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For everyone who chose the right thing and it still wasn’t enough.






My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?

Why are you so far from saving me,

so far from my cries of anguish?

— Psalm 22:1










The Sonya Trilogy

Book One: Born

Book Two: Betrayed

Book Three: Reborn









Prologue


The Barn

Remember this. A barn at the end of a farm track in Ukraine, twelve kilometres from Lviv, in November. The rain has been falling for three days. The metal roof holds most of it. Not all of it. There are places where the water finds the seams and comes through in thin threads, and the hay on the floor beneath those places has gone dark. A lantern. One lantern, sitting on a crate in the center of the space, throwing its circle of light against the dark. Two women. One of them is on the floor. She is pressing her hands down against the other woman’s leg with everything she has — her whole weight, her whole self, everything Delta ever taught her about controlling a bleed. Her hands are warm. Her hands are very warm. That is not a good sign and she knows it and she does not stop pressing. The other woman — The other woman is looking at her. That is what she will remember. Not the blood. Not the cold. Not the sound of the helicopter lifting somewhere outside, the rotor wash drumming against the barn walls and then fading. The eyes. Still present. Still choosing to look at her instead of away. She says her name. She says it the way you say a name when you are trying to hold someone in place with it — when the name is the last rope and you are not ready to let go of the rope. The eyes do not look away. This is where it ends. You do not know yet what it means. You will. Read it again when you get there. Remember this: she never let go.









Part One


The Badge






Chapter 1 — Vienna
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The rain had been falling since Thursday. Detective Sonya Logan stood at the entrance to the confessional and looked at what the sexton had called arranged. He had used the word twice on the phone, and the second time his voice had gone quiet in a particular way that meant he was beginning to understand what he had seen. The priest was seated in the confessor’s side — Father Benedikt, sixty-three, who had administered the sacrament of penance in this cathedral every Friday morning for eleven years. This was Wednesday. He was not supposed to be here Wednesday. The sexton had come to set out the Advent candles and found the outer curtain drawn and the smell already present and made the mistake of looking. Sonya did not look at the smell. She looked at the rosary. It was not Father Benedikt’s rosary. His was a simple plastic green, the kind given to confirmation students, found in his jacket pocket where it always lived. The rosary around his neck was old wood, dark with handling, each bead worn to an asymmetrical smoothness that meant decades of use. The crucifix was silver and old. The hands had been crossed over it with a precision that did not belong to the position of a man dying of cardiac arrest, which is what the sexton had assumed and what the coroner would not. “He lived alone,” Rios said, from behind her. “Yes.” “No family in Vienna. Came from Linz in 2009.” “I know.” She had read the preliminary in the car. She read everything in the car. Rios had long since stopped remarking on it.

Detective First-Class Aleksander Rios was fifty-eight years old and had been working homicide in Vienna for nineteen of those years. He was built like a man who had once been stronger than he currently needed to be. He had a daughter Sonya’s age and a son in university and a wife who made Kipferl on Sunday mornings and brought them to the precinct in a tin with a paper doily. He had recruited Sonya from the international liaison post when she came off her Interpol secondment two and a half years prior. He had watched her clear a three-case backlog in six weeks and said, simply: I would like you to work with me. She had said yes because Vienna was close to Rome and close to Ukraine and because she was tired of moving. “The curtain,” she said. “Someone drew it from outside. The confessor’s side opens inward from the nave — you can reach the curtain without entering.” “So the sexton wouldn’t have seen him from the nave.” “Not unless he looked directly.” “Someone knew that.” Rios said nothing. He knew when she was thinking out loud and when she was asking. After two and a half years, he had learned to tell the difference. It was the most useful thing about him, and she was aware that she had come to rely on it in the way you relied on an exit: knowing it was there without always needing it. She stepped back from the threshold and looked at the confessional as a whole. A triple-booth construction — penitent, priest, penitent — dark oak, Baroque carving that matched the rest of the nave. The central booth’s curtain drawn. The penitent booths open. The kneelers worn to the impression of use in the padding’s center. This was Karlskirche — St. Charles Borromeo, consecrated 1737, situated at the south end of the Resselpark with its oval dome visible from the Ring. It was not her church. She had not grown up in Vienna. She had grown up in the kind of city that makes its daughters functional and then sends them somewhere harder, and Vienna had been the second-to-last stop on that journey. But she knew this church. She had sat in its pews twice in two and a half years — not during services, in the late afternoons when the tourists had gone and the light came through the elliptical window above the nave and lay across the stone floor like something that had traveled a long distance to arrive here. She had not prayed during either visit. She had sat with her hands in her lap and her rosary in her coat pocket and thought about nothing and then thought about everything and then gone back to work. She was not thinking about that now.

