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Praise for 




John Sandford and 

Certain Prey 





“Sandford has created one of the more memorable current fictional cops in Lucas Davenport.” 

—Minneapolis Star Tribune 




“Two gleefully unrecalcitrant female antagonists . . . steal the show . . . The play between the two women, who bond like sisters, is as fascinating as the courtship of venomous lizards, and the novel’s background hum . . . is rich in authentic detail.” 

—Publishers Weekly 




“Intensely cinematic . . . slickly compelling.” 

—Seattle Times 




“Twisted, off-the-wall characters . . . all good thriller material.” 

—St. Paul Pioneer Press 




“Suspenseful to the end . . . fast-reading and enjoyable. The plot intrigues and the characters are realistically strong . . . intelligent and fascinating. It leaves readers wanting still more Sandford Prey thrillers.” 

—Naples Daily News 




“A great old-fashioned cops and killers bacchanal . . . a hell of a story.” 

— WBAI Radio 




“You never know from one page to the next who is going to get caught in the cross fire . . . suspenseful . . . escapist entertainment of the highest caliber.” 

—The Warner Robins Daily Sun (GA) 




“A taut thriller that pushes suspense into high gear at every turn.” 

— apbnews.com 







RULES OF PREY 




Sandford’s smash bestselling debut— introducing Lucas Davenport . . . 

“Sleek and nasty . . . it’s a big, scary, suspenseful read, and I loved every minute of it.” 

— Stephen King 




“A haunting, unforgettable, ice-blooded thriller.” 

— Carl Hiaasen 





SHADOW PREY 




Lucas Davenport goes on a city-to-city search for a 
bizarre ritualistic killer . . . 

“When it comes to portraying twisted minds, Sandford has no peers.” 

— Associated Press 




“Ice-pick chills . . . excruciatingly tense . . . a double-pumped roundhouse of a thriller.” 

—Kirkus Reviews 





EYES OF PREY 




Davenport risks his sanity to stalk the most brilliant and 
dangerous man he has ever known, a doctor named 
Michael Bekker . . . 

“Relentlessly swift. Genuinely suspenseful . . . excellent.” 

—Los Angeles Times 




“Engrossing . . . one of the most horrible villains this side of Hannibal the Cannibal.” 

—Richmond Times-Dispatch 




SILENT PREY 




Michael Bekker, the psychopath Davenport captured in 

Eyes of Prey, 

escapes . . . 

“Sleek and nasty . . . superb!” 

—St. Paul Pioneer Press 




“ 
Silent Prey terrifies . . . just right for fans of 
The Silence of the Lambs. ” 

—Booklist 





WINTER PREY 




In the icy woods of rural Wisconsin, Davenport searches 
for a brutal killer known as the Iceman . . . 

“Vastly entertaining . . . a furious climactic chase . . . one of the best 
Preys yet.” 

—Kirkus Reviews 




“An intense thriller with an unlikely killer.” 

—Playboy 





NIGHT PREY 




Davenport faces a master thief who becomes obsessed 
with a beautiful woman—then carves her initials into 
his victims . . . 

“One of the most engaging characters in contemporary fiction.” 

—Detroit News 




“ 
Night Prey sizzles . . . positively chilling.” 

—St. Petersburg Times 







MIND PREY 




Lucas Davenport tracks a vicious kidnapper who knows 
more about mind games than Lucas himself. . . . 

“His seventh, and best, outing in the acclaimed 
Prey suspense series.” 

—People 




“Grip-you-by-the-throat thrills . . . impossible to put down.” 

—Houston Chronicle 





SUDDEN PREY 




Davenport falls prey to the purest, simplest criminal 
motivation: revenge. . . . 

“The story will clamp down like a bear trap on all who open its covers.” 

—Publishers Weekly 




“Unquestionably the best [ 
Prey ] yet, a tale of perverse revenge that strikes very close to home.” 

—The Cleveland Plain Dealer 





SECRET PREY 




A killer doesn’t hesitate to take the fight to Lucas himself. 
And those he loves. . . . 

“This particular killer is a brilliant piece of work—intelligent, clever, bold, and sneaky—the perfect perpetrator.” 

—Denver Post 




“Excellent . . . compelling . . . everything works.” 

—USA Today 



THE NIGHT CREW 




A 

People 

Magazine “Page-Turner” 
A mobile unit of video freelancers, they prowl the midnight streets for news to sell to the highest network bidder. Murders. Robberies. High-speed chases. For them, it is an exhilarating life. But tonight, two deaths will change everything. . . . 

“This is fresh ground for Sandford.” 

—Chicago Tribune 

“With its pulse-quickening plot and attractive heroine, you’ll be hooked to the finish.” 

—People 

“This is riveting, intense crime fiction . . . lean-and-mean . . . replete with bursts of black prose that zap the reader like quick video cuts.” 

—Cedar Rapids Gazette 






And don’t miss John Sandford’s thrilling novels of stings and swindles. . . . 



THE EMPRESS FILE 




Kidd and LuEllen are a pair of lovers and liars plotting 
the ultimate scam . . . until everything goes wrong. . . . 

“Alfred Hitchcock would have been delighted.” 

—The Philadelphia Inquirer 

“The imaginative con scheme is clever . . . but the biggest thrills occur when events don’t go as planned.” 

—Library Journal 


THE FOOL’S RUN 




Kidd and LuEllen return for a killer con in the hightech world of industrial espionage. . . . 

“A gripping, ultramodern novel . . . fast-paced and suspenseful.” 

—Chicago Tribune 

“Fast-paced action, high-intellect puzzle-solving, dandy characters . . . if you start guessing outcomes, you are fooled.” 

