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Don’t you know how the tiger trainer goes about it? He doesn’t dare give the tiger any living thing to eat for fear it will learn the taste of fury by killing it. He doesn’t dare give it any whole thing to eat for fear it will learn the taste of fury by tearing it apart.

            
            
         

         
         
         He gauges the state of the tiger’s appetite and thoroughly understands its fierce disposition. Tigers are a different breed from men . . . the men who get killed are the ones who go against them.

         
         
         
         
         —Chinese philosopher Chuang Tzu, 351 BC
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         Thursday, May 15

         
         
         Bearcroft Mine

         
         
         The Rocky Mountains, 40 miles west of Denver

         
         
         5:19 p.m.

         
         
         
         
         The sad, ripe odor of death seeped from the entrance to the abandoned mine.

         
         
         
         
         Some FBI agents get used to this smell, to this moment, and after awhile it just becomes another part of the daily routine.

         
         
         
         
         That’s never happened with me.

         
         
         
         
         My flashlight cut a narrow seam through the darkness but gave me enough light to see that the woman was still clothed, no sign of sexual assault. Ten sturdy candles surrounded her, their flames wisping and licking at the dusty air, giving the tunnel a ghostly, otherworldly feel.

         
         
         
         
         She was about ten meters away and lay as if asleep, hands on her chest. And in her hands was the reason I’d been called in.

         
         
         
         
         A slowly decomposing human heart.

         
         
         
         
         No sign of the second victim.

         
         
         
         
         And the candles flickered around her in the dark.

         
         
         
         
         Part of my duties at the FBI’s Denver field office include working with the Denver Police Department on a joint task force that investigates the most violent criminal offenders in the Denver metroplex, helping to evaluate evidence and suggest investigative strategies. Since this crime appeared to be linked to another double homicide the day before in Littleton, Lieutenant Kurt Mason had asked for my help.

         
         
         
         
         But some local law enforcement officers tend to be territorial, and from the moment I’d stepped off the task force helicopter I’d seen how excited the four men from the crime scene unit were that I was here. It probably didn’t help matters that Kurt wanted me to survey the scene with him before they processed the tunnel.

         
         
         
         
         The mine was barely high enough for me to stand in, and narrow enough for me to touch both sides at once. Every five to ten meters, thick beams buttressed the walls and ceiling, supporting against cave-ins.

         
         
         
         
         A rusted track that had been used by miners to roll ore carts through the mine ran along the ground and disappeared into the darkness somewhere beyond the woman’s body.

         
         
         
         
         As I took a few steps into the tunnel, I checked to see if my Nikes left an imprint but saw that the ground was too hard. So, it was unlikely we would have shoe impressions from the killer either.

         
         
         
         
         With each step, the temperature dropped, dipping into the low forties. The time of death was still unknown, but the cool air would have slowed decomposition and helped preserve the body. The woman might have been dead for two or three days already.

         
         
         
         
         One of the candles winked out.

         
         
         
         
         Why did you bring her here? Why today? Why this mine?

         
         
         
         
         Whose heart is that in her hands?

         
         
         
         
         The voice of one of the crime scene unit members cut through the dim silence. “Yeah, Special Agent Bowers is inside. He’s taking his time.”

         
         
         
         
         “I should hope so.” It was Lieutenant Mason, and I was glad he was here. He’d been on the phone since I arrived, and now I paused and waited for him to join me.

         
         
         
         
         A beam of light swept past me as he turned on his flashlight, and a moment later he was standing by my side.

         
         
         
         
         “Thanks for coming in on this, Pat.” He spoke in a hushed voice, a small way to honor the dead. “I know you’re leaving to teach at the Academy next week. I’m hoping—”

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll consult from Quantico if I need to.”

         
         
         
         
         He gave me a small nod.

         
         
         
         
         Forty-one, with stylish, wire-rimmed glasses and swift intelligent eyes, Kurt looked more like an investment banker than a seasoned detective, but he was one of the best homicide investigators I’d ever met.

         
         
         
         
         It’d been a hard year for him, though, and it showed on his face. Five months ago while he and his wife Cheryl were on a date, their fifteen-month-old daughter Hannah drowned in the bathtub while the babysitter was in the living room texting one of her friends. Kurt and I had only known each other for a few months when his daughter died, but I’d recently lost my wife, and in a way the sense of shared tragedy had deepened our friendship.

         
         
         
         
         Silently, we donned latex gloves. Began to walk toward the woman’s body.

         
         
         
         
         “Her name is Heather Fain.” His voice sounded lonely and hollow in the tunnel. “I just got the word. Disappeared from her apartment in Aurora on Monday. No one’s seen her boyfriend since then either—a guy named Chris Arlington. He was a person of interest in the case . . . until . . .” He let his voice trail off. He was staring at the heart.

         
         
         
         
         I looked at Heather’s body, still five meters away, and let her name roll through my mind.

         
         
         
         
         Heather.

         
         
         
         
         Heather Fain.

         
         
         
         
         This wasn’t just a corpse, these were tragic remains of a young woman who’d had a boyfriend and dreams and a life in Aurora, Colorado. A young woman with passions and hopes and heartaches.

         
         
         
         
         Until this week.

         
         
         
         
         Grief stabbed at me.

         
         
         
         
         Kurt’s comment led me to think he might have reason to believe this was Chris Arlington’s heart. “Do we know the identity of the second victim?” I asked. “Whether or not it’s Chris?”

         
         
         
         
         “Not yet.” An edginess took over his voice. “And I know what you’re thinking, Pat: don’t assume, examine. Don’t worry. I will.”

         
         
         
         
         “I know.”

         
         
         
         
         “We have to start somewhere.”

         
         
         
         
         I focused the beam of light on the heart. “Yes, we do.”

         
         
         
         
         Together, we approached the body.
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         The candles gave off a scent of vanilla that intermingled with the smell of moldering flesh and the sharp sulfurous odor coming from deeper in the mine. I wondered if the candles were the killer’s way of trying to mask the smell of the body as it began to decay, wondered where he might have purchased them, how long they’d been burning.

         
         
         
         
         Details.

         
         
         
         
         Timing.

         
         
         
         
         “I should tell you,” Kurt said, “Captain Terrell’s not thrilled this is going through the task force. He wants it local law enforcement all the way.”

         
         
         
         
         “Thanks for the heads-up.” Even from three meters away I could see the heart’s intricate, fleshy veins. “We’ll deal with that later.”

         
         
         
         
         We arrived at Heather’s body.

         
         
         
         
         Caucasian. Mid-twenties, medium build, dusty brown hair. Fresh lipstick. I pictured her alive, moving, breathing, laughing. Based on the bone structure of her face, she would have had a lovely, shy smile.

         
         
         
         
         Her skin was mottled and blotchy and there’d been minor insect activity, but the cool temperature had kept it to a minimum.

         
         
         
         
         I studied the heart for a moment—reddish black and clutched in her hands. It looked so dark and terrible lying on her chest.

         
         
         
         
         Then I let my gaze shift to the candles. Over the years I’ve found that having a clear understanding of a crime’s timing and location is the most important place to start an investigation. I looked at my watch and then blew out the five candles encircling her legs. “Jot down 5:28 p.m.”

         
         
         
         
         Kurt wrote the numbers on his notepad. “Wax flow?”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes.” Later, we would have Forensics burn this brand of candle at this altitude and this temperature and compare the melting rate and amount of wax flow to determine how long these candles had been burning. It would tell us when the killer was last here. I didn’t need to tell Kurt any of this; we were on the same wavelength.

         
         
         
         
         I studied the position of the body in relationship to the way the tunnel curved to the left as it followed the vein of minerals winding through the mountain. It appeared that Heather’s body hadn’t been placed haphazardly in the mine. The killer had centered her between two support beams.

         
         
         
         
         He wanted us to see her as soon as we stepped into the mine. He’s framing her. Like a picture.

         
         
         
         
         “Just a few more minutes,” Kurt said, jarring me out of my thoughts. “Then I need to let the CSU guys in.”

         
         
         
         
         I leaned over her body.

         
         
         
         
         Her eyes were closed.

         
         
         
         
         No visible body art.

         
         
         
         
         No ripped clothing, no sign of a struggle. Black slacks, brown leather boots, a yellow and orange flower-patterned blouse stained dark with the blood that had seeped from the heart.

         
         
         
         
         I brushed away a strand of hair covering her left ear and saw that it was pierced in three places, but she wore no earrings. I checked the other ear. No jewelry. “Let’s find out if she was wearing earrings the day she was abducted. If she was, check ViCAP for other cases of killers who take earrings as trophies of their murders.”

         
         
         
         
         He wrote in his notepad.

         
         
         
         
         “Kurt, besides you, how many officers have been in here?”

         
         
         
         
         “Just two.” He pointed his light toward an intersecting tunnel leading to the east. “I checked the tunnels before they got here. It’s clear. No more bodies.”

         
         
         
         
         Water dripped out of sight somewhere deep in the mine. Wet echoes crawling toward me.

         
         
         
         
         “Do we know who owns this mine?”

         
         
         
         
         He shook his head. “Up here, mineral rights change hands a lot. Get inherited, resold. It’s hard to track down. Jameson’s working on it.”

         
         
         
         
         I gave Heather my full attention again.

         
         
         
         
         No contusions on her face, no blood in her hair, no ligature marks on her neck. How did he kill you, Heather? Press a pillow against your face? Drown you? Poison you?

         
         
         
         
         “Let’s get a tox screening.”

         
         
         
         
         “ME’s on his way up to get things rolling.”

         
         
         
         
         The candle beside her right shoulder blinked out.

         
         
         
         
         I moved my beam of light past the heart and directed it onto the slight folds and wrinkles in her clothing.

         
         
         
         
         Kurt bent beside me, pointing first at her shoulders, then at her ankles. “No clumping or bunching of her clothes,” he said. “He didn’t drag her in here; he carried her.”

         
         
         
         
         “Looks like it. Either way, he took time to smooth out her clothes, to brush her hair. He spent time with her. Posing her. Making sure everything was just right.”

         
         
         
         
         I felt a renewed sense of sadness at her death and the death of the person whose heart now lay on her chest. Moving the beam of light across her body, I thought of how many killers return to the dump sites of their victims to violate their remains, to relive the thrill of the murder, but there was no sign he’d defiled her remains. And I was thankful, if for nothing more than that.

         
         
         
         
         Why here? Why did you bring her here? When I’m in the middle of an investigation I have a tendency to talk to myself, and I didn’t realize I’d done more than just think my two questions until I heard a woman’s voice behind me: “He’s sending us a message.”
         

         
         
         
         
         Then footsteps, quick, firm, purposeful. Careful to avoid shining the beam in her eyes, I tilted my flashlight toward the woman approaching us. In the corner of the light, I could see her naturally beautiful, cowgirl face and strawberry blonde hair.

         
         
         
         
         “Detective Warren,” I said.

         
         
         
         
         “Agent Bowers.”

         
         
         
         
         At twenty-nine, Cheyenne was the youngest woman ever to be promoted to homicide detective for the Denver Police Department. She was smart, down-to-earth, dedicated, and I liked her. I’d worked six task force cases with her over the last year, and each time I’d become more impressed.

         
         
         
         
         Even though I was seven years older, there was definitely chemistry between us, and she’d taken the lead and asked me out twice, but the timing hadn’t been right. However, in light of the problems I was having in my current relationship, those two instances came to mind.

