about this?”
“It’s just not right that her death has so little value that fifteen
years covers the debt.”
“Nothing can cover that debt, Katy. Should have been life with no
possible parole. Better yet, should have been death for what those
boys did to that little girl.”
I shuddered. I don’t believe in the death penalty. So barbaric. A
dark, cold dungeon works for me, or even better, a lifetime sentence
of Jerry Springer reruns 24/7. The crime rate would plummet.
“There must be something I can do to help stop this guy’s parole,”
I said.
“Like what?”
“I don’t know. Protest? Picket the prison? But before I do
anything, I want to be absolutely sure he’s guilty. That there’s no
possibility that he was wrongly accused. You know, bad DNA, that
sort of thing.”
“Katy, he confessed. He and his friends raped her, kidnapped her,
and murdered her. He doesn’t deserve freedom. Come over for
dinner tonight and I’ll tell you what wasn’t in the paper.”
Pop was relaxing on the patio when I arrived, nursing a Firestone
Pale Ale while grilling chicken breasts and a vegetable kabob for me.
I went to the kitchen and pulled a bottle of Chablis out of the fridge
and poured a hefty glassful before flopping on the chaise lounge next
to him.
“Where’s Mom?”
“Working on a wedding. This may be the last wedding she ever
does. Too much drama. The bride can’t decide if she wants her hair
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up or down. She’s so upset about it that she’s broken out in a rash.”
“Sounds like the problem isn’t really about her hair but maybe
second thoughts about the wedding.”
“That’s very astute of you.” Pop got up and slopped more BBQ
sauce on the chicken. “These days the marriage is usually kaput
before the wedding bills have been paid off.” He saw my puckered
brow. “Katydid, I’m sorry. That was thoughtless.”
“I’m fine.”
“No, you’re not.”
I sipped my Chablis. “I will be. Far worse things happen in life
than getting divorced from a rat. Like what happened to Lindsay.”
He took a long pull on his beer. “I don’t know what you can do to
stop Hobart’s parole, Katy, but it’s unlikely he’ll get out on his first
go-round anyway.”
“I’m confused. He’s serving fifteen years to life and this is his first
parole hearing. But the crime happened in 1996, so it’s been more
than fifteen years. Why didn’t he have a parole hearing sooner? Bad
conduct or something?”
“It took over a year for the case to go to trial, plus it had to be
moved to another county to get a fair trial. Then several
postponements on final sentencing. These things drag on and on. It’s
not like the TV shows, honey.”
Pop pulled the chicken and my kabob off the grill, set them on a
platter, and we went into the kitchen. “Your mother said to go ahead
and eat if she isn’t home in time. You get the salad in the fridge, while
I get the rolls out of the oven. Oh, and grab me another beer, will ya?”
I did as told and was about to top off my wine when he said, “Are
you walking home?”
No, I wasn’t walking. I put the bottle back.
A few bites into the meal, I said, “Why did they kidnap and
murder Lindsay after she’d already made a statement? The police had
their descriptions, so what was the point?”
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“They were morons, Katy. None of them had a criminal record
and Lindsay had no idea who they were or what they looked like.”
Pop and I finished dinner, and while he caught the basketball scores
on TV, I scavenged in the refrigerator hoping to score something
“dessertie” and came up empty-handed, as usual. Pop keeps a slim
figure, but is pre-diabetic, so Mom diligently keeps the house sweetfree. But I know she has a chocolate stash somewhere in their house
and one of these days, I’m going to find it.
“Did Mom tell you your sister’s coming home for a while?” he
called from the next room.
“No. When?”
Pop returned to the kitchen. “Sometime in June or July, when her
lease is up.”
“Why’s Emily coming home?” I love her, but I love her more from
afar.
“So she can concentrate on her writing.” Pop finger-quoted.
“Please tell me it’s not rap.”