—Minneapolis Star Tribune 

“Sandford is one of the most skilled thriller writers at work in this country or any other.” 

—Richmond Times-Dispatch 
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Clara Rinker. 

Of the three unluckiest days in Barbara Allen’s life, the first was the day Clara Rinker was raped behind a St. Louis nudie bar called Zanadu, which was located west of the city in a dusty checkerboard of truck terminals, warehouses and light assembly plants. Zanadu, as its chrome-yellow I-70 billboard proclaimed, was E-Z On, E-Z Off. The same was not true of Clara Rinker, despite what Zanadu’s customers thought. 

Rinker was sixteen when she was raped, a small athletic girl, a dancer, an Ozarks runaway. She had bottle-blond hair that showed darker roots, and a body that looked wonderful in V-necked, red-polka-dotted, thin cotton dresses from Kmart. A body that drew the attention of cowboys, truckers and other men who dreamt of Nashville. 

Rinker had taken up nude dancing because she could. It was that, fuck for money or go hungry. The rape took place at two o’clock in the morning on an otherwise delightful April night, the kind of night when midwestern kids are allowed to stay out late and play war, when cicadas hum 


down from their elm-bark hideaways. Rinker had closed the bar that night; she was the last dancer up. 

Four men were still drinking when she finished. Three were hound-faced long-distance truckers who had nowhere to go but the short beds in their various Kenworths, Freight-liners and Peterbilts; and one was a Norwegian exoticanimal dealer drowning the sorrows of a recent mishap involving a box of boa constrictors and thirty-six thousand dollars’worth of illegal tropical birds. 

A fifth man, a slope-shouldered gorilla named Dale-Something, had walked out of the bar halfway through Rinker’s last grind. He left behind twelve dollars in crumpled ones and two small sweat rings where his forearms had been propped on the bar. Rinker had worked down the bar-top, stopping for ten seconds in front of each man for what the girls called a crack shot. Dale-Something had gotten the first shot, and he had stood up and walked out as soon as she moved to the next guy. When she was done, Rinker hopped off the end of the bar and headed for the back to get into her street clothes. 

A few minutes later, the bartender, a University of Missouri wrestler named Rick, knocked on the dressing-room door and said, “Clara? Will you close up the back?” 

“I’ll get it,” she said, pulling a fuzzy pink tube top over her head, shaking her ass to get it down. Rick respected the dancers’ privacy, which they appreciated; it was purely a psychological thing, since he worked behind the bar, and spent half his night looking up their . . . 

Anyway, he respected their privacy. 

When she was dressed, Rinker killed the lights in the dressing room, walked down to the ladies’ room, checked to make sure it was empty, which it always was, and then did the same for the men’s room, which was also empty, except for the ineradicable odor of beer-flavored urine. At the back door, she snapped out the hall lights, released the 


bolt on the lock and stepped outside into the soft evening air. She pulled the door shut, heard the bolt snap, rattled the door handle to make sure that it was locked and headed for her car. 

A rusted-out Dodge pickup crouched on the lot, two-thirds of the way down to her car. A battered aluminum camper slumped on the back, with curtains tangled in the windows. Every once in a while, somebody would drink too much and would wind up sleeping in his car behind the place; so the truck was not exactly unprecedented. Still, Rinker got a bad vibe from it. She almost walked back around the building to see if she could catch Rick before he went out the front. 

Almost. But that was too far and she was probably being silly and Rick was probably in a hurry and the truck was dark, nothing moving . . . 






DALE-SOMETHING WAS SITTING on the far side of it, hunkered down in the pea gravel, his back against the driver’s-side door. He’d been waiting for twenty minutes with decreasing patience, chewing breath mints, thinking about her. Somewhere, in the deep recesses of his mind, breath mints were a concession to gentility, as regarded women. He chewed them as a favor to her. 

When he heard the back door closing, he levered his butt off the ground, peeked through a car window, saw her coming, alone. He waited, crouched behind the car: he was a big guy, much of his bigness in fat, but he took pride in his size anyway. 

And he was quick: Rinker never had a chance. 

When she stepped around the truck, keys rattling in her hand, he came out of the dark and hit her like an NFL tackle. The impact knocked her breath out; she lay beneath him, gasping, the gravel cutting her bare shoulders. He flipped her over, twisting her arms, clamping both of her 


skinny wrists in one hand and the back of her neck in the other. 

And he said, his minty breath next to her ear, “You fuckin’ scream and I’ll break your fuckin’ neck.” 

She didn’t fuckin’ scream because something like this had happened before, with her stepfather. She 
had screamed and he almost 
had broken her fuckin’ neck. Instead of screaming, Rinker struggled violently, thrashing, spitting, kicking, swinging, twisting, trying to get loose. But Dale-Something’s hand was like a vise on her neck, and he dragged her to the camper, pulled open the door, pushed her inside, ripped her pants off and did what he was going to do in the flickering yellow illumination of the dome light. 

When he was done, he threw her out the back of the truck, spit on her, said, “Fuckin’ bitch, you tell anybody about this, and I’ll fuckin’ kill ya.” That was most of what she remembered about it later: lying naked on the gravel, and getting spit on; that, and all the wiry hair on Dale’s fat wobbling butt. 


R INKER DIDN’T CALL the cops, because that would have been the end of her job. And, knowing cops, they probably would have sent her home to her step-dad. So she told Zanadu’s owners about the rape. The brothers Ernie and Ron Battaglia were concerned about both Rinker and their bar license. A nudie joint didn’t need sex crimes in the parking lot. 

