
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]



      
   

About the Author
      
      Oliver Stark has been writing for as long as he can remember. As a teenager, he was an avid fan of American detective stories
         and made his first attempt at crime fiction at the age of sixteen. Needless to say, this never reached publication.
      

      After trying a wide variety of jobs, from working in a bookies to managing a pub, he finally gave in to his passion for reading
         and went on to study and then teach literature. 88 Killer is the second book in Oliver’s crime series featuring Tom Harper and Denise Levene. His debut novel, American Devil, was published in 2010. Oliver lives in London with his wife and children.
      

      Praise for American Devil:
      

      ‘Impressive . . . written with pace and a delicate feel for the darker shadows of the American psyche . . . Stark is an exceptional
         new British talent’ Daily Mail

      ‘A remarkable debut by a British writer who captures the mood and setting of New York brilliantly . . . Powerful and thrilling’
         Peterborough Evening Telegraph

      ‘Tightly plotted, intricately planned, not a loose end or an unexplained action or clue anywhere, great characters, great
         pace, twists and turns aplenty . . . and an exciting and thrilling climax which had me on the end of my seat’ Elaine Simpson-Long,
         Random Jottings

      ‘Well written, paced steadily with a climactic finish and chock full of thoughtfully crafted characters . . . Stark delivers
         an aptly stark portrayal of the modern-day psychopath’ The Truth About Books

      ‘Stark holds his own in a debut that focuses on characterization and has a villain certainly creepy enough to keep the pages
         turning . . . [His] confidence and careful attention to the internal lives of his characters add another layer to the hunt
         for this killer . . . Solid and scary’ bookgeeks.co.uk

      ‘An assured debut, suggesting that Oliver Stark is a name we will hear a great deal more from’ Material Witness

   
      

 
By Oliver Stark and available from Headline


 
American Devil

88 Killer


   
      
      

      
      [image: image]


Copyright © 2011 by Oliver Stark

The right of Oliver Stark to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 2011.

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2011

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN: 9780755370153

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk


   	

      
      To my family
      

   


      
      Hate isn’t only a feeling. Sometimes it’s an inheritance.

   



      
      ‘Certainly there is no hunting like the hunting of man, and those who have hunted armed men long enough and liked it, never
         really care for anything else thereafter.’
      

      Ernest Hemingway, April 1936

   
      
      Prologue

      Forest Park, Queens, New York

      February 26, 5.14 p.m.

      Abigail Goldenberg crossed Park Lane South as the delivery truck pulled out of a side street. The truck hit the brakes. Abby
         heard the loud squeal of tyres and jerked herself to a halt half-way across the street. She looked up at the driver, grimaced
         an apology and then felt her pulse start to hammer in her chest like an aftershock.
      

      Inside the cab, two guys with long hair and baseball caps cursed and gesticulated. Some crude joke passed between them. Abby
         watched as their anger turned to lewd laughter. Then the window rolled down. ‘If you want to be laid on your back, just climb
         on board, baby.’
      

      Abby was sixteen and beautiful. She’d learned to deal with unwanted attention both politely and assertively. Smiling sweetly,
         she raised a middle finger and told them to swivel.
      

      Abby then ran across the rest of the street and headed down towards Forest Park. She glanced behind her. These guys sometimes
         came back around for a second bite. She saw the truck disappear into the distance and was reassured.
      

      She walked fast, scanning the edge of the woods, and soon spotted the broken wire fence. She had done most of the damage herself
         ever since she’d found the short cut. She jumped over the wire and pulled herself up the bank, holding on to a young sapling.
      

      Abby could have walked the long way round to the bus stop on Myrtle Avenue. Reason told her that it was the right thing to
         do. It was getting late, the light was fading and there were rain clouds overhead. Sure, she should have stuck to the sidewalks,
         surrounded by passing traffic in the safe orange glow of the street lights, but since when did Abby follow reason? Reason
         was something to be kept for when you were older and bored with life’s experiences.
      

      The clincher, though, was that the long route added twenty minutes on to her journey, and twenty minutes was way too long
         for an impatient girl trying to go see her favorite band in Manhattan and get home before her daddy found out.
      

      Abby’s secret trip to Manhattan had required subterfuge. It helped that her father, an academic who could tell whether you’d
         stolen a line in your essay from some Internet article on the causes of the Second World War at a hundred paces, still couldn’t
         use a cell phone without help.
      

      Sitting in her bedroom, she had called the house phone from her cell. She ran to answer it herself, down in the living room,
         right next to where Daddy was sitting.
      

      There was no one on the line, of course, and Abby loved to act the whole conversation from beginning to end. She had held
         the phone close to her ear and listened for a moment. ‘Hi, Suse, babe, how’s things?’
      

      Abby spoke, paused and spoke again, all the time watching her daddy’s reaction. She played out a whole urgent scenario within
         his hearing. Suse had a test, was desperate for help, the only person in the world who could help her was Abby and the only
         person who could let Abby out was Daddy, so the fate of Suse all rested on his shoulders. Abby then stared across the living
         room wide-eyed, sweet and smiling.
      

      Daddy had said yes. Of course.

      Abby headed into the woods until the traffic was just a distant hum, and it was so dark that the uninitiated would have had
         trouble finding their way out again. She didn’t care about that, though. She’d tramped the short cut so often that she could’ve
         done it blindfolded and backwards.
      

      Abby was a free spirit like her mother, who had been living in New Jersey for the past twelve years with a succession of rich
         men. It wasn’t a quality her father admired but it was one he knew he had to live with. Abby ran wild at times, but she wasn’t
         entirely stupid – she always carried what she called her ‘Brooklyn dating kit’: a charged cell, a rape alarm and a canister
         of pepper spray.
      

      She pushed on until she reached a small clearing by a hollow tree. She checked her messages, took off her school bag that
         she’d packed with revision textbooks, and pushed it inside the tree trunk. Her jumper came off next, in one swift movement,
         to reveal a faded black T-shirt emblazoned with a grainy image of The Cramps. Next, she kicked off her shoes, pulled off her
         old jeans and rolled down a short red tartan skirt that she’d hidden from her father by twisting it up above her hips.
      

      She placed her school clothes inside a plastic bag, put on a pair of old pink sneakers, let down her ponytail and ruffled
         her hair. Now she was ready for the gig and anything else life was going to throw in her path. If it wasn’t an adventure,
         what was the point?
      

      The rain started as she was trying to apply dark lines of kohl around each eye, which was never easy in the dark. She had
         hoped she’d have made it to the tunnel on Myrtle before the deluge. No such luck. A clap of thunder was followed by a sudden
         cloudburst.
      

      She put her make-up back in her small canvas shoulder bag and started to run for the bus. The dense green canopy held back
         the worst of the rain, but the drops that got through hit her bare arms and legs.
      

      After a few yards of running, she ran out of steam and slowed her pace. The woods were dark in every direction and she was
         alone, creeping through the undergrowth. She looked up towards the path ahead. Something flickered in the dark and she paused
         momentarily. There was something in the woods – a light, a flashlight or something. She felt very alert all of a sudden, with
         every nerve and muscle taut. Her eyes watched the light. It moved left and right and then started to move towards her, like
         a Cyclops’s eye.
      

      Abby darted behind a tree. When she looked ahead again, the light had gone, but her skin was covered in goose bumps.

      She listened out. There was nothing but the sound of water dripping from the high leaves. Her breathing was shallow and her body was tingling with adrenalin. She looked at her cell
         phone. Should she call someone? Who would she call? What would she say? She couldn’t call her father. She couldn’t call anyone.
         Maybe she should just turn back.
      

