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 ONE 
 
      
 
    “Do you know how many times I have stood at this breakfast bar watching you cook bacon and eggs, wanting to tell you how much I love you when you cook bacon and eggs?” 
 
    It was seven o’clock in the morning and the smell of bacon and coffee was strong and rich on the air. She didn’t look at me but I could tell she was smiling. She said, “Yup.” 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    She wielded the spatula with dazzling skill and slipped two eggs onto each plate as though it was easy. “I’m not going to tell you because then we’ll get all mushy and we’ll have to go upstairs and shower again. Put these on the table.” 
 
    I carried the plates to the table with a self-satisfied saunter and a slightly foolish grin on my face. I sat and as I reached out to pour the coffee I felt her breath and her lips on my ear as she whispered in a husky growl, “Why d’you think I did it, dumbass?” 
 
    We were rescued from having to rush back to the shower by the jangling of my cell phone.  
 
    “Stone,” I croaked. She grinned and sat. 
 
    “Good morning John, it’s John here.” 
 
    I frowned, then my head cleared. “Oh, Inspector, good morning.” 
 
    “Good morning. I’m sorry to call so early. I’m probably interrupting your breakfast. Look, I have a letter here, maybe nothing but you never know, do you…?” 
 
    I waited. He waited. I said, “No, Inspector, I guess you don’t. What is the letter about?” 
 
    “The Westchester Angel.” 
 
    I groped my way through the fog of coffee, bacon and Dehan toward a dim glimmer of recollection. “Jane Doe, spring 2016, they found her body by the Westchester Creek. Raped and strangled.” 
 
    Dehan was chewing, watching me with narrowed eyes, nodding slowly. Inspector Newman continued. “Probably raped, that’s the one. Indeed. The writer claims to have information relevant to the case, and as the case has gone cold I thought perhaps you would like to talk to him.” 
 
    “Sure, of course. Give me his number. We’ll give him a call and drop by…” 
 
    “Well here’s the thing. I’ve made an appointment for you to go and see him, this morning at nine, hence the early call.” 
 
    “An appointment…”  
 
    I frowned. Dehan frowned in sympathy, sipping black coffee from her white cup. 
 
    “Yes, he’s at Rikers, serving five years for possession of cocaine. His name is Wayne Harris. You can collect the file on your way. It’s waiting on your desk.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir…” 
 
    “See me when you get back. Let me know what he says.” 
 
    “Yes, sir, we’ll do that, as soon as we get back.” 
 
    “Good. Nice talking to you. Enjoy your breakfast, John. And, uh, catch you later!” 
 
    I could hear the smile in his voice. I said, “Yes, sir, catch you later too…” But he’d already hung up. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    It is a pretty roundabout route to Rikers Island from Morris Park, involving Randalls Island, the Robert F Kennedy bridge twice over water, and the Francis R Buono Memorial bridge just once. On the way we collected the file on the Westchester Angel case and Dehan read out loud while I drove. She had the window down and the late May sun bathed her face as she raised her voice above the battering air and the growl of the Jaguar. 
 
    “Exactly a year ago, almost to the day. Monday 16th May, 2016 a body was found on an area of wasteland that runs for about half a mile along the west bank of the Westchester Creek. It was spotted by an employee at the quarry opposite the Fedex depot, who called 911.” 
 
    I frowned. “Where was the body?” 
 
    She studied the file a minute, holding the pages between her fingers like a cigarette, to stop them flapping. After a moment she said, “Yeah. Zerega Avenue?” She glanced at me and I nodded. “You got the Fedex depot, the Golden Mango warehouse and the quarry. There’s a big patch of trees and rocks right on the river. She was down there.” She carried on reading aloud. “Time of death was impossible to establish, as always. She’d been lying out in the open by the side of the river and lividity was advanced, though decay was still only in the initial stages. It was estimated that death occurred at some time between Saturday afternoon when the guys from the quarry would likely have spotted her if she had been there, and the small hours of Sunday night to Monday morning.” 
 
    We were crossing the first portion of the Robert F Kennedy Bridge onto Randalls Island. I asked, “Cause of death was strangulation, right?” 
 
    She nodded, chewing her lip. “Mm-hm. She had some bruising to the face, especially the mouth, consistent with having been slapped hard or punched. ME suggested whoever hit her was big, or at least had large hands. Her wrists had been bound very tight with a silk handkerchief…” She looked at the photos and made a face. “But not like you’d expect. It was more like the old-fashioned cuffs. Like,” she held out her wrists to demonstrate. “…he tied one wrist tight, then left some slack and tied the other wrist, so there was some play. Like he wanted her hands to have a certain amount of freedom.” She shrugged. “Cause of death was strangulation. There was extensive bruising to the neck, the windpipe had been severely crushed and the pattern of the bruises suggested that was done with the thumbs. No prints were recovered, so the killer probably used gloves.” 
 
    My frown deepened as we passed over the sports fields and began to cross the water toward Astoria Park. “How was she lying?” 
 
    “Face down, half in the water. Post mortem found that she’d had sex, so she may have been raped, premortem, perimortem or postmortem. The semen was too decayed to provide a DNA profile.” 
 
    I grunted. “Odd.” 
 
    “What is?” Before I could answer, she said, “If she was raped Saturday night, say eight or nine o’clock, she could have been lying there about forty-eight hours, half in the water. The semen could well have decayed in that time.” 
 
    I nodded, but I didn’t say anything.  
 
    We crossed the long bridge over almost a mile of water, and she read me the last part of the file, about why Detective Ibanez had not been able to close the case. The victim had had no purse, no driver’s license, no ID on her. There were no witnesses and her DNA and prints had got no hits on CODIS or IAFIS. All they had was the fact that she was Hispanic, in her early to mid twenties and had a rather beautiful, expensive crucifix around her neck, inscribed with the name Angela on the back. Her clothes—a white blouse and a gray skirt—were good quality but modest and demure. The two latter facts had earned her the name the Angel of  Westchester Creek in the more sensationalist press. 
 
    Three quarters of an hour later we were sitting in an interview room looking at the photos of the crime scene while we waited for Wayne Harris to be brought in. “I need to see it,” I said. 
 
    Dehan nodded. “There are a couple of things I don’t get…” 
 
    I agreed, but before I could say so there was a loud clang and the steel door rolled back. Two uniformed guards led in a tall man in an orange jumpsuit. He had the look and build of a quarterback: about six foot five, and I estimated his weight at about two hundred and thirty or forty pounds of solid muscle. He had a face that looked hard and solid too, with short hair, a square, raw concrete jaw and a small, thin, cruel mouth that seemed permanently fixed in a thin, cruel smile. He had small, pale blue eyes which he used now to observe Dehan as though he was calculating her size, weight and intelligence. 
 
    The guards sat him in the chair opposite us and cuffed him to a metal ring on the table. One of them, a beefy black guy with humorous eyes said, “If he gives you any trouble, you jess shout. We’re right outside.” 
 
    I thanked him, they strolled out and clanged the door shut behind them. Wayne didn’t look at me. He kept his eyes on Dehan. When he spoke it was like sandpaper being dragged over twenty years’ accumulated deposits of hardened nicotine in his throat.  
 
    “It’s sure nice to talk to somebody who ain’t a con. You ain’t a con, are you, Detective?” 
 
    I said, “I’m Detective Stone, this is Detective Dehan. We’re from the cold cases unit at the 43rd Precinct. I was told you had some information for us.” 
 
    He kept staring at Dehan, smiling, then slowly shifted his gaze to look at me. “Well that all depends, Detective Stone of the 43rd Precinct. See, we are in the age of the Information Revolution. That may be something you don’t fully appreciate, on account of your age. But Detective Dehan here, I figure she is closer to my age. Am I right, Detective Dehan? I figure maybe you will have a better understanding of what I am talking about. Information is where it’s at. It’s the name of the game.” 
 
    Dehan raised an eyebrow at him that could have sliced the balls off a brass monkey. 
 
    I smiled and said, “If you’re looking to sell information, Wayne, however old I may be, you need to talk to me. I run the cold cases Unit.” 
 
    He still didn’t look at me. He frowned and smiled simultaneously at Dehan and said, “Ouch! Male chauvinism strikes again. The white male still running the show, huh?” 
 
    I stood. “When you’re ready to talk to me, Wayne, call the precinct. Right now you’ve got time to waste, we haven’t.” 
 
    Dehan stood. 
 
    Wayne sighed. “Take it easy man! Take some time out from being you, we’d all be grateful.” He grinned. “You feel me? Know what I’m sayin’?” 
 
    I waited, watching him. “Have you got something for me?” 
 
    “Yeah, man! Siddown, I got something for you.” 
 
    I sat. Dehan went and stood in the corner, behind me, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed. I smiled to myself. She knew he wanted to play games with her, so she’d gone where she could observe him without distracting him. Now he was looking for her with his eyes. 
 
    I said, “You know something about the Westchester Creek murder in May, 2016?” 
 
    He looked pained and gestured toward Dehan. “C’mon man. She don’t have to go away.” 
 
    I leaned forward. “OK, Wayne, this is your second warning. There won’t be another. I think you’re bored and you want to play games, and you know exactly squat about the Westchester Angel. Now you had better start talking as soon as I draw breath or we are out of here and you will not see us again. Start talking now.” 
 
    “OK! OK! OK… Man! Heavy or what?” 
 
    I stood. 
 
    “I’m talking already! I was there! I saw the whole damn thing go down. I watched it! All right?” 
 
    I sat. “No. You’re lying.” 
 
    “I ain’t lying! I was there, man.” 
 
    “Prove it. I’m out of patience, Wayne. You need to keep me here and I am walking…” 
 
    “I was near the bushes, lyin’ there just minding my own business, watchin’ the stars, smokin’ some weed, you know? And I hear this noise, like people strugglin’, and I look over and I see this dude comin’ down from the road, where there is a gate in the fence, and he has a chick with him and he is pushing her in front of him.” 
 
    “Why didn’t she scream?” 
 
    He started to laugh. “Well, I didn’t ask her, Detective Stone Cold. I didn’t think I was invited to that particular party. You feel me? But I think—and you know it was kind of hard to see in that light, at that time of night—I think she had a gag in her mouth.” 
 
    “What time was this?” 
 
    “Now, let me see, you’re gettin’ very particular and maybe my memory needs refreshing…” 
 
    I stood. “You’re full of shit, Wayne.” 
 
    “Ten or ten thirty Saturday night! Man! Don’t you ever let up? All I’m askin’ for is a little two way reciprocity, dude.” 
 
    “Give me something I don’t know, then we’ll talk about reciprocity.” 
 
    “I’m settin’ the scene. Chill. So he takes her down, where it’s kind’a like a beach. You been there?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “It kind’a levels off toward the water, and there’s grass and it’s a bit soft there, so you can lay down. And he throws her down on her back, he pushes up her skirt and he rides that baby. Man! And he’s tellin’ her to hold him. Weirdest fuckin’ thing I ever saw. ’Cause she’s got her hands tied, right? And he’s kissin’ her like crazy, and when he comes up for air he’s sayin’, like, ‘Hold me, bitch! Hold me!’ And she can’t say nothin’ back because he’s in this kind of frenzy, kissin’ her and stranglin’ her at the same time. When he’s done, he pulls up his pants, and he starts to drag her toward the water. I guess he’s figurin’ on dumpin’ her in the river. But just at that very moment…” He leaned back in his chair and started to wheeze with laughter. “You would not believe it, man! I mean, what are the chances, right? That is the very moment a Harbor Patrol boat chooses to just cruise on by. You should have seen that guy hightail it out of there. Man… he was like a dog with a jalapeno pepper up his ass!” 
 
    I thought about it for a moment. “Did you get a good look at him?” 
 
    He made an exaggerated grimace, sucked his teeth and drew a deep breath. “Well now, Detective Stone Cold, here’s how I figure it. I have given you enough that you know I was there. And you know I saw what I saw. Now, I have smoked a lot of dope in my time, and I have snorted a lot of coke, and you know how it goes. That shit can affect a man’s memory. Not so much that he forgets things for ever! You feel me? But just so much that he needs a bit of stimulation for his memory. Am I wrong?” 
 
    I sighed. “What do you want?” 
 
    He wheezed his unpleasant laugh again. “Man… man! I have spent my whole life askin’ myself that, and I still don’t know. What do you want, Wayne? The sweet lips of a beautiful woman, the taste of a fine cigar that has been rolled on the thigh of a Cubana…” He leaned forward across the table. “A cup of real coffee, man, so many things. Where do I begin to tell you, man, what I want when I have lost my freedom?” 
 
    I sighed, like I was really bored, put my hands on the table and went to stand. “Well, Wayne, what can I tell you? If you won’t tell me what you want, then we can’t make a deal.” 
 
    “OK, OK, OK… You get me out of here, man. I can’t be in here. This place is full of dudes who need to be in here. You know what I’m sayin’? Like, they want to be in here. It’s like some weird shit, unconscious drive to be in prison and, like, controlled! But I ain’t like that. I need to be outside. I am a free spirit. You get what I’m sayin’ to you?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I can’t get you out of jail, Wayne. You were found guilty of being in possession of cocaine. You have to do your time. It’s the law.” 
 
    “You can’t get me out of jail, but you know a man who can. Am I wrong? You can make it happen, Detective Stone Cold. Don’t tell me you can’t, because I know you can.” 
 
    I shook my head again and stood. “To do that I would need a lot more than a description of the crime scene, Wayne. You haven’t told me anything I didn’t already know…” 
 
    He smiled and interrupted me. “But I told you enough that you know I was there and I saw it go down. Think about it, Detective Stone Cold. Think about it and we are gonna talk again.” 
 
    “Goodbye, Wayne.” 
 
    “Goodbye, Detective Stone Cold.” He leered at Dehan. “I’ll catch you down the road, Detective Dehan.” 
 
    Ten minutes later we climbed into my Jaguar—an original right-hand drive, burgundy, 1964 Mark II, with spoke wheels—and rolled down the windows to let in the sun. Dehan stared at me and I stared out the windshield. 
 
    She said, “I think he’s full of crap.” 
 
    I nodded several times, then turned the key in the ignition and fired up the big engine. As we pulled out and started the long drive across the dark water, I said, “I want to have a look at the place. I also want to have a look at what the press said about the murder, what details we released to them. We should talk to Ibanez, too.” 
 
    She raised her aviators up like a medieval visor and squinted at me, frowning. “He said something that caught your attention. He said something you want to check against what the press reported, because you think only somebody at the scene could have known it.” 
 
    I laughed. “You asking or telling?” 
 
    “Both. I’m asking but I know I’m right. What was it? What did he say?” 
 
    “You remember I said something was curious, and you thought I meant the decay of the semen?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “I didn’t. What struck me as curious was the fact that he had crushed her windpipe with his thumbs. But she was lying face down.” 
 
    She made a face and nodded. “So he was trying to move her.” 
 
    “Right. The report you read made no mention of that. So I want to know if the papers or the TV did. Because if they didn’t…” 
 
    She was nodding. “He did. He said the killer tried to move the body into the river, then ran when the Harbor Patrol came by.” 
 
    “Yup. So we need to pull up the reporting from the time. Because if he was there, either he saw who did it, or…” 
 
    I looked at her and she said, “Or he did it.” 
 
   


 
  

 TWO 
 
      
 
    We found a space to park outside the Golden Mango Supermarket on Havermeyer Avenue and walked the short distance to Zerega, which runs along beside the creek. There is a stretch between the quarry and the Fedex Depot, about a hundred and forty yards or so, where the road borders the riverbank, separated only by an ugly fence made of steel tubing and wire mesh, about eight feet high. It serves little purpose, other than to make a place that should have been beautiful even uglier than it had already become: it was both easy to scale and easy to cut through. 
 
    Dehan touched my arm and pointed. “There’s a gate over there. It’s open.”  
 
    I followed her over and examined the gate. There were scratches that suggested it had once been secured by a chain and a padlock, but both were long gone. Dehan pushed the gate further open and we squeezed through into a miniature jungle of tall grasses, weeds, ferns, bushes, maples, and oak trees. I stood a moment, absorbing the scene. Dehan pushed farther in, following what might have been once a beaten path, taking big, arching steps over weeds and nettles with her long legs. She had the file with her. 
 
    I called out, “I think the body was down there.” She turned to look at me and I pointed to the right. “There should be an inlet down there, with a rocky beach, and a grassy lip, like a small mound.”  
 
    She nodded and started picking her way to the right a bit. I followed and we came out onto a sloping bank of mixed rocks, sand and moss that descended steeply for about eight or nine feet to a small knoll, roughly oval, about twelve or fifteen feet long and six or seven feet across at its widest point. It was surrounded on three sides by tall grass and shrubs, but on the far side it sloped gradually down to a rocky inlet in the river. Dehan pulled out the pictures of the crime scene. “That’s it, there,” she said, and we scrambled down to the knoll.  
 
    She stood a moment examining the pictures again while I peered over her shoulder. She pointed ahead, to the edge of the grassy lip. “Her body was over there, face down, with her right arm pinned underneath her and her left arm kind of flung out toward the river.” She shook her head. “I can’t make out any drag marks…” 
 
    I turned and looked back, in the opposite direction. “He probably rolled her. That’s why her arm is pinned. If you drag a body you have to do it from the feet, otherwise they are almost impossible to move. If Wayne was telling the truth he would have been over there, in those bushes.” 
 
    I pointed up at a patch of undergrowth about thirty feet away. Dehan turned, looked where I was pointing and nodded. She said, “So right now I am asking myself, if… if Wayne has knowledge of the crime scene and the position of the body, that was not made available to the media, what’s to stop us from promoting him to prime suspect?” 
 
    I shrugged with my eyebrows. “I was wondering the same thing.” 
 
    She echoed my eyebrow-shrug with her shoulders. “The only thing I can think of is that, if he was the killer, he would have to be really stupid, seriously stupid, to draw attention to the fact that he was here at the time of the murder. And he struck me as a lot of things, but stupid wasn’t one of them.” 
 
    I scratched my chin, still staring at the area where Wayne had said he’d been lying, getting stoned and looking at the night sky. He would have had a perfect view of the events. I sighed. “Agreed. He’s not stupid, at least not in the sense of having a low IQ.” 
 
    I clambered up to the spot, lay down and looked up at the sky. I called down to her, “What did Ibanez make of it?” 
 
    Dehan was quiet for a bit, leafing through the file. “She didn’t really come to any firm conclusions, but she speculated that the most likely explanation was that Angela, if that was her name, was a prostitute and was killed by her pimp or a client.” 
 
    I winced, sat up, leaned my elbows on my knees and stared down at her. “Did she offer any reason for that remarkable hypothesis?” 
 
    She kept reading and eventually said, “Well, if you can call it a reason, she says there doesn’t seem to be any other explanation for why she would be at a place like this at that time on a Saturday night. She quotes some statistics: that a Hispanic girl murdered and raped in the Bronx in a lonely place of these characteristics is most likely to be a prostitute…”  
 
    She stopped reading and stared at me. She looked mad. I agreed. I felt mad too. “So basically she had no evidence and assumed because she was an Hispanic girl out late on a Saturday in the Bronx she was a whore.” 
 
    “That’s about the size of it.” 
 
    I sighed and stood up. “This is not Hunts Point. It’s one of the safest areas in the Bronx. Not just the Bronx, in New York. Whatever her statistics may say, the chances of finding a prostitute working this district are practically nonexistent.” 
 
    “Plus, look at the way she was dressed. What was her line, Miss Demure? A flutter of the eyelashes is extra?” 
 
    I laughed. “Mmm…sounds appealing.” 
 
    “Funny.” 
 
    I joined her on the knoll. “Did they check NamUs?” 
 
    “There is no mention of that.” 
 
    “Let’s go talk to Detective Ibanez. I think this is a case of the same old same old, Dehan. A woman nobody cares about killed by a guy nobody cares about. You go through the motions, you don’t get an immediate hit off the databases, so you file it under Don’t Give a Damn and let it go cold.” We started climbing back up the bank. I spoke over my shoulder as we climbed. “And let’s look at women who were reported missing around that time. It will be tedious, but I reckon if we can get some idea of who she was, we’ll get some idea why she died, and who killed her.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    You could tell Detective Veronica Ibanez liked to think of herself as bad ass. She didn’t wait for us to find her, she came looking for us. She was small, all her movements were quick and she chewed gum like she was in a hurry to get it chewed. She shouted to me as we walked into the detectives room. “Yo! Stone! You want to talk to me?” 
 
    She said it as she walked across the room with her chin stuck in the air. 
 
    I smiled and frowned at the same time. “How’d you know?” 
 
    She arrived at our desks as I was pulling off my jacket. She had her hands in her jeans pockets and was chewing furiously. “Inspector told me you was looking at the Westchester whore…” She grinned and made a small noise that wanted to be a laugh but never made it. “I figured you’d wanna talk to me, get my view.” 
 
    “Yeah. Grab a chair.” 
 
    “I prefer to stand. I get restless sitting down. Whacha wanna know?” 
 
    Dehan sighed, dropped into her chair and opened her laptop. 
 
    I rested my ass against the desk. “What made you think she was a prostitute?” 
 
    She shrugged. “What else? She wasn’t doin’ voluntary work out there at that time of the night, was she?” 
 
    “That was it?” 
 
    “What else?” she said again. It was obviously her go-to analysis. “If it walks like a duck and it quacks like a duck, it’s a duck!” 
 
    I shrugged and gave a small laugh. “But she didn’t look like a duck. Her clothes were sober, demure even. She looked the picture of respectable middle class.” 
 
    She made a pfff! sound. “You ever worked vice? I tell you Stone, you should take a sabbatical and work vice for a year. It’ll open your eyes. You get whores of every color, shape, size and persuasion! Ask Mo…” Mo was laughing like an egg custard. “Hey, Mo, you’re writing a thesis on the whole gamut of whoredom, ain’t ya? You know ’em all, huh? You dirty bastard!” There was a moment of generalized hilarity. She turned back to me. “Believe me, pal. Clothes don’t mean nothin’!” 
 
    I was about to ask her how, then, she knew what a duck looked like, but I could see the discussion turning circular so I left it and moved on. 
 
    “I saw in the file you ran her prints and her DNA, but there’s no mention of NamUs. Did you check on women reported missing…?” 
 
    Before I could finish the question she gave a big shout of laughter. “Are you kidding me? Do you know how many files on missing women there are? One hundred thousand, my friend! One hundred thousand!” She did a weird thing with her neck, moving her head from side to side. “If you think I’m gonna bust my ovaries goin’ through a hundred thousand files looking for a babe who is probably an illegal anyway, so she ain’t gonna be in those files, you are plumb crazy. No way. You wanna do that, be my guest. I got more important things to do!” 
 
    I heard Dehan’s voice from behind me. “More important than identifying a murdered girl?” 
 
    Before she could answer, I said, “What steps did you take to identify her, Veronica?” 
 
    “You know what we did. It’s in the report. We ran her through CODIS and IAFIS, and we spent a day canvassing the area. Nobody knew her, nobody had seen her.” 
 
    I heard Dehan snort. “A whole day, huh? You sure earned your pay that week, Ibanez.”  
 
    I glanced around at her and smiled. She was staring at her laptop. Ibanez looked at me. “You know what, Stone? I don’t need this.” 
 
    I nodded. “I know, you have important stuff to do.” 
 
    “Take a hike. You got any questions, look in the report.” 
 
    She went striding at speed back across the room, with her chin in the air. I turned back to Dehan. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m checking the reports from the time to see if there is any mention of the position of the body.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “So far I’ve read three reports. None of them says anything about the position of the victim.” She sat back in her chair and linked her fingers behind her head. “Seems to me that, if the media had been told that it looked as though the body was going to be dumped into the water, they would have reported it.” She shrugged. “You know, bodies floating down the river, that kind of stuff. Sort of thing the press like.” 
 
    “I’m inclined to agree. But keep looking. I’m going to look for women reported missing May and June of 2016. Veronica is probably right. It probably runs into thousands. But first, let’s go and report to El Jefe.” 
 
    We climbed the stairs to the inspector’s office, tapped and were told to come in. He was standing at the window, spraying something onto his potted plants. He smiled benignly at us and gestured toward his chairs. “Sit, sit. I am just tending to my plants. All life is sacred, don’t you think?” 
 
    Dehan said nothing so I spoke for both of us. “Can’t argue with that, sir.” 
 
    “No,” he said, lowering himself into his chair with a sigh. “And if you did, you’d be wrong. So, how did you get on at Rikers? Has he got information of value? Or is he bluffing?” 
 
    Dehan answered. “It may be both, sir. He has something, but it may not be as valuable as he is trying to make out.” 
 
    He frowned. “I see…” 
 
    I said, “He claims he was at the scene.” 
 
    “In what capacity?” 
 
    “Well, that’s just the thing, sir. He says he was enjoying a joint, lying on the grass looking at the stars, when he saw the killer arrive with the victim. He claims she was bound and gagged. He described the way her wrists were bound and, more important than that, he said that after the victim was killed, the killer tried to drag her to the river. That is a fact that, as far as we know, was never reported to the media.” 
 
    He nodded. “Aha, so if he knows that, either he was there as a witness…” 
 
    “Or he did it.” 
 
    “Indeed. So what are your next steps?” 
 
    I drew breath but Dehan spoke first. “We spoke to Detective Ibanez. She couldn’t add anything to what was in the report. So we thought we would check how the murder was reported at the time and see if there is any reference to the body’s being moved. If there isn’t, then A, Wayne becomes our prime suspect and B, the chances are good he has more information to give us. Also, we start trawling reports of missing women around May and June 2016.” 
 
    He frowned. “That wasn’t done in the original investigation?” 
 
    I shook my head once. “Nope.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “I see. May I suggest you also approach the PDs and sheriff’s departments of New Jersey, Maryland, Pennsylvania, Connecticut, et cetera…” 
 
    I nodded. “All our immediate neighbors. Yes, we’ll do that. How we proceed thereafter, sir, depends very much on what we find regarding how the media reported the case.” 
 
    He leaned back in his chair. “That makes perfect sense, detectives. Well done. I won’t hold you up any longer. Good work.” 
 
    As we left he was reaching for the internal phone. As I closed the door we heard him saying, “Ah, Detective Ibanez, could you come up and see me for a moment…”  
 
    We passed her on her way up. She and I made a point of ignoring each other, but Dehan said, “Going to see the Inspector, Ibanez? Say hi from me.” 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    We worked through lunch, Dehan read every article she could find on the case, and contacted the major TV news networks for any footage they had where the murder was reported. Meanwhile, I sent out a request to the neighboring PDs and sheriff’s departments for missing persons reports on Hispanic females in their early to mid twenties, reported missing in late May or June, 2016. 
 
    After that it was a matter of trawling, painstakingly, through the NamUs database. Ibanez had not exaggerated. There were approximately one hundred thousand cases of missing women over the age of twenty-one, and an extra two thousand three hundred people reported missing every day. My search criteria were pretty narrow, but even so there were thousands of files to work through. 
 
    By eight o’clock that evening I was beat. I rubbed my eyes, crunched my vertebrae and looked at Dehan, who was leaning back with a pencil in her mouth, reading from the screen of her laptop. 
 
    I shrugged and shook my head. “I haven’t found her. I need food and a bottle of wine.” 
 
    She nodded for a while, still reading. Then she yawned and stretched, reached forward and switched off the computer. “Me too.” She rubbed her face with her hands and stared at me. “It was not reported, Stone. However Wayne Harris came by that information, it was not through the press.” We stared at each other for a long moment, then she summed it up. “Either he has spoken to somebody who was there and told him what happened, or…” She shrugged and I nodded. 
 
    “He was there.” 
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    By the time we got home it was almost nine o’clock. Dehan put a couple of pizzas in the oven while I pulled a cork from a bottle of wine, then fixed a couple of martinis, extra dry, while the wine breathed. As I placed her drink on the bar, Dehan said, “So, Sensei, how do you want to play it?” 
 
    I thought about it. “First drink, then dinner, then bed.” 
 
    “Where’s your red nose, Mr. Clown?” 
 
    I carried my drink to the sofa, kicked off my shoes, stretched out and spoke to the ceiling. “I say we don’t rush our fences. Wayne ain’t going anywhere anytime soon.” Dehan came over, nudged my feet aside with her ass and sat on the arm of the sofa. I looked at her. “He’s playing it like he has a strong hand. Maybe he has, but we can bluff. I don’t want to give him a deal if I can avoid it.” 
 
    She nodded. “So, before we go back to him we try to find out who she is. Then take it from there.” 
 
    I nodded. “I think that makes sense.” 
 
    There was a ping from my phone. She retrieved it from my jacket pocket and handed it to me. 
 
    I thumbed the screen. “Emails,” I said. “Whaddaya know. Philadelphia PD and Boston PD.” I pulled myself into a sitting position and read: “Reported missing June first, 2016, Sonia Ibarri of Buttonwood Avenue, Maple Shade Township in Philly. Twenty-two at the time of her disappearance.” 
 
    Her eyebrows rose up. “Sounds promising, if that’s the right word.” 
 
    “Hmm… We’ll find out tomorrow.” I went to the next email. “Boston PD. Rosario Clemente, twenty-three at the time of her disappearance. Reported missing Sunday twenty-second of May, 2016. One week after our victim was killed. Also a good candidate. Neither of them is called Angela.” 
 
    Dehan shrugged. “It could have been her grandmother’s cross. Could be a family heirloom. They both sound like they could be our girl.”  
 
    “We’ll go see them tomorrow, have a look at some pictures, and hope we don’t have to show them any of Angela.” 
 
    She nodded gravely, then gently punched my knee. “C’mon, big guy. Pizza’s ready.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Next morning Dehan phoned ahead to Alicia Clemente, Rosario’s mother, and the Ibarris while I made breakfast, and by nine we were on the road to Boston. It was a three hour drive, but we didn’t talk much. We were in a somber mood. One hour in, Dehan, looking out at the woodlands and fields around New Haven, said, “It’s hard to know what to hope for. You hope for a positive ID to be able to lay her soul to rest, and give some closure to the family. But you hope for a negative too, so you can give them some hope.” She turned to look at me, with her aviators hiding her eyes. “We want truth and we want hope. It’s a tough break when the truth robs you of hope.” 
 
    There was no answer to that, so we drove on in silence. 
 
    At twelve we pulled into Deadham, in Norfolk County, on the southwest border of Boston. Their house was a large, attractive clapboard affair on Crowley Avenue, and backed onto a magnificent old Catholic church. I couldn’t help wondering who on the town council had named the streets. Probably the same person who called the town ‘Dead Ham’. 
 
    I followed Dehan up the stone steps to the porch and she rang on the bell. It was opened almost immediately by an attractive woman in her late forties or early fifties. She had made no effort to conceal the gray streaks in her black hair, which she had cut short. She was dressed in black Levis and a denim shirt, and had a single string of pearls around her neck which she fingered as she looked at us without speaking. 
 
    I said, “Mrs. Clemente?” 
 
    “Yes. Are you the detectives from New York?” 
 
    I nodded and showed her my badge. “I am Detective John Stone. This is my partner, Detective Carmen Dehan. May we come in?” 
 
    “Of course.” She stepped back, holding the door. “Do you know something about Rosario?” 
 
    There was a hint of Latino in her accent, but it was more generic, cultured East Coast. Dehan said, “We don’t know yet, Mrs. Clemente. That’s what we hope you will help us find out.” 
 
    She led us through a hall to a large, comfortable living room with dark wood floors, and two open sash windows set into a bow, overlooking Crowley Avenue. There were bookcases floor to ceiling in the alcoves on either side of an iron fireplace; and the occasional tables that flanked the old leather chairs and sofas all held large, interesting lamps—and more books: some open, all with bookmarkers in them. I noticed a couple were on architecture. 
 
