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      FOR KATHLEEN HAM

      
      Courage, a cold case – and, at last, a conviction

   
      
      
      And I fear, I fear, my Master dear!
      

      
      We shall have a deadly storm.

      
      – BALLAD OF SIR PATRICK SPENCE
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      Chapter 1

      
      Mike Chapman bit into the tip of a Cohiba and held the match to the end of his thick cigar, drawing several deep breaths to
         make certain it was lighted.
      

      
      ‘Take a few hits, Coop,’ he said, passing it to me.

      
      I shook my head.

      
      ‘The stench from that corpse is going to stay in your brain for weeks unless you infuse it right away with something more
         powerful. Why do you think I’ve always got a couple of these in my pocket?’
      

      
      I took the cigar from Mike and rolled it between my fingers.

      
      ‘Don’t look at the damn thing. Smoke it. That broad’s been decomposing for days in an empty room during a summer heat wave.
         Wrap your lips around that sucker and inhale till the smoke comes through your nose and ears, and maybe even from between
         your toes.’
      

      
      I put it to my lips, coughing as the harsh tobacco taste filled my mouth and lungs. There were no overhead lights above the
         concrete barriers we sat on at the intersection of South Street and Whitehall, which dead-ended at the East River, near the
         southernmost tip of Manhattan. ‘There’s no air out here. Not even a breeze off the water.’
      

      
      ‘Almost midnight and it’s still ninety-seven degrees. She’s cooking in that room,’ Mike said, tossing his head in the direction
         of the crime scene that he’d been working for the last three hours. His black hair glistened with sweat, and the perspiration
         on his shirt made the cotton cloth cling to his chest. ‘Whatever body parts were left intact will be fried by the time they
         bag her.’
      

      
      ‘Are you going with the guys to the morgue?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Might be the coolest place in town tonight. You into refrigerated boxes?’

      
      ‘I’ll pass. Are they almost done?’

      
      ‘The ME was ready to call it quits when the maggot maven showed up.’

      
      The putrefaction of the woman’s body, which had been left to rot in the abandoned government offices over the old ferry slip,
         offered an irresistible opportunity to swarms of summer flies, which entered to lay their eggs and leave their offspring to
         nourish themselves on her flesh.
      

      
      The blast of the horn from the Staten Island Ferry, its giant orange hull sliding out of the pier from the enormous modern
         terminal just twenty yards downriver, startled me. We were half a mile south of the bustling marketplace that had once been
         the South Street Seaport, flanking the glittering towers of Wall Street, outside what seemed like the only building in the
         downtown area that had been neglected alongside the water’s flotsam and jetsam.
      

      
      I stood up from the concrete barrier and looked over my shoulder at the entrance to the deserted slips – three vaulted openings
         that led to the water, supporting a raised porch and the offices in which the body had been found, centered between forty-foot-tall
         columns that faced Whitehall. Crumbling wooden pilings bordered the walkway behind me, while trash floated and bobbed among the large rocks in
         the water ten feet below.
      

      
      ‘Jumpy already?’ Mike smiled at me as he held the open collar of his shirt between his thumb and forefinger, waving it back
         and forth as though the cloth might actually dry out despite the oppressive humidity. ‘You don’t even know what happened to
         her yet.’
      

      
      ‘Has he got any ideas about how long the woman’s been dead?’ The cigar smoke filtered up through my nostrils, overwhelming
         the pungent odor of death.
      

      
      ‘Bug juice, Madam Prosecutor. The good Dr. Magorski likes to bring this whole thing down to when he figures the flies laid
         the maggots which finished feasting and then sat on the floorboards and pupated. He’s picking up the pupal cases to take to
         his lab. It’s a slow process,’ Mike said, dismissing the expert with a flip of his hand.
      

      
      The forensic entomologist had been called to the scene by the young medical examiner who first responded to the detectives’
         notification. I had watched Magorski work several other cases, clipping a pair of lenses that looked like tiny microscopes
         over his thick eyeglasses while he scoured the body and its surroundings for signs of insect life – with its predictable cycles
         that might help establish a time of death.
      

      
      ‘I understand. But do you think he’s useful?’

      
      ‘I want you to keep puffing on that thing till you turn a pale shade of green.’

      
      ‘I feel like I’m coming up on chartreuse,’ I said, brushing wisps of damp hair off my forehead with the back of my hand.

      
      ‘Personally, I think he’s a waste of resources. Is she dead more than a week? Yeah. Less than two? My money’s on that. The only reason everybody south of Forty-second Street didn’t notice
         the odor is because this place is so isolated, except for the decaying fish remains and sewage right below where she was found.’
      

      
      ‘That’s still a pretty big window of opportunity.’

      
      ‘Once we ID the broad, it won’t take long for some joker to tell us the last time she showed up at work or a girlfriend to
         say what domestic tiff sped her out the door of her apartment. Stick with real detective work, kid. I never met a bug with
         a gold shield.’
      

      
      I had seen more than my share of bodies as the prosecutor in charge of the Sex Crimes Prosecution Unit in the Manhattan District
         Attorney’s Office for the last decade. The black humor of many cops and colleagues, an effort to defuse these ugly situations,
         did nothing to ease my revulsion.
      

      
      ‘Hey, Chapman,’ a rookie in uniform called out to Mike from the porch of the old ferry slip. ‘They’re bringing her out now.
         You and Ms. Cooper can come back up.’
      

      
      On the roadway opposite the aging terminal, the Franklin Delano Roosevelt Drive sank below ground to loop under the Battery
         and reemerge as the West Side Highway. The far side of the tunnel entrance, dozens of glass and steel office towers – many
         of their windows still lit – formed the dense, narrow canyons of the city’s financial district.
      

      
      ‘Sorry to drag you down here. I really thought it might be your girl,’ Mike said. He knew I had been assigned to an unsolved
         case involving a young woman who’d gone missing the week before.
      

      
      We watched as the ME’s van backed into the loading dock and the attendant opened the rear doors, ready to receive the body bag.
      

      
      ‘Looked like a good possibility till the wig came off and we realized her hair wasn’t red,’ he went on.

      
      Mike was a second-grade detective assigned to the Manhattan North Homicide Squad. His usual turf stretched from north of Fifty-ninth
         Street, uptown through the Harlems and the Heights to the narrow waterway that separated the island from the Bronx. But the
         end of summer, despite the spike in murders that usually accompanied a dramatic rise in the temperature, was also the time
         many cops took their vacation. The two squads, now short of manpower in late August, combined forces to respond to every murder
         in Manhattan.
      

      
      We stopped talking when four men – one from the medical examiner’s office and three uniformed officers from the First Precinct
         – emerged from the dark mouth of the building with their charge. There were no other spectators, no need for them to walk
         as though they were pallbearers, struggling to balance the coffin. The foursome loped along with the body, heaving it onto
         the stretcher inside the van, jerking it from side to side to position it before they strapped it into place for the ride
         up the drive to the morgue.
      

      
      ‘None of these “ologists” can help with the more important questions,’ Mike said as the driver slammed the double doors. He
         wiped the sweat from his forehead with his handkerchief, then passed it to me. ‘Who the hell is she? What brought her to this
         godforsaken place? Why hasn’t anybody noticed she was out of commission before tonight? What kind of monster am I looking
         for? I can’t even think straight it’s so hot.’
      