“Jeez,” Ron said when Rinker told him about the rape. “That’s terrible, Clara. You hurt? You oughta get yourself looked at, you know?” 

Ernie took a roll of bills from his pocket, peeled off two hundreds, thought about it for a couple of seconds, peeled off a third and tucked the three hundred dollars into her backup tube top. “Get yourself looked at, kid.” 

She nodded and said, “You know, I don’t wanna go to the cops. But this asshole should pay for what he did.” 

“We’ll take care of it,” Ernie offered. 



“Let me take care of it,” Rinker said. 

Ron put up an eyebrow. “What do you want to do?” 

“Just get him down the basement for me. He said something about being a roofer, once. He works with his hands. I’ll get a goddamn baseball bat and bust one of his arms.” 

Ron looked at Ernie, who looked at Rinker and said, “That sounds about right. Next time he comes in, huh?” 


T HEY DIDN’T DO it the next time he came in, which was a week later, looking nervous and shifty-eyed, like he might not be welcomed. Rinker refused to work with Dale-Something at the bar, and when she cornered Ernie in the kitchen, he told her that, goddamnit, they were right in the middle of tax season and neither he nor Ron had the emotional energy for a major confrontation. 

Rinker kept working on them, and the second time Dale-Something showed up, which was two days after tax day, the brothers were feeling nasty. They fed him drinks and complimentary peanuts and kept him talking until after closing. Rick the bartender hustled the second-to-the-last guy out, and left himself, not looking back; he knew something was up. 

Then Ron came around the bar, and Ernie got Dale-Something looking the other way, and Ron nailed him with a wild, out-of-the-blue roundhouse right that knocked Dale off the barstool. Ron landed on him, rolled him, and Ernie raced around the bar and threw on a pro-wrestling death lock. Together, they dragged a barely resisting Dale-Something down the basement stairs. 

The brothers had him on his feet and fully conscious by the time Rinker came down, carrying her aluminum baseball bat; or rather, T-ball bat, which had a better swing-weight for a small woman. 

“I’m gonna sue you fuckers for every fuckin’ dime you got,” Dale-Something said, sputtering blood through his 


split lip. “My fuckin’ lawyer is doin’ the money-dance right now, you fucks . . .” 

“Fuck you, you ain’t doing shit,” Ron said. “You raped this little girl.” 

“What do youwant, Clara?” Ernie asked. Hewas standing behind Dale with his arms under Dale’s armpits, his hands locked behind Dale’s neck. “You wanna arm or a leg?” 

Rinker was standing directly in front of Dale-Something, who glowered at her: “I’m gonna . . .” he started. 

Rinker interrupted: “Fuck legs,” she said. She whipped the bat up, and then straight back down on the crown of Dale-Something’s head. 

The impact sounded like a fat man stepping on an English walnut. Ernie, startled, lost his death grip and Dale-Something slipped to the floor like a two-hundred-pound blob of Jell-O. 

“Holy shit,” Ron said, and crossed himself. 

Ernie prodded Dale-Something with the toe of his desert boot, and Dale blew a bubble of blood. “He ain’t dead,” Ernie said. 

Rinker’s bat came up, and she hit Dale again, this time in the mastoid process behind the left ear. She hit him hard; her step-dad used to make her chop wood for the furnace, and her swing had some weight and snap behind it. “That ought to do it,” she said. 

Ernie nodded and said, “Yup.” Then they all looked at each other in the light of the single bare bulb, and Ron said to Rinker, “Some heavy shit, Clara. How do you feel about this?” 

Clara looked at Dale-Something’s body, the little ring of black blood around his fat lips, and said, “He was a piece of garbage.” 

“You don’t feel nothin’?” Ernie asked. 

“Nothin’.” Her lips were set in a thin, grim line. 

After a minute, Ron looked up the narrow wooden stairs 


and said, “Gonna be a load ’n’ a half getting his ass outa the basement.” 

“You got that right,” Ernie said, adding, philosophically, “I coulda told him there 
ain’t no free pussy.” 



DALE-SOMETHING WENT into the Mississippi and his truck was parked across the river in Granite City, from which spot it disappeared in two days. Nobody ever asked about Dale, and Rinker went back to dancing. A few weeks later, Ernie asked her to sit with an older guy who came in for a beer. Rinker cocked her head and Ernie said, “No, it’s okay. You don’t have to do nothin’.” 

So she got a longneck Bud and went to sit with the guy, who said he was Ernie’s aunt’s husband’s brother. He knew about Dale-Something. “You feeling bad about it yet?” 

“Nope. I’m a little pissed that Ernie told you about it, though,” Rinker said, taking a hit on the Budweiser. 

The older man smiled. He had very strong, white teeth to go with his black eyes and almost-feminine long lashes. Rinker had the sudden feeling that he might show a girl a pretty good time, although he must be over forty. “You ever shoot a gun?” he asked. 



T HAT’S HOW R INKER became a hit lady. She wasn’t spectacular, like the Jackal or one of those movie killers. She just took care of business, quietly and efficiently, using a variety of silenced pistols, mostly .22s. Careful, close-range killings became a trademark. 

Rinker had never thought of herself as stupid, just as someone who hadn’t yet had her chance. When the money from the killings started coming in, she knew that she didn’t know how to handle it. So she went to the Intercontinental College of Business in the mornings, and took courses in bookkeeping and small business. When she was twenty, 


getting a little old for dancing nude, she got a job with the Mafia guy, working in a liquor warehouse. And when she was twenty-four, and knew a bit about the business, she bought a bar of her own in downtown Wichita, Kansas, and renamed it the Rink. 