    To the left of the door the room opened out to a set of French doors that gave onto a broad lawn. At the end of the lawn I could see the church. In front of the French doors there was a baby grand piano, and on it a photograph. I wondered if it was Rosario. Mrs. Clemente was gesturing us to sit, and saying, “Will you have some coffee?” 
 
    I shook my head as I sat on the sofa. “No, thank you. We won’t keep you long.” She  sat in the chair next to me, staring intently at my face. I said, “I realize you must have been through all this before, but it would be very helpful if you could tell us about Rosario, and the last time you saw her.” 
 
    She sank back in the chair, her eyes abstracted. Outside the sun was bright and I could hear busy birdsong, but inside it was shaded and still. 
 
    She took a deep breath. “I raised Rosario alone. I was young when I had her. She was…” she made an expressive face, “…a mistake! But she was the best mistake I ever made!” She laughed. “Bobby—that’s her father—he was hot, you know?” She smiled at Dehan. “But I didn’t want to marry him! Hell! I didn’t want to have kids with him! We were at college, he was planning a career and so was I. But God decided he wanted me to have Rosario, so he busted the rubber and next thing I know I’m pregnant.” 
 
    He laughter was infectious. She flapped a hand at me. “You have to forgive me. I talk plain. I always have. It’s got me into trouble sometimes, but hey! That’s me. Anyway, Bobby panicked and ran, but my parents were fantastic and they helped me. Rosario grew up in a real close, loving family and...”  
 
    She paused and suddenly her eyes were flooded with tears. She bit her lip and stared at me, with her head on one side, like she was begging me not to give her the news she feared I had brought.  
 
    Dehan said, “You had a good relationship with her.” 
 
    She nodded, took another deep breath to steady herself. “Very good. People joked we were more like sisters than mother and daughter.” She smiled and shook her head. “But it’s not true. I was her mamma. And she is my little girl.” 
 
    I leaned forward with my elbows on my knees. “Can you tell me about the last time you saw her?” 
 
    She gazed over at the open window with the fingers of her right hand resting on her pearls. “She had only recently graduated. She was clever, a real good student.” She glanced at Dehan, like she felt they would share some kind of understanding about that. “She did architecture, like me. But she was interested in green, sustainable bio-architecture. It’s a whole new field.” She laughed again. “When I was a student we built things! Now they integrate materials!” She nodded, as though agreeing with some internal dialogue she had going on. “She was good, real good. So she got some interviews in New York…” 
 
    She shifted in her chair and frowned at me. “She applied only to small firms that were specializing in sustainable, eco-architecture. She didn’t care about money. What she wanted to do was develop skills she could take to the third world, because she believed a new model of sustainable economy would be born out there, like she said, from the roots up.”  
 
    She took a big breath. 
 
    Dehan said, “She was an idealist.” 
 
    Mrs. Clemente put a lopsided smile on her face and nodded. “She said she was a practical idealist. However, life teaches us there is no such thing. She was naïve.” She shrugged. “But thank God for naïve people, right? Because they are the ones who do worthwhile things in this world. Pragmatists maintain the status quo. Dreams shake things up.” 
 
    I gave a small laugh. “Maybe you have something there, Mrs. Clemente. She got some interviews in New York?” 
 
    “Yeah,” She reached out and touched my foot. “I’m sorry. It’s so nice to talk about her. All my friends are terrified of talking about her in case I cry. But it’s a…” She shook her head and leaned forward towards Dehan. “It’s a fucking relief!” She threw her head back and laughed. “Excuse me, but it is such a fucking relief to talk about her and laugh about her and cry about her! Why not? God gave us tears for a reason, right? So…!” She made an eloquent gesture with her hands, like things were flying around her head. “I am all over the place today, thinking about her. You asked…?” 
 
    “Her interviews.” 
 
    “Right. She had two. One was a smart outfit on Riverside Drive, on the Upper West side in Manhattan. She wasn’t so keen on that one. She thought the ‘green’ aspect with them was more for show. Then there was another one in Brooklyn that she was more hopeful about.” 
 
    Dehan pulled a pen and notepad from her pocket. “Can you give us their addresses?” She wrote them down, then asked, “And were these both on the same day?” 
 
    “No, she wanted to spend a couple of days in New York. So she stayed with a friend.” 
 
    Dehan stared at her a moment, waiting. 
 
    “Oh, um, Pam, Pam lived with her parents, Jason and Stella, give me a second and I’ll remember. “Hermany Avenue, Twenty-two twenty, in the Bronx…” 
 
    I nodded and smiled. “I know it. It’s not far from our precinct.” 
 
    The words hung in the air like a bad omen. Outside the birds were still singing and the sun was still shining, but inside Mrs. Clemente had gone very still and very quiet, staring at me, taking in the significance of my words. Dehan was staring at me too. 
 
    I looked at her. “It runs into Zerega Avenue. Two hundred and twenty-two, would be about half a mile from the Fedex depot.” 
 
    Mrs. Clemente asked in a dead voice, “What does that mean?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “I’m not sure yet, Mrs. Clemente. Is that a photo of Rosario on the piano?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “May I have a look at it?” 
 
    She stood and walked quickly to the baby grand, picked up the picture in both hands and brought it back, clasped to her bosom. Dehan got up and sat next to me on the sofa. Mrs. Clemente sat on the other side and handed me the picture. We all three stared at it together. The girl in it was beautiful. It was a graduation photo. She had her cap and gown on, and she was smiling into the camera. Her hair was black and her eyes were large, dark and humorous, like her mother’s. She was full of life and enthusiasm, and dreams and hopes, but she wasn’t Angel. 
 
    “This is not the girl we’ve found, Mrs. Clemente.” 
 
    “Not…? But the girl you found, is she alive…?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. The girl we found was murdered, two years ago.” 
 
    “At the same time that Rosario was in New York?” 
 
    “About half a mile away from where she was staying.” 
 
    “Oh, Dios Santo…!” 
 
    Dehan reached over and took her hand. “Mrs. Clemente, why was Rosario reported missing here instead of New York?” 
 
    “Because she left Pamela’s house on Saturday morning, on her way home. Pamela left her at the bus station. She saw her get on the bus. Rosario was a very impulsive, spontaneous, independent girl. That’s the way I brought her up. It’s the way my parents brought me up too. I always thought maybe she got off somewhere on the way, to look at the sea or whatever. But she would have called, and by Saturday night I was worried. I called the cops, and by the time I filed the report it was, I guess, one o’clock on Sunday morning.” 
 
    “So the report was filed here.” 
 
    She nodded. “You think there may be a connection?” 
 
    I sighed. “It’s impossible to say at this stage, Mrs. Clemente. Over fifty percent of the population of the Bronx is Hispanic, about half of them are women…” I shrugged. “What look to us like parallels may just be statistical facts. Let’s not jump to conclusions just yet. We will look into this, we’ll talk to Pamela and if you’ll give us permission to check her bank and phone records we’ll try and build a picture of what happened on Friday and Saturday.” 
 
    She nodded. “Of course.” She fought to control the tears, frowning as though trying to make sense out of what was inherently absurd and cruel. “She is dead, isn’t she?” 
 
    I held her eye and felt momentarily exhausted. “I wish I could answer that for you, Mrs. Clemente. I honestly don’t know.” 
 
    “The not knowing is almost worse… May God forgive me.” 
 
    I nodded. “I know. We’ll be in touch as soon as we have any news. Is there somebody you can call on? Today is going to be tough. You’ll be remembering…” 
 
    She echoed my nod. “You’re kind. I have my work. Tonight I’ll go and dine with my parents. We’ll get through it together.” 
 
    I smiled and patted her hand. “Sure. Feel free to call us any time.” 
 
    Dehan took a photograph of the picture with her phone and we stood. I hesitated a moment, then asked, “There is one thing, Mrs. Clemente. Have you anything—a lock of hair…” 
 
    She closed her eyes. “DNA…” 
 
    “Yes. Just…” I trailed off. 
 
    She turned and went to a dresser. There she opened a drawer and took out a small tin. She brought it over and handed it to me. “It’s her first milk tooth. When you’re done with it…”  
 
    “We’ll bring it back to you.” 
 
    Dehan gave her two kisses on the cheek and they hugged like they were family or old friends, then she showed us to the door and we made our way to the Jag, sitting old, sober and burgundy in the May sunshine. I climbed in behind the wheel and watched Mrs. Clemente close the door. Dehan climbed in beside me. 
 
    “Is there any worthwhile profession,” I asked the world at large, and Dehan in particular, “that does not involve dealing with human tragedy?” 
 
    “Lots, geology, physics, architecture… Stone?” 
 
    I turned to face her. “Yeah…” 
 
    “How much of your life have you not told me about?” 
 
    I grimaced and nodded a lot. “Why?” 
 
    “The way you talked to her. She said that the not knowing was worse than knowing…” She frowned and shook her head. “You said you knew. Sure, we’re cops. All cops know that’s true. But the way you said it, you do know. You know that from experience.” 
 
    I shrugged. “One day, Dehan, but not today.” 
 
    I turned the key and the big old engine growled. I spun the wheel and we turned back, south, toward Philadelphia and the Ibarri family.  
 
    After about half an hour she reached over and squeezed my knee. It was a gesture that made me smile. I looked at her. She was smiling back at me, with the wind whipping her hair across her beautiful face. “You don’t have to,” she said. “You’re an old, Anglo-Saxon dinosaur. I get that, and I like it. But when you’re ready, I’m here.” 
 
    I nodded. “I know.” 
 
    And we drove on in comfortable silence. 
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    It was seven o’clock by the time we arrived at the Maple Shade Township and turned into Buttonwood Avenue. The Ibarri home was, like the Clemente home, a gabled, clapboard house. It was painted in white and gray, well kept and surrounded by well tended gardens and lawns. It lacked the urbane elegance of the Clemente house; it had more the feel of a genteel country cottage. It was pretty and homey. Dehan spoke absently, half to herself: “I bet the kitchen smells of apple pie and baking bread.” 
 
    I looked at her, nodded, sighed and climbed out. The slam of the car doors echoed in the evening street and we followed the flagged path to the blue front door. It was opened by a man who looked to be in his late sixties. His black hair was receding and turning to gray and he had a pair of gold-rimmed reading glasses hanging around his neck. Dehan said, “Mr. Ibarri?”  
 
    He nodded. “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “We’re detectives Dehan and Stone, from the NYPD.”  
 
    We showed him our badges and he nodded again and stood back. “My wife is in the living room.” 
 
    The living room had the same cottagey look as the outside of the house. The sofa and chairs arranged around the coffee table were upholstered in white chintz with pink flowers that were echoed by the curtains. There were paintings on the walls of landscapes and kittens, and everywhere you could put a doily there was a doily. Mrs. Ibarri was standing in front of one of the armchairs, with her hands linked, one holding the other, in front of her belly. She was trying to smile, but her face was too rigid with anxiety. Dehan told her who we were and she nodded and glanced at the sofa and the chairs. We all sat. They didn’t offer us coffee. Instead Mrs. Ibarri said, “Have you found Sonia?” 
 
     Dehan shook her head. “We don’t know. We are hoping you can help us. When did you last see Sonia?” 
 
    Mr. Ibarri frowned. “We already explained to the police when we reported her missing…” 
 
    I said, “Was that the Philadelphia PD?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “We are from New York, Mr. Ibarri. We only have the very basic information they emailed us. I know it is very hard to go over it again…” 
 
    He nodded. “No, I see.” He stared down at the carpet. “Sonia went to New York on Tuesday, the twenty-fourth.” 
 
    “May?” 
 
    “Yes, the twenty-fourth of May. She was going to stay there for a week, with Mary’s sister…” He stared at us a moment, then gestured at his wife. “Mary is my wife. She is originally from New York. Her sister used to live there.” He closed his eyes, frowned, and waved his hand at us, as though he was saying goodbye. “I am digressing. I mustn’t do that. My father used to do the same thing. It’s infuriating…” 
 
    His wife touched his knee. “Nelson…? When we last saw Sonia.” 
 
    He covered her hand with his and looked at her. It was a tender gesture, though he was frowning.  
 
    “She took the bus. She was looking for work. She was thinking of moving to New York. No disrespect.” He smiled at us without much humor. “I can’t imagine why, but she thought it would offer her more opportunities. Opportunities for what? That’s what I asked her. ‘Opportunities for life, Papito!’” He shrugged, then sighed. “Papito. That’s what she called me. So she phoned us on the Thursday. We talked. She said maybe she had a job. She had met somebody who said he might have work for her. I asked her, what kind of work? She didn’t go to college, you know? She said college wasn’t for her. We told her, ‘We’ll pay, whatever it costs.’ But, ‘No, Papito, I want to work. I want to make money.’ So she went to New York.” 
 
    He went quiet, blinking, staring at the wall. Mary gave his hand a small squeeze. She said, “She told us Olga, that’s my sister, Olga said she could stay with her as long as she liked. They were real close. Olga never had kids, you know? So our Sonia was like the apple of her eye. She loved her like her own child. When she went missing it killed her. Literally. She died like a month later.” 
 
    Dehan had been making notes. Now she was frowning at her pad. “So she was due back Tuesday thirty-first?” 
 
    Mary nodded. “In the morning. But Olga phoned me on Tuesday night. She was half crazy out of her mind, crying. She was hysterical.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    They were both quiet for a long moment. Then he buried his face in his hands and started sobbing noisily. She looked away from him, then put her fingertips to her lips and blinked away her own tears. After a moment she said, “Sonia had met a man, a man who told her he could give her work. On Friday she told Olga she was going to spend the weekend with him. She was twenty-two, an adult, there was nothing Olga could do…” 
 
    Nelson’s voice came shrill and twisted. “She should have told us! An adult? She was a child! In her mind…” He stabbed at his forehead with his finger, his eyes and his nose swollen with crying. “In her mind she was still a child!” 
 
    Mary sighed. “She begged Olga not to tell us. She didn’t want to worry us. Monday she had heard nothing. She was sick, not knowing what to do. Tuesday she phoned me, crazy, out of her mind. So we called the police and we told them what had happened. They wrote it all down and we never heard nothing more.” 
 
    Dehan took a deep breath and shook her head. “And your sister died, Mrs. Ibarri?” 
 
    “On the thirty-first of June. Exactly one month later. Her heart just broke, you know? She had the high blood pressure.” 
 
    I knew it wasn’t Angela, because Sonia was still at home with her parents when Angela was murdered, but I asked the question anyway, with a sinking feeling that I knew what the answer was going to be. “Where was your sister’s house, Mrs. Ibarri?” 
 
    “In the Bronx, the nicer part. Virgil Avenue, in the Castle Hill area. Not by the PJs...” 
 
    I nodded. “I know it. Mrs. Ibarri, Mr. Ibarri, the girl we have found is not your daughter. The girl we found died before your daughter left home. But we are going to make inquiries and see if we can find out what happened to Sonia.” I shrugged. “Sometimes people do crazy things, then they feel bad and they don’t know how to make it right. So they don’t call, time goes by and every day it gets more difficult…” 
 
    She nodded. “Thank you. If you find her, tell her we’re not mad. We just want to know she’s OK.” 
 
    “Of course.” I paused a moment. “Mrs. Ibarri, may we have a photograph of Sonia?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    She stood to go and get one. 
 
    I hesitated and added, “It’s a long shot, but there is a DNA database…” They both stared at me. “It’s for all sorts of people, not just criminals and deceased people.” Even as I said it I was aware how lame it sounded, but I pressed on. “Would you happen to have anything of Sonia’s, a lock of hair, a hairbrush…?” 
 
    Nelson nodded. He stood and went upstairs. Mary went to the fireplace and took a photograph from the mantelpiece. We both stood and she gave the picture to Dehan. I looked over her shoulder. It showed two pretty girls on a beach, laughing and waving at the camera. They were similar, but one was slightly older. Mary said, “She’s the younger one. The one on your right. She was visiting her sister in California. Her sister wants to be an actress, so she went to Los Angeles five years ago.” 
 
    I studied her face and she looked away. “What’s her name?” 
 
    “Annabel.” 
 
    “You get to see her much?” 
 
    She made a face and shook her head. Dehan took a picture of the photo on her phone and handed it back. “We’ll let you know as soon if we find out anything, Mrs. Ibarri.” 
 
    Nelson came back down the stairs on slow, heavy feet. He was holding a hairbrush. I took it and examined it. It still had thick, black hairs caught in the bristles. I glanced at them both. “Has anybody else used this brush?” 
 
    “No, only Sonia. That was her brush. We’ve kept everything, just in case.” 
 
    I pulled a plastic evidence bag from my pocket and slipped the brush into it. I looked at each of them in turn, wishing I could say something, give them some hope, but I couldn’t. 
 
    “Thank you both for your help. We’ll be in touch.” 
 
    They saw us to the door and we stepped out into the failing light of evening.  
 
    We had missed the rush-hour traffic, so it was a slightly less than two hour drive back to Haight Avenue as dusk turned to evening, and evening closed in and became night. Once we were out of town, on the open road, Dehan said suddenly, “I hear what you said to Mrs. Clemente, there are so many Hispanics in the Bronx, the fact that her daughter and Angela happened to be within half a mile of each other may look to us like a coincidence, but it’s not necessarily a coincidence.” She shrugged, spread her hands. “It’s like, how many white, Caucasian women were within half a mile of… I don’t know, Sharon Tate, when she was murdered, right? I get it…” She sighed. “But I have to tell you…” 
 
    “Dehan.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think we are looking at a serial killer.” 
 
    She sighed again, deeper. “I knew you were going to say that. That’s why you asked for the DNA.” 
 
    I nodded. “We need to look for young women found downstream. We’re going to find them.” I shook my head. “No, that’s wrong, we have almost certainly already found them. We just don’t know it yet. We’ll give Frank the samples tomorrow. We’ll get a hit.” 
 
    “Jesus…” 
 
    “It’s days like this,” I said, “I wish I’d become a geologist.” 
 
    She stared at me in silence for a while and then started to laugh. “Isn’t that what they call nominative determinism? A geologist called Stone! That would be something, wouldn’t it!” 
 
    I looked at her and laughed. “I should have been called Ewan D. Pen.” 
 
    She giggled like a child. “Or, I. B. Fuzz.” 
 
    “Or, I. M. Porker.” 
 
    She laughed out loud and we continued in that vein for a good ten minutes, getting gradually sillier, until Dehan was curling up in her seat and wiping tears from her eyes. It wasn’t that funny, but it was a release from the gloom of the day. After a bit we lapsed into silence again and the headlamps and the oncoming traffic outside the car acquired an almost hypnotic rhythm. 
 
    Suddenly she said, “What are we saying, that we have a weekend killer? Angela on Saturday the 14th, Rosario on the weekend of the 21st, and Sonia on the weekend of the 28th. That’s a rampage, but only at the weekend.” 
 
    I had been thinking the same. “It may give us a clue to his work. Maybe he worked nights during the week.” 
 
    She was frowning at me. “Isn’t that very rare in serial killers, to kill so close together?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Not really. There are no hard and fast rules about serial killers. There have been serial killers who have killed three or four times over several years, and then stopped, and there have been serial killers who have gone on sprees. You’re right that the norm, especially when they begin, is to leave pretty long gaps between one killing and another. But then, typically, the gaps will grow shorter.” I paused, thinking, and added, “We don’t know whether he had killed before, and if he had, how many times.” 
 
    She was silent again for a while. Then she said, “It may not be a serial killer, Stone. We are basing this assumption on some pretty thin evidence.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “Like the infinite number of monkeys with typewriters?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “If you get enough monkeys with typewriters, one of them is bound to write the collected works of Shakespeare. If you get enough Hispanic girls in their early twenties in a single neighborhood, three of them are bound to disappear within a week of each other.” 
 
    She sighed. “OK, you made your point.” 
 
    “If I’m right, his method of disposal was pushing them into the river. I’m not one hundred percent sure of the statistics, Dehan, but I do know that on average more than twenty bodies pop up each spring in New York rivers, as the water starts to warm. A lot of them never get identified, unless they have ID on them. He might have been killing for years.” 
 
    “So his MO would be to pick up out of town girls, visitors, tourists…” 
 
    I nodded. “These three girls fit that pattern. They were also all three Hispanic, all three nice, middle class Catholic girls, well brought up…” 
 
    “Yeah, they tend to fixate on a particular type of victim…” 
 
    “So, where would he pick them up? All three were in the neighborhood of Zerega…” 
 
    She interrupted me, “Don’t forget, Sonia hooked up with this guy, was going to spend the weekend with him. That tells us something, right?” 
 
    “He’s attractive.” 
 
    “Right. He’s attractive. He has some kind of magnetic attraction to a particular type of girl.” 
 
    I nodded. “I got from Mary that maybe their two girls were a bit more wild than they liked to admit. Annabel went off to Hollywood, Sonia begged her aunt not to tell her parents she was hooking up with this guy…” 
 
    Dehan continued, “And Rosario was naïve, spontaneous and independent. So we are looking at a guy who is attractive to a particular kind of girl: a girl from a nice, middle class Catholic background who can, under the right conditions, be a bit reckless and daring…” 
 
    I took a deep breath, puffed my cheeks and blew out. “And that’s how he traps them. They walk away from him, they are safe. They go with him, he kills them.” 
 
    “He could still be operating, Stone.” 
 
    I grunted. After a moment, I said, “We need to go back to Wayne.” 
 
    She was quiet for a bit. “You see Wayne in that role?” 
 
    I shrugged. “The problem with serial killers is they can be anybody. Yeah,” I nodded, “I can see Wayne in that role, for sure I can. But I can also see Larry at the deli, Mo at our next desk, Alvin at the corner store.” 
 
    “Mo is not magnetic or attractive.” 
 
    “So Alvin is?” 
 
    “Well, you know, in a kind of nervous, spotty way.” 
 
    “That’s the last time you go to the corner store alone.” 
 
    “OK, joking aside, Stone. Do you think Wayne is the guy?” 
 
    I scratched my head. “Do you?” 
 
    She thought about it and finally shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because this killer has been killing for at least two years, possibly much longer…” 
 
    I finished for her, “And the only reason we even know he exists is because of Wayne. Why would he be stupid enough to draw attention to himself?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “OK, but one thing we can be pretty sure of, Dehan, is that Wayne knows who it is. So we need to talk to him.” 
 
    “Are we going to offer him a deal?” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet. He was very insistent that he did not belong in there, you remember? He’s crazy to get out.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So let’s see if we can tease something out of him with small offerings. Maybe we can draw him out with a visit to the crime scene, a coffee, small tastes of the outside.” I glanced at her. “He likes to talk. He likes an audience.” 
 
    “But if it comes to it, if he insists on a deal…” 
 
    I was quiet, looking at the long, dark road ahead. Finally I said, “Unfortunately that is up to the inspector and the DA. Let’s see how it plays out.” 
 
    And we drove on through the dark, toward home. 
 
   


 
  

 FIVE 
 
      
 
    “Her name is Anderson? Pam Anderson? Seriously?” 
 
    She asked this next morning, tying her hair behind her head in a knot to stop the breeze whipping it across her face. I glanced at her and saw myself duplicated, reflected in her sunglasses, looking back at myself out of a warped, bronze world as we sped toward the Bruckner expressway. 
 
    “You are too young to know what that means,” I said. 
 
    “Are you kidding? I was raised on repeats from the ’80s. Pam Anderson. You think she has the…you know…?” I glanced at her again. She was leering and nodding. “… You know…” 
 
    I shook my head. “You are a disturbing woman, Dehan.” 
 
    “Pam Anderson… And she is coming to us?” 
 
    “On her way to work, yes.” 
 
    “Will she come running, do you think? You know, down the street, boing, boing, boing…” 
 
    She started to laugh. I sighed and shook my head. 
 
    As it turned out there was little that was remarkable about Pam Anderson. She arrived at the 43rd punctually at nine and we took her up to interview room number one. She declined coffee and sat across the table from us, looking vaguely worried. 
 
    “Pam, Detective Dehan and I run a cold cases unit and, as part of a wider investigation, we are having another look at the disappearance of Rosario Clemente. We understand she was a close friend of yours and she had been staying with you just before she disappeared.” 
 
    Her skin was pale, but her pink cheeks now turned a little pasty. “Yes, she attended a couple of interviews for jobs, one in Manhattan, the other was in Brooklyn. Our house was a convenient place to stay. Plus…” She sighed and looked down at the table. “We got on well and it was great to catch up.” 
 
    Dehan was watching her carefully, chewing her lip. She asked, “So what day did Rosario arrive, Pam?” 
 
    “She arrived on the Wednesday, in the morning. Her interviews were on Thursday and Friday…” She trailed off. 
 
    “Did she meet anyone during that time? Did she go out, see anyone…?” 
 
    Her eyes, very blue against her pale skin, darted from Dehan to me and back again. She shook her head. “No…” 
 
    I sighed. “What is it you are not telling us, Pam?” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean.” 
 
    I smiled at her the way you’d expect a kindly uncle to smile right before he smacks you around the back of your head. “Here’s the thing with cops, Pam: over a career as long as mine, you get literally thousands of people lying to you and trying to conceal the truth. You learn to recognize the signs pretty quickly, and here’s the bit that is important for you: when you realize somebody is lying to you, that person immediately gets promoted to your suspects list.” I leaned forward and put my elbows on the table. “Is that a place where you want to be?” 
 
    Her cheeks were glowing bright pink. “I don’t know what you want me to say. She didn’t…” She faltered. 
 
    “You were going to say she didn’t go out, but she did, didn’t she?” 
 
    “No…!” Again she faltered. “Not exactly. We went out, together.” 
 
    Dehan shrugged. “Why is that a big deal?” 
 
    “It’s not. You’re making it into a big deal.” 
 
    Dehan shook her head. “Come on, Pam. You deliberately concealed the fact. That means you didn’t want us to know about it.” 
 
    “What is it exactly,” I said, “about going out with Rosario that you didn’t want us to know?” 
 
    She buried her face in her hands and sighed loudly. Then she ran her fingers through her fine hair and flopped back in her chair. “Nothing,” she said obstinately. “Rosario’s mom, Alicia, is really cool. She is not a typical mom. She gave Rosario a lot of freedom…” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But it was freedom to work! Or improve herself. They got on real well, Rosario loved her and admired her, but there was always like this huge guilt trip. Even watching TV was like this big thing, you know? And when she came to see me I was like, come on! Relax! You will not go to hell just because you watch a bit of TV!” 
 
    Dehan nodded. “Or go out for a drink.” 
 
    “Right! So we went out and had a few drinks. It wasn’t like we got hammered and the cops had to take us home. We had a couple of glasses of wine and walked home.” 
 
    I scratched my chin. “When was that?” 
 
    She looked at me with steady eyes. 
 
    I waited. “Pam? When was that?” 
 
    “Wednesday, Thursday and Friday.” 
 
    I smiled. “Every night.” 
 
    “I figured she needed it. She was so uptight. And it was great to see her chill and relax. We had a laugh.” 
 
    “You said you walked home. Where did you go?” 
 
    “Teddy’s. It’s like a ten, fifteen minute walk from my house.” 
 
    “On Zerega Avenue.” 
 
    She nodded. Dehan was making notes. Now she looked up. “I need you to think really carefully about this before you answer, Pam. Did anything happen on any of those nights, anything out of the ordinary, however trivial it may have seemed at the time.” 
 
    She looked around, as though seeking memories located in the various corners of the room. Finally she shook her head and said, “I honestly can’t think of anything.” 
 
    I gave a single nod. “But if you could, what would it be?” 
 
    Dehan looked at me like I was crazy, but the question didn’t seem to faze Pam at all. She said, “Only that there was a guy who tried to hit on her. But that wasn’t anything out of the ordinary. Guys were always trying to hit on her. She was beautiful. We ignored him and he went away.” 
 
    I said, “That was Thursday, right?” 
 
    Now she looked a little surprised. “Yeah, Thursday.” 
 
    “Tell me about Saturday morning. You went with Rosario to the bus station.” 
 
    She looked over to her right, at Dehan’s hands resting on her notepad. She shook her head. “There’s nothing to tell. I drove her to the bus station. We had a coffee. She got on the bus and I came home.” 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and scratched my head. “So, wherever Rosario disappeared, it had to be between the bus station and Deadham.” 
 
    She shrugged. “I guess so.” 
 
    “What did the guy look like?” 
 
    She frowned. “What guy?” 
 
    “The guy who hit on her at Teddy’s on Thursday night.” 
 
    She looked up into the corner of the room behind me, like there was a picture of him pinned to the wall up there. She bit her lip and her eyes drifted down to the table top, and wound up looking at Dehan’s hands again. “He was just a guy. I hardly noticed him. It was like two years ago.” 
 
    Dehan was frowning hard at her. 
 
    I arched my eyebrows. “It wasn’t like two years ago. It was exactly two years ago, and Pam, I have to tell you, I think you’re lying. I think you remember very clearly what he looked like.” 
 
    Her cheeks colored again. “I’m not lying. He was just a guy.” 
 
    “Black or white?” 
 
    “White.” 
 
    “Latino?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so.” 
 
    I shrugged and spread my hands. “So not an olive complexion, fair hair, blue eyes…” 
 
    “I don’t know… no, not olive, white. I don’t know what color hair. Dark. I didn’t notice his eyes.” 
 
    “Fat.” 
 
    “No, normal.” 
 
    I smiled. “Four foot three.” 
 
    She gave a nervous laugh. “No, normal, maybe six feet. We were drinking. I was trying to ignore him.” 
 
    “Armani suit?” 
 
    She sighed. “No, um…probably jeans, a pale shirt?” She hesitated. “Uh, maybe he worked there. I’m really not sure. It was two years ago and I was trying to ignore him.” 
 
    I smiled in a way you could describe as knowing. “But Rosario wasn’t trying to ignore him, was she?” 
 
    “Rosario was just real polite. She kept answering his questions and then asking him to leave us alone. You can’t do that. If you talk to them, they stay.” 
 
    Dehan said, “So she got into conversation with him.” 
 
    “Not exactly, but in the end I had to say to her, you know, like, either ignore him or I’m leaving. Then he stopped and left us alone.” 
 
    I nodded my understanding. “Sure, that makes sense. Was that why you didn’t go with her on Friday?” 
 
    Her eyes went wide and her mouth sagged. “What?” 
 
    “Friday night, she went alone to Teddy’s. Did she ask you not to go or did you just decide you didn’t want to be the spare wheel?” 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    “Would you just answer the question, please, Pam?” 
 
    She puffed out her cheeks and blew out, staring down at the table. Then she held up her hands. “OK, you got me. Rosario wanted to do the whole Friday night thing, party, have a few tequilas. That’s not my scene. I like to go out with friends, have a few drinks, a laugh, and go home. Rosario is either one extreme or the other. Work, work, work, like a good Catholic girl, or, if you give her an inch, she goes crazy. So I told her I wasn’t going and frankly I think she was relieved.” 
 
    I pinched the bridge of my nose and sighed. “So she went to Teddy’s to party with this guy.” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    “Did she come back?” 
 
    She sat up straight, wide-eyed. “Yes! Of course!” 
 
    Dehan spoke to the pad as she was writing. “But you two were kind of tense, right?” 
 
    Pam shrugged and sighed. “She came back at two AM, smelling of booze, giggling and making a noise, bumping into things… I guess it could have been funny, but it made me mad.” 
 
    I knew where Dehan was going, because I was headed to the same place. I said, “So in the morning you were not on really good terms.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “You dropped her at the bus station but you didn’t have coffee and you didn’t see her on to the bus.” 
 
    She went very still. After a moment she said, “She told me she didn’t want me to stay. I was already mad that she had wanted to hang out with that dork instead of with me, her friend, and when she said that, I just dumped her bag on the sidewalk, turned around and went home.” 
 
    We were quiet for a long moment. Finally I said, “When she disappeared, you felt guilty. You felt people would blame you for letting her go alone to the bar, and above all for not staying with her until she got on the bus. So you lied.” 
 
