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“GET UP!” ALFRED FREEDMAN shouted over the pouring rain. “You wanted him; now you got him!” Alfred watched as the girl tried to stand; she fell against a tree. “Get up, whore.” The rain fell hard and heavy, and lightning flashed across the sky.

Alfred Freedman wiped the rainwater from his face. “Get up, that’s it. You can do it!” He stood in front of the girl, smiling. She did her best to stand, but the dead body tied to her back made it impossible. “You liked him more than me; carry his sorry ass!” The body that the girl carried was her boyfriend’s. His one hundred and fifty pounds of decomposing flesh wreaked havoc on her sense of smell.

Alfred Freedman had killed the girl’s boyfriend three days ago and dug him up for this occasion. But before he had attached the foul-smelling corpse to the back of the girl, he grabbed her by the hair and shouted, “You should’ve been nicer to me!” The girl tried to speak. “What? Are you trying to say I’m sorry?” The girl mumbled in a weak voice, “Inhaler.” 

“What, you want your inhaler?” he said, mocking the girl. Her asthma kicked in. The smell that came off the dead boy did not bother Alfred Freedman. He patted the girl’s pockets and removed the device. “Oh, here it is,” he said. He sprayed the medication into the air. “Oh, you wanted your medication?” He grinned at her.

Thunder boomed overhead.

The girl crawled three feet before she collapsed.

Alfred Freedman threw her asthma medication at her. “Get up!” he froze when someone called the girl’s name. He looked left and then right. Through the downpour, he could see two people approaching; they were wearing yellow raincoats. He looked at his victims; a large tree shielded them. 

“Hi, there.” the man said as he waved, the rain beating down on his cap. A woman walked beside him. “You didn’t happen to see a teenage girl, did you?” 

“We were told that some of our students came this way,” the woman said. “We’re from Paul K. Helman High School...” Alfred Freedman pulled a gun from his pocket, pointed it at the woman’s face, and pulled the trigger. Then he shot the man in the throat. Alfred Freedman slipped and fell as he ran away, cutting his hand on a broken branch.

The killer ran toward Interstate 80, which was two miles away. Fifty yards from the interstate, Alfred Freedman stopped and removed his backpack. He took off his raincoat and stuffed it into the bag. He pulled out another, put it on, and threw the pack into the forest.

The rain was coming down in buckets, and traffic was scarce. It took five minutes before Alfred Freedman saw the first motorist. “How far you are goin,’ friend?” The driver asked when the stranger hopped in the front seat. Alfred Freedman stared at the man. The driver was no older than the killer, who was seventeen years old. The killer looked over his shoulder and stared at the rear window.

No one was following.

“Hey, you’re bleeding, man,” The driver said. “Your hand.” Alfred removed the gun from his raincoat pocket and pressed it against the driver’s head, “Don’t worry about that. Just drive this fuckin’ car.”

Monday, July 1, 2017

10:37 A.M.

––––––––
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DETECTIVE FIRST GRADE Iris Williams and her partner and lover, Detective Second Grade Annette Toni, stood before the newly restored Double 0 precinct in Harlem. Four hours earlier, they were promoted to their current ranks at 1 Police Plaza. After the ceremony, which included a lavish brunch, Iris and Toni were escorted to the Double 0, along with the deputy commissioner and other top brass within the department. 

The old Double 0 precinct had been demolished after a series of explosions tore through the building a year and a half ago. The culprit was a teenage serial killer who had sent panic through the city. Forty-three police officers, detectives, and high officials were killed in the explosion. Iris and Toni apprehended the seventeen-year-old serial killer, ending her murderous rampage. 

Detective Iris Williams had been on the force for over fifteen years. Her arrest and convictions are the highest of any detective, male or female, that the NYPD has seen in decades; she is obsessed with being a detective.

Iris and Toni, along with the deputy commissioner, held a large pair of scissors over a white ribbon that blocked the entrance to the building. ABC, CBS, NBC, CNN, and Fox 5 News were on hand to record the opening of the new Double 0.