The bar did well. Still, a few times a year, Rinker’d go out of town with a gun and come back with a bundle of money. Some she spent, but most she hid, under a variety of names, in a variety of places. One thing her step-dad had taught her well: sooner or later, however comfortable you might be at the moment, you were gonna have to run. 


CARMEL LOAN. 

Carmel was long, sleek and expensive, like a new Jaguar. 

She had a small head, with a tidy nose, thin pale lips, a square chin and a small pointed tongue. She was a Swede, way back, and blond—one of the whippet Swedes with small breasts, narrow hips, and a long waist in between. She had the eyes of a bird of prey, a raptor. Carmel was a defense attorney in Minneapolis, one of the top two or three. Most years, she made comfortably more than a million dollars. 

Carmel lived in a fabulously cool high-rise apartment in downtown Minneapolis, all blond-wood floors and white walls with black-and-white photos by Ansel Adams and Diane Arbus and Minor White, but nobody as gauche and come-lately as Robert Mapplethorpe. Amid all the blackand-white, there were perfect touches of bloody-murderred in the furniture and carpets. Even her car, a Jaguar XK8, had a custom bloody-murder-red paint job. 

On the second of the three unluckiest days in Barbara Allen’s life, Carmel Loan decided that she was truly, genuinely and forever in love with Hale Allen, Barbara Allen’s husband. 

Hale Allen, a property and real estate attorney, was the definitive heartthrob. He had near-black hair that fell naturally 


over his forehead in little ringlets, warm brown eyes, a square chin with a dimple, wide shoulders, big hands and narrow hips. He was a perfect size forty-two, a little over six feet tall, with one slightly chipped front tooth. The knot of his tie was always askew, and women were always fixing it. Putting their hands on him. He had an easy jock-way with the women, chatting them up, playing with them. 

Hale Allen liked women; and not just for sex. He liked to talk with them, shop with them, drink with them, jog with them—all without losing some essential lupine manliness. He had given Carmel reason to believe that he found her not unattractive. Whenever Carmel saw 
him, something deep inside her got plucked. 

Despite his looks and easy manner with women, Hale Allen was not the sharpest knife in the dishwasher. He was content with boilerplate law, the arranging of routine contracts, and made nowhere near as much money as Carmel. That made little difference to a woman who’d found true love. Stupidity could be overlooked, Carmel thought, if a woman felt a genuine physical passion for a man. Besides, Hale would look very good standing next to the stone fireplace at her annual Christmas party, a scotch in hand, and perhaps a cheerful bloody-murder-red bow tie; she’d do the talking. 

Unfortunately, Hale appeared to be permanently tied to his wife, Barbara. 

By her money, Carmel thought. Barbara had a lot of it, through her family. And though Hale’s cerebral filament might not burn as brightly as others, he knew fifty million bucks when he saw them. He knew where that sixteen-hundred-dollar black cashmere Giorgio Armani sport coat came from. 

Allen’s tie to his wife—or to her money, anyway—left few acceptable options for a woman of Carmel’s qualities. 

She wouldn’t hang around and yearn, or get weepy and 


depressed, or drunk enough to throw herself at him. She’d do something. 

Like kill the wife. 


FIVE YEARS EARLIER, Carmel had gone to court and had shredded the evidentiary procedures followed by a young St. Paul cop after a routine traffic stop had turned into a major drug bust. 

Her client, Rolando (Rolo) D’Aquila, had walked on the drug charge, though the cops had taken ten kilos of cocaine from under the spare tire of his coffee-brown Continental. The cops had wound up keeping the car under the forfeiture law, but Rolo didn’t care about that. What he cared about was that he’d done exactly five hours in jail, which was the time it took for Carmel to organize the one point three million dollars in bail money. 

And later, when they walked away from the courthouse after the acquittal, Rolo told her that if she ever needed a really serious favor 
—really serious— to come see him. Because of previous conversations, they both knew what he was talking about. “I owe you,” he said. She didn’t say no, because she never said no. 

She said, “See ya.” 

On a warm, rainy day in late May, Carmel drove her second car—an anonymous blue-black Volvo station wagon registered in her mother’s second-marriage name—to a ramshackle house in St. Paul’s Frogtown, eased to the curb, and looked out the passenger-side window. 

The wooden-frame house was slowly settling into its overgrown lawn. Rainwater seeped over the edges of its leaf-clogged gutters, and peeling green paint showed patches of the previous color, a chalky blue. None of the windows or doors was quite level with the world, square with the house, or aligned with each other. Most of the windows showed glass; a few had black screens. 



Carmel got a small travel umbrella from the backseat, pushed the car door open with her feet, popped the umbrella, and hurried up the sidewalk to the house. The inner door was open: she knocked twice on the screen door, which rattled in its frame, and she heard Rolo from the back: “Come on in, Carmel. I’m in the kitchen.” 

The interior of the house was a match for the exterior. The carpets were twenty years old, with paths worn through the thin pile. The walls were a dingy yellow, the furniture a crappy collection of plastic-veneered plywood, chipped along the edges of the tabletops and down the legs. There were no pictures on the walls, no decoration of any kind. Nailheads poked from picture-hanging spots, where previous tenants had tried a little harder. Everything smelled like nicotine and tar. 

The kitchen was improbably bright. There were no shades or curtains on the two windows that flanked the kitchen table, and only two chairs, one tucked tight to the table, another pulled out. Rolo, looking smaller than he had five years before, was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt that said, enigmatically, 
Jesus. He had both hands in the kitchen sink. 

“Just cleaning up for the occasion,” he said. 