    She took a handkerchief from her pocket, blew her nose and dabbed her eyes. It was the only indication that she was crying. “I felt so ashamed. She was my best friend, and a fit of stupid jealousy… Who could have imagined that a small argument…” She trailed off, then looked at me. “How could I face her mother, look her in the eye?” 
 
    Dehan laid down her pen and clasped her hands in front of her, as though she were praying. “Pam, do you appreciate how important this is?” 
 
    Pam frowned. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Has it occurred to you that Rosario, after meeting this guy at the bar, arranged to meet him again the next day? That she didn’t want you to stay at the bus station because she was not going to get on the bus, she was going to go and spend the day with the guy from the bar?” 
 
    Pam’s pale skin turned even whiter. Her eyes stared and flooded with tears. She shook her head. “No. No, she wouldn’t do something like that. No, you’re wrong…” 
 
    I sighed. “Pam, it’s not your fault. Nobody could possibly hold you responsible. She was an adult and she knew what she was doing. You were her friend, not her nanny. But we have reason to believe that this man may well be responsible for the deaths of three women. So it is really important that you try to remember everything you can about him; anything, the tiniest detail could prove crucial.” 
 
    She covered her mouth with her hand. Her voice came muffled, “Oh God, Rosario…” and she began to cry. It wasn’t now the restrained tears she had shown before, but the full, grotesque realization of what had happened to her friend. Dehan took her hand and held it in both of hers.  
 
    “He’s right, Pam. Grieve for your friend, but you cannot blame yourself. If somebody hurt her, then the person who is responsible is the guy who did it. Help us to find him. Try to remember.” 
 
    But she wept disconsolately for a full two minutes, and every time she tried to talk she dissolved in tears again. Eventually we had a car drive her home and she promised, among sobs, that she would think about it and see if anything came back to her. I didn’t hold out much hope. 
 
    Downstairs I dropped into my chair and sat staring at the ceiling. Dehan rested her ass against the desk and looked down at me, chewing her lip. She said, “How did you know Rosario went to the bar alone on Friday?” 
 
    “I didn’t, but it seemed a likely possibility. Pam was cramping her style and she wanted to know this guy.” I shrugged. “And let’s face it, somehow she wound up alone with the killer.”  
 
    She tilted her head and made a face. “Good call.” Then she added, “It’s ten.” 
 
    I nodded. “We’ll go and see Frank, give him the tooth and the hair.” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    I rubbed my face with my hands. “If it’s him, if he’s our guy, our magnetic, charismatic Don Juan didn’t make much of an impact on Pam.” 
 
    “She described him as average: just a guy.” 
 
    I sighed. “Caucasian, average height, non-descript dark hair, jeans or similar, perhaps a pale shirt.” I snapped my fingers. “I just know I have seen that guy, somewhere. It was either in the States or in Europe.” 
 
    “Could it be Wayne? Caucasian.” She gave her head a shake. “Dark hair…” 
 
    “Wayne Harris is anything but nondescript. He’s six four if he’s an inch. He’s built like a barn door and he has presence. You know he’s there.” 
 
    She nodded. “That’s true enough.” 
 
    I frowned at her. “Is he attractive?” 
 
    She looked surprised, then raised an eyebrow at me. “You getting jealous in your old age, Stone?” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. Is he an attractive man? We are speculating that our guy has a kind of magnetic charisma, right?” I shrugged. “You’re a woman. Has Wayne got that kind of magnetism?” 
 
    She thought about it as though I had asked her to contemplate vivisection. After a moment she shook her head. “You’re asking the wrong person. I detest guys like Wayne. He reminds me of Mick Harragan[1]. But I guess some women find that kind of dangerous, uncompromising guy exciting. He might lead them to take a risk, yeah.” She shook her head again. “But, Stone, much as I would love to pin this on Wayne, like you said yourself, he is hard to ignore, he is not nondescript, he has fair hair, and once again, why would he implicate himself by putting himself at the scene?” 
 
    I nodded, sighed and shrugged. She was right, and I had no answer to her questions. 
 
    She smiled without humor. “C’mon Sensei, let’s go talk to Frank. Then we can swing by Teddy’s, then my internal clock tells me it will be time for a burger and a beer—and a think.” 
 
    I stood and grabbed my jacket. “Rittoo Glasshopper, you are growing wise beyond your years.” 
 
    And we made our way out into the bright morning. 
 
   


 
  

 SIX 
 
      
 
    “My hands are full with the recently dead.” 
 
    Frank made this statement without looking up as he lifted the liver out of a cadaver that lay folded open like a book, from sternum to groin. 
 
    “Literally, not figuratively,” I said, frowning from the doorway into his chamber of horrors. 
 
    “What do you want, John?” 
 
    “Just for you to notice me once in a while, Frank. Is that too much to ask?” 
 
    He nodded, squinting at the scales and made a note. “What does he want, Carmen? Please make him go away. I am overworked.” 
 
    “DNA.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “It gets worse,” I said, pulled one of the chairs from the bench and sat. “I think we have a serial killer. If we are right, his MO means he could have been operating for years without anybody noticing, and he could still be at large. It’s urgent. Very urgent.” 
 
    He stared at me for a moment, then went and pulled the lungs out of the cadaver and weighed them too. Dehan placed the hairbrush and the tin with the tooth in it on his bench. “We need the DNA from these two samples, and then we need you to run them and see if they match any victims pulled from the river since May 2016.” 
 
    He made a note of the weight of the lungs. “Is that all? You don’t need the name and address of the second shooter on the grassy knoll?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Didn’t you hear? That wasn’t Kennedy in the car. It was his double. Kennedy was abducted by aliens from the twenty-third century.” 
 
    He put the lungs and the liver back where they belonged and sighed heavily. “Do you know what my wife said to me last night when I got home? She said, ‘Who the hell are you?’ My kids had grown up and left home. I never knew.” 
 
    He peeled off his gloves. I said, “He’s preying on young women, Frank. He rapes them and strangles them, then dumps them in the river.” 
 
    “Everyone who gets murdered gets murdered, John. It’s always a bad thing. Where are the samples?” Dehan showed them to him. He nodded. “OK, label them for me. I’ll get to them just as soon as I can.” We stared at him without moving. He stared back, first at me, then at Dehan. “I’ll get to them just as soon as I can, today! I won’t have lunch. Happy?” 
 
    I smiled. “You’re a good man, Frank. You deserve a better wife. One that hasn’t got Alzheimer’s.” 
 
    Dehan shook her head and bent to label the samples. “That is so inappropriate, Stone.” 
 
    Frank ignored me. “Don’t expect a report. I’ll run the results on my own time and give you a call if I get a match from the Jane Does. The official report will follow.” 
 
    “I appreciate it.” 
 
    “Now beat it and let me get on with my work.” 
 
    We left him weighing organs and strolled out to where the Jag was sitting in a pool of dappled shade beneath a cluster of trees. There, I sat on the hood and phoned Rikers to make an appointment to see Wayne again. We fixed it for two o’clock that afternoon and took a slow drive down toward Zerega Avenue. 
 
    Teddy’s Late Night Bar was on the corner of Zerega and Lafayette. It was a broad, one story building with an open parking lot on the Lafayette side. The door was open but the lights were off in the windows and the sign said closed, so I put the car in the lot and we climbed out and made our way around to the entrance. Dehan poked her head in the door while I had a look at the outside. It didn’t look like a clip joint or a dive. It looked like a respectable establishment.  
 
    I heard Dehan shout, “Yo! You the owner?” I didn’t hear the reply, but after a moment she pulled out her badge and said, “NYPD, Detective Dehan,” and disappeared inside. I followed. 
 
    It was a big, broad space with giant TV screens on the wall at one end and comfortable chairs and alcoves at the other, with a big, square bar in the middle. Right now it was dark and quiet with just one guy polishing glasses behind the bar. He was young, in his early twenties, tanned and blond. He was either from California or Australia. When he smiled and spoke I knew he was Australian, because he made everything sound like a question. 
 
    “Hi, guys. Teddy’s not here right now? We don’t open for another four hours?” 
 
    I smiled back. “Detective Stone. How long have you been working here?” 
 
    “Oh, just like, six months.” 
 
    “Anybody here who was around a couple of years ago?” 
 
    He nodded. “Well, Teddy, obviously. And I think Crista? She cooks? You’d really have to ask them.” 
 
    Dehan said, “You open at two?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “What time do you close?”  
 
    He glanced from Dehan to me and back again, opened his mouth and just said, “Ahhh…” 
 
    “We’re not vice. We’re not interested in Teddy’s license. We’re homicide detectives.” 
 
    “Homicide?” 
 
    “What time does he close?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Well, it depends on the night? Monday to Wednesday we might close at two, or there abouts. Thursday is generally a bit later? But Friday and Saturday, between you, me and the fencepost, we sometimes don’t close till like four or five. This isn’t going to get me into trouble with Teddy, is it? I really need this job, guys.” 
 
    I nodded. “Don’t worry about it. You’re fine.” 
 
    We stepped back outside and I stood looking up and down the sidewalk. We were five hundred yards from where Angela had been raped and strangled. I had a man who claimed he could tell me who had done it, but I felt I was going in circles, beating my head against a brick wall with no openings in it, anywhere. I felt a small knot of frustration in my gut. Dehan came up beside me and put her hand on my shoulder. “What now?” 
 
    “He’s playing us.” 
 
    “Wayne?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Like rats in a maze, we go this way and that, but in the end we have to go the way he says.” 
 
    “You’re exaggerating.” 
 
    “Am I?” 
 
    “Yes.” She said it emphatically. “C’mon! We’ve seen him once! He told us nothing. How’s that playing us?” 
 
    I nodded again, more, and more slowly. “And now we’re going to see him again, and he’ll tell us something: what he wants to tell us.” 
 
    She slapped my shoulder. “Come on, big guy. We’ll go, grab an early lunch and talk to him. Between us we can outsmart this bozo.”  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    That bozo entered the interrogation room looking very smug and pleased with himself. He sat and smiled at Dehan while they cuffed him to the table. I showed the guard the coffee I had brought for him and said, “Can you leave his left hand free?” 
 
    The guard shrugged. “Your call.” 
 
    Wayne leered at Dehan and as the guards stepped out he said, “Couldn’t keep away, huh?” 
 
    I pushed a large cappuccino across the table to him. “Start with your bullshit and Detective Dehan waits for me in the car.” I leaned forward, still holding the paper cup. “You feel me, dude?” 
 
    He looked at me with dead eyes. I felt in that moment that I was seeing him for the first time. I knew he would kill me without hesitation and enjoy it. He leaned forward. “I feel you, dude.” He picked up the coffee and sipped. He smiled. “Good coffee. A man needs his pleasures, am I right?” 
 
    “OK, you got your coffee. The cigar and the fresh air will cost you more than just proving to me that you were there. For a start, how do I know you didn’t kill Angela yourself? I have to tell you that right now you are our prime suspect.” 
 
    He looked at Dehan and smiled. “Oh, c’mon, baby. Me? You should know I am a tender and thoughtful lover. I would never hurt a sweet young woman with big, black eyes.” 
 
    Dehan got up and went to stand behind me again, leaning on the wall. Wayne sighed, closed his eyes and flopped back in his chair. 
 
    I said, “I’m waiting.” 
 
    He gestured at Dehan with his hand. “She didn’t need to do that, man.” 
 
    “Stay on task, Wayne, we are both getting bored. Just forget Detective Dehan. Who killed Angela?” 
 
    “Yeah, man, get right in there. Bam! Who killed the little Angel? Well, you know what? You are not being very nice to me, you feel me, dude? And that affects my neurons. I don’t remember so good when people are not nice to me.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want that cute Detective Dehan to sit here and talk to me.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Shit, man…” 
 
    “Is that it? Are we done?” I reached across the table and took his coffee. I stood and handed it to Dehan. “Detective, will you take this, please? Throw it in the trash and wait for me in the car. I shouldn’t be more than a minute or two at the most.” 
 
    The door clanged open. Dehan left and it closed behind her. I sat and looked Wayne in the eye. It was not a pleasant sight. There was real hatred there. I leaned toward him. “Get this clear in your head, Wayne: You have needs, you feel me, dude? You have needs. Me? I have a job. If Angela’s killer is never caught, I will not lose one minute’s sleep. You? You will still have to serve out your sentence, and believe me, it will go on your record that you were not cooperative with the police in this investigation. Now, if you have something more than ten minutes of bullshit to offer me, start talking. But if I have to listen to another five seconds of your crap, you will have squandered the one and only chance you will ever get of a deal. I suggest you think hard about what you say next before you open your mouth.” 
 
    He took his time about answering. When he did, he took a deep breath and said, “I want a deal. I can give you who killed Angela, but in exchange I want my sentence reduced to time served. Angela’s killer is a dangerous son of a bitch, man. I ain’t kidding. Me? I snort coke, I walk the line, I play around a little, but I ain’t dangerous the way this guy is dangerous. This guy is sick, man, really sick. You fee…” He sighed. “You know what I’m saying?” 
 
    “I speak English, Wayne. I know what you’re saying. Now, if you want me to even start thinking about talking to the DA about a deal, you need to give me something I can take to the bank. I’m not going to turn up and say, ‘Hay, Darcel, I have a real strong feeling that that son of a bitch Wayne Harris is telling me the truth. Why don’t you offer him a deal?’ Do you understand that, Wayne?” 
 
    He stared at the wall for a while. “Yeah, I understand that, Detective Stone.” He sighed. “OK, how about you take me for a ride to the creek, and I show you where that boy hid her purse. You get her ID, you know who she is, you can give her family some peace and closure, and that will be proof positive that I was there and saw what happened. Will that be enough for you to take to the DA?” 
 
    “You saw that? I thought you said he ran.” 
 
    “He did. He ran. He ran and hid in the bushes. So did I, man. That coast guard boat never saw the body, but if he hadn’t a run and hid, it would have seen him. Maybe me, too. But once it was gone he come back, he took her things, like her purse and shit, and hid them. And I can show you where.” 
 
    I studied his face for a while and he studied me back. Finally I said, “You want to give me one good reason why I should not arrest you right now for the murder of Angela?” 
 
    He made a face like I’d asked him if he believed in fairies. “C’mon, man! That is the stupidest thing I ever heard in my life! I’m in for five years. I might be out in two or three. Why would I deliberately implicate myself in a murder that would put me away for the rest of my life? That is just plain stupid, man.” He stared hard at me. “I will tell you who done it, but I need that deal, otherwise I will not tell you shit.”  
 
    I thought about it for a moment. On the basis of what he had told me alone I could have the whole area searched and find her purse myself. But the moment he told me her purse and ID were there, what had become of supreme importance was what he had not told me: what he had kept back. And he knew that as well as I did. I was still the rat and I was still in his damned maze. 
 
    I said, “I’ll talk to my inspector. If he agrees, we’ll come and get you tomorrow.” 
 
    He smiled and narrowed his eyes at me. For a moment he looked like a large snake. “I know,” he said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Detective Stone Cold. Say hi to Detective Dehan for me. She is one cute babe.” 
 
    I stood and went to the door. It rolled open with a loud, metallic echo. His voice stopped me. 
 
    “Tell me something, Detective.” 
 
    I turned and looked at him. 
 
    “You getting any of that? I figure she likes it rough. Am I right?” 
 
    I left.  
 
    I found Dehan sitting in the car with the doors opened, listening to English Tudor music. She turned it down as I got into the car, and looked at me. She said, “What?” 
 
    “We talk to the inspector and arrange to take him to the crime scene tomorrow. He is going to show us where her purse and her ID are hidden. After that, if we are satisfied, he wants a guarantee from the DA that if he gives us the name of the killer, he will get his sentence reduced to the time he has already served.” I drummed my fingers on the wheel. “Effectively he gets released in exchange for giving us the name of the killer.” 
 
    “That’s some deal, but it’s a fair price to pay for getting a serial killer off the streets.” 
 
    I looked at her for a while. “I just hope we aren’t helping to put one back on the streets.” 
 
    “You still think he might have done it?” 
 
    “It doesn’t make any sense. I don’t know what I think, Dehan. Let’s see what the inspector says and talk to the DA.” I fired up the engine and sat listening to it rumble for a moment. Finally I shrugged. 
 
    Before I could speak, Dehan said, “Let’s see who he fingers, Stone. If it makes sense it’ll make sense. If he’s playing us, it won’t stand up. All we can do is play it by ear and see where it leads.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, I know. Trouble is, we’re playing his tune, and that is what I don’t like. I don’t like his tune.” 
 
   


 
  

 SEVEN 
 
      
 
    The inspector sat staring at me with no expression. Then he blinked and turned the same stare on Dehan. Eventually he said, “What I like about you two is that nothing is ever simple with you.” He paused a moment to think about what he had just said. “Still, I suppose the Westchester Angel case was never going to be simple, was it?” He sighed, scratched his left eyebrow and then straightened it. “Let me ask you this, I’m talking about your gut feeling…” He clenched his fist to express the idea of a gut feeling. “These other girls, Rosario and Sonia, are they…? Is it…?” 
 
    I nodded. “We’ll know more when Frank gets back to us, sir, but right now my gut tells me it’s the same case. The coincidence is too great. They all disappeared within a week of each other, and within a stone’s throw of Teddy’s Late Night Bar, and where Angela’s body was found.” 
 
    He placed one hand on his desk and drummed his fingers. “And of course you have to go back to that bar and talk to the owner.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    He spread his hands, still staring at his desktop, as though he was having a private discussion with an invisible advisor who was sitting there. “We have no choice.” He looked at me, then at Dehan. “We have no choice,” he said again. “If you are right and this is the work of a serial killer, he may well still be at large. He probably is! His method of disposing of the bodies means he may have been active for years, and is probably still active. We cannot afford to take the risk merely to keep a cocaine user behind bars.” 
 
    “That’s about the size of it, sir.” 
 
    He looked at Dehan. “Carmen?” 
 
    “I don’t see we have any other choice, sir.” 
 
    He stared at her for a moment. “Of course, as John said, he may well be the killer, himself, and then we would be releasing the killer instead of locking him up.” 
 
    “We have to take care that doesn’t happen, sir. I suggest we take it one step at a time. Let’s see what he gives us tomorrow and then take it from there.” 
 
    He nodded for a long moment and said, “That’s right… yes…” Then he turned to me. “Good, John, I’ll call Rikers and arrange it. You go and talk to this, um, Teddy. See what he can tell us.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Thank you.” 
 
    We went down the stairs in a somber mood and stepped through the doors into a late afternoon that had dusk on its mind. It was a short drive, a mile and a half down Soundview and Lafayette, with the sun glaring off the blacktop, and the warm breeze reaching in through the open windows and slapping us around the head. It should have been agreeable, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that, folded in somehow, behind all that sunshine and brightness, there was a darkness: a darkness that was watching us and smiling an unpleasant smile. 
 
    Dehan looked at me suddenly through the big, reflective lenses of her shades. “I don’t like this case,” she said. “You ever get that?” I glanced at her but didn’t say anything. “I mean, you never like a homicide, but most cases, you get a handle on them and you get a feel and…” She trailed off, shook her head and looked out of the windshield. “I’m talking crap.” 
 
    “No, you’re not. I can’t put my finger on it, but there is something… wrong. I don’t like it.” 
 
    She nodded, big slow nods. “Yup.” 
 
    We pulled into the lot at the side of the bar and stepped inside. The Australian bartender was still behind the bar doing something at the cash register. There was only one table occupied, by a couple deep in conversation. The bartender saw us, gave a thumbs-up and called into the back, “Yo! Teddy! Someone to see you, mate!” 
 
    Teddy emerged a moment later. He had gray hair that had once been blond, tied back in a ponytail, and a long, forked beard that looked like it once belonged to a Druid, and had seen a lot of use since then. He had friendly eyes and hands the size of boiled hams, which he offered us with a smile when we told him who we were. 
 
    He pointed at a table in a corner and said, “Let’s sit. What does the NYPD want with me? Can I offer you anything?” 
 
    We told him he couldn’t, we sat and he sat with us. 
 
    “How can I help you?” 
 
    Dehan pulled out her phone and found the picture of Rosario. “Do you remember this girl? She would have come in here back in May 2016. Ring any bells?” 
 
    He stared at her for a long time, but there was no recognition in his face. Finally he shook his head and said, “No. I mean, you know, she’s a pretty, young Latina. You’d notice her, right? But that said…” He shrugged and spread his hands. “I don’t mean to be inappropriate, but there are so many pretty, young Latinas in this neighborhood…” 
 
    She took the phone, swiped the screen and handed it back. “How about this one?” 
 
    He shook his head again. “I don’t know. Maybe I’ve seen her, but if I have I don’t recall. A lot of people come through my bar, they would have to be either regular or very remarkable. One thing I can tell you is they were not regulars here.” 
 
    I nodded. “How about Pam? You know Pam? She’s pretty but she’s not Latina.” I smiled and he looked a little uncomfortable. “She lives in the neighborhood.” 
 
    He flapped his fingers at his hair. “Blonde, mid twenties, blue eyes?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know Pam…” His face changed and he frowned. “Wait a minute, let me see that first one again. Pam used to come in here sometimes with a cute friend…” Dehan swiped the screen and handed him back the phone. He looked at it, frowning. “Yeah, maybe, could be. Pam had a friend, used to visit her sometimes and they’d come in here for a drink. That could be her. Nice kid, bright. They both were. But that is going back a bit.” 
 
    Dehan said, “Last time she was here was two years ago.” 
 
    “Seriously?” He made a face. “I guess that’s about right, yeah. The other girl, I don’t know.” 
 
    I rubbed my chin. I needed a shave and suddenly wanted to be home with this case behind me. I sighed. “OK, this is a long shot, Ted, but I need you to try and remember. Third week of May, two years ago, Pam and Rosario…” 
 
    “Rosario! That was her name!” He leaned back, smiling, and slapped his forehead. “Rosario!” 
 
    I paused, then went on, “Yeah, Rosario. They came in here mid week. They’d have been sitting, having a drink, and some guy started trying to hit on Rosario. Ring any bells?” 
 
    He frowned. He looked unhappy. “I run a nice establishment. People come in here, they feel safe. This is a nice, safe neighborhood. OK, we have the PJs down the road, but it’s like a different world.” He shook his head. “A woman, or a young lady, wants to come in here alone, read a book or shoot the breeze, nobody is going to give her trouble here. Anyone tries that, they get kicked out on their ass. Excuse my language.” This last was directed at Dehan. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I hear worse at the station house. So maybe it wasn’t a problem? Maybe he was just talking to them? Perhaps Rosario was open to it…?” 
 
    He spread his hands and shook his head. “I’m open every day. That’s seven hundred and thirty nights since what you’re asking me to remember. That scenario must have happened seven hundred times in those two years.” 
 
    I sighed. “Sure. OK, how about a guy who frequented your bar at that time. He would have been here most nights, maybe had a habit of talking to young women, particularly Hispanic girls, who were either alone or at least not with a man.” 
 
    He started chewing his lip and raised a hand like he was telling me to wait and be quiet. He stared over at the bar, but not seeing it, trying to see or hear something in his memory. “There was a guy,” he said. “What the hell was his name. Casual…” 
 
    Dehan frowned. “You mean he was a casual kind of guy?” 
 
    He shook his head, almost impatient. “No, no. He worked here, like Pete.” He gestured at the Australian bartender. “Casual labor, he was from Arizona or New Mexico, or maybe it was southern California. Hell, I can’t remember. But he was always talking to the girls. He especially liked the Puerto Rican girls and the Mexicans and the Cubanas. We used to make fun of him, but he didn’t like that.” 
 
    She pulled out her pad and pen. “What was his name?” 
 
    “Damned if I can remember! Just give me a minute. It’ll come to me. If it don’t, I got to have it written down somewhere.” He frowned suddenly. “But he was a nice kid. He was never offensive to nobody. He never upset the clients or he would have been out before he could say Viva Mexico!!” He glanced at Dehan. “No offense.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow and made a face of confusion. “None taken, Ted. We are going to need his name, and any contact details you have for him.” 
 
    “Also,” I added, “the days he worked.” 
 
    “Oh, I can tell you that. He worked Monday through Friday. I remember that because, though he was a nice kid, we wasn’t what you might call energetic. He just about got by on Friday, but Saturday and Sunday are busy days for us, and he just couldn’t keep up. So I used to give him Monday through Friday.” 
 
    Dehan glanced at me and I nodded. “OK, we are going to need his name and details. Can you get them for us now?” 
 
    He looked from me to Dehan and then back again as realization dawned. “Are those girls OK? I’m pretty sure I saw Pam only recently.” 
 
    I drew breath to answer, but instead I said, “How about Angela?” 
 
    “Angela?” 
 
    “About the same time. Again, pretty, well educated, used to wear a very beautiful cross around her neck…” 
 
    He went pale. “You’re talking about the Angel.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He pointed at Dehan’s phone. “They were killed?” 
 
    “We don’t know.” 
 
    He looked a little sick. “I never thought… Nobody ever asked me. It never crossed my mind. You think Jimmy…” His face cleared. “That was his name! Jimmy! Give me a second and I’ll tell you… Fillmore. Jimmy Fillmore.” He stopped dead, confused by his own verbiage. “You think Jimmy could have done that?” 
 
    I shook my head. “We don’t know.” 
 
    “If he did, he was picking up the girls here…” 
 
    “We don’t know, Ted.” 
 
    “So the Angel, Angela, she would have been in here.” 
 
    “It’s possible. Can you give us whatever information you have on him?” 
 
    He was quiet for a long moment. “I’ll have to look for it. That has really shaken me up.” He paused, staring down at the floor. “I’ll have to look for it,” he said again. “Have you got a card? And e-mail? I can scan what I have and send it to you. Won’t be much. Tomorrow morning?” 
 
    I patted him on the shoulder. “That’ll be fine. Thank you, Ted. If it can be sooner so much the better. You have been very helpful.” 
 
    He remained seated and watched us stand. “He was a nice kid. I mean, I hardly remember him. He just wasn’t the sort of person you noticed…” 
 
    I paused, hesitated. “Do you know Wayne Harris?” 
 
    He frowned, made a face, shook his head. “Wayne Harris? Not by name. What does he look like?” 
 
    “Big, built like a quarterback, six five, solid muscle, short fair hair, blue eyes. Kind of guy you’d notice.” 
 
    He spread his hands, stood and smiled. “Sorry I couldn’t be more helpful, Detectives.” 
 
    We stepped out onto the sidewalk and I paused, with my hands deep in my pockets, to watch the long procession of headlamps moving steadily through the gathering evening. The cool air from the river touched my face, and through the trees I could see trails of yellow light warping and breaking on the black water of the river. I felt Dehan’s arm slip through mine and squeeze. 
 
    “Enough for one day, Sensei. Let’s go home. I’ll make spaghetti.” 
 
    I looked down at her face. She was smiling, but it was a sad smile. I was suddenly overwhelmed by an awareness of my own good fortune and, for a moment, I was terrified at how much I had to lose: what Rosario Clemente’s mother had lost, what Sonia Ibarri’s parents had lost, what we must all lose sooner or later in this world. I squeezed her arm tight, not wanting her to let go, and smiled. “That sounds just about perfect.” 
 
    She gave me a tug toward the parking lot. A small gust of wind pulled a strand of her dark hair across her face. She smiled, with no trace now of sadness. I held her back a moment. “Carmen?” 
 
    She looked surprised and stopped. “Yes?” 
 
    “Would you…?” 
 
    I stopped, hesitated, unable to go on. She frowned. “What is it, Stone?” 
 
    I took a deep breath and blurted out, “Would you mind if we stop on the way and get some fresh Parmesan?” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow and laughed. “Of course not. Weirdo! Come on, let’s go. This case has me exhausted.” 
 
    I climbed in behind the wheel and she got in beside me. The doors closed and we sat for a moment in the warm cocoon of old leather and walnut. I put the key in the ignition and paused. “Jimmy Fillmore. The invisible man. Mr. Cellophane.” 
 
    “It’s not an unusual type among serial killers. Withdrawn, shy, quiet, concealing a deep, passive-aggressive rage at the fact that nobody ever notices them.” 
 
    I nodded. “I guess.” After a moment I asked, “How did Pam describe him?” 
 
    “Uh… six foot, dark hair, jeans, normal.” 
 
    Those weren’t the words I was thinking of, but I didn’t say anything. I fired up the engine, pulled out of the lot and headed toward Morris Park. All the way I was thinking about Jimmy Fillmore from Arizona, and the way Pam had described him. What had she said? “I didn’t notice him… I was trying not to notice him.” And Teddy had said, “He’s just the kind of guy you don’t notice…” 
 
    But Rosario had noticed him, and gone back to see him again on Friday night, and probably arranged to meet him Saturday morning. She had definitely noticed him. 
 
    I pulled up outside what I had come to think of as ‘our’ house, killed the engine and turned off the lights. I turned and smiled at Dehan. She was watching me carefully. I said, “What?” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “What happened to the fresh Parmesan?” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    “What were you going to ask me?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I have no idea what you mean, and also, I need a martini, muy seco!” 
 
    I opened the door. She said, “Stone!” 
 
    “Muy seco, Carmencita! Ahora!” 
 
    I climbed out, she climbed out after me and slammed the door. “You’re a dork, Stone.” 
 
    “Martini, Carmencita! Ahora! Muy seco! Ándale! Ándale!” 
 
    She made her way to the door, pulling the key from her pocket and shaking her head.  
 
   


 
  

 EIGHT 
 
      
 
    The phone rang at five thirty in the morning. Dehan covered her head with the pillow and I fumbled on the bedside table. I finally found it, pulled myself to a sitting position and pressed green. Frank’s voice said, “Did I wake you?” 
 
    I frowned as much as I was able and looked at my clock. “No,” I said malevolently. “I was doing my tax returns.” 
 
    “Good, because I haven’t been to bed yet. My wife’s attorney just left. He delivered the divorce papers.” 
 
    “You’re lying, Frank. How can she divorce you if she doesn’t remember who you are?” 
 
    “You’re funny, deep down funny…” 
 
    “Yeah, I know, where it’s not like funny anymore. Why are you calling me at five thirty in the morning Frank?” 
 
    “Because, you son of a bitch, you were right. I got a hit on each one of them. Sonia Ibarri and Rosario Clemente.” He sighed like a man who finds life depressing and death poor consolation. 
 
    I sighed back at him and sat up a bit straighter. “Ah, hell! I had half hoped I was wrong, Frank.” 
 
    “I know, John. So did I. They were found within a few days of each other, end of June 2016. From what I can tell the MO was pretty much the same. They had been in the water a long time, but the wrists were still tied with silk and there was a lot of bruising on the mouth and throat.” 
 
    “Where were they found? Mouth of the creek?” 
 
    “Rosario was washed up on Ferry Point Park, Sonia had drifted right out to Kane’s Park, Shorehaven. You have a serial killer, Stone. He could be out there killing still.” 
 
    “I know. Thanks, Frank. I appreciate it.” 
 
    “Good luck.” 
 
    He hung up. I put the phone on the bedside table and sat with my elbows on my knees. I felt Dehan’s hand on my back and turned to look. She was sitting up, watching me. “He found them,” I said. “Ferry Point Park and Shorehaven. End of June, a month after they were killed.” 
 
    She nodded once and spread her fingers on her lap. “We have to make that son of a bitch talk.” 
 
    I sighed. “If he hadn’t contacted us, we wouldn’t even know this killer existed.” 
 
    She was quiet for a moment. “You starting to think he’s on the level?” 
 
    I slid down and lay back with my head on her lap, staring at the ceiling. “Right now, I have no idea what to think. None of it makes much sense, Carmen.” 
 
    “Come on, big guy. We don’t need to be up for another couple of hours. Get back into bed.” 
 
