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Chapter 1

	Joe MacAree had just murdered a woman, and all the things he felt when he killed the other four he was feeling right now. How would he describe it? In his journal, he might call his feelings an "elevation of the senses" or "an ethereal quality bringing the world into sharp focus."

	After each killing the reaction was the same. There was a moment of sharp pain right behind his left eye, an instant where the pain was so intense as to block out the act he had just committed, the blood and the ripped flesh...then a moment where brilliant flecks of silver light swam before him, and he could not keep his eyes from rolling, trying to follow the patterns the stars made.

	And then the clarity.

	As he guided his light blue Honda Accord along Harlem Avenue just south of Chicago, everything seemed more alive, as if to contrast the death he had just brought about. He noticed things he never noticed: the shifting red, amber, and turquoise of the reflections the stoplights made on the rain-slicked pavement. He noticed how the color spread, muted, over the slick black roadway. Even his radio, usually sounding tinny tuned to WLS, seemed more vibrant. He heard the different instruments in "Hungry Like the Wolf" as if Duran Duran were in the car with him, playing. Although it was February and his windows were rolled shut, he listened to the sounds of the other cars, the hiss of their tires on the pavement, the bass of their engines. He felt each perforation on the cover of the steering wheel. He thought he could even sense the mechanical smell of his own and the other cars as they all made their way northeast, to the Eisenhower Expressway and the city.

	And in his mouth, he savored a slight metallic taste.

	* * * *

	Randy Mazursky had lived in Berwyn all his life. The suburb just west of Chicago had been where his father grew up and where his grandfather had set up his home when he came over from Poland to work in the meat yards of Chicago.

	Randy liked Berwyn. It was familiar: The streets, gridlike, had always made it easy to get around and easy to give new people directions to his house on Oak Park Avenue. And best of all it was close to where he worked, the North Riverside Mall, where he managed an ice cream parlor called Whipped Dream.

	Tonight he had spent a little longer at the restaurant than usual, since one of his waitresses had come down with the flu that everyone (his wife, Maggie, included) seemed to be getting just as it looked like winter was about to come to a close. She had left midway through her shift, leaving a busy Friday night crowd of screaming kids, hassled parents, and birthday party victims.

	Randy had donned the blue and white striped waiter's cap he had worn when he started at Whipped Dream three years ago and, like the trooper he thought himself, had gone out and served up Tin Roof sundaes, blown whistles, banged drums, and sung "Happy Birthday" with the rest of the crew. He knew it wouldn't hurt the "kids" to let a pro show them how it was done.

	Randy had enjoyed the change. But it had been a long time since he had waited tables and he barely had the strength to hold the steering wheel properly. It was only ten minutes to his home and Maggie, but the eagerness to get there made the ride longer.

	He knew he didn't have to worry. Maggie would have a great dinner waiting for him. Ever since Maggie had quit her job as a proofreader of Sears catalogs, she had become a virtuoso cook, even taking classes in Chicago. Randy had gained fifteen pounds.

	He and Maggie had been married for only seven months and already she was pregnant. The baby was unplanned; they had wanted to wait until they had a chance to buy a house before they had children. Right now they rented the second floor of a two-flat.

	But when Maggie had whispered "we're going to have a baby" in his ear right before he fell asleep one night, he felt nothing but delight. That delight and anticipation had not worn off in the two weeks he had been aware of his imminent fatherhood.

	Now as he backed the car into a space in front of their yellow brick home, he felt a sudden urge to run up the stairs and hug Maggie. He knew she didn't like him working late and wished he had thought to bring her something.

	Well, he could make it up to her in other ways. As he closed the door of his car he smiled: There was no trace of the exhaustion he had felt just moments before.

	Quickly he unlocked the two locks on the outer door and took the steps two at a time. As quietly as he could, he slid the key into the door of their apartment, hoping he could surprise Maggie in the kitchen.

	He opened the door and closed it behind him, trying to stifle the click of the door as it closed. Randy crept through the living room, not wondering why the apartment was so still, why their stereo, Maggie's constant companion, wasn't on. He noticed only the yellow block of light that was the entrance to the kitchen as he made his way toward it on tiptoe.

	As he stood in the archway, he began laughing. And the laughter did not stop until almost an hour later when paramedics put him under sedation.

	Maggie, her dark hair a bizarre contrast to the pasty white of her usually dark Italian skin, lay dead in the middle of the kitchen floor, her throat and wrists cut. Her hair fanned out on the beige linoleum and her arms were out, almost as if she had been crucified.

	The cat, Scruggums, sat beside her, licking his paws.

	From the Chicago Tribune, February 18, 1989, page seven:

	Murder has come to west suburban Berwyn once again. Margaret Mazursky, 23, was discovered early last night by her husband Randolph in their second-story home at 2511 S. Oak Park Avenue.

	The victim's death was attributed to massive loss of blood from stab wounds in the wrists and throat, Cook County coroner Michael Senn told officials.

	Little blood was found at the scene of the crime, a Berwyn police official commented. Trace elements were found in cracks in the linoleum floor of the kitchen, where Mazursky's husband discovered her body. Otherwise, according to officials, as much as a quart of blood was removed by her attacker.

	* * * *

	Joe MacAree placed the newspaper on the oak desk in his home office and looked down at it lying on the green blotter. He was grinning. Page seven. Surely, he thought, if they had known about the others, the story might have been front-page news.