Iris and Toni were all smiles as they cut the ribbon.

The new Double 0 precinct boasted an ultramodern forensic lab. It, too, housed a workout facility. There was also a room designed for stress relief. After the tour of the building, Iris and Toni entered the detectives’ squad room on the third floor. They were given a corner office at Iris’ request; she and Toni’s desk faced one another. “This is cool,” Iris said. She walked over to the window and pulled up the blinds. “Wow.” Toni closed the door before she walked over to where Iris was standing. She stood behind her girlfriend and placed her arms around Iris’ waist. 

“How does it feel, Detective First Grade?” Toni asked. Iris turned around and placed her arms around Toni’s neck. The detectives stood nose to nose. “I’m loving it, Detective Second Grade.” Iris leaned in and placed a warm kiss on her girlfriend's lips. A knock on the door forced them to disengage. A man wearing a Verizon uniform entered the room. “Just let me check the line on your computers.” The man said. After several seconds, he announced, “OK. You’re all set up.” 

Iris and Toni sat at their desk. “Did you give it some thought, Iris?” 

“What?” Iris replied.

Toni sucked her teeth. “You know what.” A month after they had closed the bomber case, the detectives decided to start a family. 

There was talk around the department that Iris and Toni were lovers; Captain Finely did everything he could to have Iris and Toni transferred to another precinct. The stink reached the commissioner’s office, but the police commissioner had turned a deaf ear. In so many words, he had told Finely that he did not give a rat’s ass if they were screwing each other; they were the best fucking detectives on the force.

“I thought I had until your birthday before I gave you my answer,” Toni suggested that Iris visit the Sher Institute for Reproductive Medicine, a fertility clinic in Manhattan. Iris had lost a coin toss to decide which would proceed with the procedure. But now, Iris was having second thoughts.

“Listen, why can’t we adopt? I mean... you know, carrying a baby to its full term... I don’t know, Toni.” Iris frowned at the thought as she rubbed her belly. “Nine freaking months. And the pain, I heard about the pain.” 

Toni smiled at Iris. 

“Then I’m going to have to take time off work... I don’t know.” 

“What are you doing, chickening out on me?” Toni asked. She reached over to her desk and took her partner’s hand. “I can understand it, Iris; we’ll do it your way. Adoption it is, but it has to be an infant.” The detectives shook on it.

Another knock on the door. Detective Leroy Chalk poked his head into the room. “What’s up, detectives?”

Detective Leroy Chalk, a black albino, entered the detectives’ new office. His gigantic body size and threatening disposition made him a terror on the streets. But under the surface, Detective Leroy Chalk Jr. was a practical joker and a real pussy cat. His friends called him Casper the Friendly Ghost because of his chalky, white skin and pleasing personality. Iris loved Casper like a brother.

“Wow! This is great.” Casper said as he closed the door behind him. He walked over toward the window. “Would you look at this?” Casper turned to Iris and said, “How does it feel, Detective First Grade?” 

Before Iris could answer, Forensic Pathologist and Chief Medical Examiner Raymond Johnson walked in, followed by Captain Finely and Dr. Sandy Wilcox, Iris’ psychotherapist. Dr. Wilcox was the most critical person in Iris’ life outside her family and Toni. Dr. Wilcox knew all of Iris’ deep, dark secrets. Iris had been seeing the doctor for over fifteen years, ever since her mother dropped dead from a massive heart attack inside the Queens Criminal Court Building after she’d been found guilty of murdering Iris’ father, a crime Mrs. Williams did not commit, a crime that prompted Detective Iris Williams into becoming a police officer (to catch the guy who’d destroyed her family).