    I did as I was told, but despite the promise in her voice she fell asleep on my shoulder within a couple of minutes, and I spent the next two hours staring at the ceiling and thinking. And that was when, slowly, things began to fall into place and make sense. Others made no sense at all. 
 
    Or at least, I thought they didn’t. 
 
     
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    We collected Wayne at ten that morning. He was handed into our custody and we led him, manacled at his wrists and ankles, to the Jag. All the way he had a smug, complacent smile on his face. When he was settled in the back he leered at me in the mirror and said, “Nice ride, Detective Stone Cold. Ain’t Detective Dehan goin’ to ride with me, in case I misbehave?” He shifted his eyes to the back of her head. “You wanna be with me if I misbehave, don’t you, Detective Dehan?” 
 
    We pulled out of the lot and started the long drive across the dark water of the East River. He was chuckling to himself in the back. “I guess,” he said, “this is like our first date, huh? Our first time goin’ out together. I have this feelin’ that you and me could have a real special kind of relationship, huh, Carmen?” 
 
    “You want to get an answer out of me, Wayne, you call me Detective. Now keep your mouth shut. I’m tired of listening to your bullshit.” 
 
    His laugh was like a wheeze. “I do like a strong woman, don’t you, Detective Stone? It must be satisfying living with a strong woman like Carmen. Am I right, Detective Stone Cold?” 
 
    I studied him in the mirror for a moment. “You been researching me, Wayne?” 
 
    “Well, you know what they say, Detective Stone: Know thine enemy.” 
 
    “Am, I your enemy, Wayne?” 
 
    Again the wheezing laugh. “Oh, you know it, Detective. You are the system and the system is my enemy. Now, Carmen, well, Carmen is a whole different story. Underneath that hard, NYPD career woman exterior, lies the wild, free spirit of a Native American, and a Jew. Baby, you must have a troubled soul, I tell you. I know just what that is like because I have a troubled soul too. And you and me, I just know we could get real close.” 
 
    She glanced at me. I couldn’t make out if she looked worried or mad. I said, “Shut up, Wayne.” 
 
    “I get a lot of time to read, you know? An’ I like to read. I have a very high IQ. Did you know that? One hundred and forty-five. That makes me officially a genius. You know what I like to read about?” We didn’t answer but he told us anyway. “I like to read about psychology. And do you know where people bond? Do you know where the links are forged that bind people’s souls together?” 
 
    We were crossing the Robert F Kennedy Bridge onto Randall Island. Dehan looked at me again. “Do we have to listen to this?” 
 
    He laughed again. “I am getting to you sister. Don’t deny it. Let me tell you, those links are forged in the deep darkness of the unconscious mind, where what they call the primal impulses are at work. You see a man like me, and you recognize a natural mate, and there ain’t nothin’ you can do about it. All the civilized conditioning just falls away, man, and you are exposed, naked in the darkness of your instincts.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I said. “You don’t have to listen to this, Detective. There is stuff you can be doing at the station. You can follow up on the interview we had last night…” 
 
    Wayne threw himself back in the seat and shouted. “Oh come on, man! Jesus! Lighten up will ya! I’m just playin’ around! I’m jokin’, man!” 
 
    I snapped, “You see anyone laughing, Wayne?” I waited but he didn’t answer. I went on. “Let me tell you something. I don’t think you can focus on the job in hand when Detective Dehan is around. And I think there is a very particular reason for that. I’m developing a theory. I think you have an unhealthy obsession with Hispanic women. I think you have a tendency to develop unhealthy obsessions about particular Hispanic women. What do you think, Wayne? What would I find if I started to explore into your past? Would I find the cause for that obsession? How about it, Sigmund?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. I watched him a moment in the mirror. His expression was sullen. I pressed him. “You’ve gone awful quiet, Wayne. What’s the matter? You don’t want to play around and joke anymore?” 
 
    We drove the rest of the way in silence and pulled up at the back of the Golden Mango, on Zerega Avenue, at just before eleven. We pulled him out of the car, walked him through the gate onto the scrubland, and Dehan removed the manacles from his ankles. When she stood, she leaned close into his face. “Don’t make me shoot you, Wayne.” 
 
    He smiled. “See? I knew you was one of mine.” 
 
    I said, “OK, we’re on the clock. Where is this purse?” 
 
    He looked at me and there was real contempt in his face. “Give me a minute, dude. It’s been a while. I need to get back to the place, remember it, feel it. Know what I’m sayin’?” He pointed with both hands to where Dehan and I had been previously. “It was down there.” 
 
    I glanced at him. “You sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure!” 
 
    Dehan went ahead of him and I stayed close behind. Pretty soon we had come to the mound where Angela’s body had been found. He stood looking at it and smiling for a while. Then he turned and looked around behind him, searching. Finally he jerked his head toward the place where I had lain. “That’s where I was, chillin’, enjoyin’ a smoke. You ever smoke a joint, Carmen?” He looked at me. “Hey! I’m just making conversation, man. That’s where I was. I heard them comin’ down where we just come. He threw her on the ground right here, went down on top of her and…” He smiled at Dehan, “He just choked the life out of that little girl while he kissed her.” 
 
    I said, “That’s old news, Wayne.” 
 
    He studied me with hooded eyes. “You a real pain in the ass, you know that, Detective Stone Cold?” 
 
    I stepped toward him and shoved him toward the path. “Come on! I’ve had as much of your bullshit as I can take. We’re going back. Come on!” I shoved him again and he stumbled. “Back to the car. You don’t know jack! You think you can play games with me? Get moving!” I shoved him a third time and he almost fell. 
 
    “Wait a minute!” His face was flushed.  
 
    I advanced on him and shoved him again. “Move!” 
 
    “It’s over there for cryin’ out loud!” 
 
    I grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and pulled his face close to mine. “Right now the DA is in discussions about your deal, Wayne. If we walk back up that path and get into my car, it’s over! We are done! And we don’t come back! So cut the Hannibal Lecter act and get the damned purse! Do you feel me, dude?” 
 
    He took his time studying my face in careful detail. Then he pulled away from me and started to walk. It was about a hundred yards, maybe a little less, over loose rocks and puddles, and through coarse undergrowth and tall grass, to a steep bank overgrown with dense trees and bushes at the foot of the GVC depot. He stood staring at it for a long while. It was hard to read the expression on his face, until finally he smiled and started moving up, into the undergrowth. He dropped to his knees at the foot of a pin oak and started to dig. After a minute or so, he pulled out a small lady’s handbag. He turned awkwardly, holding it in both hands because of his cuffs, and showed it to Dehan.  
 
    I pulled an evidence bag from my pocket, took the bag from him and slipped it in. I said, “Back up,” and as he came down the slope I said to Dehan, “You want to take a look?” 
 
    She nodded, pulled on some surgical gloves and scrounged around where Wayne had been digging. She turned to me and shook her head. “Nothing I can see, but we better get a team here anyway. Just in case.” 
 
    She called for a CSI team as we made our way back toward the car. Wayne spoke as he stumbled behind her and in front of me. “Hey, I did my part, right? I have proved I was a witness here that night. Now you got to get me that deal, man.” 
 
    Dehan looked back at me. “They’re on their way.” 
 
    I shoved Wayne in the back of the Jag, hunkered down by the open door and looked into his eyes. They were half closed and I could see nothing but contempt in them. I said, “When the Scene of Crime team arrive we’ll take you back to the prison. Then we’ll examine the evidence. If it’s any good then I’ll recommend to my inspector that he recommend to the DA that they go ahead with a deal. Now, before I do any of that, Wayne, let me ask you something.” 
 
    “Knock yourself out.” 
 
    “Do you know who killed this girl?” 
 
    He nodded. “I will name him for you. And when you check it out you will see I ain’t lyin’.” 
 
    The CSI van arrived ten minutes later. We told them where the site was and took Wayne back to Rikers. All the way there he was quiet, but every time I looked at him in the mirror he was watching Dehan, staring at the back of her head.  
 
    We handed him over and drove slowly back to the station. At our desk Dehan pulled a chair next to mine and we sat and emptied the contents of the purse. There was an ID card, a driver’s license, a set of keys, some eye shadow, an eye pencil, a cell phone and a handkerchief. 
 
    The girl in the photographs on the driver’s license and the ID card was Angela. There was no doubt about it. She had been very pretty, and the smile in the pictures looked easy and natural. Her name was Angela Fernandez, and she was from Berwick, in Pennsylvania. Somewhere in Berwick, Pennsylvania, at that moment, her parents were still waiting for her, hoping. 
 
    I said, “We need to show this to the inspector. It looks like Wayne will be getting his deal.” 
 
    She studied my face a moment. “You’re not happy about that, are you?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “That comment you made about his obsession with Latinas…” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “Are you sure you’re being objective?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “Explain.” 
 
    “He was coming on very strong to me. He was being pretty threatening. Maybe you feel I am at risk and that’s clouding your judgment.” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    She went on. “Stone, I agree with you, he is a lowlife and I don’t want to see him walk. But he has no priors for rape, sexual assault or violence. And,” she shrugged, “let’s face it, other than the way he was coming on to me, and the fact that I happen to be half Mexican, you have no reason to believe he has an unhealthy obsession with Hispanic women.” 
 
    I nodded. “I have.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The way he reacted when I said it. I was flying a kite, Dehan. I wanted to see his reaction. I touched a nerve. That man is dangerous, and I really don’t want to see him walk.” 
 
    She sighed. “Well, he’s probably going to and there isn’t much we can do about it. Either way, Stone. I think this is as much about your protective dinosaur instincts as it is about anything else. I don’t like him, but I don’t think he’s as dangerous as you say he is. He’s just a dope head and a scumbag.” 
 
    I stared down at the items on the desk in front of me. Then I looked her in the eye. “Just keep an open mind, Dehan, please? Until we have this wrapped up. There is more to this guy than meets the eye.” 
 
    She frowned, but nodded. “Sure. No problem, Stone.” 
 
    “Right,” I took a deep breath. “Let’s go talk to the inspector.” 
 
   


 
  

 NINE 
 
      
 
    Inspector John Newman looked depressed. “Poor child…” He’d said it a couple of times, now he repeated it. “Poor child. You’ll talk to the family?” 
 
    “Detective Dehan just called her mother, Elisa Fernandez. It’s two and a half hours’ drive. We’ll break the news to her when we get there, then see if we can find out what Angela was doing here, who she was with…” I trailed off and spread my hands. 
 
    Dehan added, “And if she had any connection with Teddy’s Late Night Bar or James Fillmore.” 
 
    The inspector frowned. “I have to say, it is one hell of a coincidence that three such similar girls should have been connected with that bar all within a few days of each other.” 
 
    I sucked my teeth. “We don’t know they were, sir. Sonia Ibarri was staying with her aunt, less than ten minutes’ walk away, but we don’t know that she had any actual connection with the bar. At the moment all we can say is that the connection between the girls appears to be their proximity to the bar. We’ll see if that holds true with Angela.” 
 
    He grunted and nodded. 
 
    Dehan smiled. “Like Stone pointed out to me, sir, there must be an awful lot of good, Catholic, pretty Hispanic girls in that neighborhood. The coincidence is maybe more apparent than real.” 
 
    He shrugged with his eyebrows instead of his shoulders. “I take your point.” 
 
    I said, “However, I am inclined to believe that the killer has some connection with the bar, because that was where Rosario went on the Friday night and, presumably, made an appointment to meet her killer on Saturday.” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at me. “And that does rather point to James Fillmore being our man, doesn’t it, John?” 
 
    I had to agree. “Yes, sir, it does.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But there is one man, and at the moment only one man, that we know for sure was at the scene of Angela’s murder, and who knew exactly where her purse was hidden, and that is Wayne Harris.” 
 
    He frowned. “It doesn’t make a lot of sense that he should implicate himself unless he is pretty sure of his information.” 
 
    Dehan looked at me. “You said it yourself, we wouldn’t even know there was a serial killer if he hadn’t contacted us.” 
 
    “I know, but, sir, for the record, I believe we should pull him in and interrogate him, threaten to charge him with all the murders. If he knows who the killer is, he will tell us. If he doesn’t, then we’ll know it’s him.” I shrugged. “How did he know exactly where the purse was?” 
 
    He rubbed his chin and heaved a deep sigh. “I do take your point, Stone, don’t think that I don’t. I’ll discuss it with the DA and I’ll tell her how you feel. The crucial point here is that we have a serial killer on our hands who, as we have said before, may have been operating for a long time, and may still be active. That means he has to be stopped at all costs, as soon as is humanly possible.” He gave me a look that was loaded with meaning. “Meanwhile, you’d better get on your way to see the Fernandez family. Do give them my deepest condolences. I’ll have this stuff sent over to the lab, and I’ll put in a request for Angela’s bank and phone records.” 
 
    We thanked him and stepped out into the bright sunshine. A small breeze was moving the broad leaves of the plane trees on Storey Avenue. We climbed into the Jag in silence and I turned the key in the ignition. As I backed out of the lot, Dehan was watching me, with her glasses sitting on top of her head.  
 
    “What is it, Stone? I’ve never known you to get so personal about a case. What’s eating you?” 
 
    I didn’t answer until I was accelerating onto the Bronx River Parkway. Then I said, “I don’t know exactly, Dehan. Small things.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “OK, for starters, the place where Wayne says he was lying smoking his joint the night Angela was killed.” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “Did you try it out?” 
 
    “What, lie there? You know I didn’t.” 
 
    “I did. It was really uncomfortable. There were sharp rocks embedded in the earth, there were a million small, sharp stones and there were prickly shrubs and nettles. There was no way he was lying there.” 
 
    She made a face. “OK, that’s odd, but it was May, and warm, so maybe he was lying on his jacket.” 
 
    “But why go there at all? The obvious place to lie, which has easy access, is the soft turf where Angela was killed. It is completely invisible from the road. That’s why the killer chose that spot to kill her.” 
 
    She sighed. “OK, you have a point. It is odd, but it is not conclusive.” 
 
    “Another thing. When we took Wayne to the scene, he didn’t follow the track to where he said he’d been lying. He paused, got his bearings, and took us down the track to the spot where Angela was killed. Then, once there, he had to stop and look for the spot where he said he had been lying.” 
 
    She made a face that was skeptical and asked, “Anything else?” 
 
    “Yeah. There was no way he saw the killer hide those things from where he claims he was lying. He needed to get right up close to find the spot. That means he originally memorized the spot from up close. That was the image—the memory—he had in his head.” 
 
    She thought about that for a moment. “Maybe he went up after the killer had gone and found the spot.” She shrugged. “Maybe he hid the stuff himself.” 
 
    I gave a small laugh. “Or maybe he killed her.” 
 
    “We’ve been over this, Stone. He has no record of violence. OK, he looks pretty intimidating, but there isn’t a single assault on his rap sheet. No rapes, no sexual assaults… nothing!” 
 
    “And you can be damn sure, Dehan, that the killer’s rap sheet is the same.” I looked at her. She was frowning and confused. I explained. “This killer is smart enough to have devised a way of raping and killing, and disposing of the bodies, that eliminates all forensic evidence, and any trace that there was a serial killer involved at all. His rap sheet is going to be like Wayne’s: clean of any serious offenses.” 
 
    She shook her head and looked away at the spring skyline slipping past. “Stone, just this once, I have to say I don’t agree with you. You know I admire you as a detective, but this time I think you are letting your personal feelings get in the way.” 
 
    I smiled. “My personal feelings? You mean the way he comes on to you?” 
 
    “That doesn’t bother you?” 
 
    “Of course it does. And it bothers me how close you are to the model of his victim of choice. And it bothers me that you can’t see that.” I glanced at her. “But it doesn’t bother me enough to cloud my judgment. We’ll follow the evidence, Dehan. Wherever it may lead. And if I am wrong, so be it.” 
 
    We didn’t touch on the subject again, though it played on my mind all the way to Berwick, and by the time we had pulled into East 8th Street and parked outside Elisa Fernandez’s house, I was still no clearer in my mind as to the explanation for Wayne’s apparently paradoxical behavior. 
 
    From the front the house looked like a cute, clapboard cottage, with a veranda cluttered with potted flowers and plants, a white, wrought iron table and a couple of rocking chairs. It was set in a broad expanse of lawn, with an uneven paved path that led through it to the house.  
 
    The door opened before we reached it and a woman who was no more than five foot two, with neat, permed silver hair and a face that was still pretty but must once have been beautiful, greeted us with large, smiling brown eyes. 
 
    I returned the smile. “Mrs. Fernandez?” 
 
    “That’s me.” She had no accent. “You the police from New York?” 
 
    We showed her our badges. She glanced at them and said, “Come on in. I made some lemonade for you, but you can have coffee if you’d rather.” 
 
    Lemonade sounded good and we told her so. She had a living room cum diner that was spotlessly clean and neat. Every cushion and every ornament was positioned with precision, and there was not a trace of a crease or dust anywhere. She sat us at the dining table where, I guessed, she thought we’d cause the minimum of disruption to her order, and went to the kitchen. She came back with a large glass jug of lemonade on a tray and three glasses. When she had poured and mopped up the drips she sat and looked at us. She had a smile fixed in place, but you could see the fear and apprehension in her eyes. It was the expression of a person who has become habituated to being hurt by life, and is just waiting for the next blow to fall. 
 
    I took a deep breath and made eye contact. “Mrs. Fernandez, I’m afraid I have very bad news for you. We have found your daughter Angela, and she is dead.” 
 
    She gave a small gasp and crossed herself. Her eyes went red and spilled tears. She took a handkerchief, dabbed her eyes and blew her nose. “It’s OK,” she said. “She is with the Good Lord. I’ve known for a long time that He had taken her.” 
 
    Dehan frowned. “How did you know that?” 
 
    She shrugged and smiled again, like the answer was obvious. “She would have called, or written. She was such a good girl. She was a saint. She was too good for this world. That is why the Lord took her. When a week went by, I knew it was serious. After two weeks, I knew something real bad had happened. After a month, I knew she was dead.” She reached out and covered Dehan’s hand with her own. “When you called I knew you were coming to tell me you had found her. She is with God, and with the angels, my little Angel.” 
 
    Suddenly she was sobbing violently, with her eyes closed and the handkerchief pressed over her mouth. She didn’t say anything, just made wrenching, visceral noises while she sat, stiff and erect, weeping into her neatly folded handkerchief. Dehan pulled her chair over and sat with her arm around her shoulder, not saying anything, just holding her gently. I wondered for a moment what Mo and the guys at the station would make of it: Carmen Dehan, the cop nobody wanted to work with because she had such a bad attitude. 
 
    After a while, the sobbing subsided and Elisa began to take deep, shaky breaths. She opened her eyes and put her hand over Dehan’s again. “Thank you,” she said. “I’m OK now. The Lord sends these trials to test us, but I know my Angela is with him, in Heaven.” She braced herself and said, “You had better tell me what happened.” 
 
    Dehan answered. “She was murdered, Mrs. Fernandez. I am so sorry…” 
 
    She shook her head. “I knew she would be. I told her not to go to New York. She was an innocent. I gave her my mother’s cross to protect her. But it was no good. Please, don’t tell me the details. I don’t want to know. Just tell me, was it quick?” 
 
    I nodded and told a small, white lie. I said, “It was quick, Mrs. Fernandez, and she was unconscious.” 
 
    “Thank the Lord for his mercy.” 
 
    “Why was she in New York?” 
 
    She stared at the white tablecloth, at the place mat on which her glass was standing. For a moment I wondered if she had heard my question. Then she said, “She went to live with her boyfriend. I advised her not to. Father Byrne advised her not to also. But she said they were going to get married, just not yet. She told me not to worry, that everything was going to be OK.” 
 
    Dehan took out her notebook and her pen. “What was her boyfriend’s name, Mrs. Fernandez?” 
 
    “He was a local boy, Irish. Good boy, I liked him. Michael.” She gave a small laugh. “The Irish have so many beautiful names, but they only ever use four! Sean, Patrick, Michael and James.” Her eyes drifted to the window. “Michael Shine. He was so in love with her. Every man who met her fell in love with her. She was so beautiful, and good and kind.” 
 
    Dehan asked, “So Michael moved to New York?” 
 
    “He worked for a bank, here in Berwick. I can’t remember which one. But he applied for a better job in New York, with a big bank, maybe HSBC, I can’t remember. It wasn’t a magnificent job, but for his age, you know, it was good. So he moved to New York.” 
 
    I asked, “How long ago was this?” 
 
    “It was the beginning of March, 2016. And on April second she went to join him.” 
 
    Dehan was frowning at her pad. “So let me be sure I have this right. Angela went to live with Michael in New York on April second, 2016?” 
 
    “That’s correct.” She nodded. 
 
    I scratched my head. “Is Michael still there?” 
 
    “Yes, he still writes to me, old fashioned letters because I don’t use a computer. At Christmas he comes to see me, too.” 
 
    “Could you give us his address? We are going to need to talk to him.” 
 
    “935 C, Castle Hill Avenue. He has the top floor of one of those big red brick houses. She was very excited because it was next door to the public library, and she loved to read.” She took a deep breath. “I am sorry, Detectives. This is very difficult for me. The thing is, she didn’t stay with Michael. That is, she stayed with him for only about three weeks.” 
 
    I was surprised and my face said so. “Oh?” 
 
    “Apparently she met somebody else. I am ashamed to admit it. It was certainly not the behavior I would have expected from her, and I am at a loss to explain it, but that is what happened. She moved out of Michael’s apartment and moved in with this new man.” 
 
    “Who was this new man, Mrs. Fernandez?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    I leaned forward, with my elbows on the table. “I want you to think very carefully, because this could be of vital importance. Is it possible that Michael was mistreating Angela? Was he hurting her? Is that why she moved out?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord no! Not at all. She said she felt very bad for him because he had been such a saint and a gentleman, but she had met another man and she had fallen head over heels in love with him. And he with her. And it would be wrong to stay with Michael when she felt that way about this other man…” 
 
    “A name, Mrs. Fernandez, she must have mentioned a name.” 
 
    “She did, just a first name. She said she would write me with more details of her new address, and they would come and see me, but I never heard from her again.” 
 
    Dehan said, “The name?” 
 
    She stared out the window for a long time. I was about to ask again, but she took another deep breath and looked down at the table, biting her lip. “I’ll never forget the name as long as I live, but it makes me sick to my stomach to say it. Jimmy. The man who killed my daughter is called Jimmy.” 
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    We left her a little while later. She had called friends who were going to come over and spend the evening with her. Dehan rested her ass on the hood of the Jag and pulled out her cell while I unlocked the door. She dialed and waited, squinting in the afternoon sun. After a moment she said, “Hey, Teddy, it’s Detective Dehan, remember me?” She waited, sucking her teeth and looking up at the sky. “Yeah, OK, listen, Teddy…” He obviously kept talking because she paused, then repeated, “Teddy, listen to me. We really need that information. It has become a matter of extreme urgency, you understand me? I need to know Jimmy’s last known address by tonight… Good, that’s what I wanted to hear. You’re a good man, Teddy. Bye.” 
 
    I smiled as she opened the door and climbed in. “He was real busy,” she said. Then she eyed me up and down. “It’s looking like Jimmy, Sensei.” 
 
    I turned the key and the engine roared into life. “It always did, Little Grasshopper. It always did.” As we pulled away I said, “You want to call Shine and ask him to come in tomorrow? Early as he can. I want to talk to him before the DA arranges a deal for Wayne.” 
 
    “You still think Wayne is our guy…” 
 
    “I don’t think anything, Dehan. There are things about Wayne and his testimony that don’t make sense.” I smiled at her without rancor and added, “And honestly, I think the inspector, the DA and you are jumping at the easy solution. There are things here that don’t make sense, and I want them explained.” 
 
    “Like the place where he says he was lying…” 
 
    “Amongst others. I’d also like to know why these girls kept falling in love and giving themselves body and soul to a guy who was, and I quote, ‘not the sort of guy you’d notice’.” I glanced at her. “That from Pam and Teddy. Well, so far, this guy you wouldn’t look twice at has got three attractive young ladies to A, fall out with her best friend so she could see him at the bar and then arrange to meet him Saturday instead of going home to Mom; B, spend a naughty weekend with him in the belief he could get her a job and C, leave her boyfriend so she could move in with him because it was love at first sight. Now, I want you to tell me something, and I want you to be really honest.” 
 
    “Oh God, what?” 
 
    “Wayne Harris, is he sexually fascinating?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Be honest, Dehan. I am not asking you, personally, if you find him attractive. I am talking in general. Has he got sexual magnetism?” 
 
    She sighed. “OK, Stone, I guess to some women that kind of uninhibited, predatory bad boy stuff might be a turn on.” 
 
    “And he is intelligent enough to put himself across as a misunderstood good guy.” 
 
    “Yes. But it still does not explain, A, why he would implicate himself and B, as I keep telling you, he has no record of this kind of crime. You are fixating on him, Stone. What is it? Do you feel jealous or threatened by him?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at her. “Should I?” 
 
    “Good Lord, Stone! No!” 
 
    “Then I don’t.” I frowned. “Hey, we’re investigating. We’re following the leads where they take us. Have I done anything unprofessional at any stage?” 
 
    “No. No you haven’t, not at all. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    “What was the last thing I asked you to do?” 
 
    She sighed. “Call Shine.” 
 
    “And what is the first thing I am going to ask him?” 
 
    She was beginning to look pissed. “I don’t know Stone, what?” 
 
    “Seriously? What would you ask?” 
 
    “Where can we find Jimmy?” 
 
    “And that is what I am going to ask him. And as soon as we get the information from Teddy, we are going to see if they are in fact one and the same Jimmy. Is there anything irrational, negligent or unprofessional about that plan?” 
 
    “No, Stone! OK! You made your point!” 
 
    “So call.” 
 
    She stared at me. I ignored her and after a moment she found the number and made the call. He agreed to come into the station first thing in the morning and she hung up. She stared out the window for ten minutes at the passing countryside, then said, “Stone, don’t get mad at me. We don’t get mad at each other.” 
 
    I smiled at her. She smiled back. “I’m not mad at you, Dehan. Forget about us for a minute, be as objective as you can be, as a detective, an investigator, OK?” She nodded. “What made you ask me if I felt jealous or threatened?” 
 
    “C’mon, Stone! Let it go!” 
 
    “Be objective. You’re not my… whatever you are. Just stand back and examine it. What made you ask that?” 
 
    She sighed and after a while she shook her head. “I don’t know. It was a stupid question.” 
 
    “You’re still thinking like Carmen Dehan in love with the enigmatic and irresistible Detective John Stone.” 
 
    “Yeah? Am I?” 
 
    “What made you ask it was that, unconsciously, you were acknowledging that he is a very magnetic, sexual animal that is capable of seducing women and making men feel threatened. Something in which he is the polar opposite of Jimmy the barman.” 
 
    I glanced at her. She was staring fixedly at the dashboard. After a while she nodded several times with her lips pursed. “Yup. You’re right.” She looked at me. “You can do that, can’t you?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Disconnect like that. Ignore your emotions. Be objective.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She thought about it, then said, “But I still think you’re wrong. He’s a scumbag, but he is not our guy. Maybe there are two Jimmies and the second one is irresistible. But Wayne is not the guy.” 
 
    “Let’s see where the evidence leads us, Carmensita.” 
 
    And we drove on, into the gathering dusk. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Michael Shine was small and thin, with floppy blond hair and an agreeable face, and heels that tapped energetically when he walked. He wore a suit that was not expensive, but did not look cheap, and you could tell he had already decided at twenty-one exactly where he wanted to be at thirty-one. Now, at twenty-six he was about half way there and looking pleased with himself. As we came into the interrogation room he smiled without warmth and said, “I have to tell you, detectives, right off, I haven’t seen Angela, or heard from her, in over two years.” 
 
    We sat opposite him and Dehan said, “Yeah, you guys broke up, right?” 
 
    He shook his head emphatically. “No. She broke up with me. I didn’t break up with her.” 
 
    She frowned. “Her mom told us you two were crazy about each other.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. But the fact is you just don’t know people till you live with them, and even then you can’t be sure. I wouldn’t tell Elisa this because to her Angela was, well, just that, an angel. But the truth is, as soon as she arrived in New York she began to change. Seems she was only using me.” 
 
    I said, “Using you for what?” 
 
    “To get away from home. Elisa is a sweet lady, but man!” He laughed. “She is really controlling!” He nodded several times, watching us, still smiling. “She is one controlling woman. You know? She’ll have you sit at the dining table so you don’t mess up the cushions on the couch. If you go to have dinner at her house, if she knows you at all, she’ll have you eat in the kitchen so’s not to mess the table. And that’s just the tip of the iceberg. She controlled every aspect of Angela’s life. And I guess that included me. Elisa wanted Angela to marry an Irish Catholic, so Angela picked me, took me home, got me approved by her mom, and right away started telling me we should move out of Berwick to New York.” 
 
    Dehan leaned back in her chair. “So, you are telling me that Angela only moved in with you to get away from her mother.” 
 
    “That’s the way it seemed to me! I think we’d lived together for a week, maybe ten days, when I first noticed she was seeing another guy.” 
 
    “How was that?” 
 
    “It was Saturday morning. I’d been to the gym. I usually have a good work out on Saturday morning.” He gave a smile that was rueful and shook his head. “It’ll show you what a sap I was. I was just starting my routine and I thought, ‘What the hell! I got the most beautiful girl in the world, just moved in with me, and I’m working out at the gym? I’m going home, and I’m going to take her out for lunch in Manhattan!’ See the sights. Have a magical day to remember. So I get in the car and I’m driving up Zerega, and I pass a bar, and who the hell do I see in the window, but Angela, sitting with a guy. Deep in conversation. You know, like they had a lot to talk about.” 
 
    I said, “What did this guy look like?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Hard to say. It was fleeting and I was looking at her.” 
 
    “So what happened?” 
 
    “Well, at that stage I was still crazy about her and trusted her. So I parked the car and called her, and I said, ‘Baby, I’m not doing my workout today. I’m going to take you out on the town.’ ‘Oh, don’t do that!’ she says. ‘Don’t do that just for me. You need your workouts.’ So I say, ‘Well, I’ve already left. I’m at home. I’m just wondering what you’re doing.’ Because I’m beginning to think maybe there’s something wrong. And she says, ‘Well, I’m at the hairdresser. I won’t be home for another hour at least.’ And then I knew she was cheating on me.” 
 
    Dehan asked him, “What did you do?” 
 
    “I said, ‘Baby, I want you to come home right now ’cause I’ve got something real important I need to talk to you about.’ And she could tell from my voice that it was serious. So she came right home. And I told her I had seen her at the bar and I had seen her with a man. And I wanted to know why she had lied to me, and who that man was.” 
 
    I held up a hand. “Before we go on, Mr. Shine, what was the name of the bar?” 
 
    “Oh, Teddy’s All Night Bar.” 
 
    “And the man you had seen her with, was this Jimmy?” 
 
    “That’s what she said. She said she only lied because she didn’t think I would understand. There was nothing romantic or sexual between them. He was just offering her a job.” 
 
    I frowned. “What kind of job?” 
 
    “Some kind of bullshit about production assistant in a production company. They got talking when she went there for a pizza at lunchtime one day. They got talking, she said she was looking for a job… I don’t need to tell you how it goes.” 
 
    Dehan said, “So what happened?” 
 
    “What happened was that I told her she was naïve, and that I didn’t want her seeing this guy anymore, and I didn’t want her going to bars on her own, even at lunch time. She promised but you know how it is, once you start suspecting, it’s real hard to shake it. So a couple of times I made an excuse at work and drove around the area. And it was maybe a week or ten days after I saw her in the bar, I saw her there again. Only this time they were holding hands. I felt sick. You can imagine. I waited till she came out and I followed her. She went home. I went up after her and I told her, ‘I saw you at the bar with that guy. You were holding hands. What’s going on?’ She told me they’d met a few times, they’d fallen in love. It was just one of those things. She was sorry and she was moving in with him.” 
 