	He leaned back in his leather desk chair, listening to its squeak, and placed his hands on the back of his head. The others. He remembered the first.

	You always remember your first. First kiss. First fuck. First murder and taste of blood. The other firsts never had the kick of the last.

	He had never known her name. He remembered the night, deep in the middle of August when Chicago sweltered amid ninety percent humidity and daily temperatures as high as ninety-eight degrees.

	Two years ago. He had left his wife sitting in front of a fan in their Sheridan Road apartment, a sweating glass of iced tea in her long, delicate hand.

	Everything, in minute detail, was clear about that night. Anne sat in front of rotating fan blades, wearing a pair of faded cutoffs, her long black hair pulled to the nape of her neck.

	He explained he had to go out...get some air. His clothes stuck to him all over and he felt like he couldn't breathe. Maybe near the lake there would be a little breeze, at least some air. Anne had been too wilted by the heat and humidity to protest. She asked him to turn up the Vivaldi on his way out. He closed the door quickly behind him, the volume of the music making his temples throb.

	He had made his way down Sheridan, not noticing the heavy traffic. The air was still, not a leaf stirred. No one was out.

	There was a large beach at Ardmore Street, and it was here that Joe ended up. He walked slowly along the low concrete wall that bordered the beach, looking for a place dark and cool to sit.

	He reached a turn in the wall and seated himself on a bench overlooking Lake Michigan. A maple hung over the bench and the leaves whispered in the darkness. Joe listened to the rhythmic pound of the lake against the beach, observed the full orange moon above, its brightness obscured by a mist that hung over it like a caul. He remembered his grandmother telling him when the moon looked like that it was going to rain soon. Joe hoped so.

	Joe was just beginning to realize his walk wasn't going to offer him much consolation when she walked by.

	He knew she didn't see him sitting in the darkness. Without yet knowing why, he stood and moved under the tree, standing rigid, his back pressed against the bark.

	She was young. Straight blond hair, blunt cut at the shoulders, tall, perhaps a little too tall for most men, but Joe was a big man, six four.

	She approached. She was wearing a white bikini bathing suit top and white linen shorts. Even in the darkness Joe could see the contrast of her tan skin against the white.

	Joe felt his penis begin to stiffen. And he was filled with a strange longing...not yet knowing what he wanted.

	Suddenly she veered to the left and began padding through the sand, making her way to the water's edge.

	He observed silently, saw her look around, making sure no one was watching. It seemed for an instant that she was staring right at him, but then her gaze moved on. Even from his distance Joe was certain she hadn't seen him.

	She undid the halter tie at the back of her bathing suit top and threw it on the sand. She slid out of the shorts and stood naked on the beach. The moonlight gave her body an opalescence, a silvery shimmering. Joe traced the outlines of her bikini on her nude figure.

	She ran into the waves. Waist deep, she put her arms above her head and dove. When she surfaced moments later she shook the water from her hair and began a slow side stroke deeper into the water.

	Joe felt as if someone else was taking over. A part of him was screaming to go back even as he began striding across the sand. He dreaded and desired the woman...not even sure what he wanted. At the water's edge, he shucked off his pants and pulled his green T-shirt over his head. Here, the air felt cold against his naked body, drying his perspiration. He made a few strides into the water, letting it come up slowly around him. The water was surprisingly warm; even in August Lake Michigan was so cold it numbed.

	He looked out at the girl. She was out far, treading water, her head turned from him.

	Joe slid silently under the water and began swimming toward her. Every few seconds he would let his face emerge, gulp a few breaths, then slip back under, hoping she hadn't noticed.

	Finally he saw her legs: perfectly shaped, long, moving back and forth. As he drew closer he made out the dark V of her pubic hair, the soft protrusion of her belly.

	Joe needed air. This time there would be no way she wouldn't notice him. When he emerged from the water he saw her turn and gasp. Her eyes shimmered with fear.

	Joe grinned.

	She began to dog-paddle quickly away from him. Easily, he followed her movements.

	"What do you want?" She stopped for a moment, and through her fear (Joe remembered this part best; it was his favorite) she gave this brave little smile.

	It was then Joe made his move.

	He dove and went straight for her legs. Wrapping his arms around her thighs, he pulled her under. She kicked and squirmed, but Joe, whose arms were roped with good muscles from years of working out, found it easy to pull her under. Once he had her all the way under, he grabbed her hair and held her down while he rose to the surface. Gasping for air now, Joe held her down. She struggled for what seemed like five, ten minutes. Rationally, Joe knew it wasn't nearly that long.

	Her struggling didn't ebb away by degrees. She stopped all at once. And Joe knew she was dead. He felt nothing, thought nothing. Only a crazy desire filled him as he began swimming back toward shore, pulling her with him.

	The beach was deserted. He heard the drone of traffic on Lake Shore Drive, but that didn't worry him. He left her lying half in, half out of the water as he dried himself with her shorts and top. He amazed himself with his calm as he pulled his pants back on, slid the T-shirt down over his chest.

	This was the best part: He dragged the girl into a copse of trees and there, with a brick, bashed her head in.

	As he saw the dark blood his desire became clear. He bent to the wound and sucked up some of her sluggish blood.