“Time of death,” she said. “Coroner puts it between Sunday night and Monday morning. He’s been here two days.” “No one came to prepare the altar on Monday.” “Bank holiday. Tuesday — I’m checking with the parish secretary.” “Maintenance comes Thursdays.” She looked at the worn tile between the confessionals and the nave. “He would have been here through Sunday services if the curtain hadn’t been drawn. Someone knew the schedule, or they watched the building long enough to know it.” “Could be luck.” “It isn’t luck.” Rios was quiet. The rain hit the high windows in irregular pulses — not a downpour, not a drizzle. The specific grey insistence of a city that has been here a long time and intends to go on being here. “The rosary isn’t in the registry,” he said. “No.” “We’ll canvas the diocese. See if it matches any known pieces.” She looked at it one more time. Old wood. Decades of handling. Not decorative. Not ceremonial. This rosary had been used every day for a very long time by someone who needed it, and then it had been placed around a dead priest’s neck in a confessional in Vienna, and whoever placed it had crossed the man’s hands over it with the precision of someone who had thought carefully about what they wanted this to look like. Penitence, or accusation. Those were the two registers available. She had not yet decided which. She photographed it — four angles, the crucifix close, the bead texture close — and stepped back and let forensics finish their work. In the body of the nave, she stood and let herself look at the space the way she had been trained not to: not as evidence, not as scene, but as place. The high vault. The fresco above the high altar. The side chapels with their votive candles still lit, because no one had told the cathedral to stop being a cathedral. The smell of wax and old stone and the metallic undertone that was making the two younger forensics officers breathe through their mouths. Sonya did not breathe through her mouth. At the back of the nave, near the main doors, a uniformed officer stood with the sexton and two parishioners who had arrived for morning and been intercepted. One of the parishioners — a woman in her seventies, coat buttoned carefully to the collar — was looking past the officer toward the confessional with an expression Sonya recognized: the specific grief of a person realizing that a place they believed to be safe is not safe. Had never been safe. Had been many

things — beautiful, solemn, ancient, beloved — but not, in the end, safe. Sonya turned away. She walked the full perimeter of the nave. She did this at every scene. The full circuit, no urgency, walking and looking and letting her mind assemble things in the order they chose. Rios had asked her once what she was doing during the circuit. She had told him she was counting. He had not followed up. She was not counting. She was doing the thing that had no name in any training she had received and that she had never described to anyone in any professional context: she was asking the room what it had been asked to hold. A crime scene was always a record of intention. Someone had made decisions here — what to bring, how long to take, what to arrange, what to leave. Every decision was a choice made under pressure. Under pressure, people revealed what they had practiced. Whatever had been practiced here had been practiced carefully and for a long time. She completed the circuit and stopped outside the sacristy door, which stood half-open. It had already been cleared. She looked through the gap. A priest’s vestments on a hook. A schedule pinned to the wall. A coffee mug on the counter, rinsed and upturned to dry. Father Benedikt had rinsed his coffee mug and left it to dry and then someone had restrained him and delivered a precise blow to the back of his skull and arranged him in his own confessional and drawn the curtain and walked out of the cathedral and he had been there for two days before anyone found him. She took out her notebook. She wrote the date, the location, the victim’s name and age. She wrote: Not his rosary. She wrote: Knew the schedule. She wrote: Practiced. She drew a line under that word. Then she stood with the pen hovering. She wrote: He chose the confessional. Not: the killer chose the confessional. He. The choice was intentional and the location was intentional and together they were a statement. The confessional was the place of absolution — where the confessor sat and the penitent knelt and the screen separated them and what passed through the screen was supposed to stay there: sealed, under God, in the dark. Father Benedikt had heard confessions in this space for eleven years. Whatever he had heard was sealed. That was the architecture of the thing. Someone was making a statement about what had been sealed. She closed the notebook. Rios appeared at her elbow — the quiet efficiency he reserved for scenes. In the precinct he moved like a man with somewhere to be. At a scene he moved like furniture, present without