    I drummed my fingers on the table. “Did she tell you anything else about him?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was his dad’s company. It was called Directed Vision or something like that. They had a contract with NBC and he was going to fix her up there with a job and she was going to study TV production while she worked.” 
 
    “Did she tell you his last name?” 
 
    His gaze became abstracted. He stared at the wall. “Yeah. I remember I thought it was a stupid name for a producer, because it was like film more, get it?” 
 
    “Jimmy Fillmore?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah. Stupid. She didn’t see it.” 
 
    Dehan asked him, “Did she give you an address where she was going?” 
 
    “Not exactly. We parted on really bad terms, as you can imagine. She told me she wanted to stay till Saturday, because he had something going on at his house till Saturday. Then she could move in with him. I told her to take a hike, so she stayed a few days with a couple we were friends with, and I never heard from her again.” 
 
    “We’re going to need an address for your friends.” 
 
    He was beginning to frown. “Sure, Ai Hitani and Bill Walters, 1717 Yates Avenue.” He gave her Ai’s number. “Say, what is this about? What has Angela done?” 
 
    I nodded. “Mr. Shine, the second time you saw Angela with this Jimmy Fillmore, did you get a better look at him?” 
 
    He sat back and thought. “Yeah, I guess. Maybe mid twenties, dark hair. It looked black, but hard to tell for sure. He might have been Hispanic, or Italian, but not real dark. They were sitting down most of the time, but when she left he stood to give her a kiss. She was five three or four. I guess he was less than a foot taller. So maybe he was six foot. Not big, normal build.” He looked at Dehan, then looked back at me. “What is this about?” 
 
    “Mr. Shine, Angela was murdered that Saturday, not far from the bar where you saw her, by the river. Do you recall the Westchester Angel?” 
 
    “Holy shit! That was Angela?” 
 
    Dehan was frowning at him. “You weren’t struck by the similarities? The location, the crucifix…” 
 
    He was shaking his head. “I had no idea. I never have time to watch the news. I read the financial pages. I don’t know anything about a crucifix. She had one, belonged to her grandmother…” 
 
    I nodded. “That was Angela, Mr. Shine.” 
 
    He had gone very pale and his hand had started shaking. “Jesus, if I had known I would have never… She was with friends. It wasn’t as if I put her on the street. I would never have… if I’d known.” 
 
    “There was no way you could have known. You can’t blame yourself. She had made her choice. What we have to do is catch the man who did it to her.” 
 
    He stared at me with big, unseeing eyes. “Jimmy,” he said. “Jimmy Fillmore did it.” 
 
    “That is what we aim to find out,” I said, half to myself, as he and Dehan stood. She showed him to the door and he left. 
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    I pulled out my cell and started to dial. I glanced at Dehan. She was standing by the door. I said, “What’s the deal with Teddy? He’s dragging his heels. Why don’t you give him a call and lean on him a bit?” 
 
    She nodded and stepped out of the room, pulling her phone from her pocket. My number rang twice and an attractive voice said, “Hello?” 
 
    “Ms. Ai Hitani?” 
 
    “Speaking. Who is this please?” 
 
    “This is Detective John Stone of the New York Police Department. Can you spare me a couple of minutes to talk about Angela Fernandez?” 
 
    There was a moment’s silence, then her voice again with a frown in it. “Angela? Sure. Is she OK?” 
 
    “Ms. Itani, I believe Angela stayed with you for a few days a couple of years back, after she broke up with Michael.” 
 
    “Yes, she did, that’s right.” 
 
    “Do you know where she went after that?” 
 
    Another silence. “Um, yes, she moved in with her boyfriend. Well, her new boyfriend. We were all a little startled that she had switched so suddenly, but she seemed pretty swept off her feet.” 
 
    “Do you recall his name?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, Jimmy something.” 
 
    “Did you hear from her after that?” 
 
    “No, we never did.” 
 
    “Did she give you an address?” 
 
    “No. He called, came and picked her up, and we never heard from her again. We weren’t real close. We were more Mike’s friends. Is she OK?” 
 
    I sighed. “No, I’m afraid she has been murdered.” There was a small gasp at the other end of the phone. I went on, “Ms Itani, Angela was murdered that Saturday. We have reason to believe that whoever picked her up was responsible for her death. Someone will be around later to take a statement from you and from Mr. Walters. In the meantime, please try to remember anything you can about what she said to you about her new boyfriend.” 
 
    She said she would and I hung up. Dehan was leaning on the doorjamb, watching me. “He was falling over himself with apologies. He was looking for it right there and then. I told him I didn’t want to have to charge him with withholding evidence. He swore he was on it. He knows he has it, he just can’t remember exactly where.” 
 
    “Good. Maybe we should go help him look.” 
 
    “On the other hand, we have Angela’s phone and bank records.” 
 
    I nodded. “OK. I’m going to start going through her phone records, see who she spoke to on Friday and Saturday. Meantime, you want to go and take a statement from Ai Hitani and Bill Walters?” 
 
    Her eyes flicked over my face for a second. “Sure.” She paused. I stood. She said, “You OK, Stone?” 
 
    “Never better. Let’s go.” 
 
    I gave her the keys to the Jag and we went downstairs. 
 
    The bank and phone records were on my desk. There was only one thing I was interested in and I leafed through the phone records until I found it. Friday and Saturday, 13th and 14th May, 2016. There were not many calls: a couple out of state to Pennsylvania, and a cell phone that called her late Friday and just before midnight. It lasted ten minutes, and then called again Saturday at two PM. 
 
    I dialed the number. It rang three times and was answered by a woman who sounded flustered. “Yes? Who is this?” 
 
    “This is Detective John Stone of the NYPD, ma’am, who am I speaking to?” 
 
    “This is Mrs. Silvia Sterling. What do you want?” 
 
    “Mrs. Sterling, how long have you had this number?” 
 
    “Are you serious? Is this some kind of joke?” 
 
    “No, ma’am, it is not a joke. It is part of a homicide inquiry. If you like, you can call the 43rd Precinct and ask for Detective John Stone, they’ll put you through to me. However, it would save time if you simply told me how long…” 
 
    “Yes, all right! I have had this number for about a year. Do you need the exact date?” 
 
    “No, thank you, ma’am. That is all I needed to know. You have a good day.” 
 
    I hung up and called AT&T and asked them to tell me who had that telephone number in May of 2016. They said it would take time and I went upstairs to talk to Inspector John Newman. When I knocked and went in he didn’t look real pleased to see me. 
 
    “John.” He sighed and gestured at the chair opposite him. “Come in, sit down. You look troubled.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’m not happy about the deal with Wayne Harris.” 
 
    “I know you have reservations, John.” 
 
    “It’s more than reservations, sir. I have real concerns.” 
 
    He spread his hands. “All right, let’s hear them.” 
 
    I thought for a moment. “For a start, we don’t need him. We are closing in on a prime suspect, Jimmy Fillmore…” 
 
    “Have you got an address?” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “A photograph so we can put out an APB?” 
 
    “No, not yet…” 
 
    “National Insurance number? Anything more than a name?” 
 
    “Not yet, sir.” 
 
    He studied my face for a moment, then said, “What are your other concerns?” 
 
    “Wayne’s story, about how he was at the river and witnessed Angela’s murder, it just doesn’t hold up for me.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “For a start, I went and lay down on the spot where he said he was lying, smoking a joint and gazing at the stars, when the killer showed up.” I shook my head. “He wasn’t lying there. You couldn’t. It was covered in stones and prickly bushes. When we took him there, to find Angela’s purse, he didn’t know the path to that location: he knew the path to the spot where Angela was killed. Also, he needed to get up close to the spot where her purse was buried, and then he knew the exact spot. That is not consistent with someone who saw it concealed from almost a hundred yards away—in the dark.” 
 
    He nodded. “They are all good points, and classic John Stone, insightful thinking. But it is not… substantial enough to warrant stopping the deal. We have a serial killer out there, John. It was your own intuitive brilliance that found him…” 
 
    “Sir, my gut tells me that Wayne Harris has developed a dangerous fixation on Detective Dehan. If he is released on the strength of this deal, she could be seriously at risk.” 
 
    He grunted and looked down at his thumbs, as though he was trying to decide which one he liked best. “You believe Wayne could be our killer and he is playing a deep game?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but what I do know is that whenever she has been present at an interview with him she has had to withdraw from the conversation because he cannot focus when she is present.” 
 
    He frowned at me. “What do you mean?” 
 
    I sighed again. “He fixates. He seems to believe that he and Detective Dehan have some kind of special connection. He began talking about the primal drives of the deep unconscious that united them. It was not good stuff to listen to, sir.” 
 
    “It is natural that you should feel protective toward her. She is your partner in more senses than one…” 
 
    I fought to keep the irritation from my voice. “Sir, I would feel the same way if he was talking this way about Maria Sanchez at the local grocery store. He was unquestionably present at Angela’s murder, he knew the exact location of her purse, and he is fixating on a young woman who fits the model of our killer’s victims. That for me is a pretty powerful reason to stop the deal.” 
 
    He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. “You understand that this is a very difficult call, Stone.” 
 
    I shook my head and said simply, “No.” 
 
    There was irritation in his eyes when he opened them. “All right, let’s look at it this way. Suppose we talk to Wayne, he gives us the name of the alleged killer, and it does not pan out. It leads to nothing. Then he stays where he is in prison and you are free to continue your investigation into either this James Fillmore or Wayne Harris.” He shrugged, “However, if, on the other hand, the information he gives us is good and we catch the man responsible, then we have taken a serial killer off the streets and you have your assurance that Wayne Harris is not the man and, in all probability, he is not fixating on Carmen but merely having a bit of fun at your expense.” 
 
    “A bit of fun?” 
 
    “Forgive me, I didn’t mean to sound flippant, but you take my meaning. It is reprehensible, but not life threatening.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at him, stared out the window a moment, then looked back at him. “All I am asking is for a little more time.” 
 
    He shook his head. “It’s no longer in my hands, John. It’s with the DA. The decision will be taken, in all probability this afternoon, by the state. It is out of our hands.” I made to stand. “John, I know your track record and there is not another detective whom I respect more than you, but you should know that the DA is adamant that we need this deal, and he has asked me to form a task force to go through all the Jane Does found in the river in the last five years, to see how many we can attribute to this killer. When the press get a hold of it, it could blow up in our faces, accusations of negligence, of racial bias, if they had been white girls this would not have happened…” He gestured at me. “I don’t need to tell you. You know the way it goes. They want it wrapped up before any of that happens. If Wayne is on the level, he will get his deal this afternoon.” 
 
    I knew he was right. I nodded. “OK, thank you, sir.” 
 
    I left his office and went slowly down the stairs. I sat for twenty minutes at my desk staring at empty space and going over every aspect of the case in my mind. It was like a jigsaw where you have all the corners and the edges, but the stuff in the middle belongs to a different puzzle. Three such similar girls, each from a different state, come together in such a small geographical area, all murdered one Saturday after another. Most serial killers are stalkers, but this didn’t seem to be the result of stalking. What was it the result of? 
 
    Dehan came in, dropped into her chair, put her feet on the desk and tossed me my keys. “Nothing more than what she told you already. She was at home with her husband and her kid. She works from home, he’s a househusband, and the kid is…well, remind me not to have kids unless either they are mute or I go deaf.” She sighed. “They promised to discuss it tonight when little Izamu Augustus Itani-Walters, with a hyphen, was asleep. They will then open a bottle of French wine and talk about Angela’s visit and see if anything comes to mind. We are grateful to them, Stone. Be grateful.” 
 
    I nodded, but didn’t smile. “I am.” 
 
    “You still worried?” 
 
    I did more nodding. “Yup, and the more I go over it in my mind, the more worried I become. We are rats in a maze, Dehan. We are being driven down a path to an unavoidable conclusion.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say, Stone. We have to follow the evidence and right now Wayne Harris’ testimony is part of the evidence. It’s practically the only evidence we’ve got that we can follow. I don’t see we have much choice.” 
 
    “My point exactly, Dehan. I couldn’t have put it better myself.” She frowned at me, hard, like she thought I was losing my grip. Just to compound her doubts I added, “I have a very bad feeling. Something bad is going to happen, and I don’t know how to stop it. We are sitting here with a triple homicide—at least—and not a single clue to go on until the DA gives us the go ahead with Wayne.” 
 
    She made a face that said she didn’t know what the hell had got into me. “So, thank heavens for Wayne, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, precisely.” 
 
    “C’mon, Stone! If the information is bad he gets no deal. If it’s good, we have nothing to worry about. Stop worrying for crying out loud!” 
 
    Before I could answer the internal phone rang. 
 
    “John, it’s me, the Inspector. We have the go ahead from the DA. I have had the deal printed and I’m sending it down to you now. She stressed upon me that this is something that needs to be cleared up in short order.” 
 
    I tried to smile and failed. “With all due respect to the Powers that Be, sir, I am more motivated by the next potential victim than by their political anxieties.” 
 
    “Of course, of course, I agree with you. John, about your own personal anxieties, if you want somebody else… Perhaps Detective Dehan…” 
 
    “No. I can handle it, sir.” 
 
    “Good. Good. Glad to hear it. You know where we stand.” 
 
    “I am very clear on that, sir.” 
 
    “Good, good,” he said again. “Well, go get ’em!” 
 
    He hung up. I sighed noisily at Dehan. “We have the green light. The deal is on its way down.” 
 
    She shrugged. “I’m sorry, Stone, but I’m glad. Let’s get this son of a bitch and put him away.” 
 
    A uniform came in with a manila folder and handed it to me. “From the inspector, Detective Stone.” 
 
    I thanked him and he went away. I had just started to read when the internal phone buzzed again. Dehan picked it up. She was very quiet and that made me look up. She was making a note on a piece of paper. After a moment she said, “OK, thanks,” and hung up. She looked at me and there was something almost apologetic in her expression. “They found another body.” 
 
    I threw the file on the desk. I had a hot knot of anger burning in my belly. “God dammit!” I grabbed my keys and stood. “Where is it? Ferry Point Park?” 
 
    She was half way to her feet and froze. “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
    “It’s called common sense!” I said savagely and stormed out of the station. 
 
    She grabbed her jacket and the folder and came running after me. “Slow down there, Sensei! What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    I climbed in the car and slammed the door. She got in the other side and I fired up the engine. She stared at me as I backed out. “Stone! You want to explain?” 
 
    “I’ve been explaining!” I snapped. I rammed in first, looked at her and said, “Remember I said something bad was going to happen and I couldn’t stop it? Well this is it!” 
 
   


 
  

 TWELVE 
 
      
 
    The body was in the woods, on the east side of the freeway, where it borders the mouth of the creek. Frank and the crime scene team were already there when we arrived, and the uniforms had cordoned off the area with yellow tape, suspended like bunting from tree to tree. She was Hispanic, about twenty-two, lying on her back in a small clearing, looking up at the sky through the canopy above. Her elbows were bent and her hands were on her chest, bound with a silk handkerchief. She had a short skirt that had been pulled up around her hips, and her legs were splayed. She had no panties. There was bruising around her mouth and neck, and a big, ugly black bruise on her windpipe. Frank was squatting by her side. He glanced at us but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I asked, “Is it the same MO?” 
 
    “I don’t want to commit myself to anything at this stage, John, but I can tell you it is very similar. You can see for yourself…” He gestured at the handkerchief, at the skirt. 
 
    “ID?” 
 
    “No purse. We’ll run her prints back at the lab.” 
 
    I nodded and looked across the stretch of parkland toward the river. The water was concealed by the trees that bordered the banks. I walked away from the body, out onto the grass and looked north toward where we’d left the car, then south toward the East River and the Whitestone Bridge. Dehan came and joined me, squinting in the sun and tying her hair behind her neck. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    I didn’t look at her. I was scanning the area. I said, “Clearly Wayne couldn’t have done it because he was in prison. Alibis don’t come much better than that, right? So I’m wondering how the killer arrived.” I pointed north. He either came down the Hutchinson River Parkway, left his car on the wasteland there and then came down into the woods along the path, on foot…” She nodded. “Or he drove all the way down to the bridge and came in that way.” 
 
    She thought about it a moment. “If he came in via the bridge late at night there’s less risk of being seen.” 
 
    I watched her face, nodded, then shook my head. “Nope, because that road is cut off with big, steel gates. His only access is on foot.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes. “So…?” 
 
    “So he must have driven here, left his car in the parking lot, and brought her to the woods here on foot. That make sense to you?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I can’t see how he could do it any other way.” 
 
    “Neither can I.” 
 
    She looked unhappy and tense. “I feel like you’re making a point and I don’t know what it is. Am I missing something?” 
 
    “Not making a point. Just examining the new evidence, Dehan. We are all missing something in this case.” I turned and pointed again, back along the path. “So, what is that? Five hundred yards?” 
 
    She looked and nodded. “Yeah, about that.” 
 
    I walked back in among the trees. Frank was getting to his feet and they were loading the body onto a gurney. I had a closer look at her. Her face was bloated and distorted, and her cheeks were stained with mascara where she had been weeping. Her lipstick was smeared where her killer had been kissing her, the way Wayne had described it. I looked at her blouse. It was a white halterneck made from some synthetic imitation silk. Where it had been ripped you could make out a bra that probably came from Victoria’s Secret.  
 
    Frank pulled off his gloves. “You don’t need to say anything, John. I’ve already had the call. This takes priority over everything.” 
 
    I said, “She’s been raped. You’ll find semen inside her, also on her skirt, but you won’t find any prints.” 
 
    Dehan approached. “She’s not wearing panties. Maybe he took them as a trophy.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe.” 
 
    Frank spread his hands. “At the moment it is all speculation until I get back to the lab. I’ll call you as soon as I know something.” 
 
    I shoved my hands in my pockets and started walking back toward the car. Dehan fell into step beside me. “Stone, you know something?” 
 
    “Not much.” 
 
    “You’re being a pain in the ass.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Talk to me.” 
 
    “I’ve been talking to you, Dehan.” 
 
    She stopped dead in her tracks and gestured back toward the crime scene with her open hand. “Come on, Stone!” 
 
    “‘Come on Stone’ is not a persuasive argument, Dehan. What are you trying to tell me?” 
 
    She jabbed several times with her hand. “You yourself have been saying that our killer may have been killing for a long time and may still be killing. This is not a copycat. Nobody knows his MO. You want it to be Wayne, Stone, but it can’t be!” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “What are you smiling at?” 
 
    “You. You said you wanted me to talk to you, but actually it was you who wanted to talk to me. You have made your point. The inspector, the DA and the State of New York all agree with you. So let’s go and see who Wayne Harris tells us the killer is.” 
 
    “Like I said, you’re being a pain in the ass!” 
 
    She marched on ahead and then had to sit on the hood and wait for me to arrive. As I arrived and pulled out my keys she said, “I just don’t get why you have to play this blame game.” 
 
    I frowned at her, opened the door and got in. 
 
    She got in the passenger seat and slammed the door. “I am not betraying you just because I don’t agree with you!” 
 
    I pulled out of the lot and headed toward the Expressway. 
 
    After a moment she said, “You don’t have to guilt trip me. I can have a different opinion from you. I don’t have to agree with you all the time.” 
 
    After I had turned west onto the Bruckner Expressway she looked at me and said, “Aren’t you going to say anything?” 
 
    I glanced at her and sighed. “What do you want me to say, Dehan? You’re mad at me. I am not mad at you. You have a different opinion from me. That’s fine. I haven’t got time to argue with you. I am trying to figure out how to avoid another woman getting killed, and that is taking up all of my attention. I’m sorry you feel I’m guilt tripping you, but I do not feel betrayed.” 
 
    After a bit she said, “You don’t?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Her phone rang. She pulled it from her pocket and answered, “Dehan.” 
 
    She listened, glanced at me, looked embarrassed and said, “Yes sir, Frank is giving it priority. He’ll get back to us as soon as he has anything.” She was silent again. “It seems to have been the same killer, yes, sir. The MO is the same.” Another silence. “We are on our way to Rikers now. Yes sir, I understand. We will, sir… He is right here beside me, sir. He’s driving. Yes, I’ll tell him, sir. 
 
    “That was…” 
 
    “I know who it was.” 
 
    “He wanted…” 
 
    “I know what he wanted. He wanted to make sure I didn’t sabotage the deal. Do you want to take the lead in this investigation, Dehan?” 
 
    Her eyes went wide. “No! John!” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Of course I’m sure!” 
 
    “Do you think the inspector would like you to take over?” 
 
    “No! John, stop it!” 
 
    “Perhaps you should ask him.” 
 
    “John, you are having a tantrum like a spoiled kid!” 
 
    I smiled at her. “If you and he don’t approve of my conduct of the inquiry, then perhaps you should lead. It’s not a big deal, Dehan.” 
 
    She folded her arms and didn’t talk to me again until we reached the prison. When I parked the car in the lot, I climbed out and called the inspector. He sounded embarrassed. 
 
    “Stone, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “Is there anything you need to say to me, sir?” 
 
    “Um, no, just, ah… what I said to Carmen, um, you were driving.” 
 
    “Do I still have lead on this case, sir?” 
 
    “Of course you do, Stone! Naturally…” 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    I hung up. Dehan was staring at me, shaking her head. “You’re being ridiculous.” 
 
    I pulled my laptop from the back seat and closed the door, then stared at her for a long moment. I handed her the key and said, “Dehan, will you please go to Teddy’s Late Night Bar and, if you have to drag him by his collar and put a gun to his head, make him give you Jimmy Fillmore’s details.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “No. And the instant he gives them to you, call me.” 
 
    “Stone, are you serious? Are you sidelining me?” 
 
    I stepped toward her. “Dehan, this is important. For one thing, Wayne cannot concentrate when you are in his presence. For another, if we get Jimmy Fillmore before Wayne talks, we don’t need the deal. And whatever you think of my instincts, you will at least admit that Wayne Harris is one son of a bitch who should not be on the street.” 
 
    She blinked at me. 
 
    “But more than that, Dehan, if you have ever known my gut to be right, then please give it the benefit of the doubt now. I am not sidelining you. I am asking you to do something important. More important than wasting time on this stupid deal.” 
 
    She blinked at me again. 
 
    I felt a knot of hot anger in my gut. “Carmen, I am asking you to do what I would be doing if I didn’t have to be here. Please do it!” 
 
    She snatched the keys from me and climbed in the car. I watched her pull out of the lot and accelerate away. Then I turned toward the prison complex and started to walk. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    The clang and roll of the steel doors echoed down concrete corridors like a clumsy death knell. Wayne was brought in, manacled and shuffling in his orange jumpsuit. He smiled his snake-smile at me as he crossed the floor and sat at the table. His guards cuffed him. He watched me as the officers left the room and slammed the door shut. My laptop was set up to record the conversation. He watched me press record and smiled. 
 
    “I really scared Detective Dehan, huh?” 
 
    “Is that something you enjoy, Wayne, scaring women?” 
 
    He sighed, like a man who has grown tired of a game. “You got me all wrong, Detective Stone.” I waited while he studied my face a little longer. “I know I am my own worst enemy. My momma was always tellin’ me that: ‘Wayne Harris, you are your own worst enemy!’ My daddy never told me nothin’. He just took his belt to me on a regular basis.” He gave a small laugh. “You might say that he made me strong and she gave me self-awareness.” 
 
    I yawned loudly. “Is this going somewhere, Wayne?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s goin’ somewhere, Detective. I’m tellin’ you why you got me all wrong.” 
 
    “Who killed Angela Fernandez?” 
 
    He laughed. “Whoa there, boy! Buy a girl a drink! Give me a chance!” 
 
    “No. I’m getting bored, Wayne. I don’t believe you know jack. I think you’re a narcissistic asshole who likes to play games, and you get off on all the attention you get from pretending you know something about this killer. Now I don’t give a damn about your momma and your daddy back in Arizona. I want to know who killed Angela Fernandez. Do you know or not?” 
 
    It was odd. Very little changed about his face: a slight lowering of his lids, a hardening of an already granite expression, but the effect was powerful. Just for a moment, there was murderous hatred in his expression, but it passed.  
 
    “Yeah, Stone, I know who killed Angela, and I know a lot more besides. And we are going to do this my way, or not at all. And the longer you delay, the more bodies you are going to have on your list.” He sat forward and narrowed his eyes at me. “I have a lot of shit on my conscience, Stone. A lot of bad shit. But I don’t belong in this fuckin’ hell hole. I aim to get out, but when I get out it will be righteous. You understand that concept, Stone? When I get out I ain’t comin’ back. And that means I have to be clean in here…” He went to thump his chest with his fist but the cuffs jarred him.  
 
    I snarled at him, “Talk to a priest. I’m a cop, not your confessor!” 
 
    He snarled back, “And that’s why it’s got to be you!” He sat back. “You listen to me, tell it my way or you can fuck off back to your inspector and your fuckin’ DA with empty fuckin’ hands. Your choice.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at him. “Talk, but cut to the chase at some point, will you?” To underline the point I dropped the folder with the agreement in it on the table where he couldn’t reach it. “I’ve done worse things in my life than go back to the inspector and the DA with empty hands. And for the record, my personal opinion is that this shit hole is exactly where you belong, so don’t push me, Wayne, because the final decision is mine.” 
 
    He waited a moment, then asked, “You done?” 
 
    “Talk.” 
 
    He waited a moment, then seemed to sag. “I came in here today with the intention of makin’ you see that I ain’t the man you think I am.” He tried to raise his hands. “Don’t come back with some wise crack, Stone, just listen, OK?  
 
    “But you just wind me up, you know? Like one of them toys you used to get where you turned a key and they started doin’ all kinds of crazy things. I just look at you and I want to fuck with your head.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    He stared at me, then took a deep breath. “But, that’s what I was trying to tell you. It’s what my momma used to tell me. I am my own worst enemy.” He looked around him at the walls for a moment. “You know what I used to do when my daddy would come in and say to me, ‘Wayne, did you cut the head off of your sister’s doll?’ or ‘Wayne, you been smokin’ in the barn again?’ or ‘Wayne, have you been drinkin’ my whiskey?’”  
 
    He waited, as though he expected me to answer. Finally I sighed. “No, Wayne, what did you do?” 
 
    “I never did none of those things, man. Smokin’ in the barn is plumb stupid, because the hay can catch fire, right? I don’t like whiskey, never did. I drink rum, and not much of that. And you won’t never catch Wayne Harris playin’ with dolls, even to cut off their fuckin’ heads. Besides, I loved my little sister. No it was my brother Earl who done all them things. But when my daddy used to ask me, I answered him with all the fuckin’ insolence I knew how. I knew he was gonna whip me, but I didn’t care. I told him, ‘You ain’t never gonna cow me, you motherfucker.’ And he never did. But my momma would say to me, ‘Wayne, you are your own worst enemy.’ And in that sense she was right, because I would bring on myself punishment I didn’t deserve, just for the sake of being contrary, and not bowin’ to the man with the whip. Now you come in here, with all your fuckin’ authority, and I just want to make you mad.” He paused, smiling his snake smile. “And I knew soon as I looked at you, one thing that really makes you mad is an animal like me messin’ with your lady, am I right?” 
 
    “Are we done with the confessional?” 
 
    “Almost.” 
 
    He sat for a long while looking at his hands cuffed on the table. He sat so long I started to think of getting up and leaving, but finally he started talking again. He was serious, he didn’t look at me and he had lost his mocking tone. It was almost like talking to a different person.  
 
    “I’m a hard case, Detective Stone. I been in my fair share of brawls, I smoked a lot of dope and I sold a lot of dope, and I snorted my fair share of coke.” He raised his eyes to look at me. “But I ain’t a criminal. I never killed nobody and I never stole from nobody who wasn’t a thief. I’m a pain in the ass, I know that, and I’m a contrary son of a bitch. But seriously, with this body, and my attitude, if I was of a true criminal disposition, don’t you think I’d have a real rap sheet by now? Only reason I’m in prison, Detective, is because New York has stupid laws on drugs. Anywhere else in this country I’d be out on the street by now.” He hesitated, looked away, looked mad. “So, I’m sorry I came on to Detective Dehan. It was a stupid thing to do, but I couldn’t help myself.” 
 
    I considered him for a while until he turned his head to look at me again. Then I said, “Apology accepted. Now, do you know who killed Angela Fernandez?” 
 
    He nodded. “Oh, yeah,” he said, and his face went hard. “I know who that son of a bitch is.” 
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    “Here’s the way I see it, Stone.” He sat forward and put his elbows on the table. “The State of New York has stolen my freedom. Now I want my freedom back.” He nodded his head toward the folder. “If that is the offer you have for me, then we can talk turkey.” 
 
    I pushed the folder in front of him and opened it so he could read the document inside it. “You give me the name of Angela’s killer, and if the evidence you give is probative of his guilt, or leads to his conviction, your sentence will be reduced to time served. That is as good as you are going to get.” 
 
    “It’s good enough,” he said without looking at me, and continued to read the document in minute detail. When he had finished he sat back in his chair and took a deep breath. Then he smiled. 
 
    “I’m a drifter, Stone, what you might call a bum. I traveled all over this great country of ours. I like the South. I like the Southwest. A man can be free down there. And in Wyoming. Up here in the Northeast, man, this is like the Illuminati control everything, you feel me? But I kind of arrived here, three years ago, to do a bit of business which does not concern you…” he wheezed his rasping laugh, “and I don’t know man, I just kind of stayed. I don’t know why, I like the Bronx, or I did back then. It was kind of rebellious, know what I’m sayin’? People are free here, you know? They kick against the yoke. I like that. But I don’t like it over yonder, Hunts Point, over the river, man, Longwood, that’s not my scene. Like I keep tellin’ you. I ain’t a criminal, I am just anarchic. I don’t like no man tellin’ me what I cannot do. So I found myself a pad near Castle Hill Avenue, south of the expressway. I read there was a real low crime rate there. I could feel easy and at peace. I like that.” He leered. “I could feel like a nice, middle class gentleman, just like my Momma wanted me to be. You know what I’m sayin’?” 
 
    I looked at my watch and sighed. 
 
    “Don’t be rude, Detective Stone. If I get upset I may have to ask you to come back tomorrow.” 
 
    “Keep going. I’m listening.” 
 
    “‘I’m listening.’ Who used to say that, man? I like that. ‘I’m listening.’” 
 
    “Dr. Frasier Crane.” 
 
    He laughed. “That’s right. I used to like that. A nice American family, human, but fundamentally driven by good American values. Big Brother is watching, Dr. Frasier Crane is listening. I like that.” 
 
    “Deep. So what happened?” 
 
    “I found me a nice bar I could frequent. They was good times for me. I was makin’ a bit of money, I read the New York Times over breakfast and I frequented a nice neighborhood bar in the evening, as a middle class gentleman should. There ain’t a lot of nice bars around Castle Hill and Zerega, did you know that?”  
 
    “So you frequented Teddy’s Late Night Bar.” 
 
    “You are a veritable Sherlock Holmes, Detective Stone. That is exactly the bar I settled on. I was happy, and I started to recreate myself, far away from the pernicious influence of my father and his belt.” He paused. “You know what? I am fundamentally a very positive kind of man. Since I been locked up in this hell hole, I have been using my time constructively. I have been seeing a therapist, I have been reading the classics, and I have been studying the essays of Sigmund Freud, so that I can better understand my own, unconscious motivations.” 
 
    “I’m impressed. So you started hanging out at Teddy’s. Is that where you developed your obsession with Hispanic girls, or did you have that from before?” 
 
    He laughed a laugh that sounded like somebody rasping through volcanic rock. “You’re smart, Stone, but not as smart as you think you are. I have no interest in Hispanic babes. Your boy does. My only reason for hitting on your Carmen Dehan was to rile you.” 
 
    “So your interest was in me, not her.” 
 