Emily is my half-sister, nine years my junior. Two years ago she
dropped out of college in her sophomore year to come home and
become a rapper, LayZeeE. A gritty, street-wise, middle-class,
suburban rapper, rapping about growing up in the ‘hood. We’re
talkin’ quarter acre lots on tree-lined streets with a strict homeowners
association pushing you around and not allowing you to paint your
house pink kind of ‘hood. The mean streets of Santa Lucia.
The high point of LayZeeE’s career was an “open mic afternoon”
in the bistro at the senior community where Grandma Ruby lives.
Yes, it really happened and I have the video proving it. Since then,
she’s been living in San Diego with friends and working at Bed, Bath
& Beyond.
“She’s writing a murder mystery,” said Pop. “She called it a
paranormal-fantasy with ghosts, alternate universes, fairies,
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werewolves, zombies, shapers or shafters—”
“Shapeshifter?”
“That’s it. What the hell is that?”
“It’s a human who morphs into other things, like a werewolf.”
“And how would you know this?”
“I read the Sookie Stackhouse series that the TV show True Blood is
based on. Speaking of writing, I’m thinking about starting a blog.” I
was interrupted by the squeaky rumble of the garage door opening.
“Mom’s home.”
“Pour your mother a glass of wine while I dish up a plate. I’m sure
she’s frazzled. You’ll find an open red in the pantry.”
“No more weddings!” Mom hollered as she came through the
door. “I’ve had a day and a half, let me tell you.” She threw her purse
and tote bag onto the rattan settee in the kitchen, then ripped off her
sweater and tossed it onto the pile. “I am boiling.”
“Here, Mom.” I gave her a glass of Justification—a delicious local
blend of cabernet and merlot and pecked her cheek.
“Thank you, honey.” She took a slow deep sip. “Ooo. The good
stuff. What’s the occasion?”
“We love you, and it was already open.”
“I love you, too. But if I ever sign up for another wedding,
promise me you’ll get my head examined.”
“Hungry?” asked Pop, as he pulled out a chair for her at the
ancient harvest table in the nook.
“I’m starved.” She glanced at the plate waiting for her. “Looks
yummy. I’ve got a huge headache, probably because I’m so hungry.”
She ignored the chair, opened the patio glass door and fanned herself
with it. “Is it hot in here, or is it just me?”
“Having another power-surge?” I asked warily, suppressing a
wince. You never knew what might set her off.
“Come here and feel my back.”
“You gotta do it, Katy,” said Pop. “It’s amazing.”
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I tentatively stepped close and she grabbed my hand, jamming it
under her shirt into hot sweat streaming down the small of her back.
“Eew. Gross.” I jerked my wet hand away and wiped it on my pants.
She laughed at my disgusted expression and Pop tossed her a dish
towel to mop up. “Will you throw this in the laundry room?” She
dangled the towel at me.
I took it by the edge. I thought PMS was bad. So not looking
forward to the peri-menopausal years.
Mom sat at the table and ate a bite of the grilled chicken slathered
with Pop’s apricot-chili-cilantro sauce and half-closed her eyes in
appreciation. “I might live after all.”
“What’s the bridal hair verdict? Does she want it up or down?” I
asked as I sat next to her.
“Neither. I got the call on my way home. The wedding’s off and
they’re eloping.”
“And they lived happily ever after.” Pop started clearing the table.
“Pop, sit down. I’ll do the dishes.”
“Stay put and talk to your mom. You know I can’t sit for very long
with this bum knee. You were about to tell me about starting a blog
before Marybeth got home.”
Mom arched an eyebrow and smirked. “You’re going to write a
blog? You’ve always said blogs are stupid.”
“True, but Samantha says it might be cathartic to write about my
pent-up feelings about my divorce from that jerk whose name we
won’t mention. Like a diary.”
“You already have a diary. It’s still in your bedroom on the closet
shelf, behind the—” She stopped, looking guilty as all get-out.