      She stood still as the cold air and rain started to make her shake. No, she was too far into the woods and she was only five
         minutes from Myrtle. Maybe the light was just a car turning on the road. Yes, that must be it. She let her mind be reassured.
      

      Abby walked with a slight shiver, her head jerking about in every direction. She felt underdressed. She took ten quick steps,
         and then heard a noise off to her right. She stopped, panting but trying to make no sound. What was it? An animal? Her mind
         started to grow fears. Suddenly everything seemed alien and frightening and able to swallow her up. She shouldn’t have left
         the sidewalk. She wanted to whimper like a lost child, but told herself to be strong.
      

      ‘It’s nothing, Abby,’ she said aloud to herself. ‘You’re a hundred yards from the street.’ She started to walk again. Could
         someone have followed her into the woods from Park Lane South? Could someone be stalking the woods? To her right, about ten
         meters ahead, a twig snapped. It was a definite noise, not some figment of her imagination. Abby crouched down and listened.
      

      She remembered her father’s protective hand on her shoulder as she left the house. ‘Promise me you’ll be back by eleven.’

      ‘Shouldn’t even be that long,’ Abby had said.

      ‘You always say that and you’re never home by twelve. Eleven, all right, honey? I mean it. I love you, Abby.’

      She turned around again, trying to see into the darkness, opening her eyes wide as though that might help. She felt as if
         someone was watching her. Maybe it was the two guys from the truck? The thought made her panic. Maybe they had turned and
         parked up, tracked her and now were waiting ahead of her. She was so far from help. If she screamed, no one would hear. She
         edged towards a tree. Her hand reached into her canvas bag. She pulled out her pepper spray and flipped back the lid. With
         the other hand, she held her rape alarm.
      

      She couldn’t hear much outside the beating of her pulse loud in her ear. A sound again, somewhere behind her now. Circling?
         Was it a man, two men, more?
      

      A high wind brushed through the leaves and Abby thought she heard a voice. It seemed to say her name. Was it just the wind?
         She stood again, pepper spray ready.
      

      She was finding it hard to concentrate properly. Then a voice cried out, ‘Abby!’ high in the trees. Was she losing her mind?
         Was it her father? Had he started to look for her for some unknown reason? It was possible, wasn’t it?
      

      ‘Daddy!’ she shouted. ‘Daddy!’

      She heard bushes move to her left, then to her right came another sound. No one replied. Please. Please let it be Daddy.

      She remained still for what seemed like several minutes, but nothing happened and she started to think she had made the whole
         thing up. The voices had stopped. She tried to pull herself together. Reasoned it out. ‘Nothing’s happened, Abby. Nothing.
         You’ve just frightened yourself half to death.’ She smiled as best she could. ‘Come on. It’s animals and the wind, nothing
         more.’
      

      She stepped out on to the path, telling herself, ‘Just keep walking.’ Shadows from the canopy above flickered dark under the
         moon, making the path ahead appear to shift. ‘It’s just the wind and the moon. Guilt – that’s what it is. This is your punishment
         for deceiving Daddy.’
      

      She walked a little faster, and then up ahead saw the street lights of Myrtle Avenue appear through the trees.

      ‘Thank you!’ she said, lifting her head to the heavens. ‘Thank you.’

      She almost ran towards the gate ahead, pushing the cap closed on her pepper spray and ramming her rape alarm back into her
         bag. As she approached the last row of trees, beyond them she could see the wooden posts that marked the exit. She’d never
         been so delighted to hear the rumble of traffic.
      

      Two trees ahead, a flashlight appeared from nowhere and danced in her eyes. She froze and called out, ‘Who’s there?’

      Suddenly, the world seemed to tighten around her. A large shadow loomed behind the beam of the flashlight. The light darted across her face then down over her body and on to her legs.
         ‘Daddy.’ It was a prayer, not a question.
      

      ‘Abby,’ said a low, deep voice, closer now. A hand reached out and unfamiliar skin touched her shoulder.

      She screamed and turned, and in a moment, she was running back into the woods, twisting through thick undergrowth. She ran
         until she fell and lay, cut, bruised and sobbing on the wet earth. Beside her was a thicket. She crawled into the center of
         it, her arms and face scratched and bleeding. She picked out her cell with shaking hands. It fumbled out of her fingers into
         the dirt. She felt around in the dark and found it. She was panting and sniffing and shaking. The phone lit up. It was so
         bright in the darkness. She looked up, afraid, and tried to hide her phone while attempting to make a call. But she couldn’t
         find the right keys. She tried again.
      

      A beam from a flashlight swept across the bushes and crossed her legs. She shrank away as if from physical pain. The light
         came back across and hit her again, right through the thicket and into her eyes. It remained trained on her face.
      

      She couldn’t see what it was, but she could hear something pushing through the bushes. She retreated further into the thicket.

      She felt a hand on her leg. It grabbed and tightened around her ankle. She screamed, held on to a branch as her body was dragged
         out. She kicked at his hand, but he jerked hard and her hands slipped off the branch, her body sliding over wet leaves and
         sharp twigs. She was crying out but her voice no longer made any noise.
      

      He dragged her to her feet. She felt his palms circle her neck, his two thumbs hard on her throat. He was strong and not even
         breathing heavily. Her eyes remained open. She didn’t fight him; instead she was fumbling in her canvas bag. Her hand found
         the pepper spray and flipped back the lip. She tried to see his face. She wanted to have something to tell the cops.
      

      Her right hand rose out of the darkness and she sprayed the pepper directly at his face. The hiss of the spray was followed
         by an angry cry of pain. He yelled and let her go momentarily, but he lashed out hard with his arm, catching her full on the
         cheek. She crumpled to the ground and the pepper spray flew from her hand. She tried to get to her feet to run, but he grabbed her
         and held her. He coughed and spluttered to his knees, but he didn’t let go of her. He let himself recover with her body beneath
         his.
      

      He finally stopped coughing and his hands returned to her neck and tightened. The blood beat hard in her temples. The pressure
         just kept building. Then her mind went white, her eyes misted over and she faded out of consciousness. The last thing she
         remembered was his cologne. There was something about it. It smelled familiar.
      

   
      
      
PART ONE


   
      
      Chapter One

      
      Jules Gym, Lower Manhattan

      
      March 6, 8.12 p.m.

      
      A tattooed arm swung in fast from the right and connected with a thud of leather. The guy in the red shorts took the full force
         of the blow on the point of his chin; his head jerked up and he staggered three steps backwards on to the ropes, then tucked
         his head between his gloves. The attacker strode across and started to pummel his body repeatedly.
      

      
      In the faded ring, the boxers had been going two rounds, fighting toe-to-toe, trading uppercuts, right and left hooks, and
         body blows. Under their head guards, each guy’s face was bubbling up with bright red bruises.
      

      
      The audience whooped at every big punch that landed. It was not difficult to imagine that the head guards didn’t so much protect
         as prolong the time in which each man was getting his brain pounded. But it was a precinct grudge match, honor was at stake
         and neither boxer was going to stand down. The big crowd roared their approval, jumping, shouting, spitting and drinking like
         a bunch of out-of-control rioters.
      

      
      The NYPD’s fight night was in full swing and it was brutal.

      
      Through the double doors into the locker rooms, the narrow, airless corridor was tiled in blue and black. Inside the third
         locker room the next fighter prepared, listening to the excited bloodlust of the crowd. The air was coarse with the smell
         of sweat, and the striplight above, twenty years’ deep with dead insects and dust, shed a clouded yellowing light on the fighter
         below.
      