    “You could say that. Call it an unresolved Oedipal complex. You remind me of my dad. My mom? She was pretty as a picture, pale skin, freckles, Scandinavian hair so blond it was almost white, and blue, blue eyes. Hard as fuckin’ nails. But a good, Christian woman. Your made in a mold, standard Latina beauty don’t do much for me. They all look the same, know what I’m sayin’?” 
 
    “So who’s my man?” 
 
    “So I used to go there two or three nights in the week, have myself a rum or two with my beer, read the paper and sometimes a book. And in time I got to know some of the patrons and made friends. Sometimes Teddy and I would discuss the issues of the day. He ain’t no genius, but he can hold a good conversation and, what is most important, he is a law-abidin’ citizen who does not allow anti-social elements into his bar. His bar is strictly for decent, middle-class folks who don’t want no trouble. That was, and is, what I aspire to be.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow and he sighed and closed his eyes. “Dr. Mack tells me that one of the ways I sabotage myself, is that when I talk from the heart, I make myself out to be some kind of clown. Like I am mocking myself. Like I don’t even believe me.” He opened his eyes. “He says that is a defense mechanism.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, really.” 
 
    “So you made friends at Teddy’s Late Night Bar. What happened next?” 
 
    “He had this boy workin’ for him. He looked Latino himself.” He shook his head. “No, not Latino. Because, you know? There is a difference. Latinos are like more South American, and they have Indian—Native American—blood in them. They are more beautiful, you feel me? Their skin is darker and smoother, their eyes are deeper, their hair is blacker. Hispanic, the word comes from España, and the Spanish are more mixed. They have more European blood in them, There were Celts living in Spain, and Goths and Basques. You get a lot of blond Spaniards, did you know that? And a lot of Spaniards have real pale skin.” He pointed at me with his manacled hands. “Those that have dark skin, that is Arab blood, not Native American. It’s a different skin altogether, man. They are like Italians and Greek. Not beautiful at all.” 
 
    I nodded. “OK.” 
 
    “So, this kid was more Hispanic than Latino. Black hair, big brown eyes, he could have been a…” He grinned. “He could have been a Corleoni, or a Gambini, you know what I’m sayin’ to you?” 
 
    “But he wasn’t.” 
 
    “Uh-uh. This kid’s name was like yours, Stone, of English origin. Mine, mine is Scottish. Are you interested in the etymology of names, Stone?” 
 
    “No, not really, and you’re clowning again. Get to the point, Wayne.” 
 
    He winked without smiling, pointed a finger at me like a gun from a manacled wrist and made a “Tsc!” sound. “You got me.” He was serious for a bit, thinking. “Let me tell it my way, Detective Stone. You’re getting what you want. You know…?” He nodded a few times, then shrugged. “Maybe, if you listen, you might get something extra.” 
 
    “Fine, keep going. He wasn’t Italian Mafia.” 
 
    “No, he wasn’t that, though if the mood took him he might have told you he was. Here’s the thing about that boy. He was always tellin’ you stories. His mom was a Mexican hooker from Los Angeles. His daddy was a film star.” He laughed. “He’d never tell you who, you know what I’m sayin’? But he’d leave you clues, like, real obvious clues—like, he’d tell you what movies he starred in.” He threw back his head and laughed out loud. “Sometimes it was Robert De Niro, sometimes it was Al Pacino, one time it was George Clooney, and that I could almost believe, you know? He kind of looked like George Clooney… them big eyes.” 
 
    He chuckled. I waited.  
 
    “He was a liar. A big liar. He could not help himself. Me and Ted, we would laugh and joke about it. He never did nobody any harm with his stories. He was just a dreamer and he could not tell the difference half the time ’tween what was a daydream and what was real.” He settled his ass in the chair. “But see, I think that’s where the problem was. ‘Cause, I told you this was kind of like a family bar. During the day all kinds of people would come in and have some lunch, or a coffee. It was a nice place. And see, he had an eye for nice, Catholic Latinas. I used to make fun of him sometimes and he didn’t like it. Used to make him mad. I’d tell him, ‘I see you, looking at that girl. She’s too god for you, boy. She’s gonna be a doctor, or an attorney.’” He shook his head. “Then he’d go off on one of his fantasies. He was studyin’ night school to be a film director, and his famous daddy was gonna help him. He was just workin’ at the bar to pay for his classes…” He shook his head again. “Man, I guess it was pretty sad.” 
 
    I drew breath to ask him about his delusions about being a filmmaker, but he raised a finger and shook his head. “Let me tell it my way, Mr. Stone. You’ll get everything you want. You have my word.” He licked his lips and took a deep breath through his nose, looking up at the ceiling. “So, I began to notice, because, believe it or not, Stone, I am an observer of human conduct. I began to observe that in the evenings, and sometimes during the day, he would approach certain girls, always the same kind of girls, pretty Latinas, always kind of what you might call demure: nice, polite, well-dressed. They would always keep to theirselves, drink maybe a glass of white wine, never get drunk. You know the kind of nice, Catholic girl I am talkin’ about. And I do believe that he fell in love with each and every one of them. They would ignore him to begin with, but he’d come across as inoffensive, a bit naïve, you know what I’m sayin’? And before you knew it he was tellin’ them his stories and they was wanting to mother him, because all nice Catholic girls just wanna be mothers, you know? They want to be the Virgin Mary. It’s an archetype thing, you feel me?” 
 
    “I feel you, dude. So what happened?” 
 
    “So one night he’s talking to these two chicks, only one of them is Latina, the other is a white chick. And the Latina is suckin’ it up, man. He’s tellin’ her his daddy is George Clooney and all that shit…” He wheezed his laugh, leaning forward and shaking his head. “And she is buyin’ it, man. And, you know what? The next night she comes back alone, and dude, the son of a bitch is hitting on her big time and she is into him, man! I never knew he had it in him. I see him do it a couple of times. And I told Ted, you know? ‘Man, Ted, respect for this kid! He’s getting’ more pussy than I am, dude!’” 
 
    He paused and became serious again. “It was, ahh… Saturday night, May 14th. I’d been havin’ a few beers and a couple of rums at Teddy’s, and I know he don’t like people smokin’ there, even outside dude, especially if you’re smokin’ weed, know what I’m sayin’? But I knew there was this nice place down by the river, where I took you the other day, and I knew the fence was always open. Hell.” He laughed. “Maybe it was me who broke the fence, I don’t remember. Sometimes my memory fails. So I went down there, like I told you, to smoke a joint and chill and look up at the stars, man. You can get a whole new perspective on life when you do that. Lookin’ up at infinity that way. So, when he come down with the chick, I recognized him, and I recognized the chick he had been talking to just the night before, tellin’ her all about how his daddy was in the movies. In TV, CBS, or NBC or some shit, man. He was gonna get her a job. An’ he’s workin in a fuckin’ bar, dude—but hey! He’s just workin’ his way through college because he is a really independent kind of guy!” He laughed. “And she is buyin’ the whole thing. Women is fuckin’ stupid sometimes, dude. No two ways about that. 
 
    “They come down the path, and I recognized him, and I recognized her, and I could not believe my eyes. I swear to God. I know I should have done something, man. I shouldn’a done what I did, I know that and I ain’t proud of that. But, dude, I was stoned and the whole thing was just like, surreal, man. I’m lyin’ there watchin’ this thing goin’ down and I’m like, dude, that is Jimmy there, man! And he is killin’ that bitch! He was like crazy about that chick, and he’s like, sitting on her and he’s kissin’ her like he’s trying to fuckin’ eat her, man!” He stared at me for a long time, then blinked, once, very slowly. “And, by the time I kind of came down—you know what I’m sayin’? and I’m thinkin’ woah, you know, like what just happened?—she’s already dead, and the cops are on the river with their lights, and he’s runnin’.” 
 
    I studied his face for a while, wondering what to ask him first. Finally I said, “Jimmy?” 
 
    He nodded slowly. “Yeah, man, Jimmy Fillmore. I won’t never forget that name.” 
 
    “So he ran or he didn’t run, Wayne?” 
 
    He smiled and nodded. “I know, dude. We was negotiating, and I ain’t gonna show all my hand, right? He ran. When him and the boat was gone, I put my leather on…” 
 
    I sighed and sat forward, with my elbows on the table. “You did what?”  
 
    “Oh, you know? It was a nice night, but that spot where I was layin’? It’s got like stones and stuff, and them little prickly weeds. But I like it ’cause when the cops come down the river, they can’t see you. That’s why Jimmy had to run, right? So anyhow, I put on my leather and I went to have a look. And I’m thinkin’ goddamn, man! He went and killed her! And I’m gonna call the cops. Truly, but then I thought, ‘Wayne, don’t be stupid, if you call the cops they are gonna pin this on you as sure as your name is Wayne Harris.’ So I thought I’d get me some insurance, and I collected up her shit and I buried it where I showed you.” 
 
    “Insurance against what, Wayne?” 
 
    He laughed. “Are you kiddin’ me? Have a look around, dude! I have one of those faces. Cops look at me and they say, ‘That boy’s guilty as hell! I don’t know what he’s done, but he is guilty of somethin’!’ And here we are. Ain’t it a good job I took out my insurance policy when I did?” 
 
    “Isn’t it just. So where can I find this Jimmy Fillmore?” 
 
    He stared at me for a long moment from under hooded eyes. “You got a pen?” 
 
    I reached in my pocket and pulled out my pen. He lifted his wrists and showed me the manacles. I called in the guards and asked them to un-cuff him. They released his hands and he took the pen from me, then studied the document. When they had gone, he said, “So what is your recommendation going to be, Stone?” 
 
    I thought it through, finally I said, “Can you give me Jimmy’s location?” 
 
    “If I can?” 
 
    I shrugged. I had no choice. I said, “If you can, the DA will give you your release.” 
 
    He signed the papers and handed them back to me. I signed them too.  
 
    “He’s workin’ at a bar on Lafayette and Longfellow. It’s a respectable café, you know what I’m sayin’? But the girls go in there for coffee and the dealers go in for a pie, from time to time. So if you’re lookin’ for somethin’, well maybe you’ll get lucky if you drop in at Eva Maria’s Café.” He pointed his finger at me like a gun again, only this time he wasn’t manacled. “I’ll tell you one thing for sure, Detective Stone, you get Jimmy’s prints, you gonna find them on Angela’s purse, maybe his DNA too. You should get a sample.” 
 
    I gave him his copy of the deal and stood. “Thanks for the advice.” 
 
    I called the guard and as the door clanged open, Wayne said, “Hey, Stone.” 
 
    I turned. 
 
    “What I told you is for real, man. I ain’t a bad guy.” 
 
    I turned and left. 
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    Dehan was waiting for me when I got out. She had her ass on the trunk and her arms crossed over her chest. She had her hair tied up and her shades on and she looked beautiful and unhappy. She watched me approach and when I was a couple of feet away I handed her the file with the deal in it and showed her the laptop.  
 
    “You got your deal.” 
 
    She gave a single nod. “It’s not my deal, Stone. I couldn’t get anything out of Teddy, except a promise he would get me the details today. Who did Wayne name?” 
 
    I went and opened the back of the car and put the laptop on the seat. “Jimmy Fillmore.” 
 
    “Did he say where we could find him?” 
 
    “Of course, Eva Maria’s Café on Lafayette and Longfellow.” 
 
    “You still don’t believe him.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “Keys?” She tossed them to me. I caught them and said, “What I believe is irrelevant, Dehan.”  
 
    I called the inspector. He answered on the first ring. “Stone. What news?” 
 
    “I have his testimony, sir. I think you and the DA should watch it.” 
 
    “I have the assistant DA here with me now. Come right over, we’ll watch it together. Did he give you a name?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. If what he says holds up, and I am pretty sure it will, we should have enough to arrest and convict Jimmy Fillmore. According to Harris, Fillmore’s prints should be all over Angela Fernandez’s purse, and, if he was responsible for the woman we found today, his prints and DNA should be on that body too. If the lab runs them, we’ll know if he’s in the system.” 
 
    “I’ll call Frank. You get here right away.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    We climbed in the car and as I started her up, Dehan said, “I’m sorry I got mad.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I was a pain in the ass.” 
 
    “You still are. Why did you send me to Teddy’s bar?” 
 
    “To get Jimmy’s details.” 
 
    We pulled onto the bridge and started across the dark water. “Stone, enough already! Will you stop now, please?” 
 
    I glanced at her. After a moment I said, “I wanted to test a theory.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. We’ll have to wait and see.” 
 
    “Why won’t you share your thoughts with me, Stone?” 
 
    “I already have, you don’t agree. When you see the interview, you tell me what you think.” I looked at her. “He is very convincing and he answered my doubts.” 
 
    She made a face like ‘what the hell?’ and spread her hands. “So you agree with me?” 
 
    I laughed. “Let’s talk to Jimmy. For me, Dehan, there are still a few unanswered questions.” 
 
    She sounded exasperated. “Like what? I’m your partner, Stone! Talk to me, for…” 
 
    She clenched her fists and made a couple of guttural noises, so I never got to know for whose sake. I sighed. “OK!”  
 
    We crossed onto Randalls Island and I pretended to think. Finally I said, “For one thing, if Jimmy took the trouble to wear gloves and not leave prints with the latest girl this morning, how come he left his DNA in the form of semen?” 
 
    She frowned at me. “What?”  
 
    I looked at her like I was surprised. “How come…?” 
 
    “No, I heard you. Frank has spoken to you? So soon?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then how do you know he didn’t leave prints and how do you know he left semen? For crying out loud, Stone!” 
 
    I smiled and raised my eyebrows high on my forehead. “You know my methods, Watson. You know the facts. Apply them, dear fellow.” 
 
    What she answered was unrepeatable. 
 
    She watched me fixedly, with her arms crossed and her shades on top of her head, all the way back to the station. When I had parked and killed the engine, she said, “I know what you’ve done.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “You’ve cracked it. You’ve worked it out all on your own. I should hate you. I don’t know why I don’t.” 
 
    “Because I am so lovable, Dehan. But.” I raised a finger of caution. “Don’t go jumping to conclusions. We are not home and dry yet, and I did not say that Jimmy was not involved. This is not a simple case.” 
 
    She became serious. “Why’d you cut me out?” 
 
    “I didn’t. I told you, but you wouldn’t listen.” 
 
    Her eyes went wide with exasperation again. “You told me about the stones and the prickly bushes, and about knowing where the stuff was. But you said he explained that!” 
 
    I nodded. “Exactly. Come on, Little Grasshopper, let’s go see the movie.” 
 
    Assistant DA Jason Malkovich was tall, lanky and friendly. He had the word ‘seasoned’ written into the lines on his face. He had prosecuted several of my arrests in the past and I knew he was a good man with a working brain in his head. I set up my laptop, the inspector closed the blind and we settled to watch the interview. We watched it in silence until the end, and when it had finished we sat in silence a little longer. Finally the inspector got up and opened the blind. 
 
    He stood with his back to the window a moment, staring at the floor. Then he said, “John, I think some of your doubts were resolved here, in this interview.” 
 
    Dehan looked at me, waiting to see what I said. I didn’t say anything. The inspector looked at Malkovich. “Jason?” 
 
    He didn’t look like he’d just won the lottery, but he nodded. “Obviously Harris’ testimony on its own won’t carry a lot of weight with a jury, but if the forensic evidence is there to corroborate it, we have a case. We need to pull in Fillmore and see what the lab can tell us about Angela’s purse and the woman they found this morning.” 
 
    I said, “I know Frank is pulling out all the stops…” 
 
    Malkovich smiled. “Pressure from on high is being brought to bear to prioritize this, John. We don’t need the press running wild with a serial killer story.” 
 
    Dehan raised an eyebrow. “Not to mention the fact that other girls might get killed.” 
 
    He smiled at her without resentment. “We are all grown-ups here, Detective Dehan. We know what it means to the girls.” 
 
    Her cheeks colored but before she could answer I said, “I don’t think there is much Detective Dehan or I can add to this discussion, sir. I think we would be better employed going to get Fillmore.” 
 
    He nodded. “If anything comes up I’ll contact you.” 
 
    Dehan stood, and as she did her phone rang. She looked at the screen, then at me. “Teddy.” She swiped. “Yeah, Teddy, what have you got?” She took out her pad and leaned on the inspector’s desk, taking a pen from his pot. “Yeah, yeah, it’s OK, Teddy, I know you’ve been busy. Shoot.” She recited as she wrote: “Top floor, Seven fifty-seven, Bryant Avenue. Thanks…” She paused. “What? His social security number? Yeah, give it to me.” She scribbled it down, looked at the inspector, jerked her head at his laptop and made typing motions with her fingers. He nodded and started rattling at the keyboard. She said into the phone: “Yuh. Yeah, don’t worry about it. Better late than never. Bye.” 
 
    She hung up and looked over the inspector’s shoulder as he typed. After a moment she pointed and said, “OK, that’s him. James Philip Fillmore, Bryant Avenue, print it!” The Inspector looked at her with raised eyebrows. She half grinned and said, “Sir?” 
 
    The printer spewed his photograph, general description and last known address. I picked them up and looked at them. He fit the description we had from Wayne and Michael Shine. “Sir.” I looked at the inspector. He and the Assistant DA had gotten to their feet. “This address is two or three hundred yards from the café.” I glanced at my watch. “At this time he is most likely to be at work. Dehan and I will go to the café. We need a car to go to his address and bring him in if he’s there.” 
 
    He nodded and reached for the phone. “Done. Get on it.” 
 
    It was a ten minute drive across the river on Bruckner Boulevard, then up Garrison and into Longfellow. I didn’t figure we would need backup. In fact I was pretty sure, despite what I’d told the inspector, that he wasn’t going to be there. Dehan didn’t say anything to me during the drive, and I didn’t feel much like talking either. I pulled up outside Eva Maria’s Café and we went inside. 
 
    It was pretty much how Wayne had described it. Respectable and clean, at least on the surface, but the clientele was pretty representative of that area: people struggling to make ends meet, by whatever means available to them; and that meant anything from fifteen hours hard work every day of the week, to theft, prostitution and violence. They were all there, drinking coffee, eating ham and eggs, and reading the paper at mock-pine, melamine tables, while Eva Maria turned a blind eye to anything that went down that she didn’t need to see. 
 
    Suspicious faces pretended to ignore us. We ignored them back and walked to the counter. Eva Maria, or whoever was in her shoes that day, gave us that ‘now what?’ look. “Help you?” 
 
    I did something that could have been a smile if she’d wanted it to be, and asked her, “Jimmy in today?” 
 
    “Jimmy don’t work here no more.” 
 
    “Since when?” 
 
    “Since right now. He didn’t show up this morning and now the cops are looking for him.” She paused. “You are cops, right? You got the look.” 
 
    I showed her my badge. “I got the badge, too. Where is he?” 
 
    She shrugged and spread her hands. “Who am I? Yoda? There’s a disturbance in the force on Bryant Avenue! Gimme a break! I told you, he didn’t come in and he didn’t call.” 
 
    “You got an address for him?” 
 
    “What do I need an address for? He comes to me. I don’t go to him. You want his Swiss bank account too? I got that back there along with his social security number. He’s casual. I pay cash. End of story.” 
 
    “You don’t know where he lives?” 
 
    “I just got through tellin’ you that.” 
 
    Dehan slammed her open palm down on the counter and made a noise that seemed too big for such a delicate looking hand. She snarled, “Can the attitude, Eva! We ain’t vice, but I know a guy who is. You want we should start going through pockets here?” 
 
    There was an immediate scraping of chairs as people started getting to their feet and hurrying casually to the door. Eva spread her hands and looked past us at her departing customers. “Hey! What the…!” 
 
    “A little cooperation, Eva!” 
 
    “I don’t know where he lives! What you want me to do? Get on my knees and pray for his address?” 
 
    Dehan leaned close to her and growled. “You got his phone number, Eva. Get it!” 
 
    She made a face that was a sullen scowl, looked in a notebook and wrote down the number. She handed it to Dehan and said, “It’s pay as you go. You won’t get no address from it.” 
 
    I nodded. “What about friends, girlfriends? He hook up with any of the girls?” She drew breath and her face told me she was going to lie. Before she could speak I turned to Dehan. “Get Max, tell him what we’ve seen. Get him to put surveillance on this joint. Facilitating the traffic of prescribed substances…” 
 
    “OK! OK! OK, already! She goes by the name Zena. Twenty maybe, Puerto Rican, she usually wears a little black leather skirt. She’s got a stud in her nose and another in her bellybutton. She hangs out on the corner of Edgewater Road, by the railway tracks. She takes her tricks down to the park.” She looked at the clock on the wall. “She should be there in an hour, maybe two. And for cryin’ out loud, you didn’t hear it from me!” 
 
    I smiled. “Course not, Eva. We heard it from Yoda.” 
 
    My cell started ringing as we stepped onto the street. Dehan sat on the hood of the Jag and watched me as I answered. 
 
    “John, it’s John, here. The inspector.” He clarified that in case I thought I was phoning myself. “Sergeant Solano is at Fillmore’s last known address. The landlord says he hasn’t been at that apartment for about two years. Has no idea where he is now.” 
 
    “OK, thank you, sir. Any word from the lab?” 
 
    “Pete Henson just called. He’s sending in his preliminary results. He said Frank was about to call you about the girl.”  
 
    I put it on speaker and sat next to Dehan. “OK. What did Pete find?” 
 
    “He said there were prints on Angela’s bag and you had asked him to compare them to Wayne Harris’. John, they were not a match.” 
 
    Dehan looked into my face without expression. I said, “Did you tell him to compare them with Jimmy Fillmore’s?” 
 
    “Yes, and he is doing that now.” 
 
    “Good. What about the Jane Doe from this morning?” 
 
    “Frank is calling you about that now. Better you talk to him. Have you got Fillmore?” 
 
    I shook my head even though he couldn’t see me. I had just heard the bleep of the call waiting signal. “No, sir. He didn’t come in today. We need to put out an APB on him. I have Frank waiting. I’ll talk to you in a minute, sir.” 
 
    I hung up and immediately it started ringing again. I put it on speaker for Dehan’s benefit. “Frank. What have you got?” 
 
    “Let me just tell you these are results that would normally take weeks. You understand that. We are going flat out because of political pressure.” 
 
    “OK. What have you got?” 
 
    “The Victim was Noelia Gomez, aka Cherry Pie, known to work Lafayette at Hunts Point. That’s a little extra on the house, and you’re welcome. A preliminary examination of the body, and please remember I have only had it a few hours, indicates bruising to the face, particularly around the mouth, consistent with having been punched or slapped. Bruising to the arms consistent with having been gripped tightly, but no prints, so he must have been wearing gloves.” 
 
    “Size of his hands?” 
 
    “A large man as opposed to a small one, but impossible to be more precise than that, John.” 
 
    “OK, anything else?” 
 
    “Yes, of course, bruising from ligatures on the wrists and, as with Angela, extensive bruising and damage to the trachea from strangulation, most probably with the thumbs.” 
 
    I glanced at Dehan. “What about semen and DNA?” 
 
    “There were traces of semen in her vagina and also on her skirt…” 
 
    “Whereabouts on her skirt?” 
 
    Dehan frowned at me and I could hear in his voice that Frank was frowning too. “On the hem, at the back, where you would expect it to be if it ran out.” 
 
    “OK, have you had time to run it?” 
 
    “Of course not. It takes time to get a profile, John. You know that. But we are working through the night. We might have something by tomorrow.” 
 
    “Thanks, Frank. Stay in touch.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t stay in touch with my wife, but I should stay in touch with you.” 
 
    He hung up and I looked at Dehan. Her eyebrows were high on her brow but her eyes were narrowed at me. 
 
    “You knew.” 
 
    I nodded. “I told you.” 
 
    “What does it mean?” 
 
    “It means that we get something to eat and then we go soliciting ladies of the night. Or in this case, ladies of the late afternoon.” 
 
    “That’s it. That’s all you’re going to tell me…” 
 
    I gave her a smile that was somewhere between smug and complacent. “You know my methods. You know the facts.” I raised an eyebrow. “You and the inspector have underlined them to me often enough. You work it out.” 
 
    I stood and went to open the car door. She watched me over her shoulder, muttered an obscene suggestion that was anatomically impossible and got in the passenger side. 
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    Zena looked as though she had achieved the anatomically impossible on at least one occasion and survived, at least physically, if not mentally, morally and spiritually, to tell the tale—on a dedicated phone line and for a modest fee. Dehan was in the back seat pretending not to sulk, and I was cruising slowly up Edgewater Road trying to look seedy. I like to think that is not easy in a burgundy, 1964 Jaguar Mk II. Zena was standing at the curb, watching me, chewing gum and looking both sulky and seedy in a black vinyl skirt. I slowed to a halt and leered at her. She gave me a chewing gum smile back. “Hey, handsome, nice car. Lookin’ for a party?” 
 
    “I am, and I think you’re just the party I’m looking for.” 
 
    She bent forward with her hands on her knees and gave a dirty little laugh. Then she caught site of Dehan in the back and said, “Three way is extra.” 
 
    I tried to look like I cared. “How much?” 
 
    She glanced at the car, figured it was expensive and said, “Hundred bucks?” 
 
    I grinned. “Call it two hundred and we’ll throw in some coke and some French champagne. Hop aboard, sweet cheeks.” 
 
    She giggled and ran coyly around the hood toward the passenger side. I heard Dehan from the shadows behind me saying, “Sweet cheeks? Seriously?” 
 
    Zena climbed in and closed the door. I pulled away and she turned to smile at Dehan. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Zena.” 
 
    I smiled at the road ahead and said, “Hi, Zena, I am Detective Stone and this is Detective Dehan. How are you doing today?” 
 
    She flopped back in her seat. “Mother fucker…!” 
 
    “Relax,” I said, “We’re not vice. We just want to talk to you about a friend of yours.” 
 
    “Yeah, like that’s gonna happen.” 
 
    Dehan shifted her position so she could see Zena’s face. “It’s going to happen, Zena, because this guy is wanted for murder, and his latest victim was a sex worker, just like you. Now, we happen to know that you are one of his favorites, so if you are smart you’ll tell us exactly what we need to know.” 
 
    “One of my johns, killing hookers? You kidding me?” 
 
    I glanced in the mirror. “You see, Dehan? They are called hookers, not sex workers. Call me a dinosaur, but at least I have mastered the lingo.” 
 
    She ignored me. “Not kidding, Zena. Raped and strangled last night.” 
 
    She looked worried and a little sick. “Who’s the john?” 
 
    “Jimmy, works at the Eva Maria’s Café.” 
 
    She burst out in an ugly, cackling laugh. “Jimmy? Are you out of your minds?” 
 
    She looked at me like I was stupid. I offered her no expression back but asked her, “When was the last time you saw Noelia?” 
 
    She stopped grinning. “Noelia?” 
 
    “Yeah, you know, Cherry Pie. Seen her since last night?” 
 
    “…no…” 
 
    Dehan cut in. “That would be because she was lying in the woods down at Ferry Point Park, dead, with Jimmy’s semen inside her.” 
 
    “Sweet Jesus…” She crossed her self and said a prayer under her breath. Then she looked over her shoulder at Dehan and said, “She was with Jimmy last night. He come down to the corner after work and they went back to his place.” She looked away. “Sweet mother… Jimmy… It’s always the fuckin’ sweet ones.” 
 
    I said, “Where is Jimmy’s place, Zena?” 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment before answering. Finally she said, “Second floor. Eleven twenty-one, Longwood, opposite the storage place.” 
 
    I dropped her at the corner of Longfellow and Lafayette, turned west and accelerated toward Garrison Avenue. I made the tires complain as I turned into Longwood and skidded to a halt outside an ugly, three story red brick with a small, blue plastic awning over the door. I got out and ran. Dehan was close behind me. As I rang on the bell and hammered on the door she said, “I called for backup,” in a voice that said it was something I should have done. 
 
    I said, “Good,” and hammered on the door again. 
 
    I pulled my Swiss Army knife from my pocket, selected the screwdriver, rammed it in the lock, gave it a firm whack with the butt of my automatic and opened the door. Dehan stood staring at me. “Stone? What the hell are you doing? We haven’t got a warrant or probable cause.” 
 
    I yanked my knife out of the lock. “You haven’t, Dehan, but I have. Coming? Or are you going to wait for backup?”  
 
    There was a steep, narrow staircase with wooden steps showing through a frayed carpet that was of no recognizable color. I sprinted up, with my Smith & Wesson still in my hand. There was only one door on that floor. I hammered on it and shouted, “Jimmy Fillmore, NYPD, open up!” 
 
    I heard Dehan’s feet on the stairs behind me. She had her weapon in her hand and went to stand on the far side of the doorway. She frowned and shook her head, whispering, “Stone, we can’t do this!” 
 
    I ignored her, listening for sounds inside. There were none. I gave the door a once over. It looked flimsy. I stood back and put all my two hundred and twenty pounds behind a hefty kick at the lock. The wood splintered and a second kick burst the door open. I didn’t look at Dehan, but I was pretty sure she was as distressed as the door.  
 
    I went in with my gun held out in front of me, shouting, “NYPD! Show yourself!” 
 
    It was a small, shabby room with two sash windows overlooking Longwood Avenue. On the left there was a door that led into a small kitchen, and between the two windows a small dining table with two chairs. To the right of the door there was a sofa and a coffee table in front of an old TV. The TV was sitting on a wooden crate up against the wall. 
 
    Jimmy was sitting on the sofa, with his right elbow resting on the arm. He was gaping at the TV, which was odd because the TV was turned off. I ignored him and moved to a door opposite the kitchen. It gave onto a bedroom. The drapes were drawn and the room was dark, and smelled of cigarettes and stale sweat. There was an aluminum-frame bed with the covers thrown back, showing old, stained sheets. Another door stood open onto a bathroom. I checked in there but it was empty, so I went back to Jimmy. 
 
    He was still gaping, but now I could see clearly his eyes were rolled back in their sockets, and the left side of his head had a neat hole plugged into the temple. I walked around and saw that most of the right side of his head was missing, and the sofa and the wall were spattered with blood and gore. It looked as though it was still wet. In his left hand he was holding a 9 mm Taurus semi automatic. Dehan was staring at him. I crouched down to sniff the gun. It had been fired recently. Dehan frowned at me. 
 
    “This isn’t funny anymore, Stone.” 
 
    “It never was.” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    I felt a small twist of irritation in my gut but suppressed it. I stood and said, “I didn’t know, Dehan, but it was a possibility. A probability, given the facts.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes and shook her head. “How? Why? How was this a probability? How could you possibly guess that he might commit suicide?” 
 
    I sighed, but before I could answer we heard the sirens of two patrol cars approaching. I shook my head. “I can’t go through the whole explanation now, Dehan. It was there to be figured out if you’d had an open mind. You want to call it in? I want to have a look around before the crime scene team kick us out.” Her eyes were bright with anger. I added, “Please don’t get mad. I will explain it, just not right now.” 
 
    She yanked her phone from her pocket and walked to the window. I stood back by the bedroom door and examined the scene. From where I was I could see into the kitchen. I went in and looked around. I could hear Dehan talking behind me. On the draining rack by the sink I saw a small breakfast bowl, a mug, a cereal spoon and a tea spoon. There was also a knife and a fork and two glasses. I stepped over and had a closer look at the glasses. They still had droplets of water in them. I had a look in the trash and in the recycling bin. There was no bottle. I smiled, took my cell and took several photographs of the scene. Then I took two evidence bags from my pocket and carefully placed one glass in each.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I turned to face Dehan. I could hear feet tramping up the stairs. I pointed at the glasses. “What did they drink?” 
 
    I moved out of the kitchen to meet the uniforms coming up the stairs. I showed them my badge. “Crime scene and the ME are on their way. Get some tape up for me, would you? And see who’s upstairs and if they heard anything.” 
 