“You read my diary? Mother, how could you? Those were my
private sacred thoughts.”
Mom held her glass up again, and Pop emptied the bottle into it. It
was only a few drops, but it gave her time to compose an answer.
“The truth is you were fourteen and becoming very weird.”
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True.
“And I was worried.”
“We both were worried,” said Pop.
“It’s a difficult age to be or to be the parents of—”
“Amen to that,” Pop agreed.
“And your safety and well-being overruled your right to privacy.”
I could have recited the next inevitable line having heard it about
a gazillion times through my younger years, but I let Mom hold the
spotlight.
Her lips twitched, trying to suppress a laugh. “And you will never
understand until you have kids of your own.”
“Hallelujah!” shouted Pop, waving his arms like a holy-roller.
“Besides, you only made three entries, so it’s not like we read a
bunch of deep dark secrets.”
“Something about hating school, hating boys, hating your hair,”
said Pop. “Pretty heavy stuff.”
“You forgot the lima beans, Kurt. She hated those, too.”
I crossed my arms and morphed into a fourteen-year-old. “It was
personal and you had no right. I’m going to start a blog, a private
blog, and you can’t stop me. And you won’t be able to read it, so ha.”
“All right, dear.” Mom patted the top of my head.
I still hate lima beans.
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4
Friday, May 3
1996
10:05 p.m.
Belinda Moore tried to focus on the show 20/20, but her attention kept
flicking to the clock next to the television. Her fifteen-year-old
daughter, Lindsay, had gone to the movies with her best friend, Jenny
and Jenny’s older cousin, Mallory. The cousin drove, inaugurating a
new phase in her teenaged daughter’s growing independence that
Belinda was not ready for. After the movie, the girls planned to eat at
the pizza place next to the theatre.
10:15 p.m.
“If you think this is hard, Belinda,” she said aloud, running her
fingers through her short, dirty-blond hair, “wait until she’s driving.
Then you’ll really have something to worry about.”
10:20 p.m.
Belinda called Jenny’s house and her father answered.
“Hi, Bill. It’s Belinda Moore. Are the kids there?”
“No. I called Jenny’s beeper a few minutes ago. I’m sure they’re on
their way. Not to worry.”
“Yeah, right. Kinda goes with the territory, huh?”
He laughed. “I guess we’re finally getting a taste of what we put
our parents through. Payback's a bitch, ain’t it?”
“I’ll say! You’ll call me?”
“As soon as I hear. And they better have a damn good excuse.”
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10:45 p.m.
Beside herself with worry, Belinda cradled the phone in her lap,
willing the damned thing to ring. No longer able to wait for Bill’s call,
she phoned him again.
“I don’t know what to tell you,” Bill’s tone was no longer jovial.
“This is so unlike Jenny. I shouldn’t have let Mallory drive them. I’ll
call you the minute I hear anything.”
11:30 p.m.
The phone rang, and Belinda, rigid with dread and terrified to
answer, snatched it up before the second ring. Bill told her that Jenny
and Mallory had just walked in the door.
“Thank God.” Belinda sagged back into the sofa with relief, then a
flood of anger washed through her. “Let me speak to Lindsay.”
“She’s not with them. I haven’t had a chance to talk to them yet,
but I assumed they’d dropped her off at home.”
Dread replaced Belinda’s anger again. “I need to talk to Jenny.”
“Hold on,” Bill put his hand over the phone, but she still heard
him yell. “Jenny! Where the hell is Lindsay? Get in here and talk to
her mother.”
Jenny took the receiver and spoke in a thin, tremulous voice.
“Hello?”
Belinda loved Jenny but not so much right now. “Where’s
Lindsay?”
“I dunno.” The girl’s speech slurred. “Isn’t she home?”
“Oh, for God’s sake. If she were home, why would I be asking
you? Where is she?”
“We went to a party and—”
“What party? You were supposed to be going to the movies and
dinner.”