	His first...he drank only a little, although he wanted more. But a bicyclist had been coming along the concrete wall, and Joe crouched behind a bush until he was long past.

	He bent once more, drinking. The blood was beginning to clot. He slid his fingers around his lips and face and then sucked the blood off his finger.

	He felt his penis begin to throb and took it out, watching as his come arced out onto the grass.

	Up until that point, he had never felt more alive. The night was filled with sound--night insects, horns, the lapping of the dark water at the shore--and with smells and sights.

	His dark communion had given him the life he had stolen. He felt no guilt as he stood and began his walk back up Sheridan Road to Anne, whom he knew would be concerned.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 2

	Randy Mazursky could have been posing. He sat in the Berwyn police station, and even the most casual observer would have known at a glance that he was in agony, that he was the victim of a tragedy. In a gray room Randy sat on a worn oak chair, his head in his hands. His ash-blond hair looked dirty and tumbled over his forehead. The khaki slacks he wore looked almost as rumpled as his oversize tweed sport coat. 

	Randy's sobbing was soft, but had continuity. 

	Near Randy sat his parents. His father, a thin man dressed in denim coveralls and a blue shirt, studied his son with a dull expression, betraying no emotion. His hands were long, the fingers bone-thin, the palms flat. His hands trembled.

	Randy's mother sat on the other side of her son. She had tied a purple nylon scarf over her gray hair and worn a deep-purple cardigan sweater over a yellow cotton shift. She held a balled-up Kleenex, wet with tears and mucus. Her eyes were rimmed in red. She seemed to be trying to abate her sorrow, to comfort her son.

	"Oh, baby..." she whimpered, placing her hand on his arm. Randy raised his head. "We don't understand now. Maybe it's never for us to understand why Maggie was taken from us. But you gotta believe it's what the good Lord planned and one day..."

	The woman's voice droned on; there was no indication on her son's face that he heard any of what she said. His eyes were vacant.

	Randy Mazursky's mind was uncluttered. There was only one thought and that one thought repeated: a litany. Maggie is dead... Maggie is dead. In spite of the repetition he was unable to make himself believe it. Surely Maggie would come into this barren room any second now explaining how it was all a mistake and wouldn't he come home now? Or she, along with his parents and the detectives he had spoken to, would all join in and laugh at the macabre joke they had played on him. She couldn't be dead. They were going to have a baby.

	He scanned the room, seeing it for the first time. His parents stared at him, their eyes begging. What did they want from him?

	"Son." His mother's voice was raspy. "Listen to me, we'll go see Father Frank. He'll still be up; let him talk to you." His mother stood and Randy noticed her knees were knocking. He started to laugh.

	The pain was apparent on his mother's face.

	"Please son. C'mon." She tugged at Randy's arm. He let her lift it and when she let go, the arm slumped back down to the arm of the chair, as if he were asleep.

	His mother turned to his father. Her voice was tinged with bitterness. "Why don't you do something for the boy, Papa? Why do you sit there like that? Our boy needs help. For God's sake, help him."

	The old man stared at his wife as if she were a stranger. After a time his mother slumped back into her seat and began weeping.

	Randy's mind wandered back to his evening's work at the ice cream parlor. Maybe if he went back there and started over again, the evening would have a different outcome. He would go upstairs to the apartment and the radio would be on. The corridor would be filled with the smell of supper cooking. Maggie's footsteps on the kitchen linoleum. The small slap of the refrigerator door closing. He would place his key in the lock and all the muted sounds and smells would increase and he would know he was home. Maggie, wearing old jeans and a hooded red sweatshirt, would hurry in from the kitchen. Maybe he could go back.

	Jarring: Maggie is dead. They were supposed to play volleyball the following night.

	Randy stood and stretched. "I need to be by myself. I'm going to walk. Tell the detectives I'll be home in a couple hours."

	His father nodded. His mother, panic already spreading over her features, said, "No, Randy. I don't think that's a good idea. You gotta stick around, in case they find out anything. You don't wanna be alone, huh? At a time like this...Let me take you to see Father Frank."

	His father's voice cut into the room. "Let the boy alone, Theresa, please. If he wants to be alone, for Christ's sake, let him be."

	Randy glanced at the family tableau as he left the room. His worn mother standing above his father, staring. Her mouth was open. His father once more bowed his head. And his hands...Randy noticed the trembling.

	* * * *

	Pat Young had lived across from the two-flat at 2511 S. Oak Park Avenue for five years. She had watched the Mazurskys move in from the same window she watched from right now. She had been drawn to Randy's wiry good looks and made certain to position herself at the window when he went to and came home from work.

	Pat had plenty of time to do her watching. An employee of U.S. Steel in Joliet, she had been injured when she had fallen from an overhead crane.

	Everyone had told her how lucky she was. She didn't think a broken back and being confined to a wheelchair for the rest of her life was any kind of luck. But, she supposed, she was alive. And as long as she lived she would collect her disability checks from the mill. It was easy to get around her first-story studio, and when the soaps got too boring there was always her window.

	Pat had been a studier of the neighbors' comings and goings for over a year now. And the Mazurskys were by far the most interesting of her neighbors. They were so insufferably happy.

	Pat took a certain glee in watching them. She wondered how two people could spend so much time together and remain happy. She decided it was all a facade; Pat watched with anticipation for the day when she would see some trouble. She wanted to see them as she knew they really were.