announcing itself. “Forensics wants another forty minutes,” he said. “Fine.” “Father someone from the diocese office came. He’s in the sacristy.” “Tell him I’ll need the full staff schedule for the past month. Names, dates, times. Volunteers as well.” “He may push back.” “Tell him I need it before end of day or I go through the bishop’s office.” Rios almost smiled. He had a particular almost-smile he deployed when she did the thing that had made him recruit her — the thing that was not aggression and was not performance but was simply the specific quality of a woman who had decided what outcome she was working toward and was now walking the most direct line to it. He had told her once, early, that it reminded him of his daughter. She had not responded to that. She had not known, then, what to do with a man who offered paternal comparison as a compliment. She knew now. She accepted it the way you accepted warmth when you were cold: without making anything of it, because making something of it might make it stop. “I’ll be outside,” she said. She pushed through the main doors into the rain. The square in front of Karlskirche was empty the way working Wednesday mornings were empty — a cyclist crossing the far end, two women with umbrellas moving quickly, a delivery van idling at the corner. The rain was thin and cold and did not care about any of it. She stood under the portico and looked at the square and thought about the word she had written and underlined. Practiced. Somewhere in this city, there was a person who had stood outside a cathedral and made a series of decisions. Who had brought a rosary belonging to someone — to themselves, to a woman, to a grandmother, to some institution she had not yet named — and placed it with the deliberation of someone completing a statement they had been composing for a long time. She had three cases ahead of this one in the queue. She was going to work this case until it was finished. She did not know yet what it would cost to finish it. She would not have stopped if she had known. That is the thing about Sonya Logan that mattered most, that the people who chose to use her understood and the people who chose to betray her understood too late: she did not stop. Not when it was dangerous. Not when it was personal. Not even when the case she was working turned out to be her own.

She put her notebook in her pocket and stood in the rain and waited for forensics to finish. Behind her, inside the cathedral, the votive candles burned.






Chapter 2 — Rios
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His name was Aleksander Rios and he had been working homicide in Vienna for nineteen years and he made the best coffee in the precinct because he was the only one who cleaned the machine. This was not a trivial thing. The machine had twelve settings and a water reservoir that accumulated scale at a rate that indicated something unfavorable about the municipal water supply, and most of the detectives on the third floor treated it the way they treated the evidence filing system — something that worked until it didn’t, at which point it became someone else’s problem. Rios descended on it with vinegar and a descaling tablet every second Tuesday. This was the kind of man he was. Sonya had understood this within the first week. She understood other things too, in that week and the weeks that followed. That he kept a photograph of his wife in the upper left drawer of his desk but not on the desk itself — visible to him, not to the room. That he never ate at his desk during a case, but ate at it constantly otherwise: bread with cheese, an apple, coffee he poured into the same ceramic mug he had brought from home and that he washed by hand at the third-floor sink every evening. That he had a habit, when thinking, of turning his wedding ring slowly on his finger — not a nervous gesture, a deliberate one, the way some people tapped a pen or bounced a heel. That he never asked for her opinion without already having formed his own. That he was, in the specific way of men who had been good at something for a long time, quietly certain. She had not expected to trust him. She had expected to work for him and be useful and maintain the professional distance that she maintained everywhere, which was not coldness — she had been told, once, by a training officer in a different context, that she ran warm, that