         
         
         
         
         Her eyes whisked past me and found the body illuminated by Kurt’s flashlight. “Ritualistic posing,” she said. “He took his time to get it just right.”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes.” I focused my light on Heather again.

         
         
         
         
         One of the CSU members called loudly for Kurt. I saw his jaw tense; he spent a moment in quiet deliberation, then handed Cheyenne his light, excused himself, and stepped away.

         
         
         
         
         I returned my attention to Heather, and as I leaned close to her face, I noticed something in her mouth. Gently, I pressed against her lower lip to peer inside.

         
         
         
         
         A black device the size of a folded-up strip of gum lay on her tongue.

         
         
         
         
         Cheyenne saw it too. Knelt closely beside me. Most of my attention remained on the crime scene, but some of it shifted to her, to the soft brush of her arm against mine.

         
         
         
         
         We both scrutinized the object. “What is that?” she asked.

         
         
         
         
         “I don’t know.”

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll be right back.” She exited the mine while I used my cell phone to take pictures of Heather’s face and the placement of the object in her mouth.

         
         
         
         
         Cheyenne returned with plastic tweezers and an evidence bag. “CSU was thrilled to pass these along.”

         
         
         
         
         “I’m sure they were.”

         
         
         
         
         She handed me the tweezers, and I slid them carefully into Heather’s mouth. Squeezed the object to remove it.

         
         
         
         
         And heard a voice.

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll see you . . .”

         
         
         
         
         I toppled backward.

         
         
         
         
         “. . . in Chicago . . .”

         
         
         
         
         A recording.

         
         
         
         
         “. . . Agent Bowers.”

         
         
         
         
         I caught my breath.

         
         
         
         
         Felt my heart race.

         
         
         
         
         I stared at the tweezers, at the small recordable device. It looked like the kind you find in some types of greeting cards. Depressing the sides had activated it.

         
         
         
         
         “OK.” Cheyenne let out a long narrow breath. “I didn’t see that one coming.”

         
         
         
         
         My heart was still hammering. “Me either.”

         
         
         
         
         The message repeated. “I’ll see you in Chicago, Agent Bowers.”

         
         
         
         
         I waited to see if there was more to it, but those seven words just repeated every six seconds. Carefully, I placed the recording device into the evidence bag.

         
         
         
         
         “He knows about Chicago,” Cheyenne said, taking the bag from me. “About Basque’s trial.”

         
         
         
         
         Tomorrow morning I was flying to Chicago to testify at the retrial of a serial killer named Richard Devin Basque, a man whom I’d caught thirteen years ago in my early days as an investigator. He’d been found guilty and had been imprisoned since then, but recently new evidence had emerged and now it was possible he might be set free.

         
         
         
         
         I didn’t want to think about that now.

         
         
         
         
         The recording continued playing: “I’ll see you in Chicago, Agent Bowers.”

         
         
         
         
         The faint sound of dripping water.

         
         
         
         
         For a moment I listened to the tunnel. To my thoughts.

         
         
         
         
         Whoever left the recording not only knew I’d be in Chicago tomorrow, he knew I’d be here, at this crime scene today.

         
         
         
         
         But how?

         
         
         
         
         And how is this murder connected to Basque’s trial?

         
         
         
         
         Another candle blew out. Stale darkness crept toward us from deeper in the mine, and the heart Heather was clutching no longer looked red at all, but completely black.

         
         
         
         
         Voices behind me. Kurt and the CSU.

         
         
         
         
         “All right,” Cheyenne said. “Here they come.”

         
         
         
         
         The recording continued repeating the message. I wished I knew how to shut it off.

         
         
         
         
         As the team approached, I let my light drift from Heather’s body and wander along the wall of the tunnel, where I studied the glimmer of light glancing off the minerals embedded in the mountain. Occasional fissures and clefts only a few centimeters wide ran through the rock.

         
         
         
         
         An ancient, rough-hewn ladder disappeared down a shaft four meters past the body. I walked to it and aimed my light down. The shaft was barely wide enough to allow a person to descend. About ten meters further down, it terminated at another tunnel.

         
         
         
         
         “Any idea how big this mine is?” I asked Cheyenne.

         
         
         
         
         “Not yet, but some of these old gold mines run for miles.”

         
         
         
         
         Then the crime scene unit arrived, we left the recording device with them, and Cheyenne and I headed for the mine’s entrance.

         
         
         
         
         As I passed the men on my way out, I greeted them softly, but Kurt was the only one to reply.
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         Cheyenne walked beside me. “You think it’s Taylor who left the message?” she asked.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian Taylor was an ex-assassin on the FBI’s Most Wanted List who’d taken a special interest in me a few months ago and had started sending me taunting letters and cameo photographs of people in my family. He signed all the notes “Shade,” the code name a pair of killers had used in San Diego on a case I’d worked in February. Trace DNA left on one of the envelopes told us Taylor was the one sending the messages and that he was actually the father of one of those killers.

         
         
         
         
         Two weeks ago an officer had found tire impressions in the mud next to a rural mailbox that Taylor had used to mail an envelope. We didn’t know yet if the tire prints were from his vehicle, but it looked like a good lead. Kurt’s team was looking into it.

         
         
         
         
         “This doesn’t seem like Taylor’s type of crime,” I told Cheyenne. “And all of his previous messages to me have been handwritten, not recorded.”

         
         
         
         
         “Any other killers in the habit of sending you personal messages?”

         
         
         
         
         “Not at the moment.”

         
         
         
         
         If Taylor was the killer and really was planning to see me in Chicago, I wanted to be ready for him. So, when Cheyenne and I reached the entrance, I pulled out my cell. “I’ll call a buddy of mine at the Bureau. Put some things into play.”

         
         
         
         
         “Be careful, Pat.” Her voice held deep concern. Deeper than that of just a co-worker. “This one’s different. I don’t like this. Any of this.”

         
         
         
         
         “I hear you.” A slightly awkward moment passed between us, then she returned to the mine and I speed-dialed Ralph’s number.

         
         
         
         
         [image: 1114115829]

         
         
         Special Agent Ralph Hawkins wasn’t just the acting director for the FBI’s National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime, or NCAVC, but was also one of my closest friends. Even though he was based in DC at FBI headquarters, I knew that if anyone could get a team in place at the Chicago courthouse by tomorrow, he could.

         
         
         
         
         As I waited for him to answer, I noticed that the sun had dipped almost to the mountains, and the day was beginning to fade. Just past the flat strip of land where the helicopter sat, untamed spruce forests bristled down the slopes. Beyond them, ragged snow-covered peaks jutted to the sky.

         
         
         
         
         My cell reception died, and I headed toward the chopper. Tried again.

         
         
         
         
         Nearby, a car rolled to a stop on the potholed road leading to the mine, and Dr. Eric Bender, Denver’s chief medical examiner, stepped out. Thick glasses. Serene face. Eric was nearly six foot five and slim and had a sloping, sauntering walk that made him look like he was always slightly off balance. He must have noticed that I was on the phone, because instead of calling out a greeting, he just nodded to me.

         
         
         
         
         I nodded back. I’d first met Eric last year, a month after I moved to Denver with my stepdaughter. Tessa didn’t make friends easily, so I was thankful when I found out that his daughter Dora was also a junior in high school, and I was even more thankful when the two girls hit it off.

         
         
         
         
         Eric disappeared into the mine just as Ralph picked up. I brought him up to speed on the recorded message and the possibility that it might be Taylor. “All right,” he said. “I’ll make some calls. Fly to Chicago myself. When do you testify?”

         
         
         
         
         “One o’clock. Calvin’s picking me up at the airport.”

         
         
         
         
         “Werjonic?”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes.”

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll meet you in the courthouse.” Ralph rarely spoke more words than he needed to. “If it’s Taylor, we’ll get him.” And he ended the call.

         
         
         
         
         We could have extra screeners at the airports in the region, but I had a feeling that if Taylor wanted to get to Chicago he’d find a way. Still, I phoned my supervisor at the FBI field office in Denver and asked him to send out an FAA alert to all airports in the West and Midwest.

         
         
         
         
         The task force helicopter pilot who’d flown me here from police headquarters stood leaning against the cockpit. He looked up from a copy of the Wall Street Journal. “Ready?”
         

         
         
         
         
         “A few more minutes.”

         
         
         
         
         Lieutenant Colonel Cliff Freeman had retired from the air force last year at forty-four and now flew choppers part-time for the federal government. A family man with twin eleven-year-old boys, he had short-cropped hair, was still in good shape, and had a knack for choosing up-and-coming high tech stocks.

         
         
         
         
         I returned to the tunnel to take one last look at Heather’s body, and finally, when I was satisfied, I joined Cliff in the cockpit.

         
         
         
         
         As we lifted off, I took note of the scarce trails and dirt roads that switchbacked down the mountains and through the nearby Arapaho National Forest. The exit route the killer had taken shouldn’t be too tough to narrow down. I studied the topography of the area. Memorized it.

         
         
         
         
         Then the sun slid behind the mountains and night began to crawl across the Rockies.

         
         
         
         
         The recorded message echoed in my head: “I’ll see you in Chicago, Agent Bowers.”

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll see you too,” I said to myself.

         
         
         
         
         And we skimmed over the foothills toward Denver so I could pack for my flight.
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         17 miles southeast of Bearcroft Mine 

8:12 p.m.
         

         
         
         
         
         Over the years Sebastian Taylor had learned to be careful.

         
         
         
         
         Careful while he’d worked for the CIA finding permanent ways to deal with problematic people; then careful for the next decade to keep his previous line of work a secret as he launched his political career; then even more careful during his four years as the governor of North Carolina, laying the groundwork for a future run at the presidency. Careful, careful. Always careful.

         
         
         
         
         He stepped from the shower and toweled off, then picked up his Glock from the countertop beside the sink and eased open the door to his bedroom.

         
         
         
         
         Always careful.

         
         
         
         
         But most of all he’d been careful during the last seven months after his fall from grace, after murdering an ex-associate and landing on the FBI’s Most Wanted List.

         
         
         
         
         For decades Sebastian had done only what was best for America. But since his country had turned on him last October and started hunting him as a wanted man, he’d found room in his conscience for a different kind of loyalty and had discovered that money could be at least as satisfying a motive as patriotism.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian thought of these things as he finished dressing, armed himself, and then slipped on his handmade Taryn Rose Chester oxfords. Italian shoes were the best-made dress shoes in the world, and even though he was aware that he needed to keep a low profile with his purchases, he’d still allowed himself a few luxuries. A touch of the finer things in life.

         
         
         
         
         Over the last few months he’d constructed a new identity, chosen a secluded home in the mountains thirty miles west of Denver, and then carefully covered his tracks as he planned his next move against a certain troublesome FBI agent who seemed to keep popping up in the wrong place at the wrong time.

         
         
         
         
         Special Agent Patrick Bowers.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian finished tying his shoes, stood, and straightened his hand-sewn Anderson & Sheppard suit coat to cover his shoulder holster. Yes. The finer things.

         
         
         
         
         Which was why he was going to see Brigitte Marcello again tonight.

         
         
         
         
         Even though he was just over fifty, Sebastian kept himself in impeccable shape, which was helpful for someone who preferred his women younger. And at twenty-seven, Brigitte hadn’t begun to sag and wrinkle and weather. She was still supple. Still beautiful. Still worth his attention.

         
         
         
         
         After making love one night last month, she’d said to him softly, lovingly, “I can’t believe I’m doing this. You’re old enough to be my dad.”