He wasn’t embarrassed at being caught at house-cleaning, and a thought flicked through Carmel’s lawyer-head: 
He should be embarrassed. 

“Sit down,” he said, nodding at the pulled-out chair. “I got some coffee going.” 

“I’m sort of in a rush,” she started. 

“You don’t have time for coffee with Rolando?” He was flicking water off his hands, and he ripped a paper towel off a roll that sat on the kitchen counter, wiped his hands dry, and tossed the balled-up towel toward a wastebasket in the corner. It hit the wall and ricocheted into the basket. “Two,” he said. 



She glanced at her watch, and reversed herself on the coffee. “Sure, I’ve got a few minutes.” 

“I’ve come a long way down, huh?” 

She glanced once around the kitchen, shrugged and said, “You’ll be back.” 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I got my nose pretty deep in the shit.” 

“So take a program.” 

“Yeah, a program,” he said, and laughed. “Twelve steps to Jesus.” Then, apologetically, “I only got caffeinated.” 

“Only kind I drink,” she said. And then, “So you made the call.” Not a question. 

Rolo was pouring coffee into two yellow ceramic mugs, the kind Carmel associated with lake resorts in the North Woods. “Yes. And she’s still working, and she’ll take the job.” 

“She? It’s a woman?” 

“Yeah. I was surprised myself. I never asked, you know, I only knew who to call. But when I asked, my friend said, ‘She.’ ” 

“She’s gotta be good,” Carmel said. 

“She’s good. She has a reputation. Never misses. Very efficient, very fast. Always from very close range, so there’s no mistake.” Rolo put a mug of coffee in front of her, and she turned it with her fingertips, and picked it up. 

“That’s what I need,” she said, and took a sip. Good coffee, very hot. 

“You’re sure about this?” Rolo said. He leaned back against the kitchen counter, and gestured with his coffee mug. “Once I tell them ‘Yes,’ it’ll be hard to stop. This woman, the way she moves, nobody knows where she is, or what name she’s using. If you say, ‘Yes,’ she kills Barbara Allen.” 

Carmel frowned at the sound of Barbara Allen’s name. She hadn’t really thought of the process as 
murder. She had 


considered it more abstractly, as the solution to an otherwise intractable problem. Of course, she had 
known it would be murder, she just hadn’t contemplated the fact. “I’m sure,” she said. 

“You’ve got the money?” “At the house. I brought your ten.” She put the mug down, dug in her purse, pulled out a thin deck of currency and laid it on the table. Rolo picked it up, riffled it expertly with a thumb. “I’ll tell you this,” he said. “When they come and ask for it, pay every penny. 
Every penny. Don’t argue, just pay. If you don’t, they won’t try to collect. They’ll make an example out of you.” 

“I know how it works,” Carmel said, with an edge of impatience. “They’ll get it. And nobody’ll be able to trace it, because I’ve had it stashed. It’s absolutely clean.” 

Rolo shrugged: “Then if you say ‘Yes,’ I’ll call them tonight. And they’ll kill Barbara Allen.” 

This time, she didn’t flinch when Rolo spoke the name. Carmel stood up: “Yes,” she said. “Do it.” 


RINKER CAME to town three weeks later. She had driven her own car from Wichita, then rented two different-colored, different-make cars from Hertz and Avis, under two different names, using authentic Missouri driver’s licenses and perfectly good, paid-up credit cards. 

She stalked Barbara Allen for a week, and finally decided to kill her on the interior steps of a downtown parking garage. In the week that Rinker trailed her, Allen had used the garage four times, and all four times had used the stairs to get to the skyway level. Once in the skyway, she’d gone straight to an office with the name “Star of the North Charities” on the door. When Rinker knew that Allen was 
not at Star of the North, she’d called and asked for her. 

“I’m sorry, she’s not here.” 

“Do you expect her?” 



“She’s usually here for an hour or two in the morning, just before lunch.” 

“Thanks, I’ll try again tomorrow.” 


BARBARA ALLEN. 

On the last of the three unluckiest days of her life, she got out of bed, showered, and ate a light breakfast of Raisin Bran and strawberries—with Hale for a husband, it paid to watch her figure. As the housekeeper cleared away the breakfast dishes, Allen turned on the television to check the Dow Jones opening numbers, sat at her desk and reviewed proposed charitable allocations from the Star of the North Charities trust, then, at nine-thirty, gathered her papers, pushed them into a tan Coach briefcase, and headed downtown. 

Rinker, in a red Jeep Cherokee, followed her until she was sure that Allen was heading downtown, then passed her and hurried ahead. Allen was a slow, careful driver, but traffic and traffic lights were unpredictable, and Rinker wanted to be at least five minutes ahead of her by the time they got downtown. 

Rinker had picked out another parking garage, also on the skyway system, a little less than a two-minute fast walk from the killing ground. She wheeled into the garage, parked, walked to her own car, which she’d parked in the garage earlier that morning, and climbed into the backseat. She glanced up and down the ramp, saw one man leaving, heading toward the doors. She reached down, grabbed the carpeting behind the passenger seat and popped open a shallow steel box, which held two Remington .22 semiautomatic pistols, silencers already attached, on a bed of foam peanuts. 

Rinker was wearing a loose shift, with a homemade elastic-girdle beneath it. She pushed the .22s into the wide pockets of the shift, through another slit cut through the insides of the pockets, and into the girdle. The .22s were 


held tight against her body, but she could get them out in a half-second. With the guns tucked away, Rinker hopped out of the car and headed for the skyway. 


