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Prologue


Kingsborough Community College


Brooklyn, New York


September 21, 2012


“While he might be a murdering scumbag, our suspect definitely has an office with a view. Who’d ever guess that a two-year college would be located in such a primo location?”


As he maneuvered the Chevy Impala through the slow-moving campus traffic, Brooklyn homicide detective Mick Giovanni jutted his chin at the school’s private beach. Located at the eastern end of Coney Island, Kingsborough Community College was surrounded on three sides by water.


“Too bad for Randall Thibodaux, huh? The last time I checked, the view from Central Lockup wasn’t nearly as nice.”


“That’s the risk you take when you pay a Russian mobster to kill your wife,” his partner Tommy O’Fallon sniggered. “The supposedly grieving spouse will learn soon enough that you can’t trust the guys in the Red Mafia to keep your dirty little secrets.”


In fact, Mick figured that, right about now, Thibodaux, the school’s Director of Budget & Finance, was sitting pretty in his office with a view, secure in the knowledge that he’d successfully pulled a fast one on New York’s Finest. Nothing like a false sense of security to ruin a perfectly good Monday morning.


Mick slowly braked to a stop, allowing a group of jeans-clad, jaywalking students to cross the street. “Once we finish up here, how about we swing past Villa Fiorita on the way back to the precinct? I’m in the mood for a little veal with eggplant.”


“Like it could even compare to a home-cooked meal at Mama Giovanni’s,” Tommy said wistfully. “Man, I envy you. If I had a mother who could cook like that, I’d never have left home.”


Lately, Mick had begun to wonder why he ever did. There was no denying it: things were bad between him and Diane. So bad that he could no longer pretend they’d merely hit a rough patch in the marriage.


Stalled behind a UPS delivery truck, Mick rubbed a hand over the tightened muscles on the back of his neck. While he knew it was tough being married to a homicide detective, not all cop marriages ended in divorce. They’d taken a vow to hang tight through the good times and also the not-so-good ones. Unfortunately, those words meant more to him than they did to Diane.


“How do you and Chrissy do it?” Mick asked Tommy out of the proverbial blue. The classic Irish-Italian cop team, they’d been partners for five years and best friends for more than fifteen.


“Whaddya mean?”


“The two of you have been married nearly as long as Diane and me.” He paused. Having begun the fishing expedition, Mick wasn’t altogether sure how to cast his line. “I mean, you guys make it look so easy. What’s your secret?” When the four of them had recently gotten together over Labor Day, he’d actually caught his partner cuddling with Chrissy, who was six months pregnant with their third kid and sporting a belly the size of a Sugar Baby watermelon. Wonder what his partner would think if he confessed that he’d been jealous as hell.


Tommy O’Fallon’s freckled Irish face broke out in an amused grin. “Fake it ’til you make it, that’s my motto. Early on, I learned not to put myself in a situation where I’d say something to Chrissy that I’d later regret.” Tommy shot a quick sideways glance in Mick’s direction. “And judging from your hangdog expression, I’m guessing my advice might be a little late in coming.”


Mick wordlessly nodded. He didn’t see the sense in hiding the truth. Not from Tommy, anyway. He’d known his partner since their rookie days at the Nine-four and considered him the brother he’d never had.


Squinting, Tommy flipped down the visor to block out the late morning sunshine. “Maybe I’m coming at this from left field, but Diane’s clock is ticking, if you know what I mean. No doubt, the miscarriage was hard on her. But surely enough time has passed to give it another try.”


“Hey, good idea.” Mick waited several beats before delivering the punch line. “However, in order for Diane to get pregnant, we’d have to first start sharing the same bed. And I’ve got a funny feeling that it will take an act of divine— Holy Shit!”


In that instant, several gunshots rang out. Windows in the upper story of a nearby building were blown out, and sheets and shimmering shards of mirrored glass arced through the air.


Mick immediately reached under the seat for the siren and slapped it onto the roof of the car.


“I don’t believe it,” Tommy hollered as he switched on the grill lights. “Do you think somebody just detonated a bomb?”


“I have no freakin’ idea. What building is that?”