    I knew they’d get squat, but you have to try. One of them went downstairs to get the tape and the other made his way up to the next floor, taking his pad from his pocket. Dehan was in the kitchen doorway. She seemed to be mad, and also a bit upset. She spoke without looking at me. “So there was somebody here and they had a drink.” 
 
    “It looks that way.” 
 
    “But whoever was here took whatever they were drinking away with them.” 
 
    I nodded. “That’s what it looks like.” 
 
    “And that is significant, why?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe it isn’t.”  
 
    She sighed noisily, put on her latex gloves and went into the bedroom. I heard her open the wardrobe and went to watch. There was nothing in there save a few old clothes. She closed it and got on all fours to peer under the bed. Again there was nothing of interest there, only a pair of shoes and a lot of dust. Finally she came to the chest of drawers beside the bed. She went through it methodically, and found what I had guessed she was looking for in the bottom drawer, under a spare set of sheets. It was a shoe box. She took a photograph of it in the drawer, then removed it, set it on the bed and opened it. Then she photographed it again. 
 
    The first thing she took out was a pair of torn, pink panties that appeared to be stained. She put them in an evidence bag and set it to one side. I stepped over beside her and looked down. The box contained a small hairbrush with a few dark hairs in it, several silk handkerchiefs and several photographs. One was of Angela, one of Cherry Pie, the others were of similar girls whom I did not recognize. Most of them, but not all, were dressed like Cherry; all were smiling for the camera, and Jimmy was in a couple of them.  
 
    I hunkered down beside her as Dehan went through them one by one. They seemed to be in a bar, and Jimmy was raising his glass to the camera, with his left arm around one girl or another. Dehan said, “Are these the ones that got away? Or are they lying in the morgue, waiting for somebody to give them a name?” 
 
    She bagged everything, including the box, and left it back in the drawer. 
 
    We heard the heavy tramping of feet and after a moment a voice called my name from the next room. I went out and saw Frank and Pete Henson at the door with their assistants. They ducked under the tape and I pointed at Jimmy on the sofa. 
 
    “He’s all yours, Frank. Cause of death seems pretty self evident, but I’d be curious to know what his last meal consisted of.” 
 
    He paused on his way to the body and frowned at me. “Really?” 
 
    I nodded. “Really.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t normally do an autopsy on somebody who had shot himself in the head. It’s what we call in the profession a damn waste of time.” 
 
    “Will you make an exception in this case, please, Frank?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Fine.” 
 
    I showed Pete the glasses and asked him to go over the whole kitchen. Then Dehan took him to the bedroom and showed him the box. After that, he and Frank asked us to go away and let them do their jobs. 
 
    We walked down the stairs in silence and carried that same silence through the gathering dusk back to the station. There we climbed the stairs in silence and didn’t break it until we knocked on the inspector’s door. 
 
    “Come!” 
 
    Dehan opened the door and we went in.  
 
    “Ah! The dynamic duo!” He gestured with both hands at the two seats opposite him. “Please, sit. What progress?” 
 
    I turned to Dehan. “You want to explain, Dehan? I think this is more your success than mine.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow at me and the inspector beamed. “Success? So you have Jimmy Fillmore?” 
 
    Dehan took a deep breath. “It looks that way, sir. It also looked as though he decided to spare the city the cost of a trial. Frank will have to confirm it, but it looks as though he shot himself in the head while sitting on the sofa. In his bedroom we found a box full of what appear to be trophies from his kills, though obviously, again, the lab will have to confirm that. It contained panties that probably belonged to Noelia Gomez, his last victim, and to Angela Fernandez. There was also a lady’s hairbrush, containing long, dark hairs, that should give us enough material to identify the owner, and photographs of Noelia, Angela and several other girls. Jimmy is with them in a couple of the pictures.” 
 
    The inspector listened carefully throughout and when she had finished he smiled broadly. “Excellent work, then we can consider, pending the lab results, that this case is closed.” 
 
    “It would certainly look that way, sir.” 
 
    He turned to me. “John, I know you had your doubts but I trust this has satisfied even your relentlessly incisive mind. And I have to say, all credit to you, John, you never let your own, personal feelings interfere with the investigation. You are a true example to us all, and I might say a superb role model for Carmen. Commendable work, both of you. I think you have earned a couple of days off, don’t you?” 
 
    I smiled. “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    We left and made our way down the stairs again. We collected our things and stepped out into the gathering evening. When we got to the car Dehan stopped and put her hand on my chest. There was a wash of amber light on her face from the street lamp above her. 
 
    “OK, John, let’s stop this before it gets out of hand. Tell me what the hell is going on in your mind. Don’t bullshit me and don’t fob me off. What the hell do you know that you are not telling me?” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows high. “John?” 
 
    “I warn you that I am getting mad. Don’t push me any further. Tell me or I am going to lose it.” 
 
    I nodded. “OK, let’s go and grab a meal somewhere and I will tell you what is on my mind. No need to get mad.” 
 
    “Emilio’s Pizza and we walk home. And quit bullshitting me!” 
 
    “Deal.” 
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    We ordered steak and fries and a bottle of wine, and while he cooked them, we drank a couple of beers. We took a while, sipping and looking at each other, to find our way back across the bridges we were building in silence while we drank. Eventually I smiled at her and she smiled back. It was a nice smile, which she followed up with, “You know you are one obstinate son of a bitch, don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. “My mother, God rest her soul, used to tell me the same thing, in those very same words.” 
 
    She lifted her thumb, not as a ‘thumbs up’ but as a ‘number one’, and said, “One: how did you know, quote ‘that something bad was going to happen’?” She lifted her index finger. “Two: how did you know there would be fingerprints on Angela’s bag and not on Noelia’s body, and that there would be semen?” She lifted her middle finger. “How did you know, or suspect, that something had happened to Jimmy Fillmore? And why is it significant that somebody took away the bottle after they had had a drink together?” 
 
    I pulled off half my beer and wiped my mouth on the back of my hand. “Those ‘why’ questions will get you into trouble, Dehan. They are too vague. They don’t focus your mind.” 
 
    “Keep doing that. Keep bullshitting me. I swear you will sleep on the couch.” 
 
    “I’m not. And you’ll have to wrestle me for the bed and you know how that always ends up.” 
 
    “Quit stalling.” 
 
    “I had a hunch something bad was going to happen because, if Wayne wasn’t our killer, then our killer had to be out on the street, and still active. So it stood to reason that he might kill again at any time…” 
 
    She cut across me, shaking her head. “But at that time you believed that Wayne was the killer.” 
 
    I raised a finger. “It works that way too, if you think about it. And in any case, I believed he might be the killer because I was not happy with some of the details of his story.” 
 
    She frowned like she was getting a headache. 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    I ignored her and went on. “The fingerprints on the purse, Dehan, you really should be able to answer for yourself…” 
 
    She groaned softly, then raised a hand and said, “OK, OK, give me a second.” She thought and I waited. Finally she said, “He met her in a social environment, like a bar or something. They had arranged to meet to have a drink or whatever. In that kind of setting he could not be wearing gloves, so there was a good chance he handled her purse when he subdued her, bound her and gagged her. He wouldn’t have had time to put on gloves, but anyway he wouldn’t care because he planned to remove the purse anyway. But with Noelia, by the time he strangled and murdered her, he had already put on his gloves.” 
 
    I smiled and made a noncommittal face. “Sounds reasonable.” 
 
    “But how could you have known there would be semen?” 
 
    I stared at her for a long moment. “You really don’t see it?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “He always dumps them in the river.” 
 
    “And the river washes away the traces of semen and DNA.” 
 
    I half shrugged. “In the cold weather the bodies sink. By late April or May the water warms up. There are a lot of bacteria in the water and they very quickly corrupt any DNA such as semen that might be in the body.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows and began to nod slowly as she narrowed her eyes. Before she could say anything, a reporter on the TV spoke a name that made us turn toward the bar. 
 
    “…Wayne Harris was released from prison this afternoon having served only six months of a five year sentence for possession of cocaine. That in itself may not be very remarkable, but what is remarkable is the reason for his release. It seems that he has assisted the police in the capture of a serial killer who had been active in the Bronx area for at least two years – possibly much longer than that – while the police were completely oblivious to his murderous activity. It was not until Wayne Harris alerted them to his killings that they became aware. Since then, the police have uncovered a total of four murders committed by the man some are referring to as the Westchester Creek Strangler…” 
 
    Emilio brought over our steaks and set them in front of us. Then he poured our wine, nodding while he did it. He set down the bottle and gestured at me with the back of his hand while making his right leg do a little dance. “Eh,” he said, “You’re a cop, right?” 
 
    I nodded, “Yeah, so is my partner.” 
 
    He turned to Dehan. “Yeah, you’re a cop too. This guy. He killed however many young women. Now, they gonna use my money to keep him in jail. Why’d they get rid of the chair? Answer me that!” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know, Emilio. But this guy ain’t going nowhere on your dollar. He’s dead. Listen to the rest of the news item.” 
 
    He nodded, watching me. “Oh, he’s dead?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Good. Death is too good for him, but I’m glad. Enjoy your meal.” 
 
    The TV was saying, “…in a bizarre twist to this tale, detectives found Fillmore dead in his apartment this afternoon, having apparently shot himself in the head…” 
 
    Emilio called over, “Hey, yeah, you was right! Nice.” 
 
    I gave him the thumbs up and turned back to Dehan.  
 
    She cut into her steak. Her expression was serious. “How did you know?” 
 
    “That he was dead?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    I chewed for a while, then sipped the wine. Eventually I said, “I didn’t.” She scowled at me. “I didn’t know, Dehan. He didn’t go into work. He didn’t call. From what I had heard from Teddy, he was reliable, so that was odd. And…” I sighed deep and shrugged. “Don’t get mad, but in my reasoning, one of the possibilities was that Jimmy was being framed, and if he was, the real killer had to eliminate him before we caught him.” 
 
    She put her head in her hands. “But, Stone, you said at the beginning that you knew something was going to happen because…” 
 
    “It gets confusing for me too, sometimes, Dehan. But the big difference between me and most other investigators is that, instead of making up my mind at the beginning, I keep all the options open, and then make up my mind when I have actual proof.” 
 
    “Do you know how smug you sound when you say that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well this time, Mister Smug Ass, you were wrong, and I was right. Jimmy Fillmore was guilty.” 
 
    “And Wayne Harris is a free man.” 
 
    She gave her head a little tilt to the side. “A fair price, I think.” 
 
    “Perhaps.” 
 
    “Come on, Stone!” She laughed. “Admit this once that you were wrong. Have you ever been wrong? Ever? Just once?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Never? Seriously?” 
 
    “Never. How can you be wrong if you never make up your mind until you have proof? But before we move on from this subject, let me leave you with a thought. What was missing from Angela’s purse?” She frowned, shook her head. I said, “Lipstick.” 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment. “That’s it. You are so sleeping on the couch tonight.” 
 
    “You’ll have to wrestle me for the bed.” 
 
    “It’s on, boy.” She pointed at me. “You are going down!” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at her. “Something to look forward to.” 
 
    Her eyes went wide, her jaw dropped and she started to laugh. 
 
    We finished our meal, and the wine, laughing. Emilio had some goat’s cheese he claimed he’d had brought in in the Italian ambassador’s diplomatic bag—a statement he accompanied with an elaborate wink. The Italian ambassador, he said, was his cousin Tony, and laughed raucously. The cheese was good, but the wine was gone before the cheese was, so I had a Bushmills and Dehan had a brandy, and somehow it was eleven by the time we stepped out and started strolling home, arm in arm and still laughing. 
 
    We’d walked maybe a hundred yards. We were almost at the corner of Haight Avenue when my phone rang. We looked at each other and sighed. I didn’t recognize the number. I answered, “Yeah, Stone, who is this?” 
 
    “Good evening, Detective Stone Cold. How are you feeling? Are you feeling triumphant tonight?” 
 
    “What do you want, Wayne? It’s eleven l’clock at night.” 
 
    “I’m aware of the time, John. I am just here celebrating and I wanted to thank you for your help in securing my freedom.” 
 
    “No thanks required. Please don’t call this number again.” 
 
    “Well, now, Detective Stone, here’s the thing. I think that you and I need to talk.” 
 
    “We’ve done our talking, Wayne. We’re done here.” 
 
    “Not so fast, Detective Stone Cold, not so fast. See, there are some details that we have not covered, and you are going to want to cover them, I promise you.” 
 
    I glanced at Dehan and puffed my cheeks. “Yeah? Then come into the station tomorrow morning. We’ll talk there.” 
 
    He laughed out loud. “Oh man! Like a big shot executive, contact my office! Dude! You cannot treat me like that. I need your respect, man.” 
 
    “Goodbye, Wayne.” 
 
    “Tonight.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    Dehan was watching me through narrowed eyes. I spread my hands at her and shook my head. I said into the phone, “You want to meet tonight? Get real, Wayne!” 
 
    His voice changed. “No. It’s time you got real, Detective Stone. You’ve known from the start that there was more to this than met the eye. Well, my friend, you were right. You get yourself down to Randall and Zerega and I’ll be waiting for you. You’re gonna want to hear what I have to tell you. And Stone? Come alone, pal. If I see your cute partner with you, or I smell bacon on the air, I am out of there. Comprende?” 
 
    The line went dead. I stared at Dehan for a moment. “Come on, I’m driving you home. I have to go to Zerega Avenue.” 
 
    I took her arm and started to walk back toward the car, outside Emilio’s. She said, “I’m coming with you. You are not going alone.” 
 
    “A, if he sees you he’ll bolt. B, I am not letting you within a mile of that man.” 
 
    “What does he want?” 
 
    “He says he wants to tell me what the case was all about.” 
 
    She frowned. “What does that mean?” 
 
    We had got to the car and I opened the door. “You and your open questions, Dehan. One day they will get you into trouble. I’m serious. Get in.” 
 
    We got in and slammed the doors. I fired up the engine and took off toward Haight Avenue again. I said, “It means that Wayne never knew we had Rosario and Sonia. Tonight he was watching the news and he found out.” 
 
    She shook her head as I accelerated toward our house. “So? Stop talking in riddles, Stone!” 
 
    I skidded to a halt outside our front door and climbed out. I had my piece in my hand. “I haven’t got time now, Dehan.”  
 
    She pulled her weapon and I opened the door. I flipped on the light and we checked every room. There was nobody there. I ran down the stairs to the living room and at the front door I held her by her shoulders. “Listen, expect a call from me in about half an hour. Don’t talk, just listen and record the call. If necessary, call for backup. I’ll be where Angela was murdered.” 
 
    “Jesus, Stone…” 
 
    “The answer to your questions is lipstick!” 
 
    I ran down the steps, climbed back in the Jag, did a ‘U’ and accelerated south, toward Zerega and the Westchester Creek. 
 
    Sinatra called New York the city that never sleeps. That may be true of Manhattan, but the vast residential and industrial areas in the Bronx, Brooklyn, Queens and the rest—after sundown, they become empty, dark places, with shadows that are only made deeper by the lifeless street lamps that bathe the blacktop and the sidewalks in dead orange and amber. You don’t see anybody in those desolate streets, except the occasional lost soul: lost not because they don’t know the way home, but because they have no home to find their way to. 
 
    I drove fast through these spiritual wastelands, and eventually passed under the multiple bridges of the Bruckner and Cross Bronx expressways, like huge portals into the underworld. There I joined the path of the Westchester Creek that ran black and cold beside me on the left, and soon came to Randall Avenue on my right.  
 
    All the parking spaces, packed full during the day, were empty now. But up ahead, on the left, I saw the dark silhouette of a BMW. I slowed and pulled in a couple of spaces away, just past the gate where we had recently gained access to the river. I killed the engine, dialed Dehan’s number, put the phone back in my pocket and climbed out. Ten yards away, in a pool of sickly light from a streetlamp, I saw a figure climb out of the BMW and close the door. He lit up a cigarette and by the flame of his lighter I saw it was Wayne. 
 
    He took a deep drag and put his lighter away, then walked toward me, blowing smoke. His footsteps were loud in the stillness of the night. Finally he stood in front of me, massive, menacing and smiling. “Hello, Detective Stone Cold. This is the first time I have seen you when you haven’t had my future in your hands. It feels good.” 
 
    “What do you want, Wayne?” 
 
    He laughed. “That question again. It’s what my therapist kept asking me inside: ‘What do you want, Wayne?’” He shrugged and chuckled. “It’s a stupid question. What you want changes from one moment to the next, don’t it, Stone? Half an hour ago you wanted to cuddle up in bed with your cute lady. Now, just thirty minutes later, you want to find out what I know. And in another thirty minutes, who knows what you’ll want then?” 
 
    “I’m getting bored. Have you got something for me or not?” 
 
    “Oh, I have got something for you, Stone, for sure.” He shook his head. “Ask not what a man wants, John, ask always what a man intends. What he wants may change from one moment to the next, but if he is a man, what he intends will remain constant.” 
 
    “All right, Wayne, what do you intend?” 
 
    “I thought I had made that clear, John.” 
 
    “Cut to the chase. You’ve got thirty seconds. Then I am getting in my car and I am going home. Your bullshit bores me, Wayne. Get to the point.” 
 
    He stared at me for a long moment and his eyes were dangerous. There was a hunger in them, and a suppressed rage. “Thirty seconds? Is that all you give me? Thirty seconds and counting. What are we down to now? Twenty? Fifteen?” 
 
    I sighed, pulled my keys from my pocket and turned toward my car.  
 
    He spoke from behind me: “Always with the ultimatums. Or should that be ultimata?” I opened the door and went to climb in. He said, “I want—I intend—to tell you the truth.” 
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    I paused, looking at him across the roof of my car. I spoke with more anger than I had intended. “Is this going to be fifteen hours of B movie bad guy bullshit? Or do you intend to get to the point before breakfast? Because I am telling you I am not interested in being a captive audience of the Wayne Harris Show. You are not amusing and you are not interesting. So unless you have something to tell me, Wayne, you can go to hell!” 
 
    He studied the tip of his cigarette. “I think you will be interested in what I have to tell you.” 
 
    “So tell me.” 
 
    He smiled and pointed down toward the river. “Down there.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? You want to go down to the river?” 
 
    He nodded. “I need to show you something.” 
 
    I pulled my 1911, pointed it at him and cocked the hammer. “OK, show me something.” 
 
    His face went tight. “You pulled a gun on me? Man, you are so uptight.” 
 
    “Lean on the car.” He put the butt in his mouth and leaned on the car. I patted him down. He was clean. “OK, walk. Show me.” 
 
    He pushed himself off the car and moved toward the gate in the fence. We went through and he began to stumble and slide down the track toward the river. A waxing moon in its first quarter was rising, ghostly and orange over Brooklyn, but offered no light on the path, which was dense with shadows.  
 
    Finally he broke out onto the flatter ground and ran a couple of steps. I followed after him and he stopped and turned to face me. He looked at my weapon and shook his head. “Put your gun away, Detective. I don’t know what to do to make you trust me, man.” 
 
    I looked around, listening. “Telling the truth might be a start,” I said. “Sit down.” 
 
    He nodded. “That’s what I brought you here for. To tell you the whole truth.” He sat and I started to inspect the undergrowth surrounding us while he continued to speak. “You’re a smart man, Stone. A lot of cops are stupid. You know that? But you—you’re smart. What I told you was the truth, but it wasn’t all the truth, and you saw that.” 
 
    When I was satisfied we were alone I returned to where he was sitting, found a rock and sat where I could see the path up to the road. I released the hammer and holstered my gun. 
 
    “You saw the news, huh?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Yeah, I saw the news. I’m a hero!” 
 
    “You didn’t know we’d found Rosario and Sonia.” 
 
    He shook his head and waved his hands in circles. “But, dude, you jump to so many conclusions on the basis of nothin’. I told you there were other girls. I told you he was talkin’ to some chicks. The only one I witnessed was Angela.” 
 
    I smiled without much humor. “So what am I doing here?” 
 
    He wagged a finger at me like I had been naughty. With his left hand he took a last drag on his cigarette, dropped it on the turf and crushed it out with his toe. “I knew! I knew that you would start over-thinking things, and read too much into these other chicks. And I thought, if we could have a private conversation, just you and me, we could resolve any doubts that you have.” He leered. “You feel me?” 
 
    I shrugged. “The DA believes you, my inspector believes you, why do you care what I think?” 
 
    He nodded down at his feet. “Because you, my friend, are a Rottweiler. You grab a hold of somethin’ and you will not let go. Even if you’re wrong. I know dudes like you, and I am never gonna get a day’s rest as long as I have you on my tail.” 
 
    “So what are you going to show me, Wayne? Jimmy’s trophies from Rosario and Sonia?” 
 
    He sat upright and spread his hands. “Now, how in the world would I know where to find them?” 
 
    “You tell me, Wayne. The same way you got hold of Angela and Cherry’s panties. The same way you got hold of all those photographs.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about, Stone. I think you have developed a fixation.” He leaned forward, with his elbows on his knees, and pointed at me. “You know what I think? I think you are sufferin’ from a bad case of jealousy.” 
 
    I smiled. “Really?” 
 
    “Your cute Detective Dehan, man, she could put the cuffs on me any day. You think I ain’t noticed the way she looks at me?” He grinned. “All that anger and hostility, man, that masks passion and hunger. A woman like that, with all that animal power, she is drawn to a badass like me. It ain’t cerebral, Stone…” He shook his head. “Her relationship with you? That’s love. I can see that. It’s a connection of two minds. But with me? Dude, it is pure animal biology. That pony wants this cowboy to ride her.” 
 
    There was a hot rage in my belly, but I was not going to let him see it. Not yet. Instead I kept the smile fixed, shook my head and gave a small laugh. “You’re sloppy, Wayne. You overrate your own intelligence. An IQ of 145? What did you do, get a DIY Home IQ Test? You sure it wasn’t just 45? Let me tell you what happened. You called Jimmy and you told him not to go to work, because you were going to go and visit him. As soon s you got out you went straight to his apartment. You took a bottle of rum with you, to celebrate your release. You sat with him on the sofa and filled his head with all that pretentious shit you talk, and then you shot him. You wiped your prints off the gun and squeezed his hand onto the butt and the trigger. Then you took the glasses to the kitchen, washed the prints off them and left, taking your bottle of rum with you, because you remembered you had told me you liked rum.” 
 
    “That’s quite a story.” 
 
    “It’s more than a story, Wayne.” 
 
    Yeah?” He laughed. “How you gonna prove it? You ain’t got no witness.” 
 
    “Witness? Oh, I have a witness, Wayne. I have you. You are at least intelligent enough to know that a guilty plea can seriously affect sentencing. You will plead guilty.” 
 
    He laughed out loud. “You are one crazy son of a bitch, Stone. How’d you figure that?” 
 
    “Well, for a start there is the circumstantial evidence.” 
 
    “Yeah? Like what?” 
 
    “Like the fact that Jimmy did not own a gun, and he was too timid and mild ever to have fired a gun. He was all talk, he was a fantasist, but there was no way on Earth that he was violent. He did not belong to a gun club and he did not own a gun.” 
 
    “That is bullshit and you know it. New York is full of dudes who own guns that are not registered.” 
 
    “Second, and a little more persuasive, is the fact that, in those photographs you helpfully left in the box, you can see clearly that Jimmy was right-handed. We can find a hundred witnesses to testify to that if we need to.” I studied his face. He was expressionless. Somewhere on the river a barge moaned. The orange moon was turning silver and her molten light warped on the black water. I shrugged. “I guess it must have been awkward. That was his spot on the sofa. That was where he always sat, with his right elbow on the arm. You couldn’t very well say to him, ‘Hey, Jimmy, you mind if I sit there and you sit here? Only, I have to shoot you in the right temple. So you banked, correctly as it happens, on the authorities’ willingness to turn a blind eye to small details, so long as they could report to the press that the Westchester Creek Strangler was no longer a threat.” 
 
    He grunted. “That is… odd. You might get some people scratchin’ their heads. But it ain’t conclusive, not by a long chalk.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe. You know? It is really hard to shoot yourself in the temple, even with your dominant hand. There are all those autonomic responses that make your hand waver at the last minute, plus the recoil. Most people who try it wind up maiming themselves instead. To manage such a lethal shot with his left hand, that is almost impossible. But, you are right, it is not conclusive. To be conclusive I would need something that showed that you had definitely been at the apartment shortly before his body was found.” 
 
    He shook his head. “There ain’t no way in hell you ever going to prove that.” 
 
    I stared at him for a long moment. “You’re stupid, Wayne. And you know what makes you stupid? Your vanity and, above all, your laziness. You spend so much time thinking about how damn smart you are, you forget to actually be smart. Being smart, Wayne, is something you do, not something you are.” 
 
    “What are you talkin’ about?” 
 
    “Being smart means thinking. And thinking means learning, studying, knowing your subject. Not memorizing smart quotes that make you look and sound smart.” 
 
    “Cut to the chase, Stone.” 
 
    I laughed, “Dude, chill man, you have such a bad attitude.” I sat a moment, smiling at him, enjoying his discomfort. Eventually I said, “The glasses, Wayne. You should have dried them and put them away. For a start, why would he have two glasses there when everything else on the rack was a single item? One plate, one knife, one fork, but two glasses. On its own, that means almost nothing, but added to the left hand shot? It tells us there was somebody else in the apartment. The glasses were still wet, so they were used very recently, and whoever used them took the bottle away with them. What would make them do that? Well, the fact that they didn’t want me to know they drank rum. Careless and sloppy, Wayne. Very careless and very sloppy. But the most important thing? The really, really stupid thing?” 
 
    His face was as tight as a bowstring. He said, “Stop calling me stupid, Stone.” 
 
    I leaned forward. “What was really stupid, Wayne, was that after you washed off your fingerprints, you rinsed the glass under the tap and put the glasses on the rack. Leaving fresh prints.” 
 
    “They were wet. You can’t leave prints on a wet surface.” 
 
    “I don’t know where you got that gem, Wayne, but it’s bullshit, just like everything else in your head. Those prints are being processed right now. And you are going down for Jimmy’s murder, as well as Angela’s and all the others. You are not a genius, Wayne, you’re a moron.” 
 
    I was expecting it, but even so his size, his weight, his strength and the sheer rage of his attack overwhelmed me. I am not small, but he was a giant. He collided with me and threw me on my back. He straddled me, sitting on my belly. His massive hands fastened around my throat, he locked his elbows and his thumbs began to press into my windpipe. His face was twisted and contorted with rage and hatred. 
 
    My instinctive reaction was to grip at his wrists and his arms, but I knew that if I did that I would never have the strength to pull him off. I would be signing my own death warrant. My lungs were screaming for air and my heart was pounding in my ears. I groped for a rock, anything solid, but there was nothing there. I was going, slipping into darkness. 
 
    Then, it may have been panic, I don’t know, but a furious rage welled up inside me and I twisted and rammed my forearm savagely into his locked elbow, forcing the joint the wrong way. He didn’t let go, but he howled with pain and his grip slipped. I rammed again, twice and he stood, backing away, holding his arm, swearing. I was still suffocating, but I knew I could not give him time to recover. I scrambled and charged him, roaring like something demented, with a mixture of rage, fear and sheer relief at getting air into my lungs. I smashed my head into his chest. He went over backwards and I stumbled, tripped and fell sprawling just beyond him, rolling down the slope into cold, shallow water. 
 
    I staggered to my feet and started to scramble up the slope, gulping air as I went. I got to the top with my legs shaking. He was standing just eight or ten feet away. His left arm was hanging limp by his side. I said, “Give it up, Wayne. It’s over.” 
 
    As I said it I reached for my weapon. He moved with the speed of a viper. He leapt at me, swinging his right fist. I leaned back but not far enough and the rock in his hand caught me a glancing blow on my temple. The pain was like a knitting needle being driven through my skull. I staggered back and he lashed out with his foot, catching me on the thigh. I fell painfully and rolled down the slope again, into the shallow pools of water. Sharp stones stabbed into my back and for a moment I went into spasm, unable to move or breathe. Above me I could see his silhouette, standing at the top of the slope, with the rock still in his hand. 
 
    He half ran, half skidded down and stood over me. Thin shards of pain shot through my lungs. Air rasped in my throat. I wondered if I had broken my back. I could feel the water lapping at the side of my cheeks and my mouth, and I knew what he was going to do. He was going to beat me unconscious with the rock and then drown me, face down in the black river. I thought of Dehan and knew I could not let that happen. He knelt and loomed over me, leering down into my face. 
 
    “First you,” he said. “Then I’m going to pay a visit to your cute Detective Dehan. I’m gonna ride me that pony tonight.” 
 
    I struggled to focus. I moved first my toes and then my fingers, and knew my back was not broken. Wayne raised the rock in his right hand, high above his head. I had maybe a second, at most. It was enough. His vanity would betray him. 
 
    I said, “Wait, if you’re going to kill me, at least tell me first. Was it you who killed Angela? Was it you?” 
 
    He threw back his head and laughed. Then he grinned down at me. “Yeah, I did. I killed ’em all, right here. This is my killin’ hill on the River Styx. And wouldn’t you love to know how!” 
 
    I said, “You’re under arrest, Wayne.” 
 
    He snorted. “Fuck you. Now you gonna be real Stone Cold.”  
 
    He raised the rock again, gritted his teeth. I pulled the 1911 from my holster and shot him through the heart. He looked very surprised, then slowly keeled over and fell into the dark waters where he had cast the bodies of all the young girls he’d killed. 
 
    All but one. 
 
   


 
  

 EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    I dragged myself up onto the bank and lay gasping for thirty long seconds. Then I reached into my jacket and pulled out my phone, saying, “Dehan! Did you get that? Did you call for backup…?” 
 
    I stared at the screen. I was not connected. My brain ached. I called dispatch. “This is Detective Stone requesting backup at Randall and Zerega. Notify the inspector. Wayne Harris is dead. I’ll need a team and the ME.” 
 
    I hung up and struggled to the top of the bank, trying to think. I called Dehan.  
 
    “The number you are calling is turned off or out of range. Please try again later…” 
 
    A burning pellet of dread seared in my belly. I ran, scrambling, stumbling and falling through the dark, up the track toward the gate in the fence. I burst out onto the road, gasping, my heart pounding in my ears, trying to think, trying to make sense of what was happening. Somewhere in the night sirens were wailing. Two patrol cars skidded around the corner from Randall Avenue. I hailed them and they screeched to a halt in front of me. As they climbed out I shouted at the nearest, “Secure the scene! Wayne Harris is down there. He’s dead. You!” I turned to the other. “Get on to dispatch. Have a car go to my house, now! Detective Stone’s house! Haight Avenue! Check on Detective Dehan! See if she is there! Now! Do it now!” 
 
    She was already talking on the radio. I was running for my car. My phone was ringing. I fumbled for it, praying it would be Dehan. It was the inspector. I answered as I clambered into the Jag. 
 
    “Stone! What the hell is this? Harris is dead?” 
 
    I said, “I haven’t got time. I think Dehan maybe too. Get off the line.” 
 
    “What? Stone! Talk to me! Where?” 
 
    Where?  
 
    I said, “I don’t know.” My mind was reeling. “I left her at home. There’s a car going there now.” 
 
    “You left her at home? John, you’re not making sense. Where are you? Are you at the river?” 
 
    I was at the river. I was at the river where all the killings had gone down. 
 
    All but one. 
 
    “Yes. I’m at the river.” 
 
    “What the hell are you doing there?” 
 
    “He called me.” 
 
    “Who did? Wayne Harris?” 
 
    My mind was beginning to clear. “Yes. He called me and told me he wanted to talk to me, alone. He said he didn’t want to see Dehan there. He said he wanted to tell me the truth.” 
 
    “What truth?” 
 
    “That he had killed the girls.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense, John!” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t…” 
 
    “John, are you sure of all this…?” 
 