people wanted to be near her, and that this was both an asset and a liability in the field. She had filed this observation. She did not know what to do with it then. She had learned, over the years, to use the warmth deliberately and to leave it at the door of the places that required she work alone. Vienna had not required she work alone. Vienna had given her Rios. The morning after Father Benedikt, she arrived at six forty-five. He was already there. He had been there since six, which she knew because the coffee was past its first temperature and he never let it sit past forty minutes. He slid a cup toward her without looking up from the report he was reading. “The diocese came through at eleven last night,” he said. “Father Benedikt’s schedule for the past six weeks. I’ve marked the Wednesdays.” She sat. She took the cup. “How many?” “Three times he was in the building on a Wednesday. All three in the past six weeks. Two were unscheduled — he let himself in with his key.” “So whoever planned this had to have been watching for long enough to know the pattern was possible, not certain.” “Or they didn’t plan around a Wednesday. They planned around his key.” She looked up. He was watching her over his reading glasses with the expression he used when he had already followed a line of thought to its conclusion and was waiting to see how long it took her to arrive there. “He let himself in,” she said. “Yes.” “The curtain was drawn from outside. But he was already in the building.” “Yes.” She thought about this. The confessional. The curtain pulled from the nave side. A man already inside the booth, already seated in the confessor’s chair. A person standing in the nave who reached across and drew the curtain closed. “He was meeting someone,” she said. “That’s what I think.” “He expected them. He was in the confessional, in his chair, because that was where they agreed to meet.” “Yes.” “Not a sacramental meeting. He wasn’t wearing his vestments — you noted that in the preliminary. A confessor wears his stole.” “He wasn’t there as a confessor.”

“He was there as a man who had something to say. Or something to hear. And whoever he was meeting with killed him and arranged him as if the meeting had been a confession after all.” Rios took off his reading glasses and set them on the desk. He had a way of doing this that meant he was finished with analysis and was moving into something else — into the part of the work that was not deduction but territory, the part where you stopped reasoning and started operating. She had learned this tell in the third week. “Sonya,” he said. “Yes.” “The Europol liaison wants to brief us on the Krakow and Bratislava cases today. I’ve scheduled it for ten.” “I’ll be there.” “Before that — I want you to read the Bratislava file yourself. Not the summary. The full file. There’s something in the witness testimony that didn’t make the summary and I want to know if you see what I see.” She looked at him. “What do you see?” “I want to see if you see it first.” This was the thing about Rios that had undone her caution without her quite noticing. He did not explain himself to her to demonstrate his authority. He did not withhold information to maintain it. He shared his process the way a craftsman shared a tool — because the tool was more useful in use than in a drawer, and because a craftsman who kept all his tools to himself eventually had nothing to make. She had worked for people who were afraid of her competence. They were identifiable by how much they explained, how carefully they positioned their conclusions before she could arrive at them independently. They spoke in the register of preemption. Rios spoke in the register of confidence. She had not known, before Vienna, that the difference would feel like this. Like being handed the full weight of a thing and trusted to carry it. “I’ll read it before ten,” she said. He nodded and put his glasses back on. He was already reading again. She took her coffee to her desk. The precinct was coming alive around them — the overnight shift rotating out, the first wave of the day shift arriving with their coats damp from the rain that had resumed sometime after midnight. Someone turned on the radio in the break room and someone else turned it off. The fluorescent overhead on the far side of the room hummed at the frequency that she had noted in her first week and made note not to sit under. She opened the Bratislava file.

The victim: Father Tomáš Dvorak, sixty-one, found in the sacristy of St. Martin’s Cathedral three days after the estimated time of death. The arrangement: not a confessional this time, but a chair — pulled to face the east wall, positioned before a small devotional print of the Madonna. The rosary: the same category of piece as the Vienna rosary. Old, handled, worn to a dark smoothness. Found in his hands, not around his neck. She read the witness testimony. A woman, seventy-three, who had come to the cathedral on a Tuesday morning seven weeks before the murder to drop off flowers for the altar. She had seen Father Dvorak in conversation with a man outside the side entrance to the sacristy. She described the man as tall, calm, well-dressed. Not young but not old. She said he spoke to Father Dvorak in a way that made the Father look at his shoes. He spoke to him the way someone speaks to a person who has done something they cannot undo, the woman had said. The Father kept nodding but he wasn’t agreeing. He was enduring. Sonya read this sentence twice. She understood what Rios had seen. Not a random victim. Not a priest chosen for his position or his access. A priest chosen because of something specific he had done or witnessed or failed to do, and who had known — somewhere beneath his endurance, in the part of a person that receives the truth before the mind permits it — that the debt was not going to stay theoretical. She thought about the word carved in the Graz pew. Testis. Witness. She thought about Father Benedikt agreeing to meet someone in the church where he had heard confessions for eleven years. Arriving early. Sitting in his chair. Waiting. There was a category of meeting that a priest would agree to in the dark hours, in an empty building, without telling anyone. A meeting where the other party held something — evidence, a name, a file — that the priest needed to remain private. The kind of meeting you did not write in a calendar. The kind you endured and hoped would end the matter. It had ended the matter. She closed the Bratislava file and sat for a moment with her hands flat on her desk. Whoever was doing this was not an opportunist. They were not a predator in the conventional sense — not hunting for access, not improvising. They had files. They knew what these men had done or failed to do. They had spent time with the knowledge before they acted on it. There was, in the Latin words, in the arrangements, in the specific selection of the rosaries, an accumulated patience that was worse than rage. Rage was immediate and imprecise. This was neither. This was verdict.