      
      Detective Tom Harper of the NYPD’s Homicide Division tried to focus. He caught the image of the majestic peregrine falcon
         in his mind’s eye. He’d spotted the raptor earlier in the day, perched imperiously on one of the pylons of the Brooklyn Bridge.
         The peregrine was a skilled hunter. It flew way up high and watched the world below, unnoticed and unseen until it sighted
         its prey.
      

      
      The fight was ten minutes away. On the white clock-face ahead, the seconds ticked past, but Harper could only see the raptor.

      
      There was a great roar from the gym; it rattled the doors, which hung loose on their hinges. Someone had gone down. The crowd
         loved a knockout – they loved to see someone hit so hard that the brain would momentarily lose motor control and the body
         twist and sink like a bag of cement.
      

      
      The roar faded and Harper was left with the silence, the bare red brick of the locker room and the ingrained smell of male
         sweat. He shifted on the bench. He needed to feel ready for the fight, was waiting for the trigger – anger or a sense of injustice
         – but all he felt was the cold air, the hard bench and the fear trickling slowly through his veins.
      

      
      He tried to imagine his glove landing on his opponent’s jaw, tried to imagine hitting someone into submission, but the image
         faded as fast as it appeared. If you couldn’t imagine beating someone, then how the hell could you go out and do it?
      

      
      There was a loud smacking sound as Dylan, the all-in-one corner man, manager and trainer, chewed his gum. Harper looked down
         at the man taping up his fists. ‘Can’t you cut that out?’ he said.
      

      
      Dylan looked up, his unshaven face pockmarked. ‘The champ feeling a little tetchy tonight?’

      
      ‘Just trying to focus here,’ said Harper. He exhaled slowly. Ahead of him, a boxer in red satins stared out from a torn poster,
         his shining gloves held high, his body tense and ready. Harper tapped his booted feet on the floor. ‘Let’s just get this done.’
      

      
      Three years ago, Harper had made NYPD Cruiserweight Champion. He’d beaten an opponent who was bigger and heavier. Harper had had reserves that night, and he’d wanted it bad. Now he didn’t know what he was doing here. Rusty and tired even
         before he stepped into the ring. Maybe that was the problem – three years of rust was making his muscles feel dull and heavy.
      

      
      From somewhere beyond the small room, both men heard another roar echoing down the corridor. Harper’s muscles twitched. He
         imagined the referee lifting the winner’s arm, the loser standing beaten. Avoiding failure used to be Harper’s main motivation.
         It’d been three months since the end of his last big case. A tough case. And three months since he’d seen Denise Levene. And
         that hurt too.
      

      
      Guilt still kept him from sleeping. He’d brought Levene on to the case – she’d impressed him, she was smart and eager. She
         knew things about criminal behavior that no one else seemed to understand. They’d worked well together. Then it all went wrong.
         The killer targeted Denise Levene and kept her for two terrible days. For three months since, Harper had been unable to put
         the monster to rest inside his own head and Denise Levene wouldn’t speak to him or see him. And without forgiveness you can’t
         go forward, you can only keep punishing yourself.
      

      
      Out at ringside, the first bout was cleared. The ring was mopped of sweat and blood as more cops poured in from the street
         for the main event. They were there to see the ex-champ Harper take on the new boy Castiglione. Harper had retired as champ,
         had never been beaten and word was, he wanted his title back. People of all ages, from the old vets to the fresh-faced rookies,
         began opening beers and jostling for space on the battered wooden benches.
      

      
      In the locker room, Harper thought about the weeks of preparation and training. He’d pushed himself hard, working long shifts
         at North Manhattan Homicide and then carrying on with lengthy sessions at the gym.
      

      
      Cops weren’t supposed to be affected by what happened to them, they were supposed to move on to the next case, the next body.
         The reality was different. The cops Harper knew hid their weaknesses. The hardening of the heart was the price you paid for
         being in the game, but every cop knew that underneath, every damn thing stuck in deep and clawed away at you. Awake, you could control your fears, but asleep, there was nothing at all
         between you and the abyss.
      

      
      Harper stood up, his gloves on and laced. He was in good physical shape – six two with broad shoulders and toned muscles.
         His age showed only in the gray flecks in his hair.
      

      
      Pushing his mouth guard in, he gritted his teeth and let himself be led out of the room into the darkness beyond. They walked
         slowly up the narrow corridor as the noise of the crowd grew louder and louder, the heavy beat of stamping feet rising to
         meet them.
      

      
      The door to the gym opened up, the noise doubled in a moment and hit them like a wave. There was no fancy music, no fancy
         name. Just Tom Harper who had demons to face and had decided he’d try to face them in the place he knew he could fight best.
         The ring.
      

      
      He looked across at Marco Castiglione pacing his territory. He was a short, bullish patrol cop with a mean and hungry look
         in his eye, who was out to prove himself. Once upon a time, Harper had been that guy.
      

      
      As Harper walked towards the ring, the cops started shouting his name, rising from their seats and patting his back as he
         passed. He pushed the top rope high and stepped through on to the canvas, standing opposite the young Italian, who was shadow
         boxing in his corner.
      

      
      The referee walked up and stood between the two men. The fighters came together. Harper held up his gloves, but stared right
         through Marco Castiglione’s direct gaze. Denise Levene was still in his head, back in the dungeon, the face of the killer
         behind her. Fragments of his nightmares kept breaking in.
      

      
      From ringside, Harper’s partner Eddie Kasper slurped on a beer and leaned back, his arm curling around the shoulder of the
         cop next to him. ‘My man is going to slay this guy,’ Eddie boasted. ‘It’s going to be brutal. I’ve got a hundred dollars here
         that says so.’
      

      
      In the ring, Tom Harper felt a wall of fear rise up like never before. It was like a sudden freeze, turning his muscles to waste and leaving his mind in flashes of white-frosted panic.
      

      
      But time had run out. The bell rang three times and, from across the ring, Castiglione approached like a beast from the shadows.

   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      Upper East Side

      
      March 6, 11.28 p.m.

      
      He sat in his car opposite the building, waiting. He had been watching for three hours, his focus on the door of the club.
         His hands were cold now. He held them out in front of his face and looked at them closely. Thin and elegant, like a pianist’s,
         his nails were cut and filed. He liked all aspects of his life to be neat, ordered and clean.
      

      
      He was a hunter. He was supreme. He could wait and wait. Sometimes for days, until the opportunity was right. The point was
         to be on duty at all times. Always vigilant. The hunt he could control. Not like everything else in his life.
      

      
      Love hadn’t worked out for him at all. For six months she’d made him happy, then she had cut herself free. She had rejected
         him and what he believed in.
      

      
      He had never really understood her problem and he didn’t believe she did either. She was part of the world – the world that
         was corrupt and out of order. He had to put it all back into shape. Frighten when necessary, hurt when necessary, and kill
         when necessary. But it had to start changing.
      

      
      The man stared across at the black railings and stone steps that led down to a red basement door. He knew they were inside:
         him and her. He had planned this for a long time, had lived it in his mind and waited patiently for the right time. He had
         his kit on the seat beside him: the barbed wire, duct tape, knife, gloves, flashlight, pistol, needle and ink. There was going
         to be pain first, then resolution, and then freedom.
      