Captain Joseph Finely, a man in his mid-sixties, hugged Iris and congratulated her. He stood at five-ten and sported a buzzcut. Finely was called The Hawk by his peers because of his hawk-like facial features. Captain Finely will be forever in Iris’ debt. Last year, the captain’s granddaughter had been kidnapped by a female maniac whom the papers called The Baby Snatcher. Iris and Toni had brought the captain’s granddaughter back unharmed after a city-wide manhunt. His jealousy and ill-treatment toward Detective Iris Williams vanished after that. “Congrats again, Detective First Grade Iris Williams; you truly deserve this.” Finely patted Iris on the shoulder; then, he turned to Toni and shook her hand, “Congratulations, Detective Second Grade, Annette Toni.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

M.E. Raymond Johnson smiled at Iris. He and Iris had a thing for one another three years back. But Iris broke the relationship off after realizing that Raymond was not the one for her. Raymond had taken the break-up hard. 

“You should be proud of yourself,” he said. After the handshakes and congratulations were done, Iris smiled at her team. She thought: I’m connected to them all —the best damn team in the NYPD.

After solving the Bomber case — the Stacey McHill case — a case that brought the city to its knees and the criminalists the fifteen minutes of fame they were now experiencing, Iris’ partner, Detective Annette Toni, was promoted to Detective Second Grade. Casper, who had lost his wife in the explosion, had been promoted to Detective First Grade. Forensic Pathologist Raymond Johnson was now in charge of the new, state-of-the-art forensic lab at the Double 0, and Captain Finely became the top dog at the newly restored Double 0 precinct. 

Raymond Johnson patted Iris on the shoulder, “I’m going downstairs to play in my new lab.”

“Johnson, you might want to stick around for this one.” Finely said. He handed Iris a piece of paper. “An entire family was found murdered inside their townhouse. I want you to make this priority one, Iris, Detective First Grade,” he said with a wink. “I’m leaving town tonight; I’ll be gone for three days. You’ll be getting a new acting lieutenant until 1PP can find a suitable replacement for Lieutenant Stone.”

“O.k., Sir, we’re on it. And, Captain, have a safe trip.”  
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IRIS TURNED HER DURANGO onto 138th St. off Adam Clayton Powell Blvd. She was in Harlem’s historic district, Strivers’ Row. She double-parked; M.E. Raymond Johnson parked behind her. Rows of townhouses built in the late nineteenth century lined 138th Street. The houses were initially created for the growing white population in Harlem, but by the 1920s, upscale African Americans moved into the neighborhood. 

Two police vehicles were double-parked in front of a beautiful townhouse. “This is some classy shit,” Iris said to Toni as she closed the door of her truck. “Check out what that sign says.” Iris pointed at a signpost just beyond the fence; she read it aloud: “Private Road, Walk Your Horses, isn’t that cool?”

“Yeah,” Toni said. “I love this old street.” 

“This way, detectives.” A female police officer said.

“I’ve seen you before,” Iris said. “At the precinct. Lane, right? You were one of the lucky ones who got transferred to the Double 0...?” The female officer led Iris and Toni up a short flight of steps into the townhouse. 

“Yes, Detective Williams, I was.” The police officer read from her notepad. “Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Moore and their two teenage boys. It looks like a robbery. The couple’s wedding rings were pulled from their fingers, and Mr. Moore’s wallet was taken from his pocket.”

“How do you know that Officer...?”

The police officer said: “Because Mr. Moore’s back pockets were turned inside out.” Officer Lane stopped in front of a hand-carved mahogany door. The rancid smell of death hung heavy in the air. Officer Lane opened the large door. The scent was more pungent. Raymond and his crew donned their Tyvek suits. They all walked through a spacious living room before Officer Lane stopped in front of a sliding door that led to the dining area. “In there,” she said flatly. The door was ajar.

“It feels like a sauna in here,” Iris said.

The Moore family sat nude at a dining room table, their mouths covered with duct tape, and plates of food lay in front of them. Blow flies crawled over the bodies. Two teenage boys were at the table, one on top of the back of the other. It looked as if they were playing piggyback. Barbed wire had been wrapped around their wrist, armpits, and ankles. A man and a female sitting on the opposite side of the table were bound in the same manner. 