         
         
         
         
         “And you’re old enough,” he’d said as he drew her close, “to be my true love,” and then she’d melted into his arms and they’d had sex again. Yes, to get what you want from people, you simply have to tell them what they want to hear.

         
         
         
         
         He picked up the manila envelope containing the photos of Bowers’s stepdaughter Tessa. Slipped it into his briefcase.

         
         
         
         
         A quick glance at his watch: 8:22 p.m.

         
         
         
         
         Just enough time to mail the pictures before picking up Brigitte at 9:00. After eight envelopes, the FBI had almost certainly installed face recognition video surveillance at the post offices in the Denver area. Much better to let the feds track his letters to random homes around the city—just find a mailbox flag flipped up from someone foolish enough to put his mail in the box at night rather than in the morning, and then slide the envelope inside.

         
         
         
         
         Careful.

         
         
         
         
         Alert.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian Taylor was not a man to be trifled with.

         
         
         
         
         He entered the garage, flicked on the lights, and walked to his Lexus RX, rightly called a luxury utility vehicle rather than a sport utility vehicle. Opened the driver’s door.

         
         
         
         
         And felt the blade, cool and quick, bite into his right Achilles tendon—

         
         
         
         
         Felt the strength in his leg give way as the intruder slit the tendon in his left leg as well, cutting even deeper than before.

         
         
         
         
         And even though Sebastian had been trained to deal with pain, he involuntarily gasped as he crumpled to the ground.

         
         
         
         
         But by the time he landed, he’d already drawn his Glock.

         
         
         
         
         He rolled to his stomach and aimed but realized too late that the man had rounded the back of the Lexus, and before he could turn and fire, the intruder was on him, slamming a knee against his back, pinning his chest to the concrete and grabbing his right wrist and forearm.

         
         
         
         
         No.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian recognized the position of the man’s hands and knew what was about to happen.

         
         
         
         
         No.

         
         
         
         
         But because of the awkward angle, he was helpless to stop it.

         
         
         
         
         No!

         
         
         
         
         With swift, precise force, the man bent forward while simultaneously twisting both hands.

         
         
         
         
         There was a moist, thick snap as the bones in Sebastian’s right wrist shattered.

         
         
         
         
         The man removed the Glock from his limp hand and tossed it out of reach, toward the door to the kitchen.

         
         
         
         
         And for a moment, Sebastian was aware only of the pain arcing through his arm, shooting up his legs. He lay still, trying to control it.

         
         
         
         
         Failed.

         
         
         
         
         Standing then, the man retrieved the straight razor that he must have dropped after slitting both of Sebastian’s Achilles tendons. “I’m sorry about that wrist, Governor. You pulled your gun faster than I thought you would. You really are good at what you do.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian rolled to his back to see his attacker.

         
         
         
         
         Black ski mask. Black sweatshirt. Jeans. Brown leather gloves. The blade that he held dripped bright, fresh blood onto the concrete. But who? Who was he?

         
         
         
         
         Someone from his past?

         
         
         
         
         A mark he hadn’t hit?

         
         
         
         
         Control the pain. Control the pain.

         
         
         
         
         No, he’d always carried out his assignments to the letter. Never left any loose ends. “Who are you?” Sebastian asked, keeping all hint of his suffering from his voice.

         
         
         
         
         For a moment, the man watched him as if he were a specimen in a jar and not a human being. “You can call me Giovanni. We’ll go with that for tonight, how does that sound, Shade?”

         
         
         
         
         How does he know who you are?

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian narrowed his eyes. “Why the ski mask? Only cowards hide behind masks.”

         
         
         
         
         “You’re a smart man. I located and disabled three of your video surveillance cameras, but it’s possible you have more. I couldn’t take any chances that the police would be able to identify me after you’re dead.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian let the death threat slide off him. He wasn’t going to die tonight.

         
         
         
         
         The man who preferred to be called Giovanni studied the growing pool of blood at Sebastian’s feet, then pulled a white handkerchief from his pocket and began to wipe the straight razor clean. “That wrist must really hurt. Those Achilles tendons too. I’ve heard only childbirth and broken femurs are more painful than having those tendons cut.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian knew that cursing, begging, crying, would not help in a situation like this. So, despite the dizzying pain, he kept quiet. Only listened, planned. Prepared to respond.

         
         
         
         
         The man finished cleaning the blade, folded up the razor. Slid it into his jeans pocket.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian could feel his legs twitching. He tried to control them, to stop their involuntary shivers, but couldn’t, and Giovanni must have noticed. “Nothing to be ashamed of.” Sebastian heard a touch of admiration in the man’s voice. “Really. You’re handling the pain remarkably well.”

         
         
         
         
         Slowly, Sebastian pressed his left hand against the cool concrete floor. He needed only a moment to slide his hand down to get to his backup gun.

         
         
         
         
         Careful. Yes, now was a time he was thankful he’d been careful.

         
         
         
         
         The Smith and Wesson M&P 340 scandium framed .357 snub in his ankle holster was one of the most powerful snubs S &W made.

         
         
         
         
         The finer things.

         
         
         
         
         Not a man to be trifled with.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni picked up the briefcase that Sebastian had dropped when he collapsed, and set it on the workbench running along the side of the garage. “Governor, haven’t you heard the stories? About the psycho who waits beneath people’s cars in their garages and at mall parking lots, and then as they’re about to step inside, slices those tendons to disable them? You should have checked beneath your car.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian saw him open the briefcase and remove the envelope containing the pictures of Tessa Bernice Ellis. He pulled a black magic marker out of his pocket and wrote something that Sebastian couldn’t read on the envelope.

         
         
         
         
         Get to the gun. Just get to your gun.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni retrieved a black duffel bag from beneath the Lexus where he’d apparently hidden it earlier. “You know the story of how the Achilles tendon got its name, don’t you?” He set the duffel on the floor just out of Sebastian’s reach. “Achilles. The greatest warrior in Greece, but he had one weakness.”

         
         
         
         
         Patience. Patience.

         
         
         
         
         “There was only one place he was vulnerable—that tendon in the back of the leg, just above the heel. His one small weakness. And do you know what yours was? Pride. Hubris. You covered your tracks, but you never really thought you could be found.”

         
         
         
         
         With his broken wrist, Sebastian could only use his left hand. But he knew he could still fire a gun.

         
         
         
         
         Slowly, he began to drag his leg across the concrete toward his hand.

         
         
         
         
         “You were wary, but not attentive. Don’t feel bad about it, though. Everyone has it. That one place the arrow will pierce.”

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni unzipped the duffel bag, then looked at his watch. “I wish I could say our time together is going to be pleasant, but unfortunately, things are going to get a bit messy.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian pulled his leg a few more inches toward his hand.

         
         
         
         
         Just a little farther and you got it.

         
         
         
         
         A little farther.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni took out a carpet cutter. Flicked out the blade. Set it on the workbench.

         
         
         
         
         As Sebastian moved his leg, his heel scraped on the ground, prying open the gash in his Achilles tendon. He took a gulp of air to quiet the pain. Rested his leg. Steadied himself. Somehow managed not to cry out.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni pulled two lengths of rope out of the duffel and laid them neatly in front of him on the workbench.

         
         
         
         
         Then a pliers.

         
         
         
         
         Then a hunting knife.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian knew he didn’t have much time.

         
         
         
         
         He grabbed his leg, yanked it up, and the wound widened. His leg spasmed, and a dark, sweeping dizziness rolled through him, but he didn’t scream. Just went for the gun.

         
         
         
         
         All in an instant, Sebastian instinctively unsnapped the holster, retrieved the snub, and swung it toward Giovanni.

         
         
         
         
         “I have a .357 aimed at your back.” He was surprised how calm he sounded considering the amount of pain he was in.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni froze.

         
         
         
         
         The tables had turned.

         
         
         
         
         “Try anything and I will shoot.” But before Sebastian killed him, he wanted to know who this man was. “Now, hands to your side, or I’ll make sure you die very, very slowly. After all, like you said earlier, I’m good at what I do.”

         
         
         
         
         The man who preferred to be called Giovanni did not move.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian didn’t want to kill him until he had some answers, but if the man didn’t obey, he would squeeze the trigger and not let it trouble him for a moment. “I’m telling you, you don’t want to press your luck. Hands to your side and face me.”

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni slowly lifted his hands and began to turn.

         
         
         
         
         “Who sent you?”

         
         
         
         
         No reply.

         
         
         
         
         “I said who sent you? How did you find me?”

         
         
         
         
         As Giovanni finally faced him, Sebastian could see a tight, barely visible tremble work its way down the man’s throat. Still no reply.

         
         
         
         
         “This stalling is going to cost you,” Sebastian said. “Now, take off the mask.”

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni let his eyes flick toward Sebastian’s Glock lying on the floor near the kitchen door. But that one look telegraphed everything.

         
         
         
         
         As he lunged for the gun, Sebastian squeezed the trigger of his .357.

         
         
         
         
         Click.

         
         
         
         
         Nothing more.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni scrambled across the garage. Sebastian fired again.

         
         
         
         
         Click.

         
         
         
         
         Nothing. Again.

         
         
         
         
         How could the snub be empty? You always keep it loaded. Always!

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni rose, holding the Glock. Faced Sebastian. “How did I do there, a moment ago?” he asked. “Did I seem scared? I practiced, you know, in front of a mirror. I’m not that great of an actor, and I didn’t think it’d be as believable if I improvised. But I had you going, didn’t I? It looked like I did.”

         
         
         
         
         He aimed the Glock at Sebastian’s face.

         
         
         
         
         No!

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian took a sharp breath.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni fired.

         
         
         
         
         Nothing.

         
         
         
         
         The man stared coolly at Sebastian and shook his head, disappointed. “Governor, please. Do you really think I would have let you enter the garage with either of your guns loaded? You’re a very dangerous man. That wouldn’t have been too bright of me. You shouldn’t leave your snub on your bed. Or for that matter, set your Glock on your bathroom countertop. Someone might sneak into your home and empty them while you’re taking a shower.”

         
         
         
         
         “Who are you?” Sebastian heard his voice slipping from confidence to fear.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni’s only reply was to snatch up one of the ropes from the workbench and, with cat-like quickness, rush toward Sebastian. Before he could roll out of the way, Giovanni looped the rope around his uninjured wrist and yanked Sebastian’s arm toward the workbench. A moment later, he’d secured the wrist to one of the bench’s legs.

         
         
         
         
         Now he was standing, retrieving the other rope.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian knew he couldn’t let Giovanni tie his other hand. If he did, he’d be completely helpless. It’d all be over. He rolled toward his bound wrist and tried to grip the rope, tried to untie it, but because his wrist was broken, he had no strength to do it.

         
         
         
         
         Then Giovanni came toward him again. Sebastian tried to fight him off, but his attacker gave his arm a fierce twist, and one of the bones in his forearm shattered. This time Sebastian couldn’t help but let out a sharp, strangled cry of pain. The awkward bend in his suit coat sleeve showed where the bone of his arm was protruding through the skin.

         
         
         
         
         “It’s OK.” Giovanni was pulling his arm toward the car. “Most men would have been weeping by now. I have great respect for you.” He sounded genuinely impressed. “You’re doing an admirable job.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian yanked at his bound wrist, but the knot Giovanni had used just grew tighter. With one last surge of strength, he tried to throw Giovanni off, but failed.