	Today had held a special reward for all of Pat's efforts. She had just finished her lunch of a sandwich and an hour of All My Children when she glanced out the window and saw a not at all unattractive young man following Maggie Mazursky up the stairs. Pat knew, because it was early afternoon, Randy would not be home from work for hours. She had had only a glimpse of the man, but she was certain he was a real looker. She had managed to notice the broad shoulders and the powerful physique, the curly brown hair, and even the handsome mustached face in the few seconds she had seen him.

	Pat giggled as she thought about what must have been going on in the Mazurskys' upstairs apartment. And she was determined to have another look at the man when he came out. Being crippled prevented a lot of things, but it didn't stop her from fiercely admiring the opposite sex. Her small apartment was crowded with issues of Playgirl and Cosmopolitan.

	She had made sure to keep glancing toward the window as she watched General Hospital. In less than an hour the man emerged, and his behavior confirmed Pat's suspicions. There was a great energy to the way he walked; he practically glowed. She grabbed her binoculars from the table alongside the window and focused them. She had the man in a much closer perspective now. She was not disappointed; he was much better-looking than she had hoped...and he was smiling.

	Pat sat back, a smirk of satisfaction on her pale face. So the Mazurskys, the "happy couple" on the block, were not as happy as they seemed. Perhaps Maggie was even happier. Why shouldn't she be? Pat would be, too, if she had two men who looked so good servicing her.

	Bitterly, Pat thought perhaps she could have had the man who'd just left Maggie Mazursky. Could have had...once. Before the accident Pat had been twenty-three and the object of considerable lust among her coworkers. She had not minded the leers, the whispering when she walked by.

	She no longer cared. Pat rarely left her apartment and her skin had taken on a whitish pallor; there was a dullness to her eyes, eyes that had once been green and vibrant. Her red hair, once long and wavy, was now cut by Pat herself. She snipped away in front of a mirror until all but a couple of inches clung close to her skull.

	Who cared about looks anyway? There wasn't much a man could do with a cripple, right?

	Later that evening Pat's glee turned to morbid fascination. Randy hadn't returned home from work at his usual time, and Pat laughed aloud at the thought that maybe he had something going as well.

	She had forgotten the Mazurskys when she heard the sirens. She clicked off the television and the table lamp by the window and wheeled herself close; her knees touched the wall. She watched, shrouded in darkness. Two heavyset men emerged from the building, carrying a stretcher. On the stretcher was a form covered by a white sheet. Pat swallowed hard as she saw Randy Mazursky, close to the stretcher, his tall body stooped. He was crying.

	The red whirling light reflected off the pale brick of the Mazurskys' building. Pat watched as Randy climbed into the back of the ambulance with what must have been Maggie.

	Pat felt a mixture of emotions, fear and curiosity the most prominent.

	Pat wheeled herself away from the scene. It was time for Jeopardy!

	* * * *

	Halfway into the show Pat heard a knock at her door. She was tempted not to answer, but the volume of the television was too loud and her lights too bright to ignore any visitor.

	Wheeling herself to the door, Pat wondered who could be calling on her. As she opened the door she saw the familiar blue uniform of a Berwyn police officer. She took the young man in with a grin; he was good-looking: tall, broad-chested, slim-waisted, with brown eyes and black hair.

	Pat took on an innocent expression. "Can I help you, officer? Is anything wrong?"

	"I'm afraid so, ma'am. There's been a murder in the apartment building across the street. Margaret Mazursky. Did you know her? Know who she was?"

	Pat smiled up at him. "I'm sorry...no...I don't get around much." She gestured at her legs.

	The officer looked sympathetic. "Well, we're trying to get around to the neighborhood people, trying to see if they remember anything suspicious. Do you think you saw anyone leave the Mazurskys' apartment today? Did you maybe see someone in the neighborhood you haven't seen before?"

	Pat shook her head. "No on both counts, officer. I saw nothing."

	"Are you sure, now? Sometimes we see things and don't think anything of them. Maybe in a different light you'd remember."

	"No, officer, I don't think so. You see, I haven't been feeling well lately. I was asleep most of the day. And I've pretty much been watching TV the rest of the time. I'm sorry...I didn't see a thing."

	The policeman scribbled something in a notebook. "Could I have your name, please?"

	"Pat Young."

	"Thanks a lot, Ms. Young."

	He turned to leave. Pat called after him, "Officer, is it going to be safe around here?"

	"Well, we'll be having a lot more patrol cars in the area for a while. Try not to worry. We'll be watching. And keep your doors locked."

	Pat closed the door. The TV volume seemed louder than she'd left it. She shut it off, annoyed with the electronic voices. "Shut up," she whispered to the TV. "I have my own reasons for doing what I do."

	She conjured up an image: the handsome man stepping lightly from Maggie's apartment building. He glowed.

	She must find out who he was. Then Pat would see who was glowing. The disability checks from the mill seemed to get smaller and smaller with inflation eating into them. A nice little supplement could help out a lot.

	After all, he was dressed perfectly. Clothes like that didn't come from Kmart.

	Pat wondered about his relationship to Maggie. Had she known him? Why had she let him in?

	She didn't know how, but Pat Young was determined to find out the handsome stranger's identity.

	And when she did, well, good-bye Berwyn.