“Sweet Jesus!” Iris blurted out. “What the hell is this?”

Toni was speechless.

“They’ve been dead for a few days,” Raymond said.  He moved closer to the body of Mr. Moore.

“Who called it in?” Toni asked as she positioned herself to get a better look. She had a handkerchief pressed against her nose.

“I did.”

“You did?” Iris asked. “What’s your affiliation with this family, Officer Lane?”

“I grew up right around the corner on 139th Street with my uncle. He and Mr. Moore were old Marine buddies. Julia, Mr. Moore’s wife, and I were friends. I haven’t seen her in a few days, so I thought I’d check on her. The door was unlocked.” Toni scribbled in her notepad. Iris watched as the Chief Medical Examiner went to work. “Whatcha got, Raymond?” 

“Larvae go through a total of three instar stages between molts. Going from the first to the second instar takes about twenty-four hours. The larva will grow to be around five millimeters long. Second-instar larvae will grow about ten millimeters long in about twenty-four hours. A larva will molt into its third instar within forty-eight hours and is approximately forty-eight millimeters long. If you look closely at these.” Raymond used his tweezers to pick a maggot from Mrs. Moore’s ear. “They’re about twenty millimeters long. But what’s strange is that the male has been dead for about four hours; rigor is just now setting in. Look at his neck and shoulders. He was cut up pretty badly. He was alive when the killer attached the female to his back. Look at the reddish swelling around the cuts.” Raymond looked across the table at the teenage boys. “The boy on the bottom was alive, too. It’s the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen.” Raymond said as he shook his head. 

He continued: “There’s a medal pinned to Mr. Moore’s cheek; It looks like a war medal of some kind.” Raymond looked at Mr. Moore’s head; the man had a head full of thick, gray hair. “He has a bullet hole in his forehead.” He gazed at the barbed wire restraints. “Our killer must have used a pair of pliers to tighten the wire because the barbs are buried deep within his skin.” Iris stared at the boy's body attached to his brother's back. His eyes and tongue protruded, and his skin had a greenish-black hue. “The boy on top has been dead just as long as the woman.” Raymond continued. “About three days.” 

“What? Sonofabitch!” Iris shouted. “What kind of mind....” Iris looked at Officer Lane, who had a steely expression. She, too, stared at the teenage boys. Toni watched a young tech as he took measurements of a shoe print. “What size are those prints?”

“Size eleven, detective.”

“Whoever did this is likely caught on one of the many surveillance cameras posted on this street.” Officer Lane said. She looked at Iris. “I’ve already asked the block association president for all the videotapes. We should have them shortly.”
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BACK AT THE PRECINCT, Iris and Toni discussed the murders at Strivers’ Row. “It was most likely a robbery gone wrong by a psychotic mind,” Toni said.

“It might’ve been, but why the overkill?” There was a tap on the door. “Enter!” Iris called out. Officer Lane walked in carrying a DVD.

“Excuse me, detectives, but I have the surveillance videos.”

“Come in, Officer Lane,” Iris said. She rolled her swivel chair away from her desk. “Here, hook it up to my computer.” While Lane fiddled with Iris’s computer, Toni said,

“Why’d he strip them of their clothing?”

“Some kind of sexual game would be my guess,” Iris replied.

“May I?” Lane asked Iris.

“Be my guest.” Lane leaned over Iris’ laptop and tapped a few keys—the screen split. One camera pointed toward Adam Clayton Powell Jr. Blvd, and the other toward Frederick Douglass Blvd. Lane started the video twenty-four hours before the discovery of the Moore family. The indicator read: Sunday 5:19 a.m. The resolution of the video was good. After ten minutes of watching, a man dressed in all black exited Moore’s townhouse. He was wearing a hoodie that covered his face. Iris, Toni, and Lane watched as the man turned the corner at Frederick Douglass Blvd. “Do you recognize that man?” Iris asked. “His body movements?”