Jenny took on the belligerent tone usually reserved for one’s own
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mother. “We did, but we ran into some kids and they invited us to a
party. When we left the party, we couldn’t find Lindsay, so we
thought she’d already gone home.”
Belinda wanted to reach through the phone and shake Jenny until
her teeth fell out. “How? How would she have gotten home?”
“I dunno.” Jenny was sobbing. “Maybe walked or called you?”
Bill took the phone back. “They both smell like a 60’s rock concert,
so I’ve a pretty good guess what was going on.” He turned from the
receiver and said, “Were you smoking pot?”
“No. No way.”
“Yeah, right. Of course, I’m just a stupid dad, so what the hell do I
know? Do not walk away from me, young lady. I want to look at your
eyes.” A pause. “You’re stoned. You must really think I’m a complete
idiot, huh?”
Belinda couldn’t listen to any more and screamed into the phone.
“Where was this party?”
“Where was the party?” he asked the girls.
Belinda heard hysterics in the background but nothing coherent.
Bill came back on. “I can’t get a straight answer out of either of them.
I think this is more than a little pot! It’s a miracle Mallory didn’t crash
the car and kill them both! Lindsay was safer not being with them.”
Except they’re home and I don’t know where Lindsay is.
Belinda Moore’s minivan bounced on the curb as she jerked the wheel
sharply into the emergency room parking area. She’d broken the
sound barrier getting there and was thankful she hadn’t been stopped
for reckless driving while under the influence of parental panic.
Her daughter had been found sitting on a train station bench and
taken to the hospital, and Belinda’s brain was stirring up the worst
possible scenarios.
Oh God, what if she was dying? Or already dead? She turned off the
ignition, grabbed her purse, and ran to the automatic doors. “Open!”
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she screamed at the slow moving glass doors.
A wall sign pointed to the reception desk down the hall and she
sprinted the distance. She slapped the counter for attention. “I’m
looking for my daughter. She was brought in by the police.”
A hefty, middle-aged woman wearing a purple pantsuit and a
“been there, done that” expression on her face stepped to the counter.
“Name?”
“Belinda Moore. No, that’s me. Lindsay Moore. She’s my
daughter.”
The clerk sat at her desk and typed Lindsay’s name into the
computer. “Yes, she’s here in cubicle four.”
Belinda stepped to the entry door beyond the desk and placed her
hand on the door handle and the clerk stopped her.
“We need to do some paperwork, first. Do you have insurance?”
“Yes—but I need to see my daughter first.”
The door was locked. She turned to the clerk, tears streaming
down her pleading face. “I have to know if she’s okay.”
The jaded woman softened. “Of course. We can do this later.”
The door lock buzzed and Belinda pushed through. A nurse
approached her. “Where’s cubicle four?” asked Belinda.
The nurse pointed at two police officers standing in front of the
curtained area. Belinda’s heart thudded with dread, making it hard to
breathe as she approached them. “I’m looking for Lindsay Moore.”
“I’m Officer Gabe Miller and this is my partner, Officer Dan
Martinez. We found Lindsay sitting at the train station. Are you her
mother?”
“Yes.” Please let her be okay. Please.
“She’s been asking for you,” said Miller. “I have to warn you;
she’s pretty banged up.”
Apprehension and relief surged simultaneously through Belinda,
nearly buckling her knees. Martinez took her arm to steady her and
drew back the curtain, revealing a nurse blocking Belinda’s view of
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her daughter.
“Lindsay? Your mother’s here,” Martinez said.
The nurse turned and stepped aside.
“Momma!”
Lindsay had not called her “Momma” since she was six or seven
and the word wrenched Belinda’s heart as she rushed to the bed and
pulled her daughter into her arms, barely registering her daughter’s
ravaged face. “Baby, what happened?”
“Oh, Mo-mommy. I was so scared.”