She was thinking about this when Rios appeared at her desk again. He set a document in front of her — a printed sheet, a name and an address in Graz. “The third victim’s parish administrator,” he said. “She called the Graz liaison this morning. She says she has a log.” “What kind of log.” “A record of formal complaints made to the diocesan office over the past fifteen years. Signed letters. She kept copies of everything because the office kept losing its files.” He paused. “She says none of the complaints were acted upon.” Sonya looked at the paper. She looked at his face. “She kept copies,” she said. “Fifteen years.” “How many complaints.” “She said she stopped counting at forty.” The room continued around them. Someone refilled the coffee machine. Outside the rain moved across the Resselpark in grey curtains, the chestnut trees stripped bare, the dome of Karlskirche visible through the third-floor window as a pale outline in the weather. Sonya picked up the paper and stood. “I’ll drive,” she said. Rios retrieved his coat from the back of his chair. This was the part she would return to, later, in the hospital room in Ukraine, in the specific territory between unconscious and waking where the mind replays what it needs to replay before it will let you surface. Not the ending. Not the barn. She would return to this: a rainy morning in November, a precinct coming alive around them, a man handing her a piece of paper with the unhurried confidence of someone who trusted her entirely to know what to do with it. She had trusted him the same way. She had not been wrong to trust him. That was the part she could not resolve. The trust had been real. The warmth had been real. The Sunday tin and the clean machine and the way he never preempted her thinking — all of it real, all of it chosen, all of it exactly what it appeared to be. And also: not enough. Not even close to enough. Not nearly enough to matter, in the end, when the account came due. She would learn this the hard way, the way she learned most things that mattered: by being wrong in a direction she could not have anticipated, at a cost she could not have named, in a building she walked into voluntarily and from which she did not, entirely, come back. But that was later. That was not yet.



OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Sonya: Betrayed

		Sonya: Betrayed		The Genesis Series · Book Two		Dr. Matthew Lewis





		The Sonya Trilogy





		Prologue		The Barn





		Part One		The Badge

		Chapter 1 — Vienna

		Chapter 2 — Rios

		Chapter 3 — The Body

		Chapter 4 — The Prosecutor

		Chapter 5 — The Network

		Chapter 6 — The Admiral

		Chapter 7 — The Second Body

		Chapter 8 — Marcus

		Chapter 9 — The Files

		Chapter 10 — What He Sees

		Chapter 11 — Testis

		Chapter 12 — Karlskirche at Night

		Chapter 13 — What Marcus Knew

		Chapter 14 — Following Rios

		Chapter 15 — Her Cathedral

		Chapter 16 — What Rios Is

		Chapter 17 — Marcus

		Chapter 18 — Three Men

		Chapter 19 — Dark

		Chapter 20 — Colleen

		Chapter 21 — The Packages

		Chapter 22 — Rios Arrested

		Chapter 23 — Ukraine

		Chapter 24 — The Barn





		Epilogue		The Rosary





		Author’s Note		The Sonya Trilogy





		Also by Lewis Publishing House

		About the Author





  
    		
      Title Page
    


    		
      Cover
    


  





OEBPS/media/file25.jpg
T
DR. MATTHEW LEWIS/
— STORY ARCHITECT —— 4

THE SONYA TRILOGY BOOK TWO

THE GENESIS SERIES
) eo—

S






OEBPS/media/file0.jpg





OEBPS/media/file1.jpg