Lane ran the video back and slowed it down. “No.”

“Back it up to Friday,” Iris told Lane. The indicator now read Friday 3:19 P.M. The Moore family had entered their Townhouse.  No other people were seen coming into the townhouse. Iris looked at Toni, and then she looked over at Lane. “That’s our killer,” she said. Lane lowered her head. She removed her police cap and ran her hand over her braided hair. Iris stared at her. Lane and Iris had the same peanut butter complexion. Lane was an inch shorter than Iris, putting her at five feet six. She pinched the bridge of her nose and shut her brown eyes. “What is it, Lane?”

“May I sit down?” She asked. Toni rolled a swivel chair over toward her.

“Please, sit.”

Lane looked at Iris, “Arthur was a hard worker. He and Julia had been married for over forty years. When Arthur returned from Vietnam in 1976, Julia told me he was different.”

“Different, how?” Toni asked. “Did he suffer from post-traumatic stress syndrome?”  

“Julia was having an affair.” Lane paused. “In fact, she was having several affairs,” she blurted out.

“What? Iris said.  

Lane lowered her head again. “You don’t understand.” She looked up at Iris. “Julia was a stay-at-home mom slash stay-at-home spouse... she and Arthur were having problems. Julia was lonely.” 

Iris and Toni glanced at one another.

“So, the man in the video was either her lover or the murderer.”

“Or both,” Toni said. 

“How many lovers did she have?” Iris asked. Lane wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. “Five or six.” She mumbled.

“How many did you say?” Iris asked.

Lane looked up at Iris and repeated herself.

“I’ll be damned. And how old did you say she was?”

“Fifty-six.”

“Were any of her lovers the jealous type? Iris asked.

“Did they know about each other?” Toni asked, jumping in. 

Lane wiped her forehead again and looked at Toni. “Two of them wanted her to leave Arthur, and, yes, they all knew about each other.”

“Do you know their names?” Iris asked.

“The two that wanted Julia to leave Arthur were named...”  Lane tilted her head and stared at the ceiling. “Ben... no, no, wait... Brian, that’s it, Brian Blackman. And the other guy’s name was Bradley Price. Bradly works on Wall Street, and Brian is a drug dealer.”

“A drug dealer?” Iris asked, confused.

Lane shrugged her shoulders. “Julia said the sex was great. I didn’t judge Julia; she was my friend. An older woman who needed someone to talk to.”

“Okay,” Iris said. “We have two good leads.” Iris paused and stared at Lane. “What’s your first name, and how long have you been on the force?”

“My first name is Devyn, and I’ve been a member of the NYPD for two years, four months, and ten days.”

“What do you say to coming aboard and working plain clothes? You knew the victims intimately, and I believe you’ll be helpful in this investigation.” 

“Say no more; I’m in.”
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HE STOOD IN FRONT OF a mirror inside Help USA, a homeless shelter on Wards Island. He stared at his reflection as he thought about the killings. The language of his internal dialogue was Vietnamese. At that moment, the mirror disappeared, and everything went black. His senses became sharply acute. He dropped to one knee and pulled out his knife. The smell of wet foliage attacked his sense of smell. Inside his head, he heard the rustling sound of leaves and the mating calls of a Germain Peacock. He stood as still as a statue until the rustling sound, the smell of wet foliage, and the sound of the peacock subsided. Two residents at the homeless shelter entered the restroom; they backed out when they saw the craze look in the new resident’s eyes.
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PAMERLA THOMAS SAT by the window in her Harlem apartment, waiting for her Aunt Iris to arrive. Her daughter, baby Deloris, played at her feet.

Pamerla was the perfect likeness to her aunt. She and Iris were the same height and weight and shared the same peanut butter complexion. Pamerla dyed her hair like her aunt’s: platinum blond. 