      
      ‘No other missing-person reports?’ I pressed the damp cloth to the back of my neck.
      

      
      ‘Nothing that fits. Two African-American women – one from the Bronx and the other a chronic runaway from Queens – an Asian
         tourist, an old lady with dementia who hasn’t come home in a week, but definitely a blue-rinse dye job. Your case is the only
         one that seemed a possible match.’
      

      
      As the assistant district attorney who supervised sex crimes, I had partnered with Mike for more than a decade. I was at my
         desk in the criminal courthouse when he called me several hours earlier, asking for more details about the physical description
         of the twenty-two-year-old woman – Elise Huff – who had gone missing more than a week earlier. The investigation had been
         handed to me two days after her disappearance by my boss, Paul Battaglia, now in his fifth term as Manhattan’s district attorney.
      

      
      ‘Elise is a redhead. Natural.’

      
      She had disappeared after a night of barhopping with a girlfriend, who split from her at 3:00 a.m. when she had been unable
         to convince Elise to go home. Elise’s parents had pressed their congressman, in Tennessee, to lean on Battaglia to ramp up
         the search for their daughter, assuming that she might have been the target of a sexual predator.
      

      
      ‘That’s why I called you out. This one,’ Mike said, pointing at the taillights of the van that carried the woman away, ‘was
         a redhead when I showed up, till the medical examiner rolled her face to the side and the damn wig fell off.’
      

      
      The synthetic auburn mane had been straight, lustrous, and obviously expensive when I looked at it earlier with the aid of
         Mike’s flashlight. It had covered a shock of short curly hair – dark brown – the only distinguishable feature still visible on the head and body.
      

      
      Mike took the cigar from me as we walked under the archway and back into the terminal, toward the staircase. His cheeks hollowed
         as he sucked in several deep breaths before handing it back. ‘Inhale once more, Coop.’
      

      
      Climbing the steps behind Mike, I smiled at his constant attempts to protect me from the more horrific parts of our job. Hal
         Sherman was setting up the battery-run lighting system that would allow him to take dozens more photographs of the grim room
         from which the body had been removed. Within the confines of this space – no more than thirty feet long and twenty wide –
         the Crime Scene Unit investigators would look for any speck of evidence that might lead to an identification of the victim,
         her killer, and whatever connection linked them to each other.
      

      
      ‘So what’s the weapon?’ Mike asked.

      
      ‘Maybe the butt of a gun caused the fracture. Maybe a hammer. The autopsy’ll tell you more than I can.’ Hal put a ruler on
         the floor, next to what looked like a bloodstain, before he leaned over to snap his picture.
      

      
      The young ME was certain that the woman had died from a blunt force injury, an impact that had depressed a portion of her
         skull on the left temple and caused the fatal damage to her brain.
      

      
      ‘You make anything of the marks on her face?’

      
      ‘Yeah. Scope the personals for a guy who likes to dance. Too bad there wasn’t much skin left. The bastard must have stomped
         on her face after he whacked her. I don’t know if there’s enough of a pattern to get a shoe print, but I shot it from every
         angle.’
      

      
      I stood still while Mike geared up again – rubber gloves and booties – to go back over every crevice of the dusty room.
      

      
      ‘And when uniform arrived?’

      
      ‘Obliterated everything on the stairs,’ Hal said, sweeping his arm around the room, then wiping his moustache with his sleeve,
         ‘and all over the place.’
      

      
      The glass in each of the five windows that faced the river was shattered, much like the bones of the dead woman’s face.

      
      ‘You guys find anything?’ Mike asked the two cops who had been assisting Hal.

      
      ‘Double-checking. Nothing so far except this – I don’t know – looks like a knotted strip of leather. Like the end of a key
         chain or something.’ One of them held up a two-inch piece of rawhide.
      

      
      ‘This guy was good,’ the other said. ‘Must have had lots of time. Maybe even got away clean.’

      
      Each man had examined half of the room, and now they switched positions to go over the other’s territory. Mike stepped around
         Hal and stood behind an old wooden desk. He opened the four drawers, flashing his light into them and slamming them shut.
      

      
      ‘Government offices. Seems like whoever winds up designing stuff for the city has to take a course in how to make it look
         dismal.’
      

      
      ‘What agency was this?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Ports and Terminals.’

      
      Three chairs with broken backs lined the far wall. Mike lifted each one and replaced it. He moved toward several crates piled
         in a corner.
      

      
      ‘Don’t bother, Chapman. They’re as empty as your pockets.’

      
      ‘What did you think about those lines on her wrists?’ Mike was crouched on the floor now, measuring the coating of dust with
         a gloved finger.
      

      
      ‘Some kind of ligature. Maybe even cuffs. Hey, Alexandra, you want to wave that cigar around. Where did you get such a good
         one, Mike?’ Hal asked, sniffing the air.
      

      
      ‘Coop’s boss. All his friends stockpile him with the best Cubans. Only the feds prosecute for trading with the enemy. Not
         Battaglia. He just lets the evidence go up in smoke.’
      

      
      ‘You think she was killed here?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Nah. She’s a dump job.’

      
      ‘No signs of any struggle, but then that’s pretty tough to do when you’re bound,’ Mike said, agreeing with Hal. ‘Maybe still
         alive when he brought her up and left her to die. That’s why there’s blood.’
      

      
      I looked through what was left of the window. The river was dark, a slight chop from the current kicking up an occasional
         whitecap. A few small boats criss-crossed the harbor, illuminating narrow lines over the water with their headlights.
      

      
      ‘Not a trace of her clothing anywhere?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Zip. Looks like we’re dealing with a pro, Coop. Felony frequent flier miles. C’mon, I’ll put you in a cab. You’ve got court
         in the morning.’
      

      
      I said good night to Hal and his crew and went downstairs, careful to avoid the powder on the banister where crime scene cops
         had dusted for prints.
      

      
      As we emerged from the mouth of the archway, under the faded print of the sign that said BATTERY MARITIME BUILDING, one of the crime scene cops was waiting for Mike.
      

      
      ‘There’s something snagged in one of the long wooden splinters of the pilings, Detective. Take a look. I’ve photographed it
         there, so let me know if you want me to fish it out.’
      

      
      I followed Mike to the north side of the old structure. He leaned over the wire fencing and his hair gleamed as the officer
         held a flashlight above his head. I could see an object floating on the surface of the water, its many thick strands splayed
         like the tentacles of a sea creature.
      

      
      ‘Bring it up, Jenks. You got something to hook it with?’

      
      The eager kid ran to the department station wagon and brought out a long metal pole. He disappeared inside the bay of the
         old terminal and reappeared on the far side of the fence. He walked along the edge of the building, carefully stepping down
         and out onto the planks between the tall pilings.
      

      
      After several attempts to snag the mysterious object, Willy Jenks triumphantly lifted it out of the river, swung the pole
         over the fence, and dumped it at Mike’s feet.
      

      
      I kneeled beside him and tried to figure out what I was staring at. Mike removed another rubber glove from his pants pocket
         and slipped it on before he began to separate the tangled strands.
      

      
      With his index finger, Mike found what looked like a handle, pulling on it to stretch it out toward my foot. Then he started
         to count the strips as he spread them apart on the ground. ‘One, two, three …’
      

      
      I could see that they, too, were made of leather, knotted like the piece the cops had found upstairs. ‘What do you—?’