         
         
         
         
         Within seconds, Giovanni had tied Sebastian’s broken wrist to the seven-spoke, eighteen-inch aluminum alloy wheels of his hundred thousand dollar Lexus RX luxury utility vehicle, and Sebastian Taylor lay helpless, his arms stretched to each side, each wrist bound.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni examined the bindings to make sure they were secure. “There.” Then he stood, stepped toward the duffel bag, and pulled out a crosscut saw.

         
         
         
         
         “It’s OK if you scream, just so you know, I won’t think any less of you.” He reached into his duffel again and brought out a thick strip of cloth. “Now, I can gag you until we’re finished if you want. It might make things easier. Based on what I’ve seen, biting against a gag seems to help people deal with the pain. Either way is fine with me, though. I’ll leave the choice up to you.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian was done playing it cool. He let out a string of curses and finished by saying, “You’re a dead man. You have no idea who you’re dealing with.”

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni put the gag back in the duffel bag. “All right, then. Let’s get started.”

         
         
         
         
         Carrying the saw, he knelt and positioned its blade against Sebastian’s left knee, just below the kneecap. Then he held the leg firmly against the concrete with his other hand.

         
         
         
         
         “We have a long night ahead of us. I don’t want to go too deep on this first cut, so I suggest not wiggling too much. It’ll only make things messier and force me to take my time. I’m not sure you’d want that. But once again, the choice is yours.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian felt fear, deep and raw, shoot through him. He clenched his teeth, tried to brace himself for what was about to happen, felt a scream coming on, but then, before the man could draw back the blade, he heard the crunch of gravel outside the garage.

         
         
         
         
         A car.

         
         
         
         
         And a slight glimmer of hope. Maybe, just maybe, he could still get out of this alive.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni hurried to the light switch and flicked it off. Only the faint glow of the headlights and moonlight outside the window remained.

         
         
         
         
         He grabbed the gag. “It looks like this is no longer optional, I’m afraid.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian started to call for help, but his cry was quickly cut off as Giovanni worked the thick cloth into his mouth and secured it behind his head.

         
         
         
         
         Outside the window, the headlights blinked off and a car door squeaked open, then slammed shut.

         
         
         
         
         Giovanni rose to his feet. “That would be Brigitte. Good timing. Very prompt. After receiving that text message I sent her earlier on your behalf, she must have decided to hurry over.” Giovanni retrieved another length of rope from his duffel bag. “I believe you told her that there was a change of plans. That you had an unforgettable evening planned and could she please bring some Chinese takeout. I thought it’d be easier this way, having both of you at the same location, and besides, I like Chinese and I’m sure that by the end of the night I’ll be famished. So this way it’s convenient for everyone.”

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian tried to yell, tried to force the gag out of his mouth, but it wasn’t possible.

         
         
         
         
         In the dim light of the garage he saw Giovanni flick out his straight razor.

         
         
         
         
         “You know, according to the story, I need to kill her first, let you watch, so we’ll stick with that.” He paused and looked down at Sebastian sympathetically. “Well, OK, then. I’ll be right back.” And then he disappeared through the door leading to the house.

         
         
         
         
         Sebastian Taylor, the ex-assassin who called himself Shade, did not believe in the Almighty. If he had, he would have prayed, would have begged for divine mercy for all that he’d done in his secret past, but instead, he was left to only curse his captor and the world and his own carelessness. And he thrashed hopelessly against his bonds while his slashed tendons seeped blood onto the floor of the garage, permanently staining the heels of his $495 Italian leather shoes.

         
         
         
         
         He heard the front door click open.

         
         
         
         
         Brigitte had arrived.

         
         
         
         
         The long and final night had begun.
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         Friday, May 16
 Denver, Colorado
6:32 a.m.

         
         
         
         
         I woke.

         
         
         
         
         Showered.

         
         
         
         
         Dressed.

         
         
         
         
         Found my cell and saw that Cheyenne had left a voicemail: Forensics had matched Chris Arlington’s DNA to that of the heart. “So, to put it bluntly”—she didn’t sound insensitive, just forth-right—“he’s no longer a suspect.” Yesterday it had seemed like a good possibility that Chris was the second victim, so her message didn’t surprise me.

         
         
         
         
         So now, the challenge: find a way to focus my thoughts on the upcoming trial rather than let my attention get diverted by the deaths here in Colorado. I often work multiple cases simultaneously, but putting one out of my mind while I work another is a constant struggle.

         
         
         
         
         I took a moment to review my notes on Basque’s case, then finished packing and brewed some coffee so I could survive the morning. I was halfway through a cup of Sana’ani—a robust, full-bodied Yemeni bean—when my stepdaughter Tessa appeared in the kitchen doorway, putting in her eyebrow ring for school.

         
         
         
         
         “Hey,” she said. She wore washed-out jeans, canvas sneakers, and a T-shirt that read “Live Green or Die.” The row of short, narrow scars she’d given herself in the months after her mother’s death was visible on her right arm, and the edge of her raven tattoo peeked out from beneath her left sleeve. Her eye shadow, lipstick, and fingernail polish all matched her jet-black hair, and gave an edge to her gentle features, making her look cute but also slightly threatening. The way she liked it.

         
         
         
         
         “Morning,” I said.

         
         
         
         
         “I know you’re not going to tell me where this trial is, but I’m gonna ask anyway.” She grabbed a sweatshirt from the wall hook and flipped the silk scarf I’d bought her on my last trip to India around her neck. “Where’s the trial, Patrick?”

         
         
         
         
         Because of her sable hair and free spirit, I’d taken to calling her Raven at times—part of the reason she’d chosen that image for her tattoo—and now I said, “I can’t tell you about the trial, Raven. You know that my work life and my family life have to stay—”

         
         
         
         
         “Separate. I know. Just thought I’d ask.”

         
         
         
         
         She stepped around some of the moving boxes and poured herself a cup of coffee.

         
         
         
         
         Neither of us knew who her biological father was and she didn’t have any close relatives, so after her mother died, the two of us had grieved together, struggled together, and finally grown to love each other in a way that made me feel like her real dad.

         
         
         
         
         I looked at my watch. With my FBI clearance I could go directly to the gate at the airport, so security wouldn’t be a problem, but traffic might be. “Listen, I need to—”

         
         
         
         
         “This one’s different, though, isn’t it?” She was staring at her coffee and twirling a spoon through it, though I didn’t recall her adding anything to the mug.

         
         
         
         
         I thought I might know where she was going with her question but hoped I was wrong. “What do you mean?”

         
         
         
         
         “Like when you were preparing for it and stuff.” She didn’t look up from the coffee cup. “I watched you. I could tell. It’s . . .”

         
         
         
         
         She might have paused to search for the right word, but as brilliant as she was, I doubted it. I suspected she was waiting to let me fill in the blank—probably with the word personal—but instead I simply said, “Yes. This one is different.”
         

         
         
         
         
         A slight pause. She picked up the cup and walked past me toward her room. “C’mon. Help me with my necklace. I can never get that stupid clasp to work.”

         
         
         
         
         Getting to the airport would be tight, but I could tell that something more important than just the necklace was on her mind. I decided to give myself a couple more minutes.

         
         
         
         
         By the time I’d reached her room she’d already set her coffee on the dresser and was digging through her jewelry box. “Who is it? This guy, this trial? At least tell me his name.”

         
         
         
         
         “Tessa, you know I can’t talk about my—”

         
         
         
         
         “Just his name.”

         
         
         
         
         “He’s a killer, Tessa, that’s all you need to know. I was the one who caught him, a long time ago. Before I ever met your mother.”

         
         
         
         
         “So what did he do to his victims?”

         
         
         
         
         “He killed them.”

         
         
         
         
         “He did more than that or it wouldn’t bother you this much.”

         
         
         
         
         “Tessa—”

         
         
         
         
         “C’mon. You’re always doing this, you bring something up and then you won’t finish talking about it.”

         
         
         
         
         I blinked. “I didn’t bring it up, you did.”

         
         
         
         
         She pulled out the black tourmaline necklace I’d given to her last October for her birthday. “Stop being argumentative.” She handed me the necklace, took a seat on the bed, and watched me in the bedroom mirror.

         
         
         
         
         “I’m not being argumentative.” I draped the necklace around her neck. Tried to snap the clasp shut.

         
         
         
         
         “Yes, you are.”

         
         
         
         
         “No, I’m not.”

         
         
         
         
         “I say you are being argumentative.”

         
         
         
         
         “Well, I say I’m—”

         
         
         
         
         She smiled and gave me a slight eyebrow raise.

         
         
         
         
         “Look.” Teenagers shouldn’t be allowed to do that. There should be a rule. “We’ll talk about this later.”

         
         
         
         
         “Now you’re avoiding my question.”

         
         
         
         
         I was still working on the clasp. She was right, it was tricky.

         
         
         
         
         “Tessa, you hate hearing about dead bodies. Blood, any of that stuff. Which, by the way”—I pointed to the posters of her favorite band, Death Nail 13, and the framed picture of Edgar Allan Poe, his dark, troubled eyes staring at me from across the room—“what’s the deal with these bands and Poe, anyhow? I mean, all he writes about is death and the macabre.”

         
         
         
         
         “Just one of my winsome incongruities, part of what makes me so adorable.”

         
         
         
         
         Winsome incongruities.

         
         
         
         
         Great.

         
         
         
         
         “You listen to death metal and sleep with a teddy bear.”

         
         
         
         
         “You’re trying to change the subject, and it won’t work. Just summarize for me. Broad strokes.”

         
         
         
         
         I finished with the necklace. Tried to think of an appropriate way to describe to a seventeen-year-old girl what Basque had done, and finally just ended up saying, “This man, he did a lot of bad things.”

         
         
         
         
         “Oh, really? A killer who did bad things? What an anomaly.” She was still watching me in her mirror. “I never would have guessed that.” Then after a moment, when I didn’t respond, her voice became thinner, more serious. An edge of apprehension. “How bad?”

         
         
         
         
         A pause.

         
         
         
         
         “Silence of the Lambs bad,” I said at last.
         

         
         
         
         
         She looked at me through her mirror. “Are you scared of him?”

         
         
         
         
         “Look, could we just drop it? I need to get to the airport—”

         
         
         
         
         “Well, are you?” She turned from the mirror and looked me directly in the eye.

         
         
         
         
         Admitting that I was scared of anyone didn’t seem like the valiant- FBI-agent-thing to do, but I figured she’d be able to tell if I wasn’t being straight with her. I took a small breath. “What he did to those women . . . He made me question things—about how much evil we’re capable of, what each of us is . . .”

         
         
         
         
         She gazed at me steadily for a moment, and I could see her in satiable curiosity wrestling with her squeamishness about death.

         
         
         
         
          “So,” she said at last. “You are scared of him.”

         
         
         
         
         I gave her the truth. “Yes.”

         
         
         
         
         She was quiet for a long time. “Good,” she said finally. “I’m glad.”

         
         
         
         
         I wasn’t sure what to say.

         
         
         
         
         A shadowy moment settled around us, and even though I really needed to get going, I didn’t want to leave her alone with thoughts of murderers and death.

         
         
         
         
         “Good luck on your exams.”

         
         
         
         
         “They don’t start till Monday.”

         
         
         
         
         “Gotcha. And you’re sleeping over at Dora’s tonight, right?” When she nodded, I added, “Don’t keep Dr. Bender up all night.”

         
         
         
         
         “Right.”