Last year, Iris’ involvement with the Stacey McHill case had put her family in harm's way. Pamerla’s infant, baby Deloris, had been kidnapped. Iris had brought baby Deloris back after a horrific confrontation with Stacey McHill. Iris was a God in the eyes of her niece.  

Toni double-parked Iris’ vehicle in front of Pamerla’s building. “Hi, Pam.” She called out. “Are you ready?” Iris opened the passenger’s door. “You better be ready, girl.” She said, smiling. Pamerla exited the building carrying her child and a pink backpack. Baby Deloris kicked her little legs when she saw Iris and Toni. “Put her down, Pam,” Iris said. “She wants to walk. Come on, baby Dee, come to Auntie.” 

The women spent the day at Riverbank State Park. Baby Deloris squealed with delight when Iris dipped her little feet into the pool. She looked around for Pam. Pam was chit-chatting with a lifeguard. “That girl is so man crazy,” Iris said to Toni.

“Weren’t you at that age?” Toni asked.

“I thought you were on my side.” The women laughed as Pam trotted back over.

“Isn’t he a cutie?” Pam said. She sat down next to her aunt. 

Iris looked over her shoulder. “He’s okay.”

“Just okay; what do you think, Toni? Isn’t he fine?”

Toni looked at the guy as she covered her eyes from the sun.

Pam sucked her teeth. “You two are incorrigible. Give me my baby.”

“His nose is too big,” Iris said.

“And what is that green stuff leaking down the side of his leg?”

Pam shot the lifeguard a look. “Oh, you girls play too much.” Everyone had a good laugh. Pam asked, “So, who's gonna carry the baby?”

Toni looked at Iris. “We’ve changed our minds on that. We decided to adopt.”

“I hear that,” Pam said.

“I remember when you were pregnant and how you wobbled like a penguin. I don’t think that’ll be a good look for me.” Iris said. 

Pam looked at Toni, “She chickened out, didn’t she?” Toni laughed and nodded.

Pam looked over at her aunt and mouthed the word chicken.

After a fun day at Riverbank State Park, Iris took her family to Dinosaur Bar-B-Que on 125th St. As Toni ordered the food, Iris’ cell phone rang. It was M.E. Raymond Johnson. “Hey, Raymond, whatcha got?”

“I’ve got the preliminary on the Moore family. I know it’s your day off, but can you come to my office?”

Iris looked at Toni. Toni gave her the what’s up face.

“You’ve got to see what this maniac did to this family, Iris.”

“Okay, Raymond, we’ll be there.”

At the Double 0, Iris and Toni jumped into a waiting elevator and took it down to B3. They walked down the long hallway. As they did, Iris read the names of each department in the city’s new and most elaborate crime scene lab: fingerprint examiner, DNA examiner, firearm examiner, hair and fiber examiner, and document examiner. She reached Raymond’s office, and the sign on the door read: Chief Medical Examiner/Forensic Pathologist. Iris tapped on the door before she walked in. The office was spacious. Iris heard the toilet flush. Raymond stepped out of the bathroom. “Iris, Toni, I’m glad you could make it. And I’m sorry for calling you guys in on your day off, but I had to show you this.”  Raymond picked up a remote from his desk. “Have a seat, ladies.” He stared at the device; then, he touched a key on the remote. A large screen descended from the ceiling. Iris noticed the Chief Medical Examiner squinting at the remote. “For God's sake, Raymond, put your glasses on," she said. He looked at Iris and mumbled something under his breath before he did so.

Forensic Pathologist and Chief Medical Examiner Raymond Johnson was a handsome man. His solid cheekbones, strong chin, and broad shoulders added to his sexy persona.

He pressed another key on the remote, and the image of a small body covered in a white sheet appeared on the screen. The body lay on top of an L-shaped table.

For many detectives, entering the morgue and seeing an autopsy was punishing. Iris was one of those detectives. Raymond knew how Iris felt, so he’d videotaped the autopsies of the Moore family just for her.