BARBARA ALLEN, a sturdy, German blonde with short, expensively cut hair, a dab of lipstick, a crisp white cotton blouse, a navy skirt and matching navy low-heels, went into the stairwell of the Sixth Street parking garage at 9:58 A.M. Halfway down, she met a small woman coming up, a redhead. As she passed her, looking down, the other woman smiled, and Allen, who knew about such things, looked at the top of her head and thought, 
Wig. 

That was the last thing she thought on the unluckiest day of her life. 



RINKER, CLIMBING THE STAIRS, had mistimed it. She knew the lower ramp was clear, and wanted to take Allen low. But Allen came down the narrow steps slowly, and Rinker, now in plain sight, didn’t feel she should stop and wait for her. So she continued climbing. Allen smiled and nodded at her as they passed, and as they passed, Rinker pulled the right-hand .22, pivoted, and fired it into the back of Allen’s head from a range of two inches. Allen’s hair puffed out, as though somebody had blown on it, and she started to fall. 

The silencers were good. The loudest noise in the stairwell was the cycling of the pistol’s action. Rinker got off a second shot before Allen fell too far, then stepped down to the sprawled body and fired five more shots into Allen’s temple. 

As she stepped away from the body, ready to head down the stairs, a cop came through the door in the stairwell above them. He was in uniform, a heavy guy carrying a manila folder. 

Rinker had thought about this possibility, a surprise from 


a cop, though she’d never experienced anything like it. Still, she’d rehearsed it in her mind. 

“Hey,” the cop said. He put up a hand, and Rinker shot him. 








TWO 
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Baily Dobbs’s first day on patrol had taught him that police work was more complicated than he’d thought—and more dangerous than he’d expected. Baily had seen police work as a way to achieve a certain authority, a status. He hadn’t thought about fighting people bigger than he was, about drunks vomiting in the backseat of the squad, about freezing his ass off outside the Target Center when the Wolves were playing. So Baily resolved to keep his head down, to volunteer for nothing, to show up late for trouble calls, and to get off the street as fast as he could. 

He was inside in less than two years. 

One Halloween, responding—late—to a domestic, he’d walked up a dark sidewalk, stepped on the back axle of a tricycle, flipped into the air and twisted his knee. He was never exactly disabled, but it became clear that if he couldn’t run, he couldn’t work the streets. His hobbling progress around a gymnasium track baffled the docs and amused his former partners. The phrase “I’m gonna 
baily on that” came into the vocabulary of the Minneapolis Police Department. 



Baily went inside and stayed there. He still wore a uniform, carried a gun and got paid for being a cop, but he was a clerk and happy with it. Which is why he didn’t respond as quickly as he might have, when he saw Rinker execute Barbara Allen. His cop reflexes were gone. 





BAILY’S LUNCH STARTED at eleven o’clock, but on this day he’d taken some under-time. He snuck out through the basement of City Hall, into the county government building, carrying a manila folder that contained a few sheets of paper addressed to a court bailiff—his cover-your-ass file, if he was spotted by his supervisor. 

Once in the government building, he took a quick look around, then dodged into the skyway that went over to the Sixth Street parking garage. From there, he planned to take the stairs to the street level and cross over to the Hennepin County Medical Center, which had a nice discreet cafeteria rarely visited by cops. He’d eat a cheeseburger and fries, enjoy a few cups of coffee, read the newspapers, then amble back to City Hall, just in time for lunch. 

That perfectly good plan fell apart when he stepped into the stairwell. 

Two women were in the stairwell below him, and one of them, a redhead, appeared to be sticking something in the ear of the other, who was lying on the stairs. 

“Hey,” he said. 

The redhead looked up at him, and in the next quarter-second, Baily realized that what she had in her hand was a pistol. The pistol came up and Baily put a hand out, and the redhead shot him. There wasn’t much noise, but he felt something hit his chest, and he fell down backward. 

He fell in the doorway, which saved his life: Rinker, standing below him on the stairs, looking over the sights of her pistol, couldn’t see anything but the bottoms of his 


feet. Baily groaned as he fell, and he dimly heard a man’s voice call, “Are you all right?” 

Rinker had taken two quick steps toward him, to finish him, when she heard the new voice. Complications were increasing. Quick as a blink, she decided: down was safe. She went down, not running, but moving fast. 

Baily struggled to sit upright, to crawl away from the stairwell, and heard a door bang closed in the stairwell below. His chest hurt, and so did his hand. He looked at his hand, and it was all scuffed up, apparently from the fall. Then he discovered the growing bloodstain on the pocket of his white uniform shirt. 

“Oh, man,” he said. 

The other voice called again, “Hey, you okay?” 

“Oh, Jesus, oh, God, Jesus God,” said Baily, who was not a religious man. He tried to push himself up again, noticed his hand was slippery with blood, and started to cry. “Oh, Jesus . . .” He looked up the ramp, where a man carrying a briefcase was looking down at him. A woman was beyond him, also coming toward them; he could sense her reluctance. 

“Help me . . .” Baily cried. “Help me, I’ve been shot . . .” 


SLOAN BANGED into Lucas Davenport’s office and said, “Baily Dobbs’s been shot.” He looked at his watch. “Twelve minutes ago.” 

Lucas was peering glumly into a six-hundred-page report with a blue cover and white label, which said, “Mayor’s Select Commission on Cultural Diversity, Alternative Lifestyles and Other-Abledness in the Minneapolis Police Department: A Preliminary Approach to Divergent Modalities [Executive Summary],” which he’d been marking with a fluorescent-yellow highlighter. He was on page seven. 



He put down the report and said, incredulously, “ 
Our Baily Dobbs?” 