         
         
         
         
         When I travel, Tessa often stays with my parents, who live about fifteen minutes away on the outskirts of Denver. This week my father was on a fishing trip in Wisconsin with my brother Sean, but my mother was still here. “Call Martha if there are any problems.”

         
         
         
         
         “I will.” She grabbed a gray canvas floppy hat from her bedpost and slapped it on her head. The hat looked like it’d been run over half a dozen times by a pickup.

         
         
         
         
         “When you get back home in the morning, do a little packing, OK?”

         
         
         
         
         She groaned with her eyeballs. “I don’t get why we have to take so much stuff. We’re only leaving for the summer, it’s not like—”

         
         
         
         
         “Just do some packing, OK?”

         
         
         
         
         “Whatever.”

         
         
         
         
         “Which is really your way of saying, ‘I love you and I’d be glad to do that for you, Patrick.’ Right?”

         
         
         
         
         A tiny smile. “Possibly.”

         
         
         
         
         We left her bedroom and on my way through the house, I grabbed my suitcase and computer bag from my room and then met her by the front door. “All right. I should be back by noon tomorrow.

         
         
         
         
         We can grab lunch together.” I set down my bags, gave her a small hug. “I have to go.”

         
         
         
         
         “Wait.” She held me at arm’s length. “Is there a chance he’ll be released?”

         
         
         
         
         “There’s always a chance.”

         
         
         
         
         She gave me a solemn, unsettling look. “If he scares you . . . I mean . . . there’s . . . Just do a good job, OK?”

         
         
         
         
         All I can do is tell the truth.

         
         
         
         
         “OK,” I said.

         
         
         
         
         Then I kissed her on the forehead, picked up my bags, and left for Chicago.
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            The Cook County Criminal Courthouse
The corner of West 26th and South California

          Avenue
            
Chicago, Illinois
11:52 a.m. Central Time

            
            
         

         
         
         With the number of death penalty protestors and counter-protestors surrounding the courthouse, South California Avenue had been closed off, so Dr. Calvin Werjonic and I parked a block away. We stepped out of his car, and I shielded my eyes from the pelting rain.

         
         
         
         
         Despite the storm, snipers were in place all around the courthouse.

         
         
         
         
         Because of the possibility that Sebastian Taylor might show up, Ralph had coordinated efforts with the Chicago Police Department and the U.S. Marshals Service to provide coverage. But even with their help, I wasn’t sure we’d be able to locate Taylor. He was one of the most elusive and dangerous men I’d ever met, and I didn’t know too many people who were good enough to stop him.

         
         
         
         
         The recorded message in the mine hadn’t contained any specific threats against me, but if Taylor were here, I wanted to flush him out, so, even though there was a secure parking garage underneath the courthouse, I’d insisted that we not use it.

         
         
         
         
         I wanted to be in the open, where he could find me.

         
         
         
         
         Now, while I shuffled through my pockets for some change, Calvin, who was in his mid-seventies and looked like he was about to get blown away by the wind, tugged his London Fog trench coat tighter around himself. “I’ll meet you inside, my boy.” His light English accent flavored every word.

         
         
         
         
         “All right.”

         
         
         
         
         As he disappeared into the dark rain, lightning slithered across the sky, leaving a drumbeat of thunder in its wake. I slipped quarters into the parking meter.

         
         
         
         
         Calvin Werjonic, PhD, JD, had been my advisor nine years ago when I started my doctoral program in environmental criminology. That was also the year I made the transition from being a detective with the Milwaukee Police Department to becoming an FBI agent.

         
         
         
         
         For the next four years I’d buried myself in my postgraduate studies, while still working full-time for the FBI’s National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime. Tough years. Very little personal life. Only a few friends, but when I finally finished my degree, Calvin shifted from being my professor to becoming one of them.

         
         
         
         
         [image: -1743750495]

         
         
         Parking meter fed, I splashed across the street toward the courthouse, my eyes on the protestors. I’d thought the thunderstorm would have kept them away, but despite the weather it looked like three or four hundred people had shown up.

         
         
         
         
         I wondered which of them might be FBI agents or undercover officers.

         
         
         
         
         As I made my way to the building, I entertained the possibility that Taylor wasn’t the one who’d left the recording device in Heather’s mouth. In truth, it might have been almost anyone in the crowd.

         
         
         
         
         I looked for any familiar faces, for anyone who was making unnecessary eye contact with me, or purposely avoiding it, but I saw nothing unusual.

         
         
         
         
         There were at least 150 death-penalty supporters, some carrying signs with enlarged photos of the victims, others holding signs that read “An eye for an eye. A life for a life.”

         
         
         
         
         The people gathered on the other side of the street waved “Death Does Not Equal Justice” and “Rehabilitate, Don’t Slaughter” signs. The two groups were trying to outshout each other.

         
         
         
         
         Two visions of justice.

         
         
         
         
         Two sides of the equation.

         
         
         
         
         Thankfully, the police had cleared a path and blockaded it with wooden sawhorses, so I was able to make it to the courthouse steps. I jogged up them as the wind whipped through the channel between the neighboring administration building and the courthouse, sending rain pelting into my face.
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         Calvin was shaking the rain off his trench coat when I found him in the entryway. “Quite a scene out there,” he said.

         
         
         
         
         “No surprise.” I brushed the water out of my hair. “Considering who’s on trial.” Even though we were inside, the temperature hadn’t changed. The central air must not have been working properly. I guessed it was somewhere around sixty-two degrees. Maybe cooler.

         
         
         
         
         Calvin was silent for a moment, then said, “I am a bit surprised they didn’t recognize you, my boy.”

         
         
         
         
         “It’s been thirteen years.”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes,” he said thoughtfully. “I suppose it has.”

         
         
         
         
         I was scrutinizing the faces of the news reporters and bystanders in the lobby, trying not to look like I was staring. Some of the victims’ family members wore black armbands. “Besides, killers are a lot more memorable than the guys who catch them. Nobody makes FBI agent or police officer trading cards, but three different companies make them for serial killers.”

         
         
         
         
         “That is a little troubling.”

         
         
         
         
         “More than a little.”

         
         
         
         
         A pack of reporters glanced in our direction and apparently recognized Calvin, because they began to flock toward us, eyes locked on him. He was used to media attention, being one of CNN’s most frequently called upon criminology experts, so it didn’t surprise me, but I like media interviews about as much as I like truck-stop coffee, and I think Calvin knew that because he walked past me to intercept them. “I’ll see you in the courtroom,” he said.

         
         
         
         
         I thanked him and headed for the security checkpoint where six officers stood sentry beside the three metal detectors. One of the officers, a squat man with an uneven dome of sheared-off hair, motioned for me to step forward. It took me a moment to empty my pockets and send my keys with my lock pick blades, along with my Mini Maglite flashlight and some change, through the X-ray machine.

         
         
         
         
         Before the officer could even ask for it, I handed him my ID and said, “FBI.”

         
         
         
         
         Then I removed my .357 SIG P229 and the knife Ralph had given to me—a Randall King black automatic TSAVO-Wraith—and handed them over as well.

         
         
         
         
         The Wraith wasn’t the kind of knife I would’ve chosen on my own, but Ralph had told me I needed a good one and had given it to me last month. Tessa called the Wraith “wicked.”

         
         
         
         
         Which was actually a pretty good description.

         
         
         
         
         The officer, whose badge read Jamel Fohay, set my gun and knife on a table beside him, then stared at my ID while I laid my computer bag on the conveyor belt. “Fed, huh?” he said. “Big guy came through here a few minutes ago.”

         
         
         
         
         That would be Ralph.

         
         
         
         
         “Agent Hawkins.”

         
         
         
         
         “You two here to testify?”

         
         
         
         
         “He did last month. I’m about to.”

         
         
         
         
         He didn’t seem to be in any hurry to return my ID, and the line of reporters waiting to get into the courtroom was quickly growing behind me, so I plucked the ID from his hand and he backed up as I stepped through.

         
         
         
         
         He gestured toward my Wraith. “Two and five-eighths ounces. ATS-34 stainless steel blade. Made in the U.S. of A. Good choice.”

         
         
         
         
         “You know your knives.”

         
         
         
         
         “I work the evidence room,” he explained, “whenever I’m not stuck babysitting this X-ray machine. See a lot of knives come through. Always glad to see a Randall King. Gotta leave it here, though. The SIG too. You know the drill.” He placed them into a small metal locker attached to the wall. Turned the key. Handed it to me.

         
         
         
         
         After all the times I’d been called in as an expert witness, I was all too familiar with courtroom proceedings and protocol. While it varies between jurisdictions, I knew that here in Illinois no one was allowed to have weapons in the courtroom except for the two officers who stand guard by the main door. Some states allow judges to have guns hidden beneath the bench.

         
         
         
         
         But not Illinois.

         
         
         
         
         As I gathered my personal items, I saw Officer Fohay’s attention rove to the line of reporters forming at the checkpoint. “When you testify,” he said, “remember those women.”

         
         
         
         
         I remember them every day, I thought.
         

         
         
         
         
         But instead of replying, I picked up my things and headed toward the elevators.

         
         
         
         
         Yes, I remembered them; and now more than ever, because a mistake I’d made when I arrested their killer might be enough to set him free.
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         Basque used an abandoned slaughterhouse.

         
         
         
         
         That’s where he brought the women. That’s where he tortured them, always making sure he kept them alive long enough for them to see him surgically remove and then eat portions of their lungs.

         
         
         
         
         Based on the medical examiner’s reports, sometimes he’d been able to keep his victims alive for over twelve hours—a fact that still sent shivers down my spine.

         
         
         
         
         When I found him in the slaughterhouse, he was standing over Sylvia Padilla, holding a scalpel.

         
         
         
         
         I shouted for him to drop the knife, and he attempted to flee, firing a Smith & Wesson Sigma at me, nailing my left shoulder. When my gun misfired, I rushed him and swung a meat hook at his face. He ducked, and I was able to take him down and cuff him. Then I hurried to try and save Sylvia.

         
         
         
         
         And when I did, he mocked her as she suffered.

         
         
         
         
         And when her suffering was over, he mocked her as she died.

         
         
         
         
         So then, my mistake.

         
         
         
         
         I hit him. Hard. Twice. Even though he was handcuffed and wasn’t fleeing or resisting arrest. And in a dark moment of rage at what he’d done, I reached for the scalpel to go to work on him, but thankfully, I was able to hold myself back. As it was, I only broke his jaw.

         
         
         
         
         Later, for a reason I’ve never been able to guess, he told the interrogating officers he’d broken his jaw when the meat hook hit him, even though it never touched him.

         
         
         
         
         At the time, I didn’t want anything to jeopardize the state’s case, so in my official report I didn’t clarify things as carefully as I should have. “There was an altercation,” I wrote. “Later it was discovered that the suspect’s jaw was broken sometime during his apprehension.” It was the truth, it just wasn’t the whole truth. The physical evidence was enough to convict him, and the defense didn’t make a big deal out of the broken jaw, especially since Basque himself claimed it was accidental. The specific circumstances surrounding the fight never came up during the trial. He was convicted, sentenced, and that was the end of it.

         
         
         
         
         But that wasn’t the end of it.

         
         
         
         
         I still carried the memory with me. I’d physically assaulted a suspect and then omitted pertinent information in my report. It was a secret I wasn’t proud of. And Basque knew about it. And when someone knows your secrets, he has power over you.

         
         
         
         
         More than anything else, psychopaths crave feelings of power and control. So maybe that was it. Maybe that’s why he’d kept quiet all these years. There was no way to know.