Raymond pressed another key, and the video started. Iris and Toni watched as the medical examiner pulled back the sheet. “This was Kevin Moore; he was thirteen years old. He was on top of his older brother’s back; the older brother, Frank, was sixteen.” Raymond walked up to the screen. He removed a pointer from his pocket. “Our killer used a serrated blade to cut Kevin’s throat. Notice the jagged pieces of flesh. He sawed into this poor child like a piece of wood.  The killer then fastened Kevin’s body to the back of his brother, Frank, and Mrs. Moore’s to the back of her husband, using the barbed wire as a restraint. And like I said, Mr. Moore and his son, Frank, were alive when this was done.”

“Why do you think the killer did that?” Iris asked.

Raymond looked at Iris and shrugged. “The killer kept Mr. Moore and his son Frank alive until the bodies of his wife and his son, Kevin, decomposed—about three to four days. The killer then made forty small cuts on the backs of Mr. Moore and his son, Frank. He then made the same number of cuts on the chest and abdomen of Mrs. Moore and Kevin’s dead bodies before he’d fastened the bodies together.”

“Forty cuts on all the bodies?” Toni asked. 

“Yes,” Raymond replied.

Toni jotted that down in her notepad.

“So, what was the cause of death?” Iris asked.

“The COD for both Mr. Moore and Frank was cardiogenic shock. Their bodies' vital organs couldn’t get enough blood flow and needed oxygen. So, their organs began to shut down. The killer had made the forty cuts along Mr. Moore and Frank’s back so that the purge fluid that escaped from the bodies on top could flow into the open wounds of the bodies on the bottom.”

“Well, I’ll be damned,” Iris murmured. “What kind of person would do something like that?” Iris muttered to herself.

“Tetramethylenediamine is—"  

“Raymond, for God's sake,” Iris said, cutting the medical examiner off. She shook her head. “Smaller words, please.”

“Oh, my bad.” Raymond cleared his throat. “Putrescine...” he turned to Iris.

“Okay, that’s better.”

“... is a foul-smelling organic chemical compound produced by breaking down amino acids in dead organisms. Putrescine is toxic in large doses. And if Mr. Moore and his son Frank hadn’t died from cardiogenic shock, the putrid fluids from the decomposing bodies would’ve killed them, eventually. Which would’ve been a slow and agonizing death.” Raymond added. The medical examiner removed a handkerchief from his pocket and blotted his forehead. “The gunshot wound that Mr. Moore sustained happened post-mortem. We found fingerprints on the thermostat. We also found fingerprints on the two humidifiers that were in the room. The windows were shut. I believe our killer brought the flies with him. He did all of that to speed up the decomposition process.” Iris watched as Raymond lifted the teenage boy’s right arm. The boy’s fist was closed. Iris and Toni watched as the Chief Medical Examiner pried open the dead boy’s hand. The camera zoomed in for a tighter shot. “That’s a medal you see pinned to the palm of his hand. That, too, was found on all the victims.”

“So, our perp killed Mrs. Moore and her son, then waited three days before he tied their decomposing bodies to the backs of Mr. Moore and his son using barbed wire as a restraint?” Iris asked as she stood up and began to pace.

“Correct.”

“Sonofabitch!” Iris shouted. She threw a right, then a left hook at the air. A technique she’d learned at one of her sessions with Dr. Wilcox to combat her anger. Raymond and Toni watched. 

Iris sat back down.

“The bodies on the bottom,” Raymond continued, “went into shock not long after their loved ones were fastened to them.”  Raymond switched off the video. He then walked over to his desk and sat down. “So, we have fingerprints, footprints, and a slug from Mr. Moore’s skull.” The chief medical examiner slid photos over toward Iris. “These were lifted from the dining room table, the thermostat, and the humidifier. A jewelry box in the couple’s bedroom also had prints on them. There was no jewelry found in the box. The jewelry box was found on the floor by the bed. The killer’s prints aren’t in the system.”
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