    Was I sure? I stared out of the windshield at the black mass of the trees and struggled to put the pieces together. But something was wrong. Something didn’t fit. In the distance I could hear more sirens wailing across the Bronx. I heard the crackle of a radio. Then there was a uniform running toward me. The inspector’s voice in my ear: “John! John, are you there?” 
 
    “Sir?” The patrolman’s face was at the door of my car, peering at me. “Sir, the lights are on at your house, but nobody is answering.” 
 
    Wild panic was pounding in my chest. I shouted, “Blow out the lock! Smash the window! Get in there! Get in there now!”  
 
    I slammed the door. Fired up the engine, spun the wheel and went screaming north up Zerega. A voice in my head kept screaming at me that somehow he had got to Dehan. Somehow he had got to her. But how? That was the truth he had wanted to tell me. The one shred of hope I clung to was that her body had not been there. All his other victims had on that spot, by the river. That was where he killed. 
 
    All but one. 
 
    Then everything went into slow motion. Up ahead on the left I saw Teddy’s Late Night Bar. It was closed. I heard a horrible noise in my head and realized it was me, bellowing. I slammed on the brakes and careened across the road, my tires screaming on the blacktop. I hit the curb, mounted the sidewalk and, as the rage inside me took hold, I released the brake and stood on the gas pedal.  
 
    There was a shattering explosion. I was thrown forward in my seat and smashed my chest and forehead against the wooden wheel. All around me there were showers of jagged, sparkling, spinning shards of glass, shattering and bouncing off the hood. They were like the shafts of pain stabbing through my head and my chest. But somehow it all seemed to be happening to somebody else, somewhere else.  
 
    I shoved open the door and climbed out. There was an alarm bell jangling, lonely and ineffectual in the night. The Jag was half inside the bar. All around the hood was the shattered debris of glass, broken tables and chairs. I looked back down Zerega. I was six or seven hundred yards from the crime scene. And there was a bend in the road at the intersection with Randall. They would not have seen or heard anything. 
 
    The bar was still and silent after the explosion of glass. It was a one story building that sprawled back and to the right from the bar. There would be an office. There would be a kitchen. There might be living accommodation. I pulled the Smith & Wesson from under my arm, cocked the hammer and moved across the floor to the bar. There was a door behind it. I remembered Teddy had come out through there the afternoon we had come to talk to him. I lifted the flap, moved behind the bar and stepped up to it. It was locked.  
 
    I selected the screwdriver from my Swiss Army knife, rammed it in the lock and turned. By the dim light that filtered in through the plate glass windows, I saw a short passage. At the end of the passage I could make out a single door. There was no handle and no lock, but there was a spring-loaded arm at the top. My gut told me this was the kitchen. I inched forward and pulled the door open, holding it with my foot. Nothing happened. I crouched down and peered in. It was dark but for the odd reflection of cold blue light off steel pots and pans. I listened for movement or breathing. There was nothing. 
 
    I stood and flipped on the light. The kitchen was empty, but across the other side there was another door. In my mind’s eye I could see the layout of the building. I was at the right hand extreme of the one story section of the block. After this, it was two stories, and I was pretty sure that when I opened the door I would be in a stairwell. A stairwell is a death trap. But on the other side of that death trap was Dehan. There was no doubt in my mind about that. 
 
    I opened the door and peered in. The light was on. It was a narrow, straight flight of stairs. On the right it was wall all the way up. On the left it opened out into what seemed to be a room or a large landing. I flattened myself against the wall with my .45 held at arm’s length in both hands, aimed at the landing, and started moving up slowly, one step at a time. The steps were wood and made enough noise to start a zombie revolution, but I was committed and there was no going back. I kept climbing. My whole body was rigid, expecting to get shot at any moment. I realized I wasn’t breathing. I exhaled and took another step. 
 
    It wasn’t a landing. It was a room. It was stark and cold, with sparse, old furniture that exemplified the worst of the ’80s. There was a single, large window on the right. The drapes were open and the glass was black. Beneath the window there was a TV. It was off, angled across the room to a couple of couches set at right angles to each other around a nasty pine coffee table with a glass top. Teddy was sitting on the couch facing me. He was frozen, staring wide-eyed. I aimed the gun at his head and moved up the rest of the stairs. He watched me without speaking. 
 
    A passage ran down to my left, opposite the TV. In the passage, there were two doors. The one at the far end I guessed was the bathroom; the one half way down would be the bedroom. I looked back at Teddy. He looked terrified.  
 
    “Where is she?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. His breathing became heavier and he swallowed. 
 
    “Where is she, Teddy?” 
 
    When he spoke his voice was a rasp. “Who?” 
 
    I stepped closer to him, stared hard into his eyes, studied the texture of his skin, noted the rise and fall of his chest. “You need to understand something, Teddy. Detective Dehan is not just my partner. She’s the woman I love. I will do whatever I have to do to save her life. If I lose my job, go to jail for the rest of my life, that is fine by me. Where is she?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. What was that noise downstairs? It sounded like a bomb…” 
 
    I jerked my gun at him. “Stand up.” 
 
    He got to his feet with his hands held at shoulder height. I waved him toward the passage. “The bedroom.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I am going to blow your head off and ransack this building if you don’t do what I say, Teddy. I have probably already lost my job. Don’t push me any further!” 
 
    “OK, OK… Stay calm. This is all a misunderstanding. I will cooperate.” 
 
    He inched around the coffee table and moved toward the bedroom. I stayed close. He stopped in front of the door. “I’m going to open it, OK?” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    He turned the handle and eased it open, then reached in and flipped on the light. “Shall I go in?” He raised his hands again. 
 
    “Go in.” 
 
    He went in a few steps and I followed. It was as sparse and cold as the living room. The bed was made. There was no room under it for anything. There was a small wardrobe. I said, “Open it,” but I knew she wasn’t in there. He opened it and there was just a few shirts, pants and jackets. 
 
    I could feel my heart pounding, close to panic. My belly was burning. I fought to keep control, to try and understand. “The bathroom.” 
 
    He nodded, hurried to the bathroom door and pushed it open. There was an airing cupboard which he opened without being told. It was empty, as was the half-sized bath. I growled at him, “Where is she, Teddy?” 
 
    “I swear to God I don’t know what you’re talking about, Detective!” 
 
    I felt a chill creep over my skin. I was terrified at what I was about to do. My voice wasn’t my own. It was cold and quiet. “I am going to count to three. Then I start shooting. Where is she?” 
 
    His eyes were wide. I saw his pupils contract, and now his skin went pale and pasty. “There is nowhere else in the house! What else can I show you? She isn’t here!” 
 
    “One…” 
 
    His voice began to rise. “What can I do? Tell me! For God’s sake! I haven’t got her! You can see…” 
 
    “Two…” 
 
    “She isn’t here! For Christ’s sake! How can I convince you…?” 
 
    “Three.” 
 
    I leveled the gun at his head. He screamed, “Wait! The cellar!” 
 
    I paused. 
 
    “Where we keep the beer barrels. If I show you, and she’s not there, will you believe me? I don’t know what else I can do. You’ve made a mistake.” 
 
    “Shut up. Show me the cellar.” 
 
    He moved past me to the stairs and I followed him down. We went through the kitchen and out to the darkness of the bar. The streetlamps gleamed eerily off the shattered glass and the Jag sitting there, with its dark windows and the door hanging open. He stared at the scene of wreckage and chaos with his mouth open. “Sweet Jesus,” he said. “You’re insane.” 
 
    I snarled, “You’d better believe it. The cellar.” 
 
    He stared at me, swallowed and moved to a door that stood beside the bathrooms and was marked ‘private’. In the distance I could hear sirens. He fumbled in his trouser pocket and pulled out a bunch of keys. I watched his hands as he slipped one of the keys in the lock and opened the door. It gave onto a small, narrow landing. He hit the switch and the light revealed a short flight of wooden steps that led down to a concrete floor. There I could just make out a stack of steel barrels.  
 
    “Go down.” 
 
    He nodded and climbed down the stairs. At the bottom he backed up a little and watched me follow. I stood for a moment, looking around. There were stacks of crates: soft drinks, bottled beer, water. There were stacks of twelve-packs of cans, cartons of wine and against the far wall a wooden wine rack stacked with dusty bottles.  
 
    I watched him a moment. He swallowed three times in rapid succession. He looked like he might start crying. I gave something that might have been a rueful smile. He shook his head and spread his hands. “You can see she’s not here. Honest to God, Detective. I have no idea where she is.” 
 
    I nodded. After a moment I said, “Teddy’s Late Night Bar.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Your Australian barman was worried that we were after your license, because you stay open after you’re supposed to close most nights.” 
 
    He went very still. “We close the door. Just a few regulars shooting the breeze.” 
 
    I took a couple of steps into the room, staring around me. “Tonight you closed early. By eleven thirty, when I arrived to see Wayne, you were shut. What made you close early, Teddy?” 
 
    He didn’t answer for a moment. Then he said, “They’re not worth it, Detective. Even the sweet ones are just whores.” 
 
    My head exploded. The pain was shattering. Then a concrete wall hit me in the face and I knew I had fallen to the floor. A voice in my head told me not to let go of my gun, but a crushing pain in my hand made me cry out and I felt him levering the pistol from my fingers.  
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    I looked up at him. 
 
    He was expressionless. There was no anger and no fear. He said again, “Get up.” 
 
    I got to my knees. My hand was throbbing. The room swayed and rocked and I thought for a moment I might vomit. I steadied myself on a crate of beer. 
 
    He said, “That’ll do fine.” 
 
    I pushed myself to my feet. “If I’m going to die,” I said, “I won’t do it on my knees.” 
 
    He snorted. It might have been a laugh. 
 
    I said, “Is Dehan alive? Have you killed her?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, but don’t worry. You’ll be joining her soon. I’ve never killed a man before. It’ll be a new experience. A cop, too. Two cops in one night. That’s something.” 
 
    I felt empty. It was as though the floor fell away from under my feet. We don’t realize it, but we all live with pictures of our past and our future crowding our minds. The moments, hours, days and even years that have passed and are to come are permanent occupants of our minds. They give our lives coherence and meaning. In that one, brief instant, all of my future moments disintegrated. My future, my life, lost its meaning. All I could do was stare at him and try to make sense of what he had said. It had been a throw away comment, but with it, with that casual ease, he had thrown away Dehan’s life, and mine with it. 
 
    Dehan was dead. 
 
   


 
  

 NINETEEN 
 
      
 
    He pointed at the wine rack. “It’s not as sophisticated as it looks.” He gave an almost apologetic laugh. “All I did was take the door off the annex and put some casters on the wine rack. Give it a push.” 
 
    I frowned at him. “Is she in there?” 
 
    He nodded and grinned. “Wayne likes his spot by the river. I prefer it here. It’s…” He shrugged. “I don’t know, more cozy. Push.” 
 
    It was unreal. I felt that reality was slipping away from me. I shook my head. “Am I going to see her…?” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows high on his forehead and smiled. “Yeah! Go on. Push.” 
 
    It was too much for my brain to grasp. She was just a few feet away from me, on the other side of the wine rack. Every instinct in my body told me to go to her. But I had seen many times what strangulation does to somebody, and to see Dehan like that was unimaginable. All I had was the past: her looking at me from behind her shades, tying up her hair behind her head, raising her sunglasses to squint at me with that beautiful trace of a smile. I needed to preserve those memories, but I also needed to be close to her, however she looked now. 
 
    I moved to the wine rack and pushed. It rolled easily to the side, revealing a gaping door with an old, peeling frame. There was a soiled mattress on the floor, a short coil of green nylon cord, a chair. Dehan was not there.  
 
    I felt a hard shove in my back and I staggered forward. I turned, knowing what was coming next: the crack of the Smith & Wesson, the crushing impact of the hot slug on my chest, the burning, searing pain. I had felt it before, but this time it would be terminal. 
 
    There was a scream. It filled the small room. It was like a banshee exploding from the gates of hell. I saw the muzzle of the pistol pointing at me. I saw it spit fire and kick. At the same time I saw Dehan, tall, lanky and wild, leaping at Teddy through the doorway, gripping the barrel of the automatic with her left hand and pummeling his belly with her right fist. 
 
    Next thing, she had levered the weapon from his fingers and smashed her right foot into his gut. He staggered back and crashed into a stack of red Coke crates, spilling them and shattering them in a spreading pool of foaming black liquid.  
 
    I said, “Dehan…” but my throat was too tight to let the word out.  
 
    She threw the gun on the floor. It fired and I stared at it for what seemed like an hour but was less than a second as a plume of dust erupted in slow-motion from the wall, where the slug had buried itself. I looked back at Dehan. She had her fists balled and was advancing on Teddy, who was crawling backward, trying to get to his feet. I saw blood trickling down his arm from where he had fallen on the shattered bottles. And, as he struggled away from her, I saw the jagged glass edge of a broken bottleneck. 
 
    I said, “Dehan, no, wait…” 
 
    But it was like a nightmare where you need to call out, but your throat is paralyzed. He scrambled to his feet and rushed her, swinging the cruel glass blade at her face. She weaved back and it missed her. Three jabs followed into his face, left, right, left, and she was roaring at him, “Come on! You want to strangle me, you piece of shit? Come on! Do it!”  
 
    He was bleeding from the nose and his eyes were wild. He stormed at her. I watched the blade miss her again by an inch as she delivered a right cross to his jaw. His leg wobbled and he staggered back three steps. She screamed at him again. “Come on! What’s wrong with you? You’re the big man! You’re the killer! You get off killing women! Come on! Kill me!” 
 
    Upstairs I heard the wail of sirens, loud. They slowed, seemed to stab the air a couple of times. I snapped out of my trance. It had been just a couple of seconds. But it was a couple of seconds too long. I bent, picked up the pistol and stepped out. I aimed the gun at Teddy and said, “Freeze. It’s over. Put down the bottle.” 
 
    Dehan glared at me. There was rage and resentment in her eyes. She wanted to take him. I ignored her and focused on Teddy. He was swaying and panting. He was still holding the broken bottleneck. I said, “Drop it, Teddy. Let it go. Lie face down on the floor. It’s over. Wayne is dead. We know everything.” 
 
    He blinked. “Wayne?” 
 
    “He’s on his way to the ME right now. They’ve seen my car. They’re coming in. Put it down, Teddy.” 
 
    He frowned. “Wayne?” 
 
    I coughed, gathered my voice and shouted, “Down here! In the cellar! Detectives Stone and Dehan!” 
 
    Then I saw Teddy’s face and I knew it was too late. It twisted into an ugly mask and he screamed. It was not a word. It was a primal, bestial, terrible noise and he rushed Dehan. I saw her eyes go wide and her mouth open. I fired at his head and watched the slug explode in red dust against the wall. By the time I’d pulled back the hammer again he was on her. The bottle plunging in, in a low thrust at her belly.  
 
    It was too fast to follow, too fast for thought. She had stepped to her left. The bottle had torn her blouse, but she was behind him now. His wrist was in her right hand, but her left arm was in a lock around his neck, and in an instant her right hand had released his wrist and was pressing the back of his head. She jerked and he went limp. She let go of him and he dropped to the floor in a strangely unnatural heap.  
 
    She stared at me. She said, automatically, “I did it without thinking. I had to stop him.” 
 
    I nodded. “He had to be stopped.”  
 
    I stepped over to her and put my arms around her, whispering over and over, to her and to myself, “You’re alive. Dear God, you’re alive.” 
 
    I felt her arms around my waist, squeezing tight, and she started to sob, warm, living tears into my shoulder. On the wooden stairs I heard the tramp of feet, and the inspector’s voice shouting, “John? Carmen? Are you there?” 
 
    I ignored him. I just held her, and a moment later I heard his voice again, no longer shouting but gasping, “Dear God, what in the name of hell…?” 
 
    I kept my eyes firmly closed and whispered again, “Thank God you’re alive…” 
 
   


 
  

 EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The inspector had his window open. The sky was very fresh and blue, and the birds in the plane trees and the oaks on Storey Avenue were getting a little over excited. But it was OK. They were getting a kick out of being alive, and that was something I could relate to just then. 
 
    I wasn’t sitting at the desk. Today I was an honored guest in his office, so I had one of his blue armchairs under the window, and a cool breeze was touching my face. Dehan had another armchair and the inspector was watching me from his big black leather seat, with a small frown of what I like to think was admiration. 
 
    “Well, John, I guess we all owe you an apology. You were right and we were all wrong. But, what I don’t understand is… well…” He made an elaborate shrug, opened his eyes wide and concluded, “…anything!” 
 
    Dehan smiled at me. “I have to say I’m pretty confused too. Who was doing the killing? Was it Jimmy, Wayne or Teddy? Or all three?” 
 
    Before I could answer the inspector nodded and added, “And, how did you know?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Well, the point is, as I kept telling Dehan, most of the time I didn’t know. I had the feeling right from the start that we were being maneuvered through a rat’s maze toward a conclusion that Wayne wanted us to reach. And it seemed pretty obvious to me that, if that was the conclusion he wanted us to reach, it was the wrong conclusion. So, I didn’t know, but everybody else thought they did know.” 
 
    He made a face like a shrug and said, “There were things that troubled you from the start. Yet, Wayne seemed to answer those doubts…” 
 
    I nodded. “Wayne was smart. If he hadn’t been so self obsessed…” 
 
    The inspector glanced at a file on his desk. “His therapist at Rikers said he was a narcissistic sociopath.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s no surprise. If he had directed his attention more to what he was doing and less to how he looked and sounded when he was doing it, he might actually have achieved something. He enjoyed the game of playing with the cops and feeling he was smarter than us.  
 
    “But he was sloppy and lazy. For a start, the place where he said he lay and watched the murder take place made no sense. There was a comfortable, grassy knoll where he could have lain and been invisible from the road. And if you come through that gate, as he said he did, the path takes you right to that spot. There was no reason for him to go and lie on those rocks and prickly bushes.” 
 
    I paused, gathering my thoughts. “The fact that he then went to the trouble of explaining it, when it simply made no sense, told me he had gone away and thought it through and decided he needed to explain it to me. That meant one thing and one thing only, he was manipulating us. So I had to ask myself the question.” 
 
    The inspector frowned and nodded. “Why would he want to manipulate us? I see.” 
 
    I shook my head and saw Dehan smile. I said, “No, I try not to ask why, inspector. Why is too open. I asked myself, what: what would make him try to manipulate us? When you ask it like that, the answer leaps out at you.” 
 
    Dehan raised a hand. “Hang on, Stone. Aren’t we getting a bit too rarified here? He was simply covering the fact that he had been at the very spot where Angela died. He was covering the fact that he killed her.” 
 
    “Sure, and that is true. But it leads you back to the very first question. What made him tell us he had information in the first place? If he’d just kept his mouth shut nobody would ever have suspected he was there at all. A couple of years and he would have been out and nobody the wiser. The question was, what would drive him to tell us he had information in the first place, connect himself with the murders, but make it seem he was a witness?” 
 
    She made a face and grunted. “Yeah, that was the circle I was trapped in.” 
 
    “He needed us to know that he was there. He made that very clear from the start. And the fact that he lied about the place where he witnessed it from, made it clear to me that he had actually been on the grassy knoll, either killing her himself, or watching it.” I sighed. “Now, here is where it got a bit tricky. I began to feel there had to be more than one person involved. If he was just protecting himself, why draw attention to himself at all? He would only place himself at the scene if he was confident he could put somebody else in the frame.” 
 
    I paused and looked at them. They were both looking a little lost, but nodding. I went on. 
 
    “He confirmed this when we took him to the river and he showed us where the purse was. That was important for a couple of reasons. First of all, he needed to get up close to find the spot. How could he possibly do that if he had witnessed the hiding of the purse from almost a hundred yards away at night? There was only one way he could have known so precisely where it was—and recognize the spot by a close inspection—if he had put it there himself.” I paused and smiled. “To quote Sir Walter Scott, ‘Oh, what a tangled web we weave, when first we practice to deceive!’ It’s a web that tends to trap the deceiver sooner than the deceived. Because, when he realized that he had to explain this to me as well, he told me that it was he, and not Jimmy, who had hidden the purse. You remember he said he had done this to secure some kind of insurance.” 
 
    Dehan was very quiet. The inspector said, “Yes, I remember, on your recording.” 
 
    I gave a small laugh. “So how is it that his prints were not on Angela’s purse but Jimmy’s were?” They both frowned. I went on, “OK, follow me here. Jimmy has handled the purse, at the bar or wherever. His prints are on it. He takes Angela to the river. He kills her. The patrol boat shows up. He runs. Wayne goes to the body, picks up the purse, leaving his own prints on it, and then what? He wipes them off? How does he do that without wiping Jimmy’s prints off? So that means…?” I looked at them both. “He used gloves. So, what? He went to the river to smoke a joint and look at the stars, chose the most uncomfortable, inconvenient spot he could find and, in May, happened to take a pair of gloves along with him.” I shook my head. “No, it’s absurd, his prints should have been on the purse, and they weren’t, which meant this was another part of the manipulation.” 
 
    Dehan said, “I should have seen that.” 
 
    I had no answer. I agreed with her. So I went on.  
 
    “And that led me to a disturbing conclusion. As I said before, if Wayne was willing to admit that he had been at the scene and hidden the purse, he had to have some kind of ace up his sleeve, somebody to put in the frame, to prove that he had not committed the murder.  
 
    “To begin with, the question, why would he implicate himself if he was guilty, would be enough. But by this stage, when he actually knew the location of her purse, he needed something more. He needed proof positive that somebody else—the person he was framing—had done it. There was only one way to do that.” I glanced at Dehan. “You remember I told you I had a bad feeling something terrible was going to happen?” 
 
    She nodded. “Cherry Pie, Noelia Gomez.” 
 
    “Her murder was intended to confirm his story, but it actually confirmed my theory. There was somebody else, an accomplice. The pressure to get the killer caught, to get Wayne’s testimony, was such that you overlooked the obvious ways in which this was not the same MO. The key, central, defining characteristic of the previous murders was missing.” 
 
    Dehan sighed. “He didn’t dump her in the river. It crossed my mind several times, but everything else…” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Not that. The point is that Angela, Rosario and Sonia—and who knows how many more—were murdered because they were nice, demure, respectable, middle class Catholic girls. He would never have preyed on prostitutes. And that meant that Noelia died simply to put Jimmy firmly in the frame. That is why she was not thrown into the river.  
 
    “The river had proved to be a very effective way of getting rid of forensic evidence. But now they wanted to preserve it. This body had to be found. So, instead of taking her the short two hundred yard walk across the playing fields to the river, where he could dump her in the water, he took her five hundred yards into the woods, where her body would be found in a very short time. Not only that, but he went to all the trouble of wearing gloves so as not to leave his fingerprints, yet kindly donated his semen so that we could get a DNA profile on him. That murder was totally out of character with Angela’s killer. It was obviously a frame.” 
 
    They both looked embarrassed. The inspector nodded. “The results came back. It was Jimmy’s DNA. As you predicted.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Jimmy Fillmore was a nice guy who was a little simple. Like Wayne and Teddy, he had a thing about Hispanic women. But unlike Wayne and Teddy, he didn’t want to kill them, he just wanted to sleep with them. He didn’t have much success, he was described more than once as the kind of guy you just didn’t notice, so, often as not, he resorted to prostitutes. This was something that both Wayne and Teddy knew.  
 
    “So they paid Noelia, perhaps Zena—who knows?—to keep the contents of the condom.” I turned to Dehan. “You wondered why I asked where the semen was on Cherry’s clothes. Her skirt was rumpled up under her ass. There was no way the semen could have got there unless it was placed. It was stupid to go to the trouble of not leaving prints, then leave his semen and not dump her in the river, as he had done with all his other victims.” 
 
    The inspector sighed. “We should have seen it.” He frowned. “But why Jimmy? Why pick on Jimmy Fillmore?” 
 
    “It was one of those unfortunate coincidences, a series of unfortunate events, if you like. Wayne came to New York from Arizona, maybe he was running, maybe he was drifting, maybe we’ll never know. He said he didn’t like New York, but something made him stay. That something was that he happened to meet a fellow traveler, Teddy, somebody who shared his own peculiar fantasies. Another thing we will probably never know is whether either of them had killed before, or whether it was their friendship that gave them the impetus to turn their fantasies into reality. But one of the things that struck me was that, when I asked Teddy if he knew Wayne, he said he had never met him. It stuck somewhere in the back of my mind. Yet Wayne talked about Teddy as though they were old friends.” I sighed. “I was very slow to see that, even though it was staring me in the face.  
 
    “Trouble was, by then it had become urgent for me to find Jimmy, because I was aware that if Wayne and his invisible accomplice had set Jimmy up for the frame, obviously, they would have to kill him before we got to him.” 
 
    Dehan raised both hands. “Slow down. You still haven’t explained, why Jimmy in the first place.” 
 
    “Yeah…” I sighed again. It had been a couple of days, but my bruises still ached and I still had a throb in my head. “Jimmy was a surprisingly complex character, and he was invaluable to Wayne and Teddy. To most people he was the classic Mr. Cellophane: Mr. Invisible. That was how Pam described him, and how Teddy described him. But when you did stop to look at him, he was good-looking: He had those big brown eyes that so many women find attractive, and—and this was crucial—he was sincere and vulnerable. He was a fantasist, a dreamer, but he had no malice in him. He was one of life’s natural victims. And that was very appealing to one particular type of young woman.  
 
    “We’ll never know exactly how it went down. But at some point Teddy or Wayne, or both of them, realized that Jimmy was a magnet for those very girls that they were attracted to—that they fantasized about killing. Girls who would disdain Wayne’s brutishness and Teddy’s middle-aged, uncle-ish looks, would find Jimmy adorable. They would want to mother him. So they began to encourage it. Those were the photographs we saw. Friendly, fun evenings at the local family bar.  
 
    “And Wayne fancied himself as a bit of a natural psychologist. Maybe he did have a low, cunning grasp of people’s most basic motivations. So my guess is he began to encourage Jimmy’s fantasies and even feed them. And Jimmy began to pass these on to the girls. Remember, these girls came from sheltered backgrounds and were very naïve. If Jimmy told them his dad was a TV producer making him work his way through college, and Teddy and Wayne backed him up and vouched for him, they might well believe him. It wouldn’t be hard then to lure them in to a trap.” I shook my head. “Where they would never follow Wayne or Teddy—to an apartment, to some rendezvous—they might follow Jimmy, in all his simple innocence, without question. He was quite simply a perfect bait for the kind of girls that Wayne and Teddy liked to prey on.” 
 
    Dehan nodded. “You kept asking me if Wayne was attractive. I kept on saying, to some women he would be, but not to the Angelas and Rosarios of this world. Jimmy was cute, he lacked something, but like you say, to a nice, maternal family girl, he could be attractive.” 
 
    “Four things clinched it for me at Jimmy’s apartment: the fact that Jimmy shot himself with his left hand, which was simply impossible; the fact that none of the trophies in the box related to Rosario or Sonia, the two glasses…” 
 
    The inspector cut in: “They had, as you suspected, Wayne’s prints on them.” He frowned. “And Frank said to tell you there was rum in his belly.” 
 
    I nodded, “And the lipstick.” 
 
    Dehan narrowed her eyes. “You keep talking about lipstick. What is it with the lipstick?” 
 
    I smiled. “One of them, Wayne or Teddy.” I shrugged. “Perhaps both, was fixated with kissing and lipstick. We will eventually find the true trophies, and they will be the lipsticks. Maybe then we’ll get a real idea of how many girls they killed between them. All the girls had extensive bruising on their lips. Even Noelia, who was not the perfect profile for them, had her lipstick badly smeared and her lips bruised. Wayne’s description of Jimmy killing Angela focused almost obsessively on the kissing. And the one thing that was missing from Angela’s purse and from Noelia’s purse, was the lipstick. They were two, wicked, cruel men who hungered for a maternal woman’s kiss. We can only guess at what drove them to that depravity. Betrayal?” I shrugged again. “Teddy’s last words to me before he cracked me over the head, ‘They are not worth it. Even the sweet ones are whores.’” I shrugged. “I guess once they yielded to Jimmy’s advances, that branded them as whores in Wayne and Teddy’s minds, and that sentenced them to death.” 
 
    Dehan said, “If he had just sat out his sentence…” 
 
    I smiled. “But he was vain. That was one of the things that I began to realize early on. We kept asking, if he was the killer, why would he draw attention to himself? Well, the answer is simple. He was a narcissist. He wanted his deal to get out of prison, sure, but he also wanted to rub it in our faces that he was killing girls and getting away with it.” 
 
    The inspector nodded for a long moment, big slow nods. “A master class in detection, Stone. Very impressive. Well, I said it before and things went a bit pear shaped. But I certainly think you have earned a good few days’ rest.” 
 
    I nodded. “I think we are going to need it, sir.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    That evening we sat in Zack’s Bar & Grill in Stonington, sipping dry martinis and waiting for our fresh seafood starter, feeling bruised, ragged, but healing and happy. Dehan had been watching me for a while. With that smile she gets when she thinks she knows what I’m thinking. 
 
    “So,” she said, “You didn’t drive me all the way out here just to eat seafood. What’s the surprise?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow and smiled back. “I thought tomorrow we could cross over to Fishers Island and spend a couple of days doing absolutely nothing.” 
 
    “Uh-huh…” She bobbed the olive in her martini a couple of times. “That’s nice. But that’s not it either.” 
 
    I gave my head a little shake. “You’re right.” I hesitated. “This may come as a bit of a surprise, Dehan, but I’m actually not a big risk taker. I’m pretty cautious. I take things very much one step at a time.” 
 
    She was frowning hard. “That doesn’t come as a surprise at all, Stone. I’ve known that for a long time. Where is this going?” 
 
    I heaved a big sigh and took a sip of martini, wishing I’d ordered a whiskey. “I would never do anything, Dehan, to jeopardize our…” I spread my hands. “Our whateveritis.” 
 
    “Our whateveritis?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Calling it that is a pretty big risk, Stone.” 
 
    “I know. And I don’t want to call it that anymore.” 
 
    Her frown deepened. “What are you saying?” 
 
    I looked down at the tabletop, then looked into her eyes. “I almost told you once before, outside Teddy’s.” I gave my head a small shake. “I can’t do this anymore, Dehan. You are young, beautiful, modern. I am an old dinosaur. When Teddy told me he had killed you, it almost killed me. It’s too much. I need to end this…whateveritis.” 
 
    “End it?” 
 
    “Yeah. I want to call it something else. I want to call you something else. I don’t want either of us to die without my having called you my wife. I think that is what I most want in the world. Carmen, will you please marry me?” 
 
    I watched the tears spring into her eyes. She frowned, then gave a small laugh. “You son of a bitch,” she said. “Of course I will!” 
 
   


 
  

 NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR 
 
    What'd you think? 
 
    First of all, thank you so much for giving my work a chance. If you enjoyed this adventure, then I would be extremely grateful if you would consider writing a short review for the book on Amazon. A good review means so much to every writer, but means even more for self-published writer like myself. As it allows new readers to find my books, and ultimately allows me to spend more time  creating stories that I love! :) 
 
    You can do so directly down below: 
 
    US Review Link 
 
    UK Review Link 
 
    CA Review Link 
 
    AU Review Link 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ready for the next mystery? 
 
    If you are ready for the next mystery in the Dead Cold series, then you can purchase your copy of the next installment now! The links are down below: 
 
    US Link – Murder Most Scottish 
 
    UK Link – Murder Most Scottish 
 
    CA Link – Murder Most Scottish 
 
    AU Link – Murder Most Scottish 
 
      
 
    That's it for now :) 
 
    Take care, 
 
    Blake Banner 
 
      
 
    P.S. Sign up for my VIP mailing list, and I'll be sure to send you a quick heads up whenever my next book is released! Your email will be kept 100% private, and you can unsubscribe any time. You'll only hear from me when I have a new book finished though, so it's pretty relaxed. If that's something you'd be interested in, then just tap here and sign up! 
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