Tommy checked the GPS display. “It’s the school library. Whip into that parking lot on the left and we can cut across the campus,” he co-piloted as he reached for the radio. In a noticeably hoarse voice, Tommy informed the dispatcher that a gunman had opened fire inside the Robert J. Kibbee Library.


“Why the hell can’t these deranged shooters just go out into the woods and quietly commit suicide? Why do they always have to take a shitload of innocent bystanders along for the ride?” Mick muttered as he drove the Impala over a curb and across a manicured lawn.


No one should ever have to die because some attention-grabbing asswipe wanted his ten minutes of infamy.


Pulling up as close to the front entrance of the library as possible, Mick slammed on the brakes and cut the ignition. No sooner had they exited the vehicle than they were greeted with the chilling rat-a-tat-tat of another round of semi-automatic gunfire.


“He’s on one of the upper floors,” Tommy rasped as they charged up the thirty or so steps that led to the library’s main entrance. “What do you think? Should we wait for backup before we—”


“And let this bastard kill how many people while we’re waiting?”


Tommy yanked open the entrance door. “Point taken.”


To Mick’s consternation, the other side of the entryway was dimly lit, the only illumination coming from overhead skylights.


“Christ, somebody cut off the electric power.” Mick yanked his Glock out of its shoulder holster. “A deranged gunman who plans ahead. Gotta love that.”


With weapons drawn, he and Tommy ran into an unruly herd of panicked students who were stampeding in the opposite direction as they tried to escape the building. Almost every one of them had a cell phone slapped to their ear, all excitedly yammering away.


“Police. Out of the way!” Mick bellowed as he bulldozed his way through the throng.


Since the shooter had opened fire less than two minutes ago, the police and emergency rescue teams had yet to arrive, although Mick could hear the wail of sirens in the far distance. Closer to home, he heard weapons fire somewhere above them. How many floors up, he had no idea. The library looked like it was at least ten stories high.


Winded already, Mick drew a ragged breath as they raced down the main corridor. While he’d had no problem passing his yearly physical, the last time he ran down a perp the Marlboros had definitely caught up to him. Today was no different; his lungs burned like a mother.


“When this is all over, I’m kicking the habit,” he muttered under his breath.


For a brief instant, the grim expression on Tommy’s face brightened with his trademark lopsided grin. “That’s a promise I’m gonna hold you to, buddy.”


A few seconds later, running on Tommy’s coattails, Mick burst into the lobby. To his immediate left, he caught sight of a security guard screaming into a telephone at the circulation desk. He charged over to the guard while Tommy checked out the library floor plan that was mounted on a nearby wall.


In every direction, terrified students were scurrying pell-mell. More than a few had tears streaming down their faces. And who could blame ’em? They were understandably terrified. Nobody studying for the next day’s exam would ever expect they’d suddenly be hurled into a war zone.


“NYPD,” Mick announced without preamble as he whipped out his badge and flashed it at the security guard.


“You guys got here quick.”


“We were already on campus. What floor is he on?” Mick demanded, not there to shoot the breeze.


“Fifth floor. But the elevators are out of order because the power is off.”


Just then, Tommy rushed over to them. “We got stairwells at each of these corners,” he said, pointing in two different directions. “I’ll take the northeastern corner; you take the southeastern.”


“According to the security guard, the gunman’s holed up on the fifth floor,” Mick apprised his partner.


“Gotcha.” Spinning on his heel, Tommy charged toward the stairwell on the far side of the expansive lobby.


As Mick was about to take off, a flush-faced female student hurried toward him. “When I came down the hallway, I saw a guy all dressed in black and carrying a gun!” she exclaimed.


Two gunmen. Shit.


While most mass murderers preferred to work alone—why share the infamy when you don’t have to?—there were exceptions to the rule, most notably the Columbine school shooting.


“Okay. Calm down,” Mick said to the young woman, who looked like she was on the verge of full-blown hysteria. “Where exactly did you see the gunman?”


Raising a trembling arm, she pointed toward a dimly lit passageway. “He ran down the hall, headed in that direction!”


“That corridor leads to the adjacent building. That’s where the theater and college bookstore are located,” the security guard informed him.