         
         
         
         
         But one thing I did know: I didn’t like Basque having power over anyone. Especially not over me.

         
         
         
         
         [image: -1743750377]

         
         
         I found Ralph waiting for me beside the elevator bank.

         
         
         
         
         Even though he’s not quite as tall as me, he’s still over six foot, and with his broad shoulders he seemed to fill the entire hallway. Lately, he’d been trying to bench as much as he did when he was an Army Ranger, before he joined the FBI. Maybe it was a midlife thing, I wasn’t sure. Last I heard, he was repping at 225—which meant he could probably max out at 405. Not bad for a guy who was pushing forty.

         
         
         
         
         “Let’s go up the back way,” he said. He was popping some kind of small white snacks about the size of M&M’s into his mouth. He pushed open a nearby door, and I followed him through a narrow hallway toward the back stairs.

         
         
         
         
         “Anything on Taylor?” I asked.

         
         
         
         
         “Nothing yet. If he’s here, he’s a ghost.”

         
         
         
         
         We passed a window and I saw the Cook County Jail encircled with razor wire fences lying just across an alley. That’s where they were keeping Basque.

         
         
         
         
         When I was still a detective with the MPD working the Basque case, Ralph was the FBI agent who’d been assigned to help us find him. After Basque’s apprehension, Ralph had encouraged me to apply at the FBI academy. It was a few years before I took him up on his invitation, but eventually I did, and we’d been close friends ever since.

         
         
         
         
         Ralph had shaved his head since the last time I’d seen him, and I decided it was worth a comment.

         
         
         
         
         “Nice haircut,” I said.

         
         
         
         
         “Brineesha’s idea,” he grumbled, rubbing a huge paw across his head. “Said it makes me sexy. I feel like a cue ball.”

         
         
         
         
         “I agree with your wife. You’re looking good, my friend.”

         
         
         
         
         Even though a few people crossed the far end of the corridor, we’d ended up in a relatively deserted part of the building. Maybe Ralph had chosen this route on purpose so we could talk without anyone eavesdropping on our conversation.

         
         
         
         
         He popped some more of his snack into his mouth. “Lien-hua’s gonna be jealous when I tell her you said that.”

         
         
         
         
         I felt a sting of regret as he mentioned her name. Lien-hua was the woman I’d been seeing for the last four months, a fellow FBI agent, a profiler. Ralph didn’t know our relationship was in its dying throes, and it didn’t seem like the best time to tell him, so I decided to change the subject. “What are you eating?”

         
         
         
         
         The stairs they used to transfer prisoners from the jail to the courtrooms lay just ahead.

         
         
         
         
         “Yogurt-covered raisins.” He slid his hand into his pocket and drew out another handful. Tossed them in his mouth.

         
         
         
         
         “You’re kidding me.”

         
         
         
         
         “Brineesha got me hooked on ’em last week.” He was talking with his mouth full. “Have you tried ’em? These things are amazing.”

         
         
         
         
         He offered me a handful from his pocket. A clump of lint joined them in his hand.

         
         
         
         
         “No thanks,” I said. “I’m not really a big fan of yogurt.”

         
         
         
         
         “Suit yourself.” He tossed the entire handful into his mouth, lint and all. “You’re the one missing out.”

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll try to make do.”

         
         
         
         
         We passed a drinking fountain, and he nodded toward a restroom near the stairwell. “Hey, I gotta take a leak.”

         
         
         
         
         I thought of how I’d be stuck in the courtroom for the next few hours and decided I should probably make a pit stop too.

         
         
         
         
         Ralph paused at the water fountain for a drink so I stepped past him and pushed the men’s room door open and then stopped midstride.

         
         
         
         
         Facing me, one meter away and flanked by a pair of mammoth Cook County Sheriff’s Department officers, stood Richard Devin Basque.

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         9

         
         
         
         
         As soon as I saw Basque I felt a tightening in my chest, a sharp flare of anger and regret, the past clamping down on me. If only you’d kept your cool after Sylvia died . . . If only you’d gotten to the slaughterhouse sooner she might still be alive . . . If only you’d pieced the case together one day earlier . . .

         
         
         
         
         He smiled at me. “Detective Bowers.” For some reason, I noticed that his teeth were all still in place, still flawless. His jaw looked perfect too; the surgeons had done a good job. “No, wait . . . it’s Dr. Bowers now, isn’t it? And an FBI agent? How time flies. So good to see you again.”

         
         
         
         
         I didn’t reply.

         
         
         
         
         Ralph wedged himself next to me in the doorway, blocking the path.

         
         
         
         
         “C’mon,” barked one of the officers, manhandling Basque toward the door. “Let’s go.” But Ralph put his hand on the man’s shoulder. At first the guy looked like he was going to swat it away, but then he noticed the cords of muscle in Ralph’s forearm and paused.

         
         
         
         
         “It’s OK, buddy. Let him be.” Ralph removed his hand when he was ready. “We can talk for a sec. We’re just here to use the john.” But Ralph didn’t enter the bathroom, just stood barring the doorway.

         
         
         
         
         I began to wonder what he had in mind; I had a feeling he was hoping Basque would try something so he could take him down. Hard. I hoped that wasn’t where things were heading.

         
         
         
         
         “For the record, then,” Basque said, “I waive all my rights to have my lawyer present. A chat might be nice.”

         
         
         
         
         “See?” Ralph said to the officers. “There you go.”

         
         
         
         
         Both of them sized up Ralph, and nobody made a move. They eased back, and we all stood facing each other.

         
         
         
         
         To be safe, I decided I wouldn’t speak to Basque before testifying and chance a mistrial.

         
         
         
         
         He eyed me. Thirteen years in prison had hardly changed him. He still had the handsome, confident good looks of a big-screen leading man and the incisive eyes and disarming smile that had served him so well in luring his victims into his car. Just like Ted Bundy and so many other killers, Basque had used his charm and charisma as his most effective weapon.

         
         
         
         
         Looks intact, his time in prison had only served to harden his features, lend a few creases to the edges of his eyes, and wrap him in a thick layer of chiseled muscles that flexed against the designer suit that his lawyers had undoubtedly purchased just for the trial. Overall, he looked as dashing and trustworthy and GQ as ever. Maybe more so.

         
         
         
         
         A handsome, respectable-looking cannibalistic killer.

         
         
         
         
         I used to get shocked when I met people who commit the most appalling crimes—torturing and eviscerating their victims, eating or raping decaying corpses—because the offenders almost never look like you’d expect. Instead of looking like monsters, they look like Little League coaches and college professors and church elders and the guy who lives next door—because all too often that’s exactly who they are.

         
         
         
         
         Basque shifted his attention to Ralph. Offered him a wide grin. “Special Agent Hawkins. I enjoyed your testimony last month. Very persuasive, I thought. And how is Brineesha? That’s her name, isn’t it? Pretty little thing. Taking good care of her, I hope?”

         
         
         
         
         Ralph’s face darkened. He stepped forward.

         
         
         
         
         “Not like this,” I urged him quietly, but I’m sure Basque and the officers heard me. “Not here.” I motioned to the two men escorting Basque. “Take him away.”

         
         
         
         
         One of them tugged at Basque’s arm, but he stood firm. After thirteen years of pumping iron all day, it was going to take both of them to move him. To make things worse, Ralph still blocked the doorway.

         
         
         
         
         I could feel the air tightening around us.

         
         
         
         
         “C’mon,” I said to Ralph, but he didn’t move. Neither did Basque or the officers.

         
         
         
         
         Basque eyed me again. A smooth, charming smile. “All these years I was so hoping you’d visit me in prison, Patrick. But there are so many cases to solve, I suppose? I read about a number of them in the journals. You’ve been a busy man.” He wet his lips. “Missed seeing you, though.”

         
         
         
         
         Ralph cracked his neck and said, “Yeah, it can get pretty lonely in there. I’m sure you found plenty of—”

         
         
         
         
         “Sometimes lonely, my burly friend, but never alone.” He met Ralph’s gaze. “Not with the good Lord by my side.”

         
         
         
         
         Oh, I’d almost forgotten. Seven months ago in prison, Richard Basque had found Jesus, just like so many convicts facing a parole hearing or a retrial seem to do. The prospect of freedom must be a rather strong incentive for getting right with God.

         
         
         
         
         Ralph’s eyes became iron. I put my hand on his shoulder to pull him back, but if Ralph wanted to do something to Basque I couldn’t imagine how I’d be able to stop him. The officers escorting Basque tensed as well. Everything was moving in the wrong direction. Basque let his dark liquid eyes drink in Ralph’s growing rage.

         
         
         
         
         “Last I heard,” Ralph said. He had squeezed his hands into fists. “The Lord’s by the side of the sheep, not the wolves. Someone like you is gonna burn in—”

         
         
         
         
         “No one is beyond redemption, Agent Hawkins.”

         
         
         
         
         I grabbed Ralph’s arm. “Come on. I need to get to the courtroom.”

         
         
         
         
         Finally, Ralph stepped aside, and the officers quickly directed Basque past us to the hallway. As they did, he called over his shoulder to me, “Patrick, when this is over I hope we can meet again under less awkward circumstances, perhaps break bread together. Partake of the body and the blood.”

         
         
         
         
         His words the body and the blood echoed down the hall as the door swung shut and Ralph filled the room with words I doubted Basque would find in his recently dusted-off Bible.
         

         
         
         
         
         I glanced at my watch. Time had been evaporating. I needed to hurry.

         
         
         
         
         We finished our business in the restroom, jogged up the stairs, and arrived at the courtroom just as a granite-faced female officer was getting ready to close the doors.
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         12:25 p.m.

         
         
         
         
         Everyone in the room was settling into their seats.

         
         
         
         
         I’d never been in this courtroom before and couldn’t help but think that, with its paneled walls, faux marble columns, and straight wooden chairs, it was reminiscent of the days when the building had been erected nearly a hundred years earlier.

         
         
         
         
         In the subdued light everything looked imposing—the judge’s expansive bench, the witness stand raised nearly two meters above the courtroom floor, seating for over two hundred people in the gallery. The scent of dust and old books filled the air.

         
         
         
         
         At the defense’s table on the other side of the room, a slim, intense woman in her early forties sat conferring with Basque. She had tight lips and stick-like fingers and was wearing the same charcoal gray pantsuit she’d chosen for an interview on Fox News last week. I recognized her right away: Ms. Priscilla Eldridge-Gorman, Richard Basque’s lead lawyer. Her legal team sat beside her.

         
         
         
         
         Thirteen years ago Basque had been tried and convicted in Dela-field County, Wisconsin. Since then, he’d always maintained his innocence and eventually convinced a law professor at Michigan State University to look into his case. For three years Professor Renée Lebreau had her grad students review the trial proceedings and transcripts, and eventually they uncovered discrepancies in the DNA evidence and in the testimony of one of the eyewitnesses who claimed to have seen Basque leaving the scene of one of the murders. Ms. Priscilla Eldridge-Gorman demanded Basque’s sentence be commuted, but after a careful judicial review, the Seventh District Court ruled in favor of a retrial instead.

         
         
         
         
         And so, here we were.

         
         
         
         
         A sharply dressed Hispanic man in his late thirties hastened across the room and slid into the chair beside me, interrupting my thoughts. “Good to see you, Pat.”

         
         
         
         
         “Emilio.” I knew Assistant State’s Attorney Emilio Vandez from a brief meeting we’d had last month in preparation for the trial.