	* * * *

	After hours of walking Berwyn's orderly streets, Randy found himself in front of the building he and Maggie lived in. There were still police vehicles parked in front, and as he looked up, he saw lights and silhouetted forms moving in front of the windows. Every so often he saw a flash from a camera. Evidence technicians. Would they find anything? Randy wondered how there could be any clues; Maggie had no enemies.

	He no longer felt that the building was home--it could never be that without Maggie. He glanced up at the February sky: black, stars glittering, a three quarter moon shining, lighting the winter-dull street with silvery light. Somehow Randy felt the earth should look different, in deference to his loss. But the wind overhead, the bare branches stretching into the night, the sound of cars whizzing by en route to more orderly and untouched lives surrounded him. Didn't anyone care?

	He glanced up at the windows once more. With the lights still burning, the apartment had the nerve to look warm, almost inviting. Randy rubbed his arms through the wool of his sport coat and realized he was cold. Even his own body betrayed his loss. He walked on, trying to get his blood to move once more, trying to ignore the cold.

	* * * *

	When he came back an hour later the apartment was dark and the official vehicles were gone. The street looked normal once more, as if nothing had happened.

	Randy felt in his pockets for the front door key. Inside, it would be warm. If he couldn't stand being in the apartment his mother would love it if he came home to her. Barring that, Chicago was filled with hotels, YMCAs.

	Randy swallowed, took a breath, and made his way up the walk to the door. Barring all thought, he put one foot in front of the other going up the creaking, dark-stained wooden staircase.

	Across their door was a sign that something had gone awry. A large yellow banner hung across it. Crime scene--ongoing investigation, do not enter. Randy thought the officers wouldn't mind if he went inside, and he slid his key into the lock.

	As he opened the door Scruggums pounced for his feet. Randy picked the cat up and sat down on the couch. The cat clawed at his tight embrace, but Randy needed something to hold on to.

	The sobbing began. Dry and painful at first, Randy's mouth opened in silent anguish, his eyes wide, his shoulders shaking with the force of his grief. When the tears began, the cat jumped from his lap. She gave him one curious look before she disappeared under a ladder-back chair in the dining room.

	Randy stood and made his way around the empty apartment, turning on every light. The apartment filled with light, hummed with electricity. Randy stood in the kitchen, taking large quivering breaths as he sought to end his tears. As much as he tried to take in the plain surroundings of the kitchen, all he could see was Maggie, lying sprawled on the floor, her dark hair fanned out behind her as if arranged, the slight protrusion of her stomach, the white tinge of her skin. Every detail stayed with him in vivid color; he would never forget.

	He glanced around the room, trying to force himself to see it for what it was: a room. It held nothing. As he glanced around he saw a glimmer near the refrigerator. At first his eyes swept by, seeing only the chrome of the refrigerator's bottom. Quickly he realized there was more. He stepped to the refrigerator and knelt.

	A silver lighter lay near the refrigerator. Randy grimaced as he picked it up, noticing that a dark brown blotch covered the lower portion of the fighter. The blotch had to be Maggie's blood.

	Randy scraped some of it away and revealed the initials J.D.M. engraved in script.

	Randy filled with anger and his tears returned. He fell forward on the floor, clutching the lighter tightly in his hand. "I swear by God," he whispered, "I'll get you, J.D.M. I'll get you if I have to die doing it."

	Randy curled into a ball, holding the lighter close. Near him rested the chalk outline of his wife's body.

	* * * *

	Randy knew he could not stay in the apartment. He dialed his parents and they offered to pick him up. He said he would rather walk, and they let him.

	The lighter was in his pocket as he locked the door behind him.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 3

	Anne MacAree took off the black sable coat and handed it to the photographer's assistant. She glanced back at Louise, the photographer, who called after her, "Thanks so much, Anne. These are going to be terrific."

	Anne had just finished shooting several ads for Evans Furs. They were having an end-of-winter sale, and the ads would be appearing in the Tribune toward the end of March.

	The weariness overcame her as she sat in the cramped studio dressing room. As she tissued off her makeup she noticed how tired she looked, not a good sign for a professional. There were dark rings around her eyes that the makeup had buried. Her shoulder-length blunt-cut black hair didn't have the oriental sheen it usually did. Her eyes lacked something--vivacity.

	She ran a brush through her hair and put all of her things into a worn leather satchel, slung it over her shoulder, and left the studio. Outside she hailed a taxi and took it to Harry's on Rush Street. Maybe an afternoon Tanqueray would be just the thing to help her sleep. She had gone without the past two nights.

	The bar was filling up with the afternoon happy-hour crowd. She got a small table to herself near the wall. Giving her drink order, she stared at the business-suited men and women, feeling only slightly out of place in her jeans, boots, and white cotton sweater.

	The drink came and Anne, in her exhaustion, toned down the voices, filtered out the smoke, and sipped her drink, trying to quell the thoughts in her head.

	For three months Anne had considered leaving Joe. It was not because she was being unfaithful, or wanted to, not because he was (as far as she knew), and not because he was neglectful or she was bored. Her reasons were more insubstantial. Things would have been much easier if there were another woman or man.

	But the Joe MacAree she had married was not the Joe MacAree she lived with today. The change had been gradual; Anne could never pinpoint a time when the change had occurred.