      
      Orders were orders, whatever you thought about them and however you played it. People had to understand – there was no morality,
         no absolute, in battle and war. God’s will was self-assertion and evolution – the drive to secure the future for your own
         kind. He’d read more than he could remember about it. The science was unmistakable. People were just a genetic code seeking
         its own silent future. They were just incubators for God’s code. Bodies were nothing. But people had forgotten what God’s
         chosen code was and what the inferior code was doing to the world.
      

      
      His purpose had been sharpened over the years. He understood who he was now; finally understood that it was possible to be
         alive in both the present and the past. When he had absorbed that simple truth, the whole of his life fell into place. Time
         was not linear, time was all-present. It didn’t matter if you weren’t part of the original purpose, you were part of the eternal
         struggle which happened outside time and space. And anyone you killed was killed throughout eternity.
      

      
      The man knew he wasn’t really an individual; he was part of a hive, a single cell in a larger mind. He didn’t need to understand
         the whole, only his work, his duty, his small piece of the city that needed cleansing.
      

      
      Tonight was special. The order was to kill again. He would follow them slowly. He would make them cry out for death. Then,
         he would help them.
      

      
      Outside the club, his watch chimed at fifteen-minute intervals. He checked the time visually before going through his other
         checks. The first was his weapons check. He pulled out the small pistol, examined the magazine, removed it, took the bullet
         out of the breech, clicked the trigger twice, replaced the magazine, levered the bullet back into the breech. Then he took
         out his army combat knife, a small four-inch holed blade. He unsheathed it, felt the blade, sheathed it and put it away. Next
         he took out his flashlight. It was combat standard, strong and simple to use. He flicked on the beam and picked out the shadows
         opposite, then quickly switched it off and replaced it in his pocket. He took out the gloves. They were industrial gloves,
         so that he could handle the barbed wire. He was ready. He opened the window a couple of inches and pulled out a cigarette. A match flamed in the darkness;
         he dragged deeply and felt the rush of nicotine in his blood.
      

      
      Soon, it would be time. He held the anger in and felt it spread throughout him, the rage forming in each muscle in turn, mingling
         with the nicotine. He didn’t just hate. Hate was for part-timers. He was hate. It was his DNA, his purpose, his sole trajectory.
      

      
      Hate was a bloodline. It had grown in his cells like anything else: blue eyes, brown hair, muscularity – and hate. Hate was
         his inheritance, his birthright – and his duty.
      

      
      He stared across, blew smoke out of the window and repeated the eighty-eight words softly to himself.

   
      
      Chapter Three

      
      Salsa Club, Upper East Side

      
      March 6, 11.50 p.m.

      
      Inside the basement salsa club, the dance floor was heaving with bodies, the walls running with condensation under dark red
         lights. The series of small rooms reverberated with the high-pitched hoot of the trumpets and the rhythm of the bongos. A
         barely audible singer led the song in Spanish.
      

      
      David Capske was twenty-seven, engaged to be married and very pleased with how life had changed for him. He put his arm around
         Lucy, pulled her in tight, sipped his fifth Corona and stared at her. She was so perfect. Lucy’s eyes followed the dancers;
         David, too, turned to watch.
      

      
      The couple on the dance floor were breathtaking. The woman twirled in a tiny silver dress, flicking her long legs around on
         high heels, her elegant arms draped across the shoulders of her chisel-jawed partner. He was tall and taut in every movement
         – like a fixed bar against her fluidity.
      

      
      The dancers moved quickly, their legs and hips lifting and falling to the rapid thump of the beat. David stared transfixed.
         Then he felt something on his thigh. He looked down and saw Lucy’s hand slowly moving across it.
      

      
      ‘You want to dance?’ he shouted over the noise.

      
      ‘I see you like to watch her dance,’ she teased. ‘You getting excited?’

      
      David grinned. ‘I was admiring her technique. She’s got great upper-body isolation.’

      
      ‘That’s why you were staring so hard at her upper body region?’
      

      
      ‘What’s to look at? She’s not half as beautiful as you and she’s not even got the moves you’ve got.’ He reached out and tried
         to kiss her. ‘Now your upper-body isolation is second to none.’
      

      
      She pulled away and smiled. ‘I need proof.’

      
      David leaned closer. ‘That’s not a problem.’

      
      ‘How are you going to prove it to me?’

      
      ‘By taking the most beautiful woman in this place home and showing you,’ he said.

      
      ‘Flatterer! Anyway, that might be second-hand excitement. You might be thinking of anyone. I want better proof than that.’

      
      They stared at each other. This was happiness, David Capske thought. Whatever more was to come, couldn’t compete with the
         feeling he had when they were together.
      

      
      ‘My family have disowned me, is that not proof enough?’

      
      Lucy laughed and stood up. ‘They just want you to meet a nice Jewish girl and not some—’

      
      ‘Talented and brilliant young writer.’ He gazed into her blue eyes. He meant it. She was the one. True, Lucy Steller was not
         what his family had in mind for their firstborn. They were part of the wealthy establishment and she was still working in
         a supermarket.
      

      
      ‘Let’s go home then.’ She took his hands and dragged him to his feet. David kissed her.

      
      They stood outside in the cold night air. They were both sweaty from the heat of the club, and the cold air stung. Lucy had
         goose bumps. David put his arm around her and rubbed her bare arm briskly to try to warm her up. The road was quiet – just
         a line of dark shop windows and a row of parked cars under gloomy street lights.
      

      
      ‘I love being with you,’ he said.

      
      In one of the parked cars across the way, a light suddenly flared in the driver’s seat: a face illuminated for a second seemed
         to be staring directly across at him.
      

      
      Lucy felt David’s body tense. ‘What’s up?’

      
      ‘Nothing,’ he said. The light went out in the car and smoke drifted from the half-open window. ‘Someone just lit a cigarette.’

      
      ‘We should get going,’ she said, and took his arm.
      

      
      ‘He was staring right at me,’ said David. ‘Not a nice look, either.’

      
      ‘Don’t start with the paranoia,’ she said, and drew him close. As they began to walk up the street, David turned and looked
         again over his shoulder at the parked car, but all he could see was a trail of smoke from the window.
      

   
      
      
Chapter Four


      
      Apartment, Lower Manhattan

      
      March 7, 7.04 a.m.

      
      Denise Levene lay alone in her bed, staring up at the ceiling. Everything about her had changed. She used to leave her clothes
         all over the room, for one, but now her whole apartment was obsessively neat; even her shoes stood in an orderly line in the
         closet and there wasn’t so much as a sock on the floor.
      

      
      It suggested an ordered mind. And that’s how she wanted it to look.

      
      She felt just like a dam wall trying to stop the waters from breaking through. She knew she could neither fight nor outrun
         the panic attacks. The best she could do was to try to distract herself. But she could feel fears looming – the black thoughts
         that had started to seep through from her dreams into the new day.
      

      
      She held the memories at bay for several minutes. Then a half-thought appeared. His face in the shadows. And suddenly she was in the dungeon again and the whole fragile world seemed in danger of splitting open.
      

      
      Denise threw back the duvet and stood up. Movement helped. She rushed through to the utility room, took her sweat-pants from
         the basket and pulled them on, then an old tank top. She put on a hoodie and her old sneakers and ran out of the apartment,
         slamming the door, heading fast down the eight flights of stairs.
      

      
      Then she was out in the street gulping air. The sense of terror was intense; she felt a momentary release, but she had only
         avoided it for a moment – the panic was still chasing her down. She felt the thoughts hiding somewhere in her mind, just behind her
         eyes, waiting.
      