      
      Mike held his finger to his lips to quiet me as he continued to count. ‘Six, seven, eight.’

      
      The ninth length of rope was missing its knot.
      

      
      ‘What is it?’

      
      ‘Guess you never saw a cat-o’-nine-tails before.’

      
      Mike picked up the whip by its handle, shook off the water, then raised his arm and cracked it against the asphalt walk. The
         sharp sound split the still night air like a gunshot.
      

      
      ‘Bound. Tortured. Killed. It’s not a pretty way to die.’

   
      
      Chapter 2

      
      ‘Ms. Cooper, are you withdrawing your offer?’
      

      
      Alton Lamont had taken the bench minutes earlier, just after court officers had uncuffed the prisoner and seated him next
         to his lawyer.
      

      
      Although the odors of the waterfront and the grisly scene of the previous evening lingered in my mind’s eye and brain, I tried
         to concentrate on the pretrial proceedings under way in Lamont’s courtroom.
      

      
      ‘That’s not a real plea bargain she suggested, Your Honor,’ Gene Grassley said, pointing his stubby forefinger in my direction.
         ‘It’s Ms. Cooper’s version of a death sentence.’
      

      
      ‘Mr. Grassley knows we’re going forward.’ We had spent most of the day selecting a jury and were finishing up the afternoon
         with some last-minute housekeeping before setting a timetable for opening statements. ‘My victim boarded her flight in Seattle
         at dawn – the offer’s off the table.’
      

      
      Floyd Warren was studying his copy of the indictment as his lawyer talked about him. ‘My client turned sixty-one last week.
         He can’t serve out thirty years in state prison.’
      

      
      ‘He’s looking at fifty if this jury convicts him,’ Lamont said, smiling at Grassley. ‘I expect he’ll try to do the best he can.’
      

      
      Warren looked up at Lamont, scowled, and licked his front teeth.

      
      ‘I don’t mean any disrespect by this. I know you’ve been a judge longer than I’ve been practicing law.’ Grassley had started
         his career with the Legal Aid Society a few years before I became an assistant district attorney. ‘But sixty-one-year-old
         men simply do not, can not – well, they’re not your typical rapists.’
      

      
      ‘May I be heard, Your Honor?’

      
      ‘Let me finish, Alex.’ Grassley was a head shorter than I. He liked to keep me in my seat once jurors were in the courtroom,
         as though he feared they would be swayed by my arguments because of my greater height. ‘I know what she’s going to say, Judge.
         There’s no such thing as a typical rapist. I’ve heard her spiel before.’
      

      
      ‘May I—?’

      
      ‘Okay, so older guys are still capable of molesting children or beating their wives,’ Grassley said, as though those were
         insignificant criminal acts. ‘I’m not saying such things are impossible. But Mr. Warren is charged with climbing up three
         stories on a fire escape, squeezing through a small window, struggling with a healthy young woman to rape and sodomize her.
         Suppose for a minute he even did those things – when was this? Thirty-five years ago. Thirty-five years ago. He’s not capable of doing them now. He’s not possibly a danger to anyone. There’s a legal doctrine Alexandra Cooper has
         no respect for. You need to help her with it.’
      

      
      ‘And what is that, Mr. Grassley?’ Judge Lamont took off his glasses and rubbed the bridge of his nose.

      
      ‘Rachmones, Judge.’
      

      
      ‘Rock what?’
      

      
      Alton Lamont was an African-American, a former defense attorney who had been elected to the Supreme Court – New York State’s
         highest trial court – more than twenty years earlier. He cupped one hand to his ear and shook his head.
      

      
      ‘Compassion. It’s the Yiddish word for compassion.’

      
      The heavy door creaked behind me and I turned to look over my shoulder. A young man dressed in a T-shirt and jeans walked
         down the short aisle of the small courtroom and sat in one of the empty rows of benches.
      

      
      ‘A few months back, Mr. Grassley, when you were here with Ms. Cooper on another matter, you were complaining she was too soft, a bleeding heart, if I’m not mistaken.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, you’re right. But she only bleeds for her victims. Try to talk logic to her about an alleged offender and you can’t
         even get ice water from the tap. She’s got blinders on.’
      

      
      I was saving my arguments for the serious legal issues ahead. Judge Lamont could handle this.

      
      ‘And what’s your logic this time? Seems to me Mr. Warren could have had this all behind him if he’d stayed in town after the
         first trial.’ Lamont was studying the court file. ‘Looks like the jury almost let him walk.’
      

      
      Floyd Warren put his elbows on the table and rested his forehead in his hands.

      
      Grassley passed behind me and leaned against the rail of the jury box. ‘They were hung nine to three for an acquittal.’

      
      ‘Doesn’t make sense that your man skipped,’ Lamont said. ‘The prosecution case never gets better the second time around.’

      
      ‘There was another rape charge filed before a date for the retrial was set, Judge. Kings County,’ I said from my seat. The
         defendant had been identified by a woman in Brooklyn who saw his photograph in the newspaper.
      

      
      ‘And even then my client was still free on bail. Couldn’t have been such a big deal.’

      
      Lamont rested his head against the back of his tall leather chair. ‘Those were different times, Mr. Grassley. 1973, I’d venture
         to say there weren’t a dozen rape prosecutions successfully brought in this entire city that year. Archaic laws, no Special
         Victims Units, and DNA hadn’t been heard of yet. There wasn’t a lawyer on either side who could have dreamed that science
         would give new life to these old cases.’
      

      
      ‘Alex and I were still in diapers, Judge. Ancient history.’

      
      Warren glanced at me and sneered again.

      
      ‘What are you looking for here, Mr. Grassley?’

      
      ‘Give him a couple years, maybe three, and membership in AARP,’ Grassley said, laughing nervously. ‘He’ll go back to his wife
         and his little suburban house outside Birmingham. Whatever you think he may have done, Judge, he’s retired now. Out of the
         business. For the last ten years he’s lived quietly, supported himself as a landscape gardener. Where’s your rachmones?’
      

      
      Lamont looked over my head as the door opened again. Another young man walked in, dressed like the first, and took a seat
         behind him. I assumed there were cases on the calendar late in the day that the judge would hear after he finished our arguments.
      

      
      ‘You’re putting on a good show for your client, Gene,’ the judge said, waving at the court reporter to tell her that he was
         going off the record, ‘but your bullshit – sorry I don’t have a legal term for it, it’s just plain bullshit. And it’s so far over the line that it’s insulting to me and to
         the – how many victims, Alex?’
      

      
      ‘Forty-two and counting.’

      
      ‘Alleged victims,’ interjected Grassley. ‘My client hasn’t been charged in any of those cases yet.’

      
      ‘In 1974, Mr. Warren jumped bail before his retrial here – almost certain to be acquitted – and began a rampage more devastating
         than the worst hurricane on record. He left New York and – Alex, refresh my recollection, will you?’
      

      
      ‘He moved south and became the Philadelphia “Strip Mall” rapist – about a dozen cases reported there over the next eighteen
         months. Then he continued on to the DC area, where DNA has recently confirmed that he was the Chevy Chase “Carjack” rapist
         – head count still growing from police there and up the road in Silver Spring – before going on to terrorize the academic
         community in North Carolina as the “Chapel Hill Campus” rapist. Patterns all along the East Coast throughout the next twenty
         years.’
      