Needing to give Tommy an update, Mick craned his neck to find his partner in the crowd. But he was nowhere in sight.


Shit.


“I can pursue the second gunman while you head up to the fifth floor,” the security guard volunteered.


Given the fact that the older man was at least thirty pounds overweight and probably hadn’t fired his weapon in God knows how long, Mick vetoed the suggestion with a brusque shake of the head. “You stay here in the lobby and help evacuate the students. You’ll also need to give the first responders an update when they arrive.”


Orders given, Mick sprinted down the corridor that led to the adjacent building.


Within seconds, he heard another bloodcurdling rat-a-tat-tat. This time it didn’t let up.


The upstairs gunman is emptying his clip!


As he barreled through a swarm of frightened students, Mick suddenly had a bad feeling in the pit of his belly… like he’d just made a fatal mistake.














Chapter 1


94th Police Precinct


Brooklyn, New York


November 4, 2013


“Hey, Micky. The lieutenant wants to see you in her office. Pronto.”


Glancing toward the closed office door on the other side of the homicide department, Mick Giovanni muttered a few choice words under his breath. His shift had ended two hours ago. The only reason that he was still at the precinct was to finish the paperwork on the Paco Rivera collar. Resigned to his fate, he shoved himself to his feet, unable to shake the feeling that the gangbanger’s earlier arrest was exactly what Lieutenant Wanda Chu wanted to speak to him about.


Squaring his shoulders, Mick strode toward the closed door, giving it an obligatory knock before entering. His supervisor had a well-deserved reputation as a ball-breaker, and he wasn’t about to let her take a cattle prod to any of his private parts. If it hadn’t been for him, Rivera would still be hanging at Delgado’s Cantina instead of jockeying for elbow room at Central Booking.


Believing that the ends justified the means—at least when it came to murdering gang-bangers like Paco Rivera—Mick beat his hard-nosed supervisor to the punch. “You’re going to ream me over the Rivera collar, aren’t you?”


“I’m impressed. You’ve just added mind reader to your super-hero résumé.”


“Glad I caught you in a good mood,” Mick deadpanned as he plopped into one of the two chairs situated in front of Chu’s desk.


“You do know, Giovanni, that your badass cop routine is starting to wear thin.”


“All right. So the Powers-That-Be won’t be giving me a commendation for the collar.” Mick gave a disinterested shrug. “That still doesn’t take away from the fact that I nailed our man.”


“The way I heard it, you were one step away from smashing a beer bottle over his head.”


“Hey, all I did was pour the beer onto his head.” And, yeah, maybe he did then make a few bellicose threats with the empty Bud bottle that, in hindsight, were a little over the top.


“Let’s hope that Paco Rivera doesn’t get the bright idea to file a lawsuit against you.”


Mick snorted, letting her know what he thought about that idea.


To his consternation, Wanda Chu’s glacial expression suddenly softened. “I’m worried about you, Mick. Lately, you’ve been displaying the classic symptoms of post-traumatic stress disorder.”


Post-traumatic stress disorder? Battling a strong urge to bolt from the office, Mick said, “I think you’re blowing the bust at the cantina way out of proportion.”


“Bullshit,” she shot back, proving what Mick knew all along—there wasn’t a meek bone in Wanda Chu’s 5’2” body. “Your behavior is getting more erratic with each passing month. Look, I know that Tommy O’Fallon’s death was hard to take, and your divorce didn’t help matters. If those were the only two things you had to contend with, you probably could have grieved the losses and moved on with your life. But while the rest of New York was watching the Kingsborough Massacre unravel on their big-screen TVs, you were right there amidst the carnage. That’s a painful cross for any man to bear.”


Lieutenant, you have no freakin’ idea just how heavy that particular cross is.


For nearly fourteen months, Mick had been Monday-morning quarterbacking. Imagining, again and again, what he could have done differently on that fateful day. For starters, he would never have chased after the second gunman. Because, as he discovered three minutes after he’d rushed from the library lobby, the male student menacingly dressed in black tactical attire had been clutching a cell phone in his hand rather than a semi-automatic handgun.