         
         
         
         
         He pulled a stack of file folders from his briefcase and set them in front of us. He took a long time straightening them. “It looks like we’re in good shape for today.”

         
         
         
         
         “I’m glad to hear that.”

         
         
         
         
         Emilio set two pencils beside the stack and then carefully positioned them parallel to each other. He took a deep breath. “I don’t know what’s wrong with this AC though. I should have brought a sweater.” Then he looked around the room as if he were searching for a clue as to why it was so cold.

         
         
         
         
         I’d heard Priscilla Eldridge-Gorman was good, really good, and I began to wonder if Emilio Vandez was a match for her.

         
         
         
         
         Then the bailiff called for all to rise, the judge entered from his chambers, and the trial of Richard Devin Basque resumed.

         
         
         
         
         [image: -1743750207]

         
         
         Twenty minutes ago, standing hidden and invisible in the crowd of protestors, Giovanni had watched Patrick Bowers enter the courthouse. Now, he returned to his rental car parked a block away from the police barricade.

         
         
         
         
         He’d flown in and rented the car under a false name and worn a disguise while waving his “Death Does Not Equal Justice” sign.

         
         
         
         
         No one knew he was here.

         
         
         
         
         He drove to a nearby alley, called Denver’s dispatch department, and left an anonymous tip reporting the location of Sebastian Taylor and Brigitte Marcello’s bodies. Then he tossed the prepaid cell phone into a dumpster.

         
         
         
         
         And so.

         
         
         
         
         Everything was in place.

         
         
         
         
         Through his contacts, he knew that Sebastian Taylor had tried to bribe members of the jury in order to get Basque set free. He still didn’t know why Taylor had wanted Basque acquitted, and the governor had stayed remarkably tight-lipped throughout the night about his motives, even as things progressed toward more and more discomfort. But that didn’t matter. None of it did. The jury wouldn’t even be giving a verdict.

         
         
         
         
         No, Giovanni had taken steps of his own.

         
         
         
         
         He turned on the police scanner he’d brought with him to monitor the afternoon’s events.

         
         
         
         
         And waited for the story to unfold.
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         The trial, which had been scheduled to start late last fall, had been bogged down in a legal quagmire for months—postponed five times by judicial reviews and a slew of recesses and interruptions.

         
         
         
         
         However, that was good news for me because it meant I wouldn’t have to sit through an endless round of opening statements, arguments, and counterarguments. We could cut right to the chase. And after the preliminary trial rituals and an hour of questioning from Emilio, Ms. Eldridge-Gorman strode to the middle of the courtroom and paused for a moment beside the table containing the bags, photos, sketches, and other physical evidence to begin her cross-examination.

         
         
         
         
         She slowly turned to face the jury. “Before we begin, I would like to remind the jury that we’ve heard from three of the country’s leading DNA analysts, and each of them has corroborated my client’s innocence. Mr. Basque is a victim of the system who has spent the last thirteen years in—”

         
         
         
         
         “Objection, Your Honor!” Emilio Vandez was on his feet before Priscilla could finish her sentence. “Here we go again. Is she going to question the witness or just restate her case?”

         
         
         
         
         The judge, a white-haired hawk of a man named Lawrence Crad-dock, glared first at Vandez, then at Priscilla Eldridge-Gorman. “Get on with your questions. We already know how you feel about the defendant. You’ve made it abundantly clear over the last four months.” He took a long narrow breath that seemed to suck half the air out of the courtroom. I had the sense that he was going to say more, but he held back.

         
         
         
         
         She nodded. She’d probably expected the objection and had simply taken advantage of the opportunity to reiterate her claims of Basque’s innocence. Just another gimmick to manipulate the system to her client’s advantage. I hated these games of posturing and showmanship. All too often they overshadow facts and evidence and end up undermining justice.

         
         
         
         
         “Dr. Bowers,” Ms. Eldridge-Gorman went on, “please state your name and position for the court.”

         
         
         
         
         “Special Agent Patrick Bowers. I’m an environmental criminologist for the FBI’s National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime. Currently, I’m based at the field office in Denver and when needed, I serve on a violent crimes task force working in conjunction with the Denver Police Department.”

         
         
         
         
         “But you used to be a detective.”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes. With the Milwaukee Police Department—for six years. I was the one who apprehended the defendant.”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes,” she said stiffly. “You were. But we’ll get to that in a moment. Can you kindly state your qualifications?”

         
         
         
         
         I’d already gone through all this with Emilio, but it’s typical for the defense to ask you to repeat your qualifications so they can try to poke holes in your testimony by diminishing or discrediting them in the eyes of the jurors.

         
         
         
         
         Repeating my resume was the last thing I wanted to do, but I didn’t want anything to interfere with the prosecution’s case, so I decided to just get it over with. “I’ve been with the FBI’s violent crime division for nine years and, as I mentioned, served as a homicide detective for six. During the last fifteen years I’ve assisted with or been the lead investigator in 618 cases in seven countries and served as an expert witness in 91 criminal and civil trials. I have a bachelor’s degree in criminal justice from the University of Wisconsin–River Falls, a master’s in criminology and law studies from Marquette University, and a PhD in environmental criminology from Simon Fraser University. I’ve also worked as a consultant for the National Law Enforcement and Corrections Technology Center in Denver, Colorado, been on the board for the American Academy of Forensic Sciences, and served as a liaison between the National Geospatial-Intelligence Agency and the FBI to help integrate the military’s geospatial research with that of the law enforcement community.”

         
         
         
         
         There. Done. Enough of that.

         
         
         
         
         Ms. Eldridge-Gorman paced briskly toward me. The stark clacking of her confident heels ricocheted like gunshots around the room. “And isn’t it true, Dr. Bowers, that five years ago you won the President’s Exemplary Service Award for Law Enforcement Innovation and you’ve written two books on geospatial investigation, one of which won the Silver Badge Award for Excellence in True Crime?”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes, that’s correct.”

         
         
         
         
         “And, don’t be modest now, you’re one of the world’s leading experts in environmental criminology and geospatial investigation.

         
         
         
         
         ” I didn’t like where this was going.

         
         
         
         
         “Those are my areas of expertise.”

         
         
         
         
         “Your vita is quite impressive, Doctor.” I assumed she was calling me doctor every chance she got to try to make me sound like an egghead. Another tactic. More games. She savored a moment of stillness and then added, “Congratulations.”

         
         
         
         
         “Thank you.” It’s never a good sign when the defense attorney starts congratulating you for your accomplishments. She flashed me a fabricated smile, and I knew she hadn’t just been fishing for information but had already moved me closer to some sort of verbal trap.

         
         
         
         
         “As a geospatial investigator you study the timing, location, and progression of crimes, correct?”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes.”

         
         
         
         
         “And using computer models and geospatial analysis, you develop what is known as a ‘geographic profile’ to help narrow down the number of suspects or focus the investigation on one specific locality?”

         
         
         
         
         “If the case warrants a geoprofile, yes. That’s correct.”

         
         
         
         
         Looking past her, I saw Calvin in the back of the room. He wasn’t here to testify, only to observe, and he must have noticed something because he was scratching busily at a pad of paper.

         
         
         
         
         “And you use defense satellite information to study these locations.” She consulted her notes. “A system called FALCON.”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes: the Federal Aerospace Locator and Covert Operation Network. It’s the world’s most advanced geospatial digital mapping program.”

         
         
         
         
         Her tone shifted from complimentary to condescending. “It’s only fair to mention, however, that your approach is somewhat controversial, isn’t it, Dr. Bowers?”

         
         
         
         
         “Objection!” Vandez shouted. “Dr. Bowers’s investigation techniques are not on trial here, Mr. Basque is.”

         
         
         
         
         “Her question is relevant,” Judge Craddock responded harshly. “A technique can be controversial but still effective and well-established.” He eyed her. “But Ms. Eldridge-Gorman will make certain that she doesn’t insult or badger the witness.”

         
         
         
         
         “Of course, Your Honor.” She thought for a moment. “Let me rephrase the question. Your investigative strategies are considered by some to be unconventional . . . ?”

         
         
         
         
         “Investigations should be more concerned with discovering the truth,” I said, “than with following convention.”

         
         
         
         
         “And you don’t look for motive?”

         
         
         
         
         “No.”

         
         
         
         
         “Or use behavioral or psychological profiling?”

         
         
         
         
         “No.”

         
         
         
         
         “In fact”—she glanced at her notes—“you’ve even written, and I quote, ‘I don’t care why someone commits a crime. I would rather catch him than try to psychoanalyze him.’”

         
         
         
         
         Actually, I was kind of proud of that one. “Yes. I did write that, and the rest of the paragraph as well: ‘Investigators need to stop asking “why?” and start asking “where?” It doesn’t matter why the offender committed the crime, our goal is to find out where he is.’”

         
         
         
         
         “And you’ve even derided the use of DNA analysis. Isn’t that correct?”

         
         
         
         
         “I’ve never derided it, I just don’t depend on it. Criminals watch CSI too. It’s not uncommon for them to leave other people’s blood, hair, saliva, even semen, at crime scenes to misdirect investigations. They’re using the system against us. And they’re good at it.”

         
         
         
         
         “So you prefer geographic profiling.” She didn’t offer it as a question.

         
         
         
         
         “It’s one of the most effective tools I know of for narrowing the suspect pool in cases involving serial offenders.”

         
         
         
         
         “But Dr. Bowers”—she flavored her words with slowly escalating sarcasm—“isn’t geoprofiling only useful if there are five or more crime locations? Isn’t that the minimum number needed for an accurate geoprofile?”

         
         
         
         
         “The more linked cases, the more accurate we can be, yes. Given twelve or more locations we can be up to 97 percent accurate in narrowing down the most likely location of the offender’s home base.”

         
         
         
         
         Now, she feigned ignorance. “But how do you know that a series of crimes are linked? If you have, let’s say, sixteen murders in two states over two years, how can you tell that they’re all committed by the same perpetrator?”

         
         
         
         
         “Linkage analysis,” I said, “otherwise known as Comparative Case Analysis, is typically the responsibility of local law enforcement. CCA is done through a careful review of offender initiated linkage, eyewitness descriptions, crime scene locations, victimol-ogy—that is, characteristics or relationships of the victims that point to a connection between the crimes—and physical evidence found at the crime scenes. With regard to the sixteen murders Mr. Basque is accused of, I analyzed the data myself and felt confident that the homicides were committed by the same person.”

         
         
         
         
         “But you might have been wrong?”

         
         
         
         
         I peered past her to the morbid photographs spread across the evidence table. “It’s possible. All investigations deal in terms of probabilities, not certainties.”

         
         
         
         
         I thought she might jump on that, but instead said, “And for your investigative approach to work, isn’t it true that the offender must have a stable anchor point? Not just be passing through the area?”

         
         
         
         
         She’d done her research, I had to give her that much. She was quoting almost directly from the fifteenth chapter of my book Understanding Crime and Space.

         
         
         
         
         “That’s right,” I said. “Peripatetic, that is, transitory offenders, skew the results. Imagine a person standing in a closet, spray painting the walls while turning in a circle. If he left in the middle of the job, it might be possible to locate the precise location where he’d been standing by analyzing the patterns and density of the droplets of paint on the walls. But it would obviously be impossible if he walked around the closet while painting.”

         
         
         
         
         “Yes, but what if he is moving, Dr. Bowers? What if the offender is a commuter, so to speak? He drives to the city, commits his crime, and then returns to his home in the suburbs afterward. That’s possible, isn’t it? And that would make the geoprofile completely useless—or at best, inaccurate—correct?”
         