      
      ‘And if you and your cops are so damn smart, how come nobody identified him in all that time?’

      
      I was standing now, and my slim five feet ten inches of indignation towered over Grassley’s short, pudgy frame. In the seventies
         and eighties, Floyd Warren had moved around the Southeast like a chameleon, changing his name in every location. When SVU
         detective Mercer Wallace backtracked to collect the evidence from three decades of closed cases, he found local records that
         matched a transient calling himself Warren Floyd, who later became Floyd X and a variety of aliases before settling in Alabama
         and adopting the name of the late judge before whom his case had been tried – Howard Rovers.
      

      
      ‘Surely you haven’t forgotten, Mr. Grassley, that the defendant attacked all of these women before 1989, which was the first
         time DNA was accepted as a valid scientific technique in any courtroom in America. And that it was another decade before databanks
         were established in many of the states in which he was most successful. God knows what we’ll find when Alabama links up to
         CODIS.’
      

      
      The Combined DNA Index System was making it easier for communities all over the country to identify offenders from evidence
         submitted to a centralized FBI computer program.
      

      
      Floyd Warren licked his front teeth again, staring at me as I spoke, and then tapped on the table to get Grassley’s attention.
         He wrote something on a piece of paper and slid it across to his lawyer.
      

      
      Gene Grassley looked at the note and shook his head.

      
      Floyd Warren started to get to his feet and the two court officers standing behind him stepped forward to hold him in place.
         ‘Judge Lamont. Yo, Judge.’
      

      
      Lamont banged his gavel. ‘Stay seated, Mr. Warren. Tell Mr. Grassley what you want to say. It’s really not appropriate, nor
         is it smart, for you to speak directly to me.’
      

      
      Grassley slipped into his seat and tried to calm his client.

      
      Floyd Warren wasn’t interested. ‘Judge, what about my statues?’

      
      ‘I’m warning you, Mr. Warren. Speak through your lawyer.’

      
      ‘Don’t you have no damn statues in this state?’ He held up the piece of paper he’d just written on. ‘Statues of limitation?’
      

      
      ‘Statues? You mean statutes?’

      
      ‘Yeah, that’s what I’m saying. Statues.’

      
      The court officers were trying to keep Warren in place by holding on to his broad, powerful shoulders. They were waiting for
         a signal from the judge to use more force.
      

      
      ‘Hasn’t Mr. Grassley explained this to you?’

      
      ‘He hasn’t ’splained nothing to me. I got rights, don’t I?’

      
      ‘Of course I’ve told him,’ Grassley said, as the court officers shoved him aside so they could keep their hands on the defendant.

      
      Lamont banged his gavel again. ‘Shut up, Mr. Warren. This isn’t going to be a free-for-all in front of the jury. Not in my
         courtroom, I can promise you that. Handcuffs and leg irons come next.’
      

      
      There was a momentary silence and the officers let Floyd Warren settle back in his chair. His face was rounder now than in
         the mug shot taken at the time of his arrest so many years ago, and his dark skin wrinkled. He seemed to like being the center
         of attention.
      

      
      Just as quiet resumed, the doors opened again and a third young man stepped inside, scoped the situation, and joined the others
         in the rows behind my seat. All three were wearing bright yellow T-shirts.
      

      
      ‘Perhaps, Judge, you can repeat for Mr. Warren what I’ve already brought to his attention several times.’

      
      ‘I’d be happy to, Mr. Grassley.’ Lamont checked with the reporter to make sure this would all be part of the official record.
         ‘In New York State, until quite recently, there was a statute of limitations on rape cases, just as there are for all other violent felonies, with the exception of murder.’
      

      
      ‘I didn’t kill nobody,’ Warren said, in a stage whisper meant for all of us to hear. He picked his teeth with the tip of his
         lead pencil.
      

      
      ‘Because of the advances in DNA technology – the certainty of that science – many state legislatures have eliminated those
         five-year statutes. The district attorney is now able to bring charges on sexual assaults that occurred yesterday, even if
         they aren’t solved for another fifty years.
      

      
      ‘But that’s a new law, Mr. Warren. That wouldn’t apply to your old case. The sole reason Ms. Cooper is able to go forward
         now is because of your own actions. You kept this case alive all by yourself, all this time, by jumping bail and fleeing the
         jurisdiction.’
      

      
      Even if a second jury had convicted Floyd Warren three decades earlier, the sentences imposed on rapists were so light then
         that most were released to parole within five to ten years. The recidivism rate – the rate at which they repeated their offenses,
         often using exactly the same modus operandi – was staggering.
      

      
      Lamont stopped speaking as the doors opened and swung shut again. I turned my head and saw two more young men, both yellow-shirted,
         walk in and take seats with the others. The judge removed his glasses and looked at me quizzically. I realized these kids
         must not have been there to see him, and I shrugged my shoulders.
      

      
      I looked back once more. There was something written on the front of the T-shirts, but the five solemn onlookers were sitting
         with arms crossed over their chests and I couldn’t make out the words.
      

      
      Lamont went on. ‘The statute was tolled by your very—’
      

      
      ‘Told what?’ Warren mumbled. ‘Nobody told me nothing.’

      
      Lamont pretended he hadn’t heard the belligerent prisoner. He wagged a finger in Warren’s direction. ‘The effect of the statute
         was suspended by your flight. That’s what has kept the case alive.’
      

      
      It had been dead in the water for thirty-five years, until the day a few months earlier when Floyd Warren, aka Howard Rovers,
         stopped at a dealer’s outside of town to buy a shotgun. Confident that he had eluded law enforcement for over three decades,
         he submitted his fingerprints for the application. When he returned to make the purchase, the local police were waiting. The
         New York warrant for bail jump had appeared as a match in the automated fingerprint system when Warren’s background check
         was run. After the NYPD’s Special Victims Unit was notified, Mercer Wallace asked me to dig through the archives to find the
         old trial folder, in hopes that some evidence still existed to send to the lab for DNA analysis. A crumpled pair of cotton
         underpants gave us our break.
      

      
      ‘Ms. Cooper, Mr. Grassley – are you clear with the rest of my rulings?’

      
      ‘Yes, Your Honor,’ I answered aloud, and Gene Grassley nodded.

      
      ‘And I want the record to reflect,’ Lamont said, standing so that he could gesture with both arms, expressing the enormity
         of his outrage, ‘that I consider it shameful, a morally offensive blot on the legal history of this state that I am obliged
         by the Constitution to take this woman’s testimony according to the laws of 1973.’
      

      
      ‘Objection, Your Honor,’ Grassley said. ‘Most respectfully, I don’t think—’
      

      
      ‘Save that nonsense for the jury. I’ll say what I damn well please when they’re not here. I was practicing law back then,
         Gene. You understand that when a stranger climbed through the window of your home and held a knife or a gun against the body
         of – of your mother or your sister or your wife, that woman, no matter how saintly she might have been, couldn’t go to court
         unless she could prove she had struggled against her attacker, even when he threatened to shoot or to stab her? There had
         to be independent proof of who this animal was? That the testimony of every raped woman was deemed incompetent as a matter of law?’
      