	Anne knew, though, that the change in her husband had gone beyond a tolerable point. And she could pinpoint when he had passed the point of tolerability. Last night Joe had come home seeming filled with an inexplicable joy, so happy he was just about quivering with it. But when Anne, smiling, pressed him for an explanation, so she "could be happy too," he could do no better than reply he was just feeling good, "no special reason, Annie, darling." She had not known where he had spent the afternoon, since the desk in his office was clean and their answering service had given her a whole list of calls to be returned. When she asked him about this, he replied he had spent the entire day at the Lincoln Park Zoo. Anne had to laugh at that, but it was not a comfortable laugh.

	Later, things turned dark. Joe's passion that night was unmatched by anything in their five years together. At first Anne had been flattered by his lust. But soon things shifted out of her control, away from anything she would have desired. He took her roughly again and again, until she cried out in pain. But her fists beating on his back and her cries went unheard or unacknowledged. Anne had been used the entire night.

	She had decided the next morning she would leave him. He had gone for the day, this time on real business...seeing several of the clients he wrote ads for. Anne had seated herself in his office to write him a letter, not a good-bye letter but just one to let him know she was leaving for a while and she would be getting in touch soon.

	As she looked through his desk for paper she found the shoebox. On top was a clipping from that morning's Tribune. It described the murder of a Berwyn woman. Anne was puzzled.

	Below that were other clippings, all about murders of women in different areas in and around Chicago. A chill swept over her then: Who was this man she was living with?

	Anne stuffed the clippings back in a drawer. She tried to ebb her fear: It's nothing. Your husband, like the men who read those detective magazines, has a rather unusual preoccupation with murder. It's nothing. Even if it is unpleasant, it's probably completely normal. Primitive aggression in the urban male, something like that.

	She turned off the light in Joe's office and left quickly. She would ask him about the clippings later. Maybe she shouldn't leave him just yet. He might need her help. Maybe last night was an isolated incident. Surely every marriage has at least one episode like that.

	Surely.

	And where was he all day yesterday?

	* * * *

	Anne drained the drink. She had spent the last night unable to sleep, unable to keep the clippings out of her mind. Joe slept soundly beside her, his presence an unwelcome warmth.

	She had read until dawn.

	Anne put a dollar down on the table and left the bar. Outside, a wet gray snow had begun to fall. Joe said he would have dinner waiting.

	* * * *

	Joe had gone all day without missing the lighter. He had spent the morning with the Nature Snack people--owners of a chain of health food stores who would have worn gas masks if Joe had lit up a cigarette.

	Now at home, Joe put his portfolio and briefcase away in the closet of his office. He switched on the green and brass desk lamp and sat back in his leather desk chair, allowing himself a few minutes to relax before starting to plan the newspaper ads that Nature Snack wanted him to do. He reached into his pocket for the box of Marlboros that had been burning against his chest all morning, shook one out of the pack, and dug deep in his sport coat pocket for the silver lighter Anne had just given him the previous Christmas. With a mildly bothered expression Joe pulled his hand from his right pocket and reached into his left. No lighter. Joe checked his pants pockets. Both of them. Empty.

	Beginning to feel a slight panic he would not acknowledge, Joe rose and went to the office closet where his Burberry overcoat hung. All pockets were empty. Faster now, Joe began going through each desk drawer with empty-handed results.

	Joe sat for a moment. His breathing was fast; his blood pounded in his ears. Even though the office was a sunroom conversion and even though all that glass kept the room especially cool throughout the winter, Joe felt beads of perspiration breaking out on his forehead. Calm down, he told himself, you could have lost the lighter anywhere, anywhere at all. It could have fallen out of your coat pocket when you were at the Nature Snack offices. You might have dropped it somewhere right here in the apartment...

	Joe was on his knees, scanning every nap of their champagne-colored carpeting, praying for a glint of silver. He checked the nightstand next to their bed. Nothing. He opened and closed every drawer and cupboard in their high-tech black, red, and chrome kitchen. Nothing. Anne's pockets, purses. Nothing. In the bathroom. Nothing.

	Joe returned to his office and sat down, trying to calm his pounding heart. He told himself it fell out on the street; the lighter lay at this very moment underneath the coat rack in the Nature Snack offices.

	In spite of all his assurances he knew where the lighter was. It was in Berwyn, in the apartment of Maggie Mazursky, the late Maggie Mazursky. His lighter...with his initials. Damn! He slammed his fist down on the green blotter. He had always been so careful never to leave a clue to his identity. And now the police would find a one-hundred-fifty-dollar sterling silver lighter that could easily be traced to the Michigan Avenue store where Anne had purchased it two months before and had made sure to have his initials plainly engraved on the face.

	Joe went to the window and stared out at the traffic on Lake Shore Drive. Beyond the orderly lines of cars lay the lake. Today its waters were gray and churning, pounding against the beach with fury. Anguished and uselessly eroding, the waves rose higher against the pearl gray sky. Joe forced himself to concentrate on the water. Forced himself to trace the rise of a wave from far out on the dark water and follow its progress to the shore.

	The mental calming would not work. Joe looked down at his sweat-slicked palms, his shaking hands. What would Anne think when she came home? How could he explain such anxiety?