“Shhh. Shhh.” She wrapped her arms around her daughter and
felt spasmodic shivers rolling through Lindsay’s slim body. “It’s
okay. You’re safe now.” Belinda gently pulled away, fighting to
maintain a passive expression as she surveyed her girl’s face. A sob
deep inside her threatened to erupt as she tenderly touched Lindsay’s
swollen eye and wiped away her tears. “Who did this to you?”
“I don’t know.” She burrowed into her mother’s soft chest. “I just
want to go home.”
“We will, honey.” Belinda slid her hand under Lindsay’s green
hospital gown and stroked her slender back. She rested her chin on
her daughter’s blonde head, wrinkling her nose as she caught the
unmistakable aroma of cigarettes and pot in Lindsay’s hair.
The attending nurse said, “I need to finish Lindsay’s preliminary
exam and draw some blood. Would you like to take care of the
paperwork while I do this?”
Belinda rose from the bed and moved out of the way.
“Momma, please don’t go.”
“Not going anywhere, I promise.” She stepped to the foot of the
bed and spoke in a cheery voice. “Just getting out of the way.”
The nurse shone an ophthalmoscope into Lindsay’s eyes.
“Lindsay, have you had any alcohol or drugs tonight?”
Belinda became indignant. “She’s only fifteen, for God’s sakes.”
As soon as she said it, she realized how stupid she sounded. A
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mother in total denial. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to snap at you.”
“I understand. I asked because her pupils are dilated. Lindsay, I
know how hard this must be for you, but you need to answer my
questions truthfully so we can help you.” She glanced at Belinda for
backup.
“Honey, please answer her. I won’t be mad. Did you drink or take
drugs?” She choked on the words and felt like she was betraying
Lindsay by asking. She knew how her daughter felt about drugs and
alcohol. A drunk driver had killed Lindsay’s father. And yet her child
reeked of marijuana.
“No,” said Lindsay. “I mean, I don’t think so.”
Belinda’s back stiffened. “What do you mean, you don’t think so?”
“I don’t know, Mom. But something really bad happened.” She
began to cry again. “I feel so weird.”
The nurse pulled down the sheet to check Lindsay’s feet, and
Belinda saw dried blood smears on her daughter’s thighs.
In the early hours of that bleak Saturday morning, Lindsay was
subjected to a grueling head-to-toe forensic examination. Even in her
foggy state of mind, the inspection of her naked body was an
intensely discomforting violation that no young girl was ever
prepared for. Blood, urine, and other body secretion samples were
collected. Her mouth, vagina, and anal area were swabbed.
Fingernails were scraped and the findings placed in a small paper
envelope. Then her nails were clipped off and saved in another
envelope. Her body was photographed, all injuries documented, and
each item of clothing was bagged individually. Lindsay’s hair was
combed and hairs were plucked from different sections of her head—
the same procedure was followed for her pale pubic hair. Those
samples, along with other fibers and hairs collected from her body,
were placed in separate envelopes.
During the long exam, Angela Yaeger, a statuesque, thirty-nine25
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year-old African-American police detective, waited in the ER lobby to
interview her. After Lindsay was returned to her cubicle, the
motherly detective entered the curtained alcove and gazed at the
pitiful little girl huddled in the bed, holding her mother’s hand for
dear life.
“Hello, Lindsay. I’m Detective Angela Yaeger.” She displayed her
badge.
“Hello,” said Lindsay with a timid half-smile.
Belinda stood up. “Detective Yaeger, I’m her mother, Belinda
Moore.”
Angela extended her hand and they shook. “I hope I’m not
intruding, but I have to ask Lindsay some questions about what
happened. I know it’s been a long night, but we must do this now
while everything’s still fresh.”
“Mom? Am I in trouble?” Lindsay asked.
“Oh no, sweetheart. The detective just wants to know what
happened. That’s all.”
Yaeger dragged a steel chair to the bedside and sat. “That’s right.
We need to get to the bottom of what happened to you tonight. Why
you’re injured and confused. Maybe we can figure it out together.