      
      ‘Judge, my client—’

      
      ‘All that changed, as you both know, in the mid-1970s, before either one of you came to the bar. Yet I’m bound by those rules
         today. How foolish is that?’ Lamont asked, tapping his gavel lightly against the copy of the penal law on his desk. ‘More
         than thirty years have gone by, the legislature finally caught up with reality, but I’m forced to make my rulings based on
         what the laws were when this attack took place. And I must say that is really a disgrace.’
      

      
      I couldn’t tell whether Alton Lamont was truly outraged or not, as he placed his right hand over his heart and patted his
         chest several times. But I knew this statement would read well on his campaign materials when he stood for reelection in another
         year.
      

      
      ‘Ms. Cooper, does your witness realize that I have no choice but to follow the old law?’ He looked at the name in the indictment.
         ‘Miss Hastings, is she set to go?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, she is, Judge. She understands.’ I didn’t need to add that she was terrified at the thought of being in a courtroom
         with her rapist again. I didn’t need to allow Floyd Warren to gloat with pleasure at the prospect of subjecting this woman
         to the same humiliating ordeal she had undergone a lifetime ago.
      

      
      ‘Then we’re good for tomorrow morning at eleven? That gives you time to settle in with Ms. Hastings first thing.’

      
      The judge knew that Kerry Hastings had flown in twice from her home on the West Coast to meet with Mercer Wallace and me.
         The first time, after so many years of silence had led her to assume the case would never be solved, was to give her own saliva
         for the DNA analysis of her clothing and bed linens. The second was for our initial preparation for trial.
      

      
      ‘That leaves just the rape shield issue, Judge,’ I said.

      
      Lamont cupped his hand to his ear again. ‘Didn’t catch that, Alex.’

      
      As soon as I spoke, the five men in T-shirts had started to cough. Fake, exaggerated coughs that were loud and disruptive.
         I tried to ignore them.
      

      
      ‘I said we need to address the question of the rape shield law, Judge.’

      
      The hacking noise made it impossible for Lamont to hear me. He wiggled his finger at the captain – Louie Larsen – who was
         standing near the last row of benches. Larsen began ambling to the well of the courtroom.
      

      
      I looked to see whether Floyd Warren was communicating with the quintet of young men, but he never turned his head.

      
      ‘Gene, Alex. Come up here to the bench.’

      
      I walked forward while the two officers behind the defendant closed in around Warren, anticipating that he might have had
         a way to orchestrate the small commotion.
      

      
      ‘You know these guys?’ Lamont asked me.

      
      ‘No, sir.’

      
      ‘Grassley, they have anything to do with your client?’

      
      ‘Don’t look at me, Judge. They’re sitting behind Alex. Thought she imported some cheerleaders to buck her up.’

      
      Louie Larsen took his place between Grassley and me. ‘Pablo Posano.’

      
      ‘What?’ My head snapped around and I studied the faces of the five young men. None of them looked familiar.

      
      ‘You’ve gone white, Alex,’ Judge Lamont said. ‘Who’s Pablo Posano? Is he here?’

      
      ‘He was the leader of the Latin Princes until we put him away this spring. He’s in Attica, Judge. Posano’s got to do all his
         time in maximum security. He raped a twelve-year-old girl as part of an initiation rite. I tried the case, Your Honor. Posano
         hates my guts.’
      

      
      The Princes were among the most dangerous drug gangs in the city. For every member jailed or killed on the street, ten more
         seemed to sign up the next day. Posano’s posse had threatened the trial judge and intimidated several of the witnesses, who
         thereafter refused to testify in my case. I was as chilled as though someone had held an icicle to my spine.
      

      
      ‘How do you know they have anything to do with Posano?’ I asked Larsen.

      
      I swiveled to take another look at the unwelcome spectators. I had given Floyd Warren too much by reacting to the punks. He
         was staring me down.
      

      
      The kid in the second row stood up, the others behind him rising as if on cue.
      

      
      ‘It’s on the back of their shirts.’

      
      ‘What is?’

      
      ‘Pablo Posano. That’s what’s printed there.’

      
      ‘Stop!’ Alton Lamont said, banging his gavel on his desktop.

      
      The five gang members paid no attention.

      
      Now I could see that the black letters on the front of each yellow shirt spelled a single word: free. As they turned their
         backs to Lamont to follow their leader out of the courtroom, the judge got the message as clearly as I did. free pablo posano.
      

      
      Floyd Warren licked his front teeth and laughed. He could see the fear in my eyes.

   
      
      Chapter 3

      
      ‘They didn’t threaten me. They’re way too smart for that.’ I dropped the case folder on top of my desk.
      

      
      ‘Why can’t Lamont just boot their asses out?’ Mercer Wallace asked.

      
      ‘They didn’t do anything. Nothing except sound effects that won’t show on the record. By the time we figured it out they were gone.’
      

      
      ‘And tomorrow?’ Mercer was a first-grade detective assigned to the NYPD’s elite Special Victims Unit. He had painstakingly
         reconstructed the case against Floyd Warren and wanted it to proceed without complications.
      

      
      ‘Lamont says he’ll deal with it if they come back. It’s a public courtroom. He can tighten the security but you know he’ll
         never seal it.’
      

      
      ‘More than that, I know you can’t play with the Latin Princes, Alex. To Posano, you’re the face of evil. You’re the one who
         put him in jail, when he figured he had everyone else scared away. You stood in front of him day after day, building your
         case and arguing to the jury, dancing circles around his mouthpiece. It became way too personal with him.’
      

      
      ‘He’s got years to get over it.’

      
      ‘His crew is too vicious. They may not realize you’ve got some tough innards beneath that pretty packaging. And some powerful
         reinforcements covering your tail.’
      

      
      I didn’t question Mercer’s warning. In the last year alone, the Dominican gang leader had ordered the unsuccessful hit of
         a federal judge who had presided over a drug case that sent three of his lieutenants to jail and intimidated scores of witnesses
         from appearing in a handful of related grand jury investigations.
      

      
      ‘If harassing me is what they wanted, consider it done.’ I sat down in front of the air conditioner and lifted my hair to
         let the cool air blow on the back of my neck. ‘What’s the word on Kerry?’
      

      
      ‘The flight is on the ground in Chicago. Severe thunderstorms. I don’t think she’ll land before ten tonight, but I’ll pick
         her up and take her to the hotel.’
      

      
      Kerry Hastings was a twenty-two-year-old graduate student when Floyd Warren broke into her Greenwich Village apartment and
         raped her. The 1973 trial had been another assault – on her truthfulness, on her integrity, on her spirit – and when the jury
         failed to agree on a verdict, she retreated from her once pleasant life even further. Mercer was one of the few people who
         had engendered her trust, from the time of his first phone call, astounding her with the news that she might achieve some
         measure of justice after all these years.
      

      
      ‘I’d still like to have her here at seven thirty in the morning. I want to go over her testimony once more.’

      
      ‘I have the feeling she’ll be better rested than you.’

      
      ‘I’m set. Who could imagine that this case would be easier for me to try now than it was for my predecessor thirty-five years
         ago? Easier for Kerry, too.’
      

      
      ‘Chapman’s here to suck a little more of that energy out of you.’
      

      
      ‘Where?’