	Joe crossed to the tiny bathroom he had off his office. Inside the medicine cabinet Joe found an old bottle of Valium, prescribed to Anne years ago when she had lost their first and only child to labor complications. He gulped down the small yellow pill without water or thought and returned to his office. Sitting down at his desk, Joe forced himself to close his eyes and wait for the drug to take effect.

	After a while the sweating stopped and Joe regained control over his shaking hands. He walked once more to the window, stared out.

	"I've got to get that lighter back...and soon."

	* * * *

	Joe had just put the fettuccine in the boiling water when he heard Anne's key in the lock. He decided he had better work on the cream sauce for the Alfredo rather than run to greet her at the door. Things had not gone well with them since he had let himself get out of hand in bed the previous night. Joe thought he would have to keep the sustenance he got from his victims in check or Anne would grow suspicious.

	"Something smells good," Anne said without much enthusiasm.

	Joe turned from the stove and smiled at her. She did not meet his eyes. Sitting down at the small red lacquered table, she began leafing through the stack of mail that had come that day, all the while wondering how she would confront him with her questions on the clippings she had found in his drawer. Maybe now isn't the right time, she thought, maybe never. It would only embarrass him. Perhaps it's nothing.

	"How'd it go today?"

	She finally looked up and met his eyes. He was smiling, with an eager-to-please expression. His brown eyes seemed so alert, his smile so genuine that Anne was unable to believe there was anything wrong between them.

	Her first impulse had been to reply that things could have gone better had she had a little sleep the past two nights. But why chafe against him? Surely things weren't going to get better if she resisted his efforts at friendliness.

	"Things went...very well. They always do with Louise. She makes me feel more comfortable, less afraid to experiment."

	Joe waved his hand. "Ah...with your looks it really doesn't matter who's behind the camera."

	"Please." Anne laughed and got up from the table. "How soon till dinner? I'd like to take a quick shower. Do I have time?"

	"Go ahead." Joe went over to the red sink, straining the noodles, his face obscured by clouds of steam.

	As Anne walked by Joe's office she noticed the door ajar. Glancing in, she was stunned to see the usually orderly room looking as if it had been ransacked. The desk drawers were pulled open, Joe's overcoat was in a heap on the floor, and his sport coat was flung across his leather chair.

	Anne's fragile sense of well-being disappeared as quickly as it had come. What was he up to?

	As she headed toward the shower she heard him in the kitchen, humming. Things weren't fitting together. How many people was she living with?

	She knew she should find out, just come out and ask him. Wasn't that what they were always saying, "keep the lines of communication open"?

	As the hot water hit her Anne thought, let's wait. There can be no harm in giving things a little time. A little time to restore equilibrium. No, there could be no harm in that at all.

	Anne hoped.

	* * * *

	The fettuccine Alfredo was wonderful. And Joe prepared the veal simply, cooked in butter with a light flour coating. Joe even went out before dinner and bought a bottle of Liebfraumilch, Anne's favorite wine.

	Shoveling the last forkful of fettuccine into her mouth, Anne thought to herself, boy, the way to my heart is no secret. She sat back in her chair, the glass of wine in her hand, and looked across the table at Joe.

	In the light from the burning-down candles his face had a radiance, a glow of innocence. The candle's flame brought out a tinge of color in his cheeks, and his eyes reflected the light. Anne wondered how she could have ever imagined leaving this beautiful man.

	The two did not speak. The corners of Joe's mouth turned up in a smile as he raised his wineglass to her, and she returned the gesture. Anne thought one thing that was comfortable about their marriage was the silence.

	Anne finished her glass of wine. After a time of sitting and looking at each other, Joe rose and blew out the candles. Now the room was lit only by the bright moon outside their floor-to-ceiling windows. The room was silvery. Joe crossed to Anne and, taking her hand, led her to the windows. He faced her toward the glass and draped his arm over her shoulders. Both stared out at the shimmering waters of Lake Michigan below them.

	Slowly, Joe slid to his knees and encircled Anne's legs with his arms. He unfastened the buttons of her jeans and worked them down over her hips and further. She did not move except to lift her legs to get out of the jeans. Joe began kissing her ankles and worked upward until he was slowly licking the insides of her thighs.

	Anne murmured and reached down to bury her fingers in his curly hair. His tongue went to the outside of her panties and he pressed his lips against the outline of her vulva. Soon her panties (pale blue) were wet enough from herself and Joe's actions that he could see the outline of her pubic hair through the satin. With one finger he pulled her panties aside and thrust his tongue deep inside her as she moaned, unsure of her ability to stand much longer. She hurried to get out of the panties to allow him to move more freely. Joe's tongue moved up and down her vulva with alternating soft and hard strokes, stopping every so often to press and swirl against her clitoris. Joe forced his tongue deep inside, tasting her.

	When she came, she practically winced, one hand against the cold glass of the window, the other pulling at his curls.

	"Please," she whispered, reaching down and placing her hands under his arms to pull him up. Once she saw that he was standing Anne pulled the white sweater over her head. Joe's hands immediately covered her breasts. Gently, she took them away, saying, "Wait; it's your turn."

	She unbuttoned his shirt, kissing him after each button. When the shirt was off she removed his pants and underwear. She giggled, "Take off your socks." Then she slid down him, her body never losing contact.

	In one swift movement she swallowed him and he cried out, his hands holding her head while he thrust into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around his cock, trying to meet his thrusts with her lips, her tongue.