Deal?”
Lindsay nodded. “Deal.”
The detective extracted a notebook and pen from her large
handbag. “Let’s start at the beginning. Tell me where you were
going.”
Lindsay released a slow shuddery sigh. “We were going to the
movies.”
“Who’s we?”
Belinda sat on the narrow bed again and took her daughter’s
hand. “She went with her best friend, Jenny Farrell, and Jenny’s older
cousin, Mallory.”
“Last name?”
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Belinda looked at Lindsay for the answer.
“Farrell, too.”
“What were you going to see?” asked Yaeger.
“James and the Giant Peach.”
“Oh, that’s a great movie. I went with my daughter and we loved
it. Did you like it?”
“Yeah. It was pretty good. It was the only movie my mom would
allow me to see.”
“Because practically every other movie was rated R,” said Belinda.
“What happened after the movie?”
Lindsay broke eye contact and picked at a loose snag in the thin,
woven blanket covering her. “Um. We were going to go have dinner
at the pizza place next to the theatre.”
“PizzaShmizza?”
“Yeah.” Lindsay hesitated and then continued, barely above a
whisper. “While we were waiting for a table, there were some older
boys in line that Mallory started talking to. Anyways, they invited us
to a party.”
Belinda inhaled sharply but remained silent.
“Mrs. Moore? Would it be easier for you if you waited outside?”
“No. I want my momma here,” Lindsay cried out.
“Do we have to do this now?” Belinda felt as though she were
trapped in the middle of a Law and Order episode and desperately
wanted to turn it off. “I’m sorry. I do understand why you have to do
this.”
“It’s all right. I know this is upsetting.” She gave Belinda a
reassuring smile and then turned back to Lindsay. “Take your time.”
“Mallory wanted to go, but me and Jenny said we should have
pizza like we planned.” She stopped, peeping at her mother’s stoic
expression. “Mallory told us they were college boys and she’d gone to
college parties before and it’d be fun.” She took a breath. “I said, no
way. You’d kill me, for sure.” She glanced at her mother for
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reassurance.
Belinda wanted to scream but forced a smile and said, “You’re
right about that.”
“Go on,” said Angela.
“Mallory said we’d be home in time so our parents would never
know. We still said no, and then she got all mad that she was hanging
out with babies. She’s almost eighteen. Then Jenny said okay and that
really surprised me. I guess she didn’t want Mallory to think we were
babies.”
Belinda stood abruptly. “Oh, for God’s sake. You are babies.”
Lindsay’s voice rose to a whiny pitch. “I didn’t know what to do,
but Mallory promised we would be home by ten, so I had to say yes.
What else could I do?”
“You could have called me and I would have come and got you,
and we wouldn’t be in the hospital now.”
“I’m so sorry, Mom. I know it was wrong. I didn’t think.” Then
her eyes widened. “Is Jenny okay?”
“Yes,” she answered tightly, feeling her anger flare at Lindsay’s
best friend for abandoning her daughter. “When you missed curfew, I
called her house and spoke to her. She said she looked for you and
when she couldn’t find you, she thought you’d gone home.”
“That’s dumb. I never would’ve left without her.” A tear dribbled
down her cheek. “That’s not what a best friend would do.”
“You’re right about that.” Belinda took Lindsay’s hand and
squeezed it. “She’s lucky to have you for a friend.”
Yaeger cleared her throat. “Okay. You agreed to go and then
what?”
“We walked with the boys to the house where the party was.”
“Do you know the address?”
“No.”
“How about the street?”
“I didn’t really pay attention. Me and Jenny were super nervous
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about going to the party and Mallory was walking ahead of us with
the boys, so we just followed.” Lindsay looked at her mom. “I really
didn’t want to go.”
“I believe you,” said Belinda.
“Can you tell me what the house looked like?”
“Umm. It was a big house.” She paused to think. “There was a
weird-looking sign on the front.”