      
      ‘Down the hall in the conference room. Got someone with him.’

      
      I stood up, fanning myself with the manila folder that held Pablo Posano’s posttrial motions and his inmate number at the
         maximum security prison where he was serving time. ‘I’ll check it out. You want to call Attica for me? See if we can get a
         list of Posano’s visitors and his phone log?’
      

      
      ‘Sure.’ Mercer reached for the file as I walked out of the room.

      
      The corridors emptied out earlier than usual during the hot summer days. There were fewer trials as lawyers, judges, and witnesses
         escaped the city on vacation. Government workers were allowed to leave their offices on afternoons when temperatures, threatening
         to overload the electrical power grids, climbed above ninety-five degrees. It was six fifteen and the executive wing of the
         trial division was quiet.
      

      
      I pushed open the door and saw Mike sitting across the conference table from a young woman who was talking to him. A handful
         of snapshots were spread out in front of her, and Mike was studying two of them as she spoke.
      

      
      ‘Here she is,’ he said. ‘Alexandra Cooper, I’d like you to meet Janet Bristol.’

      
      The most obvious thing about her when she looked up was the redness and swelling around her eyes. I wasn’t surprised. It was
         rare for me to meet someone for the first time, professionally, who had much to smile about.
      

      
      ‘Janet showed up at the First this morning,’ Mike said. ‘She saw the squib in the Post. The one about the body.’
      

      
      ‘I haven’t had a chance to read the newspapers today.’

      
      Mike handed me a story – three short paragraphs – buried deep in the back of the news section of the tabloid. MARITIME BATTERY … AND ASSAULT: TERMINAL. The naked remains of an unidentified woman were found yesterday evening in the abandoned offices above the aging ferry slip …
      

      
      ‘Janet’s afraid the victim might be her sister. We may need you on this, Coop.’

      
      ‘Thank you for coming in. I know how difficult it must be for you.’

      
      ‘I doubt that you do.’ Her comeback was fast and sharp.

      
      ‘We’re on our way to the medical examiner’s office. Janet’s going to try to make an ID.’

      
      Standing in front of the morgue’s viewing window was one of the most painful steps a family member was forced to endure in
         the course of an investigation. Nothing could prepare Janet for the condition of the face and body she was about to see.
      

      
      ‘How can I help?’

      
      Mike got up. ‘Let’s step out and I’ll—’

      
      ‘You can repeat what I said.’ Janet Bristol reached into her pocket for a tissue and blew her nose. ‘I know that’s why we’re
         here.’
      

      
      ‘Can you tell me why you think this might be your sister?’

      
      Janet blotted her eyes and looked down at the photographs, handing me one. ‘That’s Amber about a year ago.’

      
      I studied the image. The resemblance to Janet was striking. Long, narrow faces, lightly freckled skin, and thin, tapered noses. Everything was consistent with the shape and
         size of the woman we had seen last night.
      

      
      ‘We’re not close, like I told Detective Chapman. But we had this deal that we always went out together on our birthdays,’
         she said. ‘Her birthday was the Sunday before last. She just turned thirty-two.’
      

      
      By this past Sunday, the woman decomposing behind the cast iron façade of the old building had already been dead for more
         than a week, if Mike and Dr. Magorski were right.
      

      
      ‘When’s the last time you spoke to Amber?’

      
      Janet straightened up. ‘Christmas. I think it was right after the holidays. I had gone home – to Idaho – to see the family.
         I called her when I got back.’
      

      
      ‘And not once during the last eight months?’

      
      ‘I told you, we’re different. We don’t really get along.’

      
      ‘Can you tell us something about her?’ I sat down next to Janet to look at the other photographs. I wanted to know what would
         lead this woman to the conclusion that her sister had been the victim of a murder, rather than that she simply chose to celebrate
         the event with someone else.
      

      
      ‘Amber is – well, she’s quirky, like I told the detective. She moved to New York about nine years ago, after college. Worked
         for a temp agency. Wound up doing word processing at a law firm. That’s where she’s been for the last five years. Masters
         and Martin.’
      

      
      ‘One twenty Wall Street.’ The offices of the small firm that specialized in patent law placed Amber a short walk from where
         the body was found. ‘And how long has it been since she showed up there?’
      

      
      Mike crossed his arms and sat on the windowsill. ‘She was let go in July.’
      

      
      ‘She quit,’ Janet said defensively. ‘That’s what the receptionist told me.’

      
      ‘Have you called her at home? Or gone to her apartment?’

      
      ‘Her answering machine is full. It’s not taking any more messages. And her cell phone is shut off.’

      
      ‘Are there neighbors?’

      
      ‘She didn’t have any friends in the building, really. I called the super. He hasn’t seen her since last week.’

      
      ‘I’ve got the address, Coop. The East Nineties. You should know they wanted her out of there.’

      
      ‘Behind on the rent?’

      
      ‘Nope. People didn’t like the company she kept. If Janet can – well, if she’s able to make an ID,’ Mike said, ‘we’ll go straight
         there.’
      

      
      ‘Did you have a plan to meet on Amber’s birthday?’

      
      Janet shook her head. ‘I started calling on that Friday. Left a few messages then that she didn’t return. We go to the same
         place every year. I just assumed she’d show up.’
      

      
      ‘Where’s that?’

      
      ‘Dylan’s Brazen Head. It’s a pub on First Avenue, near her apartment.’

      
      I glanced at a photo of the two sisters together, both smiling for the camera. Behind them was the mirrored wall of a bar,
         lined with bottles of booze. The Brazen Head had been in business for more than twenty years, a magnet for prep school kids
         from the Upper East Side because of the affable owner’s willingness to turn a blind eye to underage drinkers. It was named
         for the oldest pub in Dublin, which dated back – according to legend – eight hundred years.
      

      
      ‘Did you go?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Yes. I went early, at six, and waited there until ten o’clock.’

      
      ‘Tell Ms. Cooper why Amber picked Dylan’s.’

      
      Janet looked at me sideways before she answered. ‘Jim Dylan and Amber – well, she’s been, I guess you’d say, dating him for
         three years.’
      

      
      ‘What she means is that Jim Dylan has a wife and six kids, three of ’em still at home in the nest,’ Mike said. ‘So I wouldn’t
         exactly call it “dating.”’
      

      
      ‘Did you ask Mr. Dylan about your sister?’

      
      ‘He told me he hadn’t seen her since May. Jim didn’t want to talk about it there. One of his sons was tending bar.’

      
      ‘Is there anything else about your sister that you think puts her in harm’s way?’

      
      ‘Like I told you,’ Janet said again. ‘Amber’s quirky. I’m afraid this stuff might end up in the newspapers. I just want to
         protect her if I can.’
      

      
      ‘What do you mean?’

      
      ‘My sister supplemented her income with another job, Ms. Cooper,’ Janet said, blowing her nose again. ‘She tried to talk me
         into the same thing a couple of years ago, but I thought it was disgusting. It broke my heart to think of what she was doing.’
      

      
      ‘What kind of job?’

      
      ‘A dating service.’

      
      I wanted to find a tasteful way to get Janet where she was going. ‘An escort?’

      
      Mike lifted his blazer from the back of the chair, slipped his finger under the collar, and draped it over his shoulder as he stepped behind me.
      