“How many Baily Dobbs are there?” Sloan asked. 

Lucas stood up and reached for a navy-blue silk jacket that hung from a government-issue coat tree. “Is he dead?” 

“No.” 

“An accident? He shoot himself?” 

Sloan shook his head. Sloan was a thin man, hatchet-faced, dressed in shades of brown and tan. A homicide investigator, the best interrogator on the force, an old friend. “Looks like he walked in on a shooting, over in the Sixth Street parking garage,” he told Lucas. “The shooter killed a woman, and then shot Baily. I figured since Rose Marie and Lester are out of town, and nobody can find Thorn, you better haul your ass over to the hospital.” 

Lucas grunted, and he pulled on the jacket. Rose Marie Roux was the chief of police; Lester, Thorn and Lucas were deputy chiefs. “Anything on the shooter?” 

“No. Well, Baily said something about it being a woman. The shooter was. The woman she shot is dead, and Baily took two rounds in the right tit.” 

“Last goddamn guy in the world,” Lucas said. 

Lucas was tall, lean but not thin, broad-shouldered and dark-complected. A scar sliced across one eyebrow onto his cheek, and showed as a pale line through his summer tan, like a vagrant strand of white thread. Another scar showed on the front of his neck, over his windpipe, just above the V of his royal-blue golf shirt. He took a .45 in a clip-rig out of his desk drawer and clipped it inside his pants, under the jacket. He did it unconsciously, as another man might put a wallet in his back pocket. “How bad is he?” 

“He’s going into surgery,” Sloan said. “Swanson’s over there, but that’s all I know.” 



“Let’s go,” Lucas said. “Does anybody know what Dobbs was doing in the stairwell?” 

“The other people in the office say he was probably sneaking over to Hennepin Medical for a cheeseburger. He’d pretend he was going to the government center, then he’d sneak over to the hospital and drink coffee and read the papers.” 


“That’s the Baily we know and love,” Lucas said. 


THE EMERGENCY ROOM was a warm four-minute fast walk from City Hall. A cop was shot, hurt bad, but life went on. The sidewalks were crowded with shoppers, the streets clogged with cars, and Sloan, intent on making it to the hospital, nearly got hit in an intersection—Lucas had to hook his arm and pull him back. “You’re too ugly to be a hood ornament,” Lucas grunted. 

The emergency room was oddly quiet, Lucas thought. Usually, after a cop-shooting, thirty people would be milling around, no matter who the cop was. Here, there were three other cops, a couple of nurses and a doc, all standing around in the alcohol-scented reception area. Nobody seemed to be doing much. 

“Place is empty,” Sloan said, picking up the thought. 

“Word hasn’t got out yet,” Lucas said. One of the three other cops was talking on the phone, while a second, a uniform sergeant, talked into his ear. Swanson, a bland-faced, overweight homicide detective in a gray suit, was leaning on a fluids-proof countertop talking to a nurse, a notebook open on the counter. He saw Lucas, with Sloan a step behind, and lifted a hand. 

“Where’s Baily?” Lucas asked. 

“He’s about to go in,” Swanson said, meaning surgery. “They already got the sedative going, so they can plug in the airway shit. He won’t be talking. The surgeon’s down the hall scrubbing up, if you wanna talk to him.” 



“Anybody tell Baily’s wife?” 

“We’re looking for the chaplain,” Swanson said. “He’s at a church thing up on the north side, some kind of yard sale. Dick’s on hold for him now.” He nodded at the cop on the phone. “We’ll get him in the next couple of minutes.” 

Lucas turned to Sloan: “Get the chaplain going, send a car. Lights and sirens.” 

Sloan nodded and headed for the cop on the phone. Lucas turned back to Swanson. “What’s going on at the scene?” 

“Goddamnedest thing. Woman was executed, I think.” 

“Executed?” 

“She took at least four or five in the head with a small-caliber pistol, short range: you can see the tattooing on her scalp,” Swanson said. “Nobody heard a thing, which might mean a silencer. Everything in that stairwell echoes like crazy, off that concrete, and Baily told me he couldn’t remember hearing the gun. Baily saw the shooter, but all he remembered was that it was a woman, and she was a redhead. Nothing else. No age, no weight, nothing. We figure the shooter was white if she was a redhead, but shit, there’re probably five thousand redheads downtown every day.” 

“Who’s working it?” 

“Sherrill and Black. I heard about it, first call, and ran over, took a quick look at the dead woman and then came over here with Baily and the paramedics.” 

“So the dead woman’s still over there.” 

Swanson nodded. “Yeah. She was way dead. We didn’t even think about bringing her in.” 

“Okay . . . you say the doc’s scrubbing?” 

“Dan Wong, right down the hall. By the way, Baily says he was only shot once, but the docs say he’s got two slugs in him.” 

“So much for eyewitnesses,” Lucas said. 

“Yeah. But it means that this chick is fast and accurate. 


The holes are a half-inch apart. Of course, she missed his heart.” 

“If she was shooting for it. If it was a twenty-two . . .” 

“That’s what it looked like.” 

“. . . then she might have been worried about punching through his breastbone.” 

Swanson shook his head. “Nobody’s that good.” “I hope not,” Lucas said. 


LUCAS BRUSHED PAST a nurse who made a desultory effort to slow him down, and found Wong up to his elbows in green soap. Wong turned and said, “Uh-oh, the cops.” 