In those three lost minutes, a lone gunman had slaughtered thirty-one people and wounded another twenty-four in the northeastern stairwell of the Robert J. Kibbee Library.


The gunman, a twenty-three-year-old male student who suffered from anxiety disorder and had an obsession with violent video games, had meticulously plotted the massacre. Not only had the murderous bastard purchased a locksmith’s master key online—which he’d used to access the library’s electrical circuit box—but he’d purposefully blown out the windows on the fifth floor, inciting a wild stampede of students into the stairwell. And because the gunman had used his master key beforehand to lock the stairwell doors leading to the second through fourth floors, he was then able to stand at the top of the stairs and gun down the terrified mob of students with a semi-automatic rifle outfitted with a 100-round drum magazine. Like shooting fish in the proverbial barrel.


Tommy O’Fallon had been trapped in that panic-stricken crush. Although he managed to fire fifteen rounds, fatally wounding the gunman, Tommy didn’t make it out alive; he died a bonafide hero, having made the ultimate sacrifice. One that didn’t have to happen. If Mick had done things differently that day, if he’d been there to back up his partner, maybe Tommy would have lived. Had Mick immediately ascended the other stairwell, he could have snuck up on the gunman from behind and taken him out, saving an untold number of lives.


Instead, Mick had lost his best friend, best man, and brother-in-arms. In the massacre’s aftermath, he also eventually lost his wife and, according to some people, his youth. But Mick figured that was bandied about simply because his dark hair had gone salt-and-pepper over the last year.


“Okay, so I’m suffering from a mild case of burnout,” Mick said, hoping to pacify the Lieutenant. “If I cut back on the longer shifts, will that you make you happy?”


“If I thought it was nothing more than a ‘mild case of burnout,’ we wouldn’t be having this conversation. I can’t keep making excuses for you, Mick. This past year you’ve been Satan’s gift to law enforcement.”


“I’ve also closed more cases this past year than anyone else in the department,” he argued in his defense.


“That’s not the point.”


“Then what is the point?” Christ, this was worse than having an argument with his ex.


Holding his gaze, Chu slid a small white card across the desk, motioning that she wanted him to pick it up. When he did, Mick audibly groaned.


“This group therapy shit is for wusses.”


“And being Rambo cop is going to get you thrown off the force. Face it, Giovanni, you’ve become an adrenaline junkie. You’re living from high to high in order to suppress the emotional pain of having witnessed the city’s worst atrocity since 9/11.”


Trying to ignore the acid churning in his gut, Mick said, “No disrespect, Lieutenant, but I don’t see Ph.D. printed on your nameplate. Whoever said we were supposed to treat these sleazeballs with kid gloves?”


“You’re a professional. That means following protocol when making an arrest.”


“I always do the paperwork.”


“That’s not what I’m talking about, Mick. Somewhere along the line, you got it into your head that you’re judge and jury all rolled into one. And just so you don’t get it into your head to become the executioner, I want you to take some time off to reflect on where your career is headed. You’re long overdue for a vacation. I don’t want to see your face in this office for another two weeks.” That said, Wanda Chu shuffled through her inbox, signaling that the conversation-slash-inquisition had concluded.


Feeling every one of his thirty-eight years, Mick wearily got to his feet. He had to hand it to the Lieutenant—she sure knew how to throw her punches. In fact, she’d hit him so hard, so fast, he’d never had time to duck.


God, I need a Tums.


With that thought in mind, Mick slunk back to his desk. Halfway there, he stopped in his tracks. While he’d been undergoing the third degree with the Lieutenant, the latest crime scene photos from last night’s homicide on Larimer Street had been posted in the briefing room. Pulling a ragged breath of air into his lungs, he stared through the glass wall at the gruesome display. Even for a seasoned homicide detective, the pics were hard to swallow; some sick bastard had butchered a young prostitute. In his haste to escape, the killer had left various eviscerated organs scattered across the murder scene.


Mick was grateful he hadn’t shagged the call. From what he heard, they’d canvassed the area and hadn’t come up with a single lead.


“Slice ’em and dice ’em, eh, Micky?” Len Walkowski, the detective who’d caught the case, smiled ghoulishly as he walked past.