      
      Denise sprinted up the street, avoiding the look of anonymous faces, hearing only the rumble of the city and feeling only
         the morning chill. Her feet pounded with long strides and her heart raced. She turned south and headed across the Brooklyn
         Bridge, out to the projects – the destitute parts of Brooklyn where she had grown up.
      

      
      On the street her head continued to swarm with dark thoughts. The fears returned, but so did the image of Tom Harper, the
         man she’d once admired. She could no longer deal with him in the aftermath – and as much as he tried to contact her and talk,
         she just flat out refused. Tom Harper had been cut off. Daniel, her boyfriend, was another casualty. He’d stayed around long
         enough to know she had changed, then he took the dog and moved someplace else. Denise didn’t feel much about it.
      

      
      She hit the ground hard, pushing her muscles as far as she could, and kept it going, thirty seconds, forty seconds, a minute
         . . . her heart rate soaring, her mind blank. It was working. She kept it up for another minute and then slowed her pace and
         settled into a rhythm, feeling the sweat start to form around her hairline and down her back.
      

      
      Her therapist called it ‘acting out’. To escape the panic, she had to put herself in danger out there on the streets. Because
         the danger made sense, and the fear of the outside world didn’t seem as bad as the terror inside. The pain of burning muscles
         was nothing to the memories that left her choking on her own silence.
      

      
      She knew the theory. As a psychologist herself, she had trained and taught at Columbia, then re-trained as a police therapist
         for the NYPD. She knew far too much about radical trauma and its manifestations. In medical terms, she knew what she was.
         In layman’s terms, she was a basket case, running away from fear, losing touch with everything and everyone.
      

      
      She ran for an hour then arrived back exhausted but calmed. She stopped across the street and stared at a car outside her
         building. It wasn’t one she’d noticed before. She saw the window ajar and smoke twirling from inside and felt a stab of panic.
      

      
      ‘You’re being a freak, Denise. Stop it. It’s just a car.’ She tried to move but her limbs refused to obey. She looked around,
         feeling self-conscious as she stood paralyzed on the sidewalk, the sweat beginning to roll off her.
      

      
      Two long minutes passed. Denise could make out two forms in the car. Two men, possibly. She twisted her fingers together as
         she looked at the door to her building. The car was parked illegally. She could see the two men looking around. They were
         waiting for somebody. She had to do something about this debilitating fear. After the abduction, Harper had given her the
         name of a specialist – a guy called Mac who he said could help her. She’d dismissed it at the time, but she’d always kept
         his number. Denise pulled out her cell phone and dialed. There was just an answerphone message giving the times of the classes
         and the address.
      

      
      Denise had wanted to speak to a person. She needed help. She’d done so much herself and come a long way, but she needed to
         walk around without fear. She finally talked herself into crossing the street. She planned to keep her head straight, keep
         tight to the building and make her way inside immediately.
      

      
      As soon as she started to walk past the car, the two doors opened. They must have been checking their mirrors. Denise jerked
         to a halt. She wanted to react well, to appear normal, but it sent a shiver right through her and her eyes shifted about for
         an escape route.
      

      
      The two people were out of the car quickly, both medium height, purposeful, tidily dressed. Their quick eyes and languid movements
         told her that these were cops or gangsters, but most likely cops.
      

      
      ‘Miss Levene,’ said one of them.

      
      Denise didn’t speak, she just nodded slightly.

      
      The first cop held out his shield. He had obviously sensed her apprehension.

      
      ‘Sorry to jump out like that. Detective Munroe, Missing Persons.’

      
      Denise looked at the second officer. She’d been wrong. It wasn’t a man, but a tall athletic woman with broad shoulders.
      

      
      ‘Detective Gauge,’ she said, smiling.

      
      Denise was standing and sweating, aware that she looked like a car-crash victim.

      
      ‘What do you want?’ she said firmly.

      
      ‘You’re hard to get hold of, Miss Levene.’

      
      ‘Am I?’

      
      Detective Sarah Gauge had warm brown eyes and a way of holding people’s attention. She stepped forward, her gestures open
         and non-aggressive. ‘I failed, if the truth be told, Miss Levene. I tried calling you, but you never pick up. I came round
         here three times, you never answer your buzzer.’
      

      
      Denise Levene stared at them both. Still distrustful. ‘I wondered who was calling,’ she said. ‘Most people stopped trying
         a month back. I don’t socialize much.’
      

      
      ‘We need to talk to you,’ said Detective Munroe. ‘If that’s possible.’

      
      ‘About what? I’m not a missing person, I’m just not very good company.’

      
      Detective Munroe opened his hands, showed both palms. ‘We just need your help. Can we come inside, Miss Levene? It’d be good
         to talk to you.’
      

      
      ‘It’s Dr Levene, for the record.’

      
       ‘We’re aware of your academic qualifications, Doctor. My apologies.’

      
      ‘You must be desperate to look me up. Someone at the NYPD send you?’

      
      Munroe shook his head. ‘We can tell you more inside.’

      
      Denise tried to imagine why they were there. ‘You’re both from Missing Persons?’

      
      ‘Right.’

      
      Denise looked up. The city was concrete gray under a pale blue sky. The traffic was rushing by in a frenzied continuous strain.
         The sweat was turning cold on her skin. She turned back to Sarah Gauge. ‘So, who’s missing?’
      

      
      Gauge glanced at Munroe then cleared her throat. ‘You heard of Abby Goldenberg? The missing schoolgirl, Abby?’
      

      
      ‘No,’ said Denise. ‘Should I have?’

      
      ‘It’s been on the news. She went missing a week ago.’

      
      ‘I don’t watch much TV.’ Denise hadn’t heard of Abby, but the name Goldenberg rang a bell somewhere in her memory.

      
      ‘Kind of cut yourself off,’ said Munroe. He pushed a finger in one ear and scratched. ‘It’s not a solution.’

      
      ‘You’d know this?’ said Denise. ‘Because you’re a psychiatrist, right? Forgive me, I didn’t realize.’

      
      Munroe’s lips formed a half-smile. ‘No, lady, I’m no shrink. It’s common sense. No one learned to ride again by hiding from
         a horse.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, well, what I do is up to me, right?’ said Denise.

      
      ‘Sure, but—’

      
      She held up her hand, cutting him off. She walked past both detectives and opened the heavy glass door of her building. Munroe
         and Gauge followed her in. ‘I apologize for being so persistent,’ said Munroe, ‘but a girl’s life is at stake here. We need
         your help.’
      

      
      ‘I’m on the eighth floor. You can take the elevator. I’ll meet you there.’ Denise went towards the stairs.

      
      ‘You’re taking the stairs eight floors?’ said Gauge. ‘You on some fitness program?’

      
      ‘I don’t take elevators,’ said Denise. The door to the stairway closed behind her. She was sheeted in sweat. The brief conversation
         had not been easy for her. The two cops looked at each other and Munroe pressed for the elevator. ‘What’s with her?’ said
         Gauge.
      

      
      ‘The killer held her underground for two days,’ said Munroe. ‘Only way in or out of her prison was an elevator shaft.’

   
      
      Chapter Five

      
      Diner, East Harlem

      
      March 7, 8.07 a.m.

      
      He sat in the diner in East Harlem, five minutes from the murder scene, eating a bacon and egg bagel. He was alone on a table
         for four but the diner was only half full at that time of day. An old lady to his right sat staring ahead, her head slightly
         crooked on her shoulders, wearing a pompous and refined air as if she was better than the rest, but beneath the table, she
         had no shoes and her bare feet were cut and rancid.
      