“How bad is it?” Lucas asked. “Not too bad,” Wong said, going to work on his fingernails. “He’s gonna hurt for a while, but I’ve seen a hell of a lot worse. Two slugs—in the pictures, they look pretty deformed, so they were probably hollowpoints. They went in at his right nipple, lodged under the right scapula. Two little holes, he hardly bled at all, though his body fat makes it a little hard to tell what’s going on. His blood pressure’s good. Looks like some goddamn gang-banger with a pieceof-crap twenty-two.” 

“So he’s gonna be okay?” Lucas could feel the tension backing off. 

“Unless he has a heart attack or a stroke,” Wong said. “He’s way too fat and he was panicking when they brought him in. The surgery, I could do with my toes.” 

“So what’ll I tell the press? Wong is doing surgery with his toes?” 

Wong shrugged as he rinsed: “He’s in surgery now, listed in guarded condition, but he’s expected to recover barring complications.” 

“You gonna talk to them afterwards?” 

“I got a two o’clock tee time at Wayzata,” Wong said. He flicked water off his hands and stepped away from the sink. 



“You might have to skip it,” Lucas said. 

“Bullshit. I don’t get invited all that often.” 

“Danny . . .” 

“I’ll give them a few minutes,” Wong said. “Now, if you’ll get your germ-infested ass out of here, I’ll go to work.” 


RANDALL THORN, the newly promoted deputy chief for patrol, showed up ten minutes later. Fifteen cops stood around the emergency area now. The crowd was beginning to gather. “I was all the way down by the goddamn airport,” he told Lucas. His uniform showed sweat rings under his armpits. “How is he?” 

Lucas briefed him quickly, then Sloan came over and said, “The chaplain’s on his way to Baily’s house. He oughta notify the old lady in the next five minutes or so.” 

Lucas nodded and looked back at Thorn: “Can you hold the fort here? I ran over because Rose Marie is gone and I knew you and Lester were out of the house. But he’s sort of your guy.” 

Thorn nodded: “I’ll take it. You going over to the scene?” 

“For a minute or two,” Lucas said. “I want to get a picture in my head.” 

Thorn nodded and said, “You know what picture I can’t get in my head? Baily Dobbs getting shot. Last goddamn . . .” 

“Guy in the world,” Lucas finished for him. 


I F THE EMERGENCY ROOM had seemed unnaturally calm, the Sixth Street parking ramp looked like a law enforcement convention: a dozen homicide and uniform cops, medical examiner’s personnel, a deputy mayor, the parking garage manager and two possible witnesses were 


standing in the skyway-level elevator lobby and the stairwell above it. 

Lucas nodded at one of the uniform cops controlling the traffic, and he and Sloan poked their heads into the stairwell. Marcy Sherrill and Tom Black were going through the victim’s purse. The victim herself was lying on the stairs, at their feet. Her skirt was pulled up over her ample thighs, showing nude panty hose. One hand bent awkwardly away from her face—she might have broken her arm when she landed, Lucas thought—and her eyes were frozen half open. A pool of blood coagulated under her still-perfect hairdo. Her face was vaguely familiar; she looked like she might have been a nice lady. 

Sherrill turned and saw Lucas and said, shyly, “Hi.” “Hey,” Lucas said, nodding. He and Sherrill had ended a six-week romance: or as Sherrill put it, Forty Days and Forty Nights of Sex & Disputation. They were now in the awkward phase of no longer seeing each other while they were still working together. “Looks nasty,” he added. The stairwell smelled of damp concrete overlaid with the coppery odor of blood and human intestinal gas, which was leaking out of the body. 

Sherrill glanced down at the body and said, “Gonna be a strange one.” 

“Swanson said she was executed,” Sloan said. 

“She was, big-time,” said Black. They all looked down at the body, arranged around their feet like a puddle. “I can see seven entry wounds, but no exits. You don’t need to be no forensic scientist to see that the gun was close—maybe an inch away.” 

“Who is she?” Lucas said. 

“Barbara Paine Allen. She’s got a 
notify card in her purse, looks like her husband’s a lawyer.” 



“I know her face from somewhere, and the name rings a bell,” Lucas said. “I think she might be 
somebody. ” 

Sherrill and Black both nodded, and Sherrill muttered, “Great.” 


LUCAS SQUATTED next to the dead woman for a moment, looking at her head. The bullet wounds were small and tidy, as though she’d been repeatedly stabbed with a pencil. There were two wounds high on the back of her head, and a cluster of five in her temple. Her heart had kept pumping for a while after she landed; a thin stream of drying blood ran down from each of the holes. The seven thin streams were neatly defined, which meant that she hadn’t moved after she hit the stairs. Professional, and very tidy, Lucas thought. He stood up and asked the other two, “You got witnesses? Besides Baily?” 

“Baily said that the shooter was a redheaded woman, and we’ve got two people who say they saw a redheaded woman walking away from the scene close to the time of the shooting. No good description. She was wearing sunglasses, they said. Both of them said she was wiping her nose or sneezing into a handkerchief.” 

“Covering her face,” Lucas said. “I don’t believe this shit,” Sloan said, looking down at Barbara Allen. “People don’t get hit.” 

“Not in Minneapolis,” Sherrill said. “Not by a pro,” said Black. 

Lucas scratched his chin and said, “But 
she did. I wonder why?” 

“Are you buyin’ in?” Sherrill asked. “Could be an interesting trip.” 

“Don’t have the time,” Lucas said. “I have the Otherness Commission.” 

“Maybe if we find the shooter, we could get her to kill the commission.” 



“They’re not killable,” Lucas said gloomily. “They come straight from hell.” 

“We’ll keep you updated,” Sherrill said. “Do that.” Lucas shook his head, and looked back down at the cooling body. And he said, aloud, again, “I wonder 
why.” 
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