The doctor who had attended Lindsay earlier, entered and asked if
he could speak to Belinda and the detective in his office.
Belinda was reluctant to leave her daughter. She stood and pulled
the thin blanket up around Lindsay’s chest. “Are you warm enough?”
“Yes. Please don’t be gone long.”
Doctor Stewart led them down the hall to his office where they sat
opposite him at his desk. The certificates on his wall assured Belinda
of his training, and the photos told her he was a family man. He
removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “There is no easy way to tell
you this, Mrs. Moore.”
“Belinda. Please call me Belinda,” she said to stall the bad news
she knew was coming.
He nodded. “Belinda. Our examination confirmed what we
suspected. Lindsay has been raped. I am so sorry.”
An icy chill seeped through her as she tried to grasp what the
doctor had said.
Yaeger reached over and took her hand. “Are you all right?”
Belinda’s voice was barely audible. “I think I knew it when I saw
the blood on her legs. But I don’t understand why she doesn’t seem to
know what happened.”
Dr. Stewart put on his glasses and picked up a paper on his desk.
“Her urine sample showed she ingested Rohypnol, which would
explain her amnesia and disorientation.”
“What’s that?”
“Have you heard of roofies?”
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“The date-rape drug?” She gasped and closed her eyes. It was too
much to process. Her little girl had been defenseless.
Dr. Stewart cleared his throat. “I’m afraid there’s more. I’ve
looked at the samples we took, and it looks like she was raped more
than once. The samples showed sperm from three different males.”
Belinda choked out a strangled, keening moan. “It’s my fault. All
my fault.”
Yaeger leaned forward in her chair, looking at Dr. Stewart
intently. “Are you sure?” It was a reflex question. She knew he
wouldn’t have given Belinda such devastating news if it weren’t true.
He slumped back in his chair. “We’ll know more when we get all
her lab results back. But yes, I’m sure.”
Belinda stared down at her lap. Dr. Stewart set a box of tissues
near her. Blinded by tears, she reached for it and knocked it to the
floor. Yaeger retrieved the box, pulled several tissues out and placed
them in Belinda’s lap.
“We’ll want to set her up for counseling as soon as possible,” said
the doctor.
“But she doesn’t even know it happened,” said Belinda. “Oh God,
how will I tell her?”
Lindsay was dozing when Belinda and Detective Yaeger returned to
the curtained alcove. Yaeger stood at the foot of the bed while Belinda
sat on the edge and took a moment to look at her daughter before
waking her to destroy her innocent world. The doctor had assured
her that the facial injuries had not caused any permanent damage, but
she wondered about Lindsay’s young spirit. Would she ever be the
same again? Was this the abrupt end of her childhood?
“I really hate to disturb her,” Yaeger whispered. “But...”
“I know.” Belinda touched her daughter’s shoulder. “Baby? You
need to wake up.”
Lindsay opened her good eye. “Can we go home now?”
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“Not yet. The doctors want to observe you for a while.” She
removed a stray hair stuck in the corner of Lindsay’s swollen eye.
“Do you think you can answer some more questions?”
Lindsay peered down the bed at the detective and nodded. “I’ll
try, but I don’t understand why. I know I shouldn’t have gone there,
but why do I have to keep answering questions?”
Belinda took a deep breath and glanced at Yaeger for support. The
detective nodded but knew now there would be no more answers to
her questions.
Lindsay caught the exchange and became fretful. “What’s
wrong?”
Belinda took her daughter’s hand and spoke softly. “You were
raped, baby.”
“What are you talking about?” Lindsay jerked her hand away and
sat up straight. No way would she have forgotten something as awful
as that. She would have fought and screamed and kicked and bit and
hit. No one could have done that to her. No one. “Why would you
say that to me?”
Her mother cupped Lindsay’s face in her hands, and her sad eyes
said it was true.

End of sample chapters.
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