      
      ‘I told her how dangerous her lifestyle was, and nothing I said could get her to stop.’ Janet rested her head in her hands
         and started crying again. ‘Doesn’t matter what you called her, she laughed it off like it was a compliment. An escort, a prostitute,
         a whore, a hooker.’
      

      
      Mike leaned over and whispered in my ear. ‘I’m thinking she’s a dead hooker now.’

   
      
      Chapter 4

      
      I walked Janet Bristol to the rest room to wash her face, then returned to wait for her in my office.
      

      
      ‘You’ve got to give me a hand tonight,’ Mike said.

      
      ‘What am I missing?’ I looked from him to Mercer.

      
      ‘We’re going to get a hit at the morgue,’ Mike said. ‘I can taste it. I just look at that beauty mark on the side of this
         broad’s neck and picture the one in the identical place on her sister. A patch of skin untouched by the bugs. We got hold
         of Amber’s dentist an hour ago – she had sent Janet to him for an abscess last year. He’s faxing over her records to Dr. Kestenbaum.’
      

      
      ‘And if it’s a match?’

      
      ‘Janet tells me that if we’re not the first ones to get hold of Amber’s little black book, this case will rocket from oblivion
         to the headlines. Good morning, Idaho. This is your wake-up call.’
      

      
      ‘Does she know her sister’s clientele?’ Mercer’s six-foot-six frame towered over Mike, and his ebony face was sweating heavily.

      
      ‘Not specific guys, but according to Amber’s stories, they’re what the newspapers refer to as boldface names. Lawyers, businessmen,
         politicians. I want you to come uptown with us, Alex, if Janet makes an ID,’ Mike said. ‘You’re the one who’s going to have to run interference with Battaglia
         if this investigation takes a detour.’
      

      
      ‘Don’t be luring Coop away from my case,’ Mercer said.

      
      ‘You told me this trial would be over in two days.’

      
      ‘It should be,’ I said. The courtroom circus created by Floyd Warren’s defense attorney had prolonged the proceedings for
         two weeks back in the seventies. Now, the powerful addition of DNA to the prosecution case would change the focus – and pace
         – radically.
      

      
      ‘So by this time Thursday evening, Ms. Cooper, Floyd Warren will be one more notch on your belt and you’ll be looking for
         something to take your mind off the much more important fact that you’ve got no social life. I can fill all those empty hours
         for you, kid,’ Mike added. ‘Me and my rapidly growing summer-in-the-city body count.’
      

      
      Mercer knew why Mike wanted my company. Mercer and I spent countless hours handholding survivors of violence who needed emotional
         support to get through the unfamiliar clinical steps that marked their introduction to the criminal justice system. It took
         as much time, sometimes more, than working the investigation.
      

      
      Mike was impatient in that role. He was at his best when he set himself up against an unknown predator, teasing secrets from
         the dead to offer up cold, hard evidence that would lead him to the suspect.
      

      
      ‘You want Alex to take charge of Janet Bristol tonight?’ Mercer said. ‘And if the little black book has some dynamite in it,
         you want her to sit right on top of that keg?’
      

      
      ‘Or stick it in her pocket. Give me a curfew, man. I’ll have her tucked in. She’s so overwired for this trial, you can’t be worried about it.’
      

      
      ‘You want to go with them, Alex?’ Mercer asked.

      
      ‘Sure.’

      
      ‘See you here at seven thirty. You get some sleep.’

      
      I straightened up my desk and, when Janet Bristol returned, went with her and Mike to his car. The ride to the six-story blue
         brick building that housed the morgue took only fifteen minutes. The deputy medical examiner assigned to the case, Jeff Kestenbaum,
         met us at reception and took us into his office. A lanky man with the serious mien of a scholar, he was always gentle with
         family members, who usually came to his office for terrible news.
      

      
      Kestenbaum explained to Janet how the viewing would occur. He tried to tell her, more graphically than Mike had done, how
         the skin and soft tissue of the woman he now believed to be Amber had been devoured by insects after her death. He confirmed
         that the dental records matched the work in those teeth that had not been kicked out of Amber’s mouth by her killer.
      

      
      ‘Do I – do I have to look?’

      
      The office required that at least one person known to the deceased attempt a physical identification. Stories were legion
         about people with similar characteristics – build, coloring, crowned wisdom teeth or abdominal surgical scars – who were mistakenly
         identified because of confusion about these traits.
      

      
      ‘Before we release the body to you, yes, you must.’

      
      We took the short walk to the window that separated Janet from the corpse. It would be cleaner now, after the autopsy, with
         some of the facial wounds stitched together, than when Mike had called me in the night before.
      

      
      The green curtain was drawn back and Janet reacted immediately.
      

      
      ‘Oh, my God,’ she said, pressing her face against the glass. ‘Yes, it’s my sister. Oh, my God, yes.’

      
      Now the resemblance was even more obvious, with Janet’s cheek in profile to us, matching the outline of the bone structure
         of Amber’s face. Her knees buckled and Mike picked her up in his arms before she could hit the floor.
      

      
      We followed Kestenbaum down the hall and Mike rested Janet on the sofa in the small lounge that was set aside for grieving
         families. She was alert almost at once, and the men left the room while I sat beside her, stroking her hand and trying to
         calm her for the tasks ahead.
      

      
      ‘Is there someone you’d like to have here with you?’

      
      ‘No. There’s no one. It’s my mother I’ve got to call.’ She took a deep breath and leaned her head back against the arm of
         the sofa.
      

      
      ‘Any friends who can keep you company?’

      
      ‘I don’t want anyone to know, don’t you see?’

      
      ‘To know that Amber’s been killed?’

      
      ‘That’ll be news soon enough. I don’t need them to find out how she lived.’

      
      ‘Anything I can do to—?’

      
      ‘Would you please step out for a few minutes? I’d like to be alone here for a while. To think about Amber, if you don’t mind.’

      
      I closed the door behind me and walked to Kestenbaum’s office. The doctor was standing at his desk, organizing autopsy photographs
         – a male victim of a gunshot wound – probably for a court appearance. Mike had his feet up on the side of the desk, surfing
         channels on the small TV.
      

      
      ‘Janet ready to go?’ he asked.
      

      
      ‘Wants a few minutes to collect herself.’

      
      ‘I’m itching to get my hands on Amber’s client files.’

      
      ‘You’ll have a laundry list of some of her johns, a married lover, the disgruntled landlord, an ex-employer, and maybe a random
         stranger who carries the tools of torture with him,’ I said, counting on my fingers the directions Mike’s investigation might
         now take. ‘Where to begin?’
      

      
      Mike raised the volume and Alex Trebek announced the Final Jeopardy category. ‘ “Famous Americans,” folks. Let’s see what
         you’re willing to wager.’
      

      
      ‘I’m in, Coop. Twenty bucks.’

      
      Not a gruesome crime scene nor the solemnity of a morgue could keep Mike from watching the last minutes of Jeopardy! He had majored in history at Fordham and he loved to show off his extensive knowledge of a variety of trivia subjects.
      

      
      ‘I know, you’re about to tell me it’s inappropriate,’ he said. ‘You’re about to tell me even hookers got sisters with feelings.
         I’ll have your money before Janet powders her nose.’
      

      
      ‘Twenty for me.’

      
      ‘Doc?’