      
      There were two cops sitting in the corner booth. He stared at them as they ate and joked. Jimmy Headless and Johnny Neckless.
         Every day, he imagined that this was how they started their shift – sign in, drive two blocks up from the precinct, park up
         and take free coffee and bagels from Enrico.
      

      
      He took out a cell phone. Prepaid, untraceable. He had used it to call David Capske the night before, just after midnight.
         He’d told David that he had photographs of him taking cocaine. Threatened the palpitating young man that he was going to embarrass
         the hell out of the Capske clan and lose David his job.
      

      
      David asked what he wanted. ‘Easy,’ he’d said. ‘One thousand dollars delivered tonight to a trash can on East 112th Street.’

      
      He took the cell-phone battery from his pocket, put it back into the phone and waited for the software to load up and the
         satellite connection to show. He sipped some hot coffee as he logged on to a new Hotmail account and laboriously typed in
         the email addresses of all the networks and newspapers. Then he composed a short but important message.
      

      
      He looked across to Jimmy and Johnny. Arch-morons of the modern world. Keeping up the illusion that we were all safe. He smiled
         at the waitress and nodded as she held up the coffee pot. He pressed send.
      

      
      He sat and waited, the murder weapon still in his pocket like a memento of the kill. He remembered the feeling. He wanted
         to have that high again. But he couldn’t, not yet. He knew that he must remain hidden. His task was not to bathe in glory
         but to conquer the inferior. His task was to carry out orders.
      

      
      He let the emails sail through space and time, hunting out their electronic destinations, and watched as they disappeared
         from the outbox.
      

      
      He waited a good fifteen minutes, and then he put the phone to his ear and called 911. The tone clicked. The voice seemed
         small and distant. Not what you want in an emergency.
      

      
      ‘911, which service please?’ said the wheezy voice.

      
      ‘Police.’

      
      ‘What seems to be the problem, sir?’

      
      ‘There’s a dead body on East 112th Street, in an alleyway at Jenson House.’ He hung up, took the battery out of the cell phone
         and tossed it on to the floor. The phone would be wiped clean, smashed and deposited in a trash can on his walk to work.
      

      
      He looked at his stopwatch and smiled at the number. His victim had taken seventy-nine minutes to die. There had been a lot
         of pain. That’s what he enjoyed. Pain.
      

      
      He walked out past Jimmy and Johnny. ‘Hi there, fellas,’ he said, his right hand wrapped around the plastic grip of his gun,
         feeling the dirty excitement of flaunting it. They both looked up and nodded.
      

      
      As he left, he guessed that the police dispatch would be chirping on the police radio for some squad car to go take a look.
         He waited in the street and, sure enough, the nearest cop car belonged to Jimmy and Johnny. They ambled out of the diner,
         fat and stupid, in no hurry whatsoever, and already about five hours too late.
      

      
      He wanted to follow the dumb cops to observe them as they came across the corpse, to see their reaction to what he had done.
         He would’ve liked to have gone back to see the corpse and to take some pictures. But that was foolish. The cops would scan
         the scene. He couldn’t afford to be noticed.
      

      
      He felt restless as he walked up the street, almost as if he’d set up a party that he wasn’t allowed to attend himself. Most
         of all he felt hungry for more blood. He only just realized what it was, the sudden feeling, almost unrecognized because it
         was unexpected.
      

      
      He stared across the street. People were walking to work or to school. Then he felt it again. He thought it might have been
         some leftover excitement from the murder. Maybe the remembering, the sending of death messages, maybe all of the paraphernalia
         of the morning-after was tripping him up.
      

      
      He was standing still, wearing a leather coat, a little unshaven, already late for work, his stomach warm from coffee, the
         blood of the dead man smeared across his chest and left to dry. He repeated the eighty-eight words as if a prayer.
      

      
      If anyone wanted to know, if anyone asked now, who had killed that guy at Jensen House, he’d fucking scream from the rooftops:
         ‘I did, you fuckers! I did.’

      
      He smiled at a woman approaching. He felt invulnerable, like a man on something. A blood-high, he called it, the freedom that
         comes from a kill.
      

      
      He decided that what he was feeling could be called happiness. He hadn’t been happy his whole life long, but now . . . yes,
         that’s what it was, wasn’t it? That buzz of self-confidence, a sense of freedom, of optimism, of potency, of shamelessness
         – that was happiness, right there, sitting right there in his own heart and mind.
      

      
      It was 8.22 a.m. on the streets of New York, the morning after the murder, and it came to him that he already wanted to kill
         again.
      

      
      At first it was months before the intoxicating need filled his head, then weeks . . . now just a day. There was a feeling
         in his head like a ticking. Sometimes it went on for hours, like a roulette wheel slowed down. And when it stopped, then the order
         came.
      

      
      It was ticking again.

      
      He saw the world like never before, as if he was the central figure in his own movie and that movie had meaning. And its meaning
         was right there – blood on the streets, happiness, the urge to kill and a man nearly dancing with delight.
      

   
      
      Chapter Six

      
      Apartment, Lower Manhattan

      
      March 7, 8.28 a.m.

      
      Inside her apartment, Denise seated the two Missing Persons detectives in the living room. She left them for a moment and came
         back in clean sweatpants and a fresh top. She noticed the way Munroe stared at her. What was it? A chance to gawp or was he
         suspicious in some way? Difficult to tell.
      

      
      Denise moved to the kitchen and poured a glass of orange juice. She didn’t offer the two detectives a drink and she didn’t
         sit down, either. She stood in the center of the room and looked at one then the other. She felt her nerves rising and falling,
         but tried to keep it hidden.
      

      
      ‘Nice place,’ said Sarah Gauge. ‘I like your things. All sleek and modern. I like a modern style.’ She gestured at the Italian
         sofa and then two angular aluminum candlesticks.
      

      
      ‘Can you get to the point?’ said Denise.

      
      The two detectives sat on the sofa and Denise watched them, then leaned against the wall. Munroe took a white envelope out
         of his pocket and pulled out a photograph.
      

      
      ‘This is Abby,’ he said. ‘This is the most recent shot we’ve got of her. Red highlights included, although she was brunette
         when she disappeared.’
      

      
      Denise stared across at Abby. She was a striking-looking girl. ‘What is she? Tenth or eleventh grade?’

      
      ‘Senior,’ said Munroe. ‘She’s just turned sixteen. She’s a Queens girl – Forest Park area. Parents divorced. Lives alone with
         her father. Mother lives in New Jersey with a new family.’
      

      
      ‘The girl is Jewish?’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, she’s Jewish. Her father’s keen on his Jewish heritage, if you know what I mean.’

      
      ‘Before you jump in with your locker-room anti-Semitism, you do know I’m also Jewish?’ said Denise. She glared down hard at
         Munroe.
      

      
      ‘I didn’t mean anything wrong by it,’ said Munroe. ‘It’s just that he’s a specialist. An academic. He curates exhibitions
         about the Holocaust. That’s all I meant.’
      

      
      ‘Where does he work?’

      
      ‘He lectures at Columbia and curates at the Museum of Tolerance.’

      
      ‘Goldenberg, you said? Thought I recognized it from when I used to work at Columbia.’

      
      ‘Well, he knows you too, Dr Levene. Only by reputation.’

      
      Denise began to search her memory for the name. ‘What’s his first name?’

      
      ‘It’s Aaron. Dr Aaron Goldenberg.’

      
      Denise felt her heart pump. Any link just brought the tragedy closer. She paused and turned from the two cops, looking out
         of the window. ‘I never knew him well. We probably met at an event. I don’t think I ever met his daughter.’
      