         
         
         
         
         I’d heard all of these objections before, dealt with them in depth in my book, addressed some of them earlier in the proceedings during Emilio’s examination. “Just like any investigative technique, geographic profiling has its limitations.”

         
         
         
         
         Ms. Eldridge-Gorman opened her mouth, but before she could respond I added, “But so does every method. Before you can match DNA you need to find some DNA. It’s the same for fingerprints or hair or bite mark analysis.”

         
         
         
         
         After a quick breath I went on, “In the latest geoprofiling software, we’ve been eliminating some of the issues you just mentioned. We’ve included spatial temporal movement analysis that calculates the mean center of the crimes based on crime sequence and not just location. This helps us see if the anchor point of the crimes is shifting. Enhanced virtual temporal topographies reveal the synchronic and diachronic changes of crime patterns within specific locations. Also, we’ve added a Bayesian journey-to-crime model that incorporates current research about—”

         
         
         
         
         I noticed the glazed eyes of the jury members.

         
         
         
         
         Oh. That was brilliant, Dr. Egghead. Just brilliant.

         
         
         
         
         Maybe I should have gone into my use of multivariate statistics too. That would have been good. Or spatial density analysis and the use of kernel smoothing routines to reduce the effects of the psychological barriers associated with mental maps. I’m sure that would have really impressed them.

         
         
         
         
         Priscilla looked pleased that she’d lured me into using techno jargon. “So, in layman’s terms,” she said, “you’ve been improving the technology and refining your approach since my client’s arrest thirteen years ago.”

         
         
         
         
         “That’s correct.”

         
         
         
         
         “So you admit, then, that when my client was arrested, your investigative strategy needed improvement.”

         
         
         
         
         “That’s not exactly—”

         
         
         
         
         A slight grin. “Back to my question. If this technique only works with an offender who has a stable anchor point or home base”—she raised her hands in a dramatic display of bewilderment—“how do you know he’s not mobile before you catch him?” Then she gave me a pretend smile. “The answer is you don’t, do you, Dr. Bowers?”

         
         
         
         
         “No—”

         
         
         
         
         “So, your conclusions could be completely—”

         
         
         
         
         I’d had enough of this. “Every investigation is a holistic process. You continually evaluate the evidence and revise your investigative strategy as needed.” My voice had turned harsh, argumentative, and that was probably what she’d been shooting for. I tried to tone it down. “Geographic profiling is just one facet of a well-rounded investigation.”

         
         
         
         
         As I said the words “well-rounded investigation,” I glanced again at the pieces of evidence lying on the table. Juanita Worthy’s faded pink blouse, splattered with dark stains . . . the scalpel Richard Devin Basque had been holding when I arrested him . . . the enlarged Associated Press photos of the sixteen known victims . . . a map of the Midwest with the locations of each crime marked with red thumbtacks . . . a hatchet, still stained with blood . . .

         
         
         
         
         Ms. Eldridge-Gorman went on, but the evidence had caught my attention and I was only half-listening to her. “Isn’t it true”—she was pacing theatrically in front of the jury—“that when you were investigating the crimes for which my client was . . .” She hesitated, searching for the right phrase. “A person of interest . . . that you compared the timing of the crimes to the work schedules of the suspects to try and narrow down the suspect pool?”

         
         
         
         
         I shifted my focus back to her. “Yes. The nature of these crimes would have required the offender to be present while they occurred.”

         
         
         
         
         But in my mind I was clicking through the items on the table, now removed from the plastic evidence bags: the Smith & Wesson Sigma that Basque had fired at me . . . the key to the slaughterhouse freezer where he’d kept four of the women’s lungs . . .

         
         
         
         
         Something about the positioning of the evidence on the table didn’t seem right.

         
         
         
         
         “Dr. Bowers.” Priscilla Eldridge-Gorman stalked across the courtroom toward me. “Do you think justice is served when a man is convicted of first-degree murder based on his days off from work?”

         
         
         
         
         She was twisting my research around, trying to make it sound ludicrous. And even though I couldn’t believe any jury would give credence to her line of questioning, by the way the jurors were staring at me, it looked like at least some of them did.

         
         
         
         
         The room still hadn’t warmed up.

         
         
         
         
         Still chilly.

         
         
         
         
         The evidence.

         
         
         
         
         Something about the evidence.

         
         
         
         
         “Given the timing and location of the crimes,” I said, “Mr. Basque’s schedule would have allowed him to be present at the site of each of the murders.”

         
         
         
         
         Ms. Eldridge-Gorman held up a file folder. “And so could at least six other employees of the acquisitions firm he worked for.” She slapped it down, loudly, onto the table. “I checked. And that’s just one company. Thousands of people could have committed those crimes.”

         
         
         
         
         The recorded message in Colorado said, “I’ll see you in Chicago.”

         
         
         
         
         Is Heather Fain’s and Chris Arlington’s killer in the courtroom? I let my eyes drift from the evidence table to the faces of the people in the room, but Priscilla Eldridge-Gorman paced in front of me, blocking my view. “Did you actually witness my client attack Sylvia Padilla?”
         

         
         
         
         
         One of the men in the gallery made eye contact with me and then quickly looked away.

         
         
         
         
         “No. Mr. Basque was leaning over her body when I arrived.”

         
         
         
         
         The man was wearing a black armband, which meant he was a family member of a victim. But which one? Which victim?

         
         
         
         
         “So you admit,” Ms. Eldridge-Gorman said, “that it’s possible my client heard Sylvia Padilla’s screams, went to offer his assistance—like any conscientious citizen would do—and was reaching down to help the poor woman when you ran toward him.” She looked at me sympathetically. “No doubt with the simple intention of fulfilling your duty as an officer of the law, and then when you aimed your gun at him, he understandably feared for his life and was forced to defend himself by firing his legally registered firearm. That’s possible, isn’t it?”

         
         
         
         
         “He was holding the scalpel.”

         
         
         
         
         The man with the armband was still avoiding eye contact.

         
         
         
         
         “My client found it lying on the woman’s chest and was moving it so he could help stop her bleeding.”

         
         
         
         
         I felt my patience slipping again. “He mocked her as she died.”

         
         
         
         
         She held up a file folder. “According to the police report you filed, my client said, ‘Looks like we’ll be needing an ambulance, detective.’ And then, ‘Looks like we won’t be needing that ambulance after all.’ He was simply showing concern for her.”

         
         
         
         
         This was ridiculous.

         
         
         
         
         I mentally flipped through the faces of the family members of the victims. It’d been thirteen years, and the man I was watching was shielding his face, glancing at his watch.

         
         
         
         
         If I could just get a clear look at his face . . .

         
         
         
         
         “Dr. Bowers,” Priscilla said, once again interrupting my train of thought. “Is it possible you arrested the wrong man?”

         
         
         
         
         “I’m confident we made the right—”

         
         
         
         
         “But is it possible?”

         
         
         
         
         “It’s possible,” I said impatiently. “Yes.”

         
         
         
         
         The man with the armband finally looked my way.

         
         
         
         
         Yes. I recognized him. He was the father of Celeste Sikora, the second-to-last known victim, one of the women I could have saved if only I’d pieced things together a little faster.

         
         
         
         
         “But,” I said, elaborating on my answer, trying to quiet the growing frustration in my voice, “as I mentioned a few moments ago, all investigations deal in terms of probability rather than certainty. We don’t live in a perfect world. The jury isn’t asked to determine a person’s guilt with absolute certainty but rather beyond reasonable doubt—”

         
         
         
         
         “I am well aware of the legal requirements of American jurisprudence, Dr. Bowers.”

         
         
         
         
         Yes, Celeste’s father, Grant.

         
         
         
         
         Ex-military. I remember because he’d reacted so violently when I notified him that his daughter’s wounds had been fatal that he’d needed to be sedated.

         
         
         
         
         The trial, Pat. Focus on the trial.

         
         
         
         
         “But as I was saying . . .” I continued speaking, but my attention was split. “The evidence strongly supports the conclusion that Richard Basque was—”

         
         
         
         
         “Dr. Bowers.” Her voice had turned to ice. “Did you physically assault my client?”

         
         
         
         
         The room spun around me. Dizzy. A swirl of colors. Then everything dialed into focus.

         
         
         
         
         She closed the space between us. “Back in the slaughterhouse? After you handcuffed him?”

         
         
         
         
         So, Basque told her. She knows.

         
         
         
         
         Grant Sikora looked at the clock on the wall. A bead of sweat glistened on his forehead.

         
         
         
         
         You swore to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

         
         
         
         
         “Did you break Richard Basque’s jaw with your fist?” she asked. “Did you attack him after he was handcuffed?”

         
         
         
         
         You can’t let Basque walk. You know that, Pat. You can’t admit that you hit him.

         
         
         
         
         Time slowed.

         
         
         
         
         Sweat? Why is Sikora sweating?

         
         
         
         
         I looked from Grant Sikora to Priscilla. Beyond her I saw Basque smiling, as if the moment he’d been waiting for all these years had finally arrived. If I told the truth, he might walk, but if I lied I’d be committing perjury and going against everything I’d worked toward all these years.

         
         
         
         
         Another bead of sweat formed on Sikora’s forehead.

         
         
         
         
         It’s too cold in the courtroom to be sweating. Too cold.

         
         
         
         
         Unless.

         
         
         
         
         “Dr. Bowers!” Ms. Eldridge-Gorman had stepped in front of me and now planted her hands on her hips, her two elbows jutting out like bony wings. “Are you having trouble remembering that night at the slaughterhouse?”

         
         
         
         
         Grant Sikora began to discreetly make his way toward the side aisle. It’s not unheard of for people to slip out of a courtroom while a trial is in session, so no one else seemed to take notice. Their eyes were riveted on me.

         
         
         
         
         The evidence table.

         
         
         
         
         The hatchet . . . the knife . . . the gun . . . a weapon . . . is he going for a weapon?

         
         
         
         
         “I’ll ask you one last time.” Her words were cold stones dropping one by one into the still courtroom. “Did you or did you not physically assault Richard Devin Basque after he was in your custody in the slaughterhouse?”

         
         
         
         
         Nothing but the truth.

         
         
         
         
         Answer her, Pat. You have to answer the question.

         
         
         
         
         My eyes flashed across the evidence table, scrutinizing, examining the positioning of the items. I noticed the Sigma’s witness hole, the small groove that allows the operator to observe the brass case of the bullets if there are any chambered rounds.

         
         
         
         
         Ms. Eldridge-Gorman’s voice rang out, “Judge Craddock, please direct the witness to answer the question!”

         
         
         
         
         Inside the witness hole I saw a brassy glint . . .

         
         
         
         
         “Dr. Bowers, I advise you to answer the counselor’s question.”

         
         
         
         
         That glint could only mean one thing.

         
         
         
         
         Ms. Eldridge-Gorman threw her hands up.

         
         
         
         
         That gun was loaded.

         
         
         
         
         “Will you answer the counselor’s question?” the judge said.

         
         
         
         
         Sikora’s going for the gun!

         
         
         
         
         “No,” I whispered.

         
         
         
         
         “No?” the judge shouted.

         
         
         
         
         Grant Sikora reached the aisle and ran toward the evidence table.

         
         
         
         
         You can’t let him get the gun.

         
         
         
         
         Stop him, Pat. You have to stop him!

         
         
         
         
         I grabbed the railing of the witness stand and launched myself over the edge.
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