      
      ‘Got to concentrate, Mike. I’m working on an exit wound,’ he said, making notes as he held one of the enlarged photos. ‘ “Taceant colloquia. Effugiat risus.”’
      

      
      Mike’s Latin was better than mine, from years of parochial school. He, too, recognized the translation of the words posted
         over the entrance to the medical examiner’s office. ‘Let conversation cease. Laughter, take flight. This place is where death
         delights to aid the living.’
      

      
      ‘You’re just taking a pass ’cause the question isn’t some brainiac scientific thing, Doc. You blew us out of here with that
         one about injuries to the fifth metatarsal. A Monto fracture or whatever it was.’
      

      
      Trebek was back on cue. ‘He was only the sixth foreign-born individual to be declared an honorary citizen of the United States
         by the president, pursuant to an act of Congress.’
      

      
      Two of the three studio guests eagerly scrawled questions on their screens. One cocked his head and stared blankly at the
         camera.
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ Trebek told the kayak instructor from Indianapolis. ‘Winston Churchill was the first to receive the honor.
         In his lifetime, actually, in 1963. We’re looking for the sixth person. No guesses?’
      

      
      The bank teller from Long Island had also guessed incorrectly, and the beekeeper from Dallas didn’t bother to take a stab
         at the answer. Neither did Kestenbaum or I.
      

      
      ‘Who is the Marquis de Lafayette?’ Mike said. ‘Major General Marie Joseph de Lafayette, hero of the American Revolution. Valley
         Forge. The Yorktown campaign.’
      

      
      Trebek nodded at the camera as the board behind him revealed the answer. ‘Yes, indeed. George Washington’s great friend, only
         the sixth foreigner so honored. Churchill, Mother Teresa, Raoul Wallenberg, William Penn – and his wife, Hannah – and then
         the young French nobleman who came to America’s aid. Not chronological, obviously, folks.’
      

      
      Mike shut off the television to continue our history lesson. ‘Yeah, if Cornwallis hadn’t surrendered at Yorktown—’

      
      ‘Excuse me,’ Janet Bristol said, pushing open the door to Kestenbaum’s small office. ‘Would you mind telling me exactly – well, exactly how my sister died?’
      

      
      Mike took his feet down from the desk and held back a chair for Janet.

      
      ‘Not at all,’ Dr. Kestenbaum said, stacking the photos he’d been working on into a pile.

      
      ‘Did you reach your parents?’ I asked. She was pale white and still sniffling, and even more agitated than when I had left
         her minutes ago. Her cell phone was clasped tightly in her hand.
      

      
      ‘Not yet. I’m not ready to do that,’ she said, looking at her watch. ‘I decided to wait another hour, till my father gets
         home from work. I want them to be together when they get the news.’
      

      
      The cell phone in her hand rang. She flipped it open and looked at the incoming caller’s number. ‘It’s Jim Dylan. I don’t
         need to take it. He can just rot in hell,’ Janet said, dropping the phone into her tote.
      

      
      ‘Why do you think he’s calling you now?’ Mike asked.

      
      ‘Oh – well, I just left him a message about Amber. About her murder.’

      
      Mike grimaced and tried to hide his displeasure. ‘From here on, Janet, I don’t want you talking to him, or to any other people
         who might be witnesses, okay? I need to know exactly what you said to Dylan, and then I’ll take it over now.’
      

      
      She pointed at me. ‘Ms. Cooper didn’t tell me I couldn’t speak to people about Amber.’

      
      ‘I’m sorry. It didn’t occur to me that you would try to reach anyone but your family.’

      
      Janet’s red-rimmed eyes were more focused now. ‘That prick has some answering to do, Mr. Chapman. For more than a year he’d been promising Amber he was going to leave his wife. We talked about it – we drank to it – on her last birthday. On Sunday, Jim told me he didn’t want me to mention her name, that she wasn’t welcome in his
         bar anymore. Well, let him come down here and take a look at what he drove her to.’
      

      
      I doubted it would be as simple as the formula to which Janet seemed to reduce Amber’s fate.

      
      ‘Does Dylan have a key to her place?’ Mike asked.

      
      ‘I don’t know. I doubt she gave keys to a living soul. She didn’t even give one to me,’ Janet said. ‘Not exactly the kind
         of habits you’d want someone to walk in on.’
      

      
      Mike was eager to get to Amber’s apartment before anyone else tried to enter. ‘Why don’t we start on up there.’

      
      ‘I want to know how she died, Doctor.’ Janet’s hand trembled as she brushed a lock of hair out of her eyes and lowered her
         voice. ‘Do you think she suffered much?’
      

      
      There was no way to soften the blow. The best that forensics could do was to explain the manner of death, the mechanism that
         had cut short Amber’s life. But the length of time Amber Bristol was in the company of her killer and what had happened to
         her while she was still conscious – the answers Mike Chapman wanted – would undoubtedly prove even uglier.
      

      
      ‘It’s quite possible that she did suffer,’ Kestenbaum said. ‘Your sister was – badly bruised, Ms. Bristol. Most of the injuries
         occurred before she died.’
      

      
      Janet winced and breathed in deeply.

      
      ‘The newspapers – will there have to be stories about this? About Amber and her, uh, her lifestyle?’

      
      ‘Hard to know,’ Mike said, pacing behind Kestenbaum’s back in the narrow room. ‘Right now, there’s no reason for any sensational press.’
      

      
      ‘Is there DNA?’

      
      ‘It’s unlikely that anything Dr. Kestenbaum recovered will identify the killer.’

      
      ‘Then at least she wasn’t raped.’

      
      A little bit of television forensics was a dangerous thing. Maggots had done their work well, moving into body openings and
         cavities, destroying what the killer might have left behind.
      

      
      ‘Do you have more, well – something else to go on?’

      
      ‘Look, Janet,’ Mike said, leaning his strong forearms on the desk. He was impatient to get on his way, to get to work before
         the next shift brought him more cases. ‘We don’t know the first thing about Amber. Till you walked in the station house today,
         we didn’t have a clue to connect her to a name. There wasn’t a shred of identification, not a piece of clothing, not a blessed
         thing—’
      

      
      ‘There was the whip, wasn’t there?’ Janet said.

      
      Mike lifted his head to glare at me. I shook mine back at him.

      
      ‘What whip?’ There was no sure way to link it to Amber’s death at this point, and it was the kind of detail that investigators
         would withhold from the public for as long as possible – something about which only the killer might know.
      

      
      ‘The sergeant,’ Janet said, ‘the man at the desk in the station house. He told me the cops fished a whip out of the river.
         He was trying to calm me down, telling me he hoped it wasn’t the killer’s.’
      

      
      Mike put his hand on the doorknob and held Janet’s chair as she stood up.

      
      ‘Be sure and look over Jimmy Dylan when you talk to him, Mr. Chapman. He’s not what he appears to be – just a charming barkeep,’
         Janet said. ‘He knew all about Amber, and he did nothing to stop it, nothing to help her. Jimmy knows that’s what people paid
         Amber to do.’
      

      
      ‘What do you mean?’

      
      ‘My sister’s a dominatrix, Detective. She liked to hurt people – took pleasure in it. I’ll bet if that whip had anything to
         do with Amber’s murder, it belonged to her and not the killer.’
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