Mick simply nodded. That kind of gallows humor was par for the course in a homicide department. If they didn’t make light of the senseless tragedies, they’d all go freakin’ mad.


Back at his desk, Mick grabbed a pack of Tums from the top drawer and unrolled two tablets.


“What’s the matter, Giovanni? Did the Lieutenant hurl a few choice body parts into that meat grinder she keeps hidden in the supply cabinet?”


Glancing at the detective who was sprawled at the adjacent desk, Mick shot Jay Daugherty a wry grin. “Nah. She begged me to run away with her to Tahiti. Of course, as popular as I am with the ladies, I told her I’d have to check my calendar and get back to her.”


“A real silver fox, aren’t you?”


Before Mick could lob a comeback, Sergeant Gail McBride nudged him in the ribs. “Oh, Michelangelo. You’ve got a lady friend waiting to see you.” She nodded toward the wooden deacon’s bench positioned against the far wall.


Mick craned his neck in that direction.


“You cannot be serious,” he muttered under his breath.


Although he knew it was rude, Mick couldn’t help but stare. Obviously, someone had forgotten to tell his “lady friend” that Halloween had come and gone.


“Who’s she supposed to be, Mary Poppins?” Daugherty snickered. “Jeez, man, I know you’re hard up for a date, but you could have done better than the Disney dating service.”


“Maybe she’s someone’s idea of a birthday gag,” his partner Jermaine Greer chimed in as he slapped a manila envelope on Mick’s desk. “Any minute, she’s gonna jump on top of a desk, whip off the hat, the gloves, and the long black skirt, then do a little bump and grind while she sings, ‘A Spoonful of Sugar.’ ”


“My birthday was last month. Not that you remembered,” Mick added, taking a swipe at his partner.


“Since we’re taking a poll, I read in today’s paper that they’re filming a movie at that big Victorian mansion over on Hancock Street,” Gail remarked, clearly eager to put in her two cents. “Some kind of costume drama. What do you wanna bet she’s an extra?”


“Instead of taking bets, how about I just go over and find out what she wants? Sound like a plan?” Mick reached for the sports jacket on the back of his chair. Noticing the torn sleeve, he gave a resigned shrug. Earlier in the day, he’d ripped out the armhole when he tackled Paco Rivera to the ground. If the lady wanted GQ, she should have asked for Jermaine.


As Mick approached the strangely clad woman sitting on the visitor’s bench, he started to get a funny feeling in the pit of his stomach, the kind of feeling that no amount of Tums could cure. The lone woman was a study in black—black hat, black clothes, black hair pulled onto the top of her head. Daugherty wasn’t kidding. She really did look like Mary Poppins.


Correction. As Mick got closer, he could see that she looked like Angelina Jolie dressed like Mary Poppins. Man, talk about a pair of world-class lips.


“Can I help you?” Mick inquired, realizing too late that he sounded more curious than courteous.


The woman glanced up at him, a startled look in her gray eyes. “You are Inspector Giovanni?”


The dulcet tones of a well-bred English accent took him aback.


“Um, actually, I’m Detective Giovanni. What can I do for you?”


Visibly nervous, she cleared her throat. Just before she licked her lips. Oh, man. Seeing her pink tongue dart across that lush mouth caused another wave of acid to churn up in Mick’s belly. And a wave of something else to burn a little lower down. He’d obviously been without a woman far too long if he could get turned on by someone wearing a goofy costume.


“I need to speak to you regarding a personal matter of some urgency,” the woman informed him in her clipped Masterpiece Theatre accent.


“Listen, I haven’t eaten since breakfast. Do you mind if we take this conversation across the street to the diner? We’ll also have more privacy over there,” he added, not wanting to give Jermaine and Company more fodder.


“As you wish.”


Despite his best intentions not to look, Mick couldn’t help but notice that the strangely clad woman had a truly magnificent pair of breasts and a waist no bigger than those embroidery hoops that his ex-wife used to leave around the house. Now that’s one helluva body. Like the lips, it was world-class. And completely at odds with the weird get-up.


“You