      
      ‘We know that.’

      
      ‘So what are you doing here?’

      
      ‘Truth is, this investigation is drying up fast. We’ve exhausted all avenues and Dr Goldenberg knows it. He’s a very persuasive
         man, Dr Goldenberg. He wanted us to go one more round. He wrote a list. We always ask for a list. All the people who his daughter
         might have known, wanted to know or had been influenced by. If she’s a runaway, she might go for someone she barely knows.’
      

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘You were on that list.’

      
      ‘In which category?’

      
      ‘She admired you, apparently.’

      
      ‘Me? She didn’t know me.’

      
      ‘She wanted to major in Psychology. Her father took her to one of your lectures. When you left Columbia for the NYPD, she
         thought that was cool.’
      

      
      ‘Cool?’

      
      ‘Packing in academia for a real career.’ Munroe tried a smile. Denise didn’t respond. ‘One in the eye for her old man, I expect.’

      
      Detective Gauge stood. ‘We’ve got her diaries. She mentioned you in there too. Not so much about the Psychology. She seemed
         to like your style, the way girls do. Thought you looked beautiful and confident. That’s what she wrote.’
      

      
      Munroe pulled out a copy of the diary entry and handed it to Denise. ‘She was quite affected by your abduction too. She followed
         the case on the news. She wrote a few prayers for you.’
      

      
      Denise felt her emotions stir and she tapped the wall hard.

      
      ‘Dr Goldenberg has this theory that she might be disappearing to emulate you in some unconscious way. Maybe she sees it as
         a means of getting some attention. Her mother’s a real live-wire. Doesn’t have much to do with Abby.’
      

      
      Denise shook her head. ‘That’s bullshit.’

      
      ‘He’s trying to imagine why she’s not come home. He doesn’t want to think she’s just cut loose on him and run away with some
         guy.’
      

      
      ‘And what do you think, Detective?’

      
      ‘Looks like she planned to go away. She stowed her books and a set of clothes in a tree in the woods near her home. A dog-walker
         found them. She faked a phone call to a friend to get out of the house. We think she was going to meet someone. Maybe it was
         to run away, maybe she got into trouble.’
      

      
      ‘If she was planning to run away, would she leave her diaries? This stuff is quite intimate. She’d know it’s the first place
         you’d all look. She mention any boyfriend in the diaries?’
      

      
      ‘No, she didn’t.’

      
      Denise turned. ‘She’s not a runaway. But you’re not here for an opinion, are you?’

      
      ‘Listen, we’re ticking boxes here, Dr Levene. We’ve got a list, your name’s on it. We got to ask. Have you seen her? Has she
         contacted you? Anything? This would’ve been a phone call if you ever picked up.’
      

      
      ‘No. Nothing. As you know, I’m not easy to get hold of.’

      
      Denise used the towel around her shoulder to rub her hair. She looked at Abby’s picture again. She saw a bright, kind face,
         both cheeky and prepossessing. If she was to take a guess on the girl’s attitude, she’d say that she was a fun-loving risk-taker
         who had her father wrapped round her little finger. The smile would get her a long way, not necessarily in the right direction.
      

      
      ‘Is that all?’ said Denise. ‘I’ve got an appointment to keep.’

   
      
      Chapter Seven

      
      Apartment, East Harlem

      
      March 7, 8.51 a.m.

      
      The door to Harper’s bedroom opened. The drapes were drawn back and Eddie Kasper stood over his partner, saying, ‘What the
         hell happened?’
      

      
      Harper’s eyes remained shut. He lay flat out on his bed, his face all cuts and bruises, each one of which he felt reverberating
         through his head.
      

      
      Eddie flicked the switch on the radio that lay askew on an old crate and turned the volume high. It blared out a news report
         complete with high-pitched crackles. The man on the bed failed to stir.
      

      
      ‘The parents of the missing high-school girl, Abby Goldenberg, have made a fresh appeal for witnesses. Abby’s mother and father
            have come together to make a video appeal to help find their daughter who went missing at 5.15 p.m. on February 26.’

      
      ‘She’s probably already lying dead someplace,’ said Eddie and turned the radio off.

      
      ‘Optimist.’

      
      ‘So now you’re awake.’

      
      ‘What do you want, Eddie? I’m not on shift for two days.’

      
      ‘Leave has just been cancelled.’

      
      Harper turned and moaned. ‘What’s going on?’

      
      ‘Just get up, Harper. I’ll tell you all you need to know on the way. Come on, we got to go.’ He threw a bag of grapes on to
         Harper’s stomach. ‘And there’s some get-well-soon food for you from the girls at the precinct. They love a loser. Shirley was almost weeping when I told her about the fight, Harps. Weeping.
         You should think about it. She’s not a bad-looking woman.’
      

      
      Harper listened without response. He was finding it difficult enough to open his right eye. The left one was completely closed
         over. All he could see was a cloud of pinkish red. He was almost blind.
      

      
      ‘I need ice,’ he groaned. ‘I can’t fucking move.’ He lifted his head and it shrieked like a train rushing towards a subway
         station. ‘Get me something, Eddie. Codeine. Anything.’
      

      
      ‘Hell, you’re a sad mess of a man,’ said Eddie. ‘And it smells like a goddamn locker room in here. Harps, come on, what the
         hell are you doing to yourself?’ Eddie threw open a window and headed into the tiny kitchen that was hidden behind a torn
         drape.
      

      
      Harper moved his legs to the floor and lifted his torso off the bed. He sat for a moment, feeling the thumping of pain, then
         coughed violently and felt his ribs ache like they were broken in several places. He spat blood on to the floor, then looked
         out through a thin slit of light at the tall, slim figure of Eddie Kasper looming above holding a glass of water and a handful
         of pills.
      

      
      ‘I’m guessing I didn’t win,’ said Harper.

      
      ‘There we go. Make a joke of it. You could have got seriously hurt and I’m not going to be pushing you to no crime scene in
         a wheelchair.’
      

      
      Harper grunted and tried to rouse himself from the bed but as he moved, his head thudded with bolts of pain. Every part of
         his face felt too large: his lips, gums, jawbone, and eyes. His chest, kidneys and stomach felt raw. Every muscle was yelling
         at him.
      

      
      Eddie passed him the glass of water. ‘Shit, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, Harps. I was not prepared. I am upset, man.
         I was feeling emotional for you last night. Nearly jumped in the ring myself.’
      

      
      ‘Should’ve helped me out,’ said Harper out of the corner of his mouth. His lips cracked and he tasted blood on his tongue.

      
      Eddie walked close and pushed Harper’s head back. Harper struggled with the pain. ‘What the hell, Eddie?’
      

      
      ‘I lost a hundred on you, Harps. I’ve got a very expensive date tonight and I’ve been promising her some fancy place. Now
         I got nothing. So much for a sure bet.’
      

      
      ‘Then don’t gamble.’

      
      ‘What am I going to tell her?’

      
      ‘I don’t know, Eddie, just cut out the middle man and take her to bed.’

      
      Eddie stood up straight for a moment. ‘Not a bad idea, maestro. Looks like that little Italian didn’t mess your head up too
         bad.’
      

      
      Harper tried to stand and felt a fresh stab of pain across his chest and stomach. He sat down again and breathed deeply.

      
      Eddie looked at his partner’s face. ‘You were never handsome, Harps, not like me, but you weren’t no monster, either. But
         now, I gotta tell you, you look like someone took that ugly stick and beat you half to death with it.’
      

      
      ‘You’re way too sympathetic, Eddie, you know that?’