	All too soon, she could tell by the rapidness of his breathing, he was ready to come. She pulled quickly away from him, squeezing tight on his penis. "Not yet," she whispered and lay back on the carpeting.

	He knelt between her raised knees, positioning himself. Then, supporting his weight with his arms, he entered her swiftly, burying his cock deep, then pulling out almost to the point where he was out of her, then plunging back in again.

	It was over in minutes. They came together, each crying out into the silver darkness of the room, Anne digging her nails into his ass, contracted to shoot his come deep inside.

	He lay on top of her for only a few moments, then he lifted her and carried her into the bedroom. Once under the maroon comforter they rested in each other's arms for no more than twenty minutes, then she climbed on top of him and they took their time.

	After, nestled in the crook between his arm and chest, feeling the easy rise and fall of his breathing, Anne whispered, "What about the clippings?"

	Because she was so near, she felt him tense, his breathing suspended for a moment. No, she thought, please, I didn't want to ruin this moment.

	"What clippings?" he asked in a voice that showed his anxiety more clearly than if he hadn't tried to be casual.

	Anne tried to laugh, make it seem as if they meant nothing to her as well, but already she was worried. "The ones in your desk. All those murders. Planning on writing a book?"

	His breathing became easy once more. He laughed. "How did you know? That gory stuff fascinates me no end. I'm kind of embarrassed, but I think it would make great best-seller material. Don't you?"

	And because she was a much better actor than he, she was able to look at him, smile and say, "Yes."

	Soon she felt the regular breathing of his sleep. Her anger ebbed. Perhaps he was just using the murders as source material for a novel. Why else have the clippings?

	Because she wanted to believe so much, she did.

	* * * *

	When Joe was certain Anne was asleep he got up from the bed and went to his office. As soundlessly as possible, he closed the door behind him. He went to his chair, placed his face in his hands, and wept.

	Why? he asked himself over and over. Why would he kill all those women? How could he and feel nothing? Now he was faced with Anne's knowing and he could not, would not, lose her love.

	Nothing meant more to him.

	After the sobbing subsided and he had blown his nose, Joe went to his desk and removed the shoebox he had put the clippings in. Stupid, he thought, stupid to leave these lying around. And as he began shredding them into his wastebasket, he swore to himself he would never be so stupid again.

	Staring out the window, he swore he would never kill again. He could never replace the lives he had taken, but he would take no more. And he would not be caught. His mind flashed on the lighter. Stupid to have lost it, but he must get it back. How he would get it back was still open to a plan, but when was clear: tomorrow at the latest. He could not risk discovery. He would get his lighter back and that would be the end of it, never again.

	He pulled the calendar on his desk over and circled the date he had killed Maggie Mazursky in red. The red would serve as a reminder. A hot touch to his pain...he must never forget. The pain would keep him away from the sickness and he would keep Anne. But the pain, yes, the pain, must always be kept fresh in his memory. This last one was pregnant.

	Tomorrow Joe would pay his second visit to Berwyn. He prayed he would think of a clever way to retrieve what was his. A clever way to save himself from the loss of all he held dear.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 4

	When Joe awakened the next morning the first thing he noticed was how bright the light filtering through their Levolor blinds was. He rose and walked to the window. Pulling the cord to glance outside, Joe was confronted with a world of blinding white. The sun sparkled down from a cloudless blue sky on at least four inches of snow. Normally Joe wouldn't have minded the sight, but thoughts of breaking and entering and retrieving a lost lighter sprang into his mind. He thought of icy roads and unexplainable car accidents in Berwyn. "What on earth were you doing in Berwyn of all places?" he could hear Anne asking. He thought of looking particularly conspicuous against a backdrop of white snow and brilliant sunlight. "Hey, mister, you wanna tell me what you think yer doin' nosin' around here?" he could hear a policeman asking. He thought of schools being out of session, canceled due to the weather, the surrounding yards filled with children building snowmen and having snowball battles. "Hey, there's some guy standing outside the house where that lady got killed! You think we should tell somebody?" he could hear a snot-nosed boy asking.

	He heard the rattle of a pan in the kitchen and tensed. Anne was supposed to have an early morning shoot; the modeling session had been marked on her calendar: 8:30 A.M. He looked at the digital clock on the nightstand next to their bed; it was nine forty-five. Could someone have broken in? Cautiously, Joe reached for his robe. Then he heard Anne's voice clear and high on "Take the A Train." What was she still doing here? He had counted on her absence, counted on not having to make up a story. The problem with their closeness was that Anne knew his schedule very well; she could have easily rattled off the meetings he would have to attend for that week. He knew she would be curious and he hated lying to her. Somehow, breaching the honesty they shared was unthinkable to him. Absurd, he knew, in light of some of the acts he had committed during their marriage.

	Joe slid into his robe and wandered out to the kitchen. Smells of a country morning greeted him: bacon frying, coffee percolating. The sound of eggs sizzling in butter and the sight of the table, set with a crystal pitcher of orange juice and a matching crystal bud vase with a white rose, caused him for a moment to forget his mission.

	Anne turned from the refrigerator, a bowl of orange wedges in her hands. When she saw him she smiled, lifting the bowl of oranges to him in greeting. "Guess what? The shoot for Marshall Fields has been postponed until next week. You're in luck...your free day doesn't have to be spent all by your lonesome."
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