      
      ‘What you want sympathy for? No one forced you to fight. We all told you to stay clear.’

      
      ‘You’re right, no one forced me.’

      
      ‘A hundred bucks, Harps – where’s the sympathy for my losses?’

      
      ‘It’s boxing, Eddie – remember not to bet on the white guy.’

      
      ‘The other guy was a white guy, Harps.’

      
      ‘Then I really was no good.’

      
      Eddie took one of the coffees he’d brought with him from the deli in the street outside and handed it to Harper. He sat down
         and shook his head. ‘Man, your face is like some close-up of a fungus. You should see a doctor.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll survive.’ He threw four pills down his throat and gulped back water.

      
      ‘And when the doctor’s finished with you, you should go see the psychiatrist and get your head mended. And when the shrink’s
         finished with you, you should take your gloves and throw them in the Hudson. You stank, man.’
      

      
      ‘That bad?’
      

      
      ‘It was like someone had switched you off. You didn’t land a single punch, Harps. Not a single punch. You let him boss you
         round the ring. He was taking pot shots at you. Using that pretty face of yours for target practice. It was a massacre.’
      

      
      Harper stared across, unable to smile. ‘First time I slept that well in a long while, though.’

      
      ‘Being unconscious doesn’t count as sleep.’

      
      ‘It gets you from night to day just the same. Look, these injuries may look bad, but he wasn’t packing much in those punches.
         No lasting damage.’
      

      
      ‘It upset me, man, and I don’t like that. Come here, big guy.’ Eddie pulled Harper to his feet, wrapped his arms around him
         and squeezed him tight.
      

      
      ‘Go easy, Eddie,’ said Harper, pulling away and reaching out for his phone. ‘And where’s that ice pack?’ Harper looked down
         his messages. Lots of messages, probably heckling his performance, but nothing from Denise Levene.
      

      
      He felt something like the beginning of grief again. Then it passed as the pain started up. He couldn’t move his neck too
         well, so he presumed he’d been caught on the point of his jaw from a right hook, snapping his neck fast and twisting the spinal
         column. Rotational force. Sudden drop in blood pressure, brain slamming to the right as the skull went left – concussion maybe.
         He must’ve been out for the whole ten count.
      

      
      Eddie returned and handed Harper an ice pack. He took it and held it to his worst eye.

      
      ‘Seriously, Eddie, it’s good of you to drop by. Appreciate it.’ Harper walked to the bathroom.

      
      ‘I care, Harps, you know that. But there was one other thing.’

      
      Harper took a mouthful of water from the faucet and swilled it around his mouth, then spat it out. The white porcelain turned
         a translucent red.
      

      
      ‘What’s that, Eddie?’

      
      ‘Captain’s called Blue Team together again.’

      
      Harper appeared at the bathroom door. ‘What is it?’

      
      ‘They found a body this morning in East Harlem.’
      

      
      ‘They called the whole team?’ asked Harper. ‘Something I should know?’

      
      Eddie nodded. Harper let the thought swirl around in his head and compete with the pain. Blue Team was the elite unit of homicide
         detectives from North Manhattan Homicide. The last time the whole of Blue Team was on a case, they were chasing a serial killer.
         Harper looked at Eddie Kasper, ‘Well, you might as well tell me, I’m going to have to see it soon enough. What’s the MO?’
      

      
      ‘A body all wrapped up in barbed wire,’ said Eddie. ‘And Lafayette wants you to lead this one. It’s nasty. Welcome back to
         our world.’
      

   
      
      Chapter Eight

      
      East 112th Street, Manhattan

      
      March 7, 9.22 a.m.

      
      East 112th Street ran all the way to Second Avenue and stopped adjacent to Jefferson Park. On Saturday morning, the pace was
         slow. The big blocks of public housing stood quietly in the morning sun. On one side of the street a gang of youths sat on
         a stoop; five big guys all stretching out, baseball caps backward, watching. The few stores were open, but there wasn’t much
         going on. A couple of eateries, a grocery store with everything on sale, a mini-mart and a store selling nothing but wheel
         rims. But business was slow for the moment.
      

      
      At the entrance to Jenson House XI across the street, a small dark alley ran behind the huge municipal trash loaders and led
         through to House VI. There was nothing remarkable about the alley, except for the single patrol car parked neatly in a 90-minute
         wait slot and a single uniformed NYPD officer standing beside a piece of yellow police tape.
      

      
      Within seconds, the quiet street erupted with the sound of traffic. Left and right, trucks and cars started to stream towards
         the alley, except they weren’t police vehicles. They were all marked with the bright logos of television networks.
      

      
      About a half-mile away a red Pontiac belonging to Eddie Kasper swerved through the corners towards the crime scene. Harper
         kept his head low and his eyes covered with shades. His head hadn’t let up the dance beat of pain. ‘Promise me you won’t ever
         drive an ambulance,’ he said.
      

      
      ‘I’d get to the hospital quick enough, wouldn’t I?’
      

      
      ‘Sure, but the question is – would you get there with anyone alive?’

      
      Eddie turned to look at Harper and grinned. ‘You made a joke, Harps! That’s real progress. You keep up like this and you’ll
         be human one day.’
      

      
      He reached out and slapped Harper on the arm. Harper winced. The painkillers were only keeping out half of the pain coming
         from various parts of his body. Eddie swung into 112th Street. They came upon Jenson House XI almost immediately and Eddie
         slammed on his brakes.
      

      
      Harper pushed up his shades and stared out. ‘What the fuck is going on?’ The street was log-jammed with cars and trucks. There
         were rows of TV trucks, seven or eight TV crews with reporters, cameramen, sound crews and even a few executives, all milling
         between the street and Jenson House. The presence of the networks had attracted a crowd of thirty to forty people standing
         round the fringes and trying to see what all the fuss was about. There were only a few patrol cars at the scene and the uniformed
         cops were having trouble keeping order.
      

      
      Eddie pulled up to the curb and switched off the engine. The two Homicide cops glanced at each other.

      
      Harper pushed his shades down again. ‘What’s going down, Eddie? I thought this was a fresh kill. Why are they all here?’

      
      ‘I don’t know, Harps. And how did they hear about it so quick?’

      
      ‘Question is, why the hell are they so interested? There’s been no ID, right?’

      
      ‘Right.’

      
      Harper pushed his body out of Eddie’s old Pontiac and on to the sidewalk, a grimace crossing his face. A cold breeze ran across
         the street even though the sunlight was bright. The effect, through his bruised eyes, was surreal. It was like a circus had
         come to see a homicide in action.
      

      
      Eddie moved around and said to Harper, ‘Keep close, champ, or someone’s going to mistake you for the victim.’

      
      There was a battle going on up ahead, with the two police officers trying to push back the TV cameras and reporters. Harper lowered his head, held up his shield and muscled his way
         through, ignoring the pain.
      

      
      A smiling brunette from CNN spotted the shield and turned her TV crew through 180 degrees. ‘We’ve got another detective coming
         through, let’s try for a comment.’ As she said it, a minor stampede headed Harper’s way.
      

      
      She moved across, ahead of the pack. ‘Detective, can we get a statement? Can you confirm the identity of the body?’

      
      Harper looked up. ‘I just got here. I haven’t even seen the body.’

      
      The reporter saw Harper’s beat-up face and shrank away. ‘We all got an email, Detective, about a body found early this morning
         in a Housing Project in East Harlem. They are saying that it’s Judge Capske’s son, David. Email said it was a political statement
         for America. What have you got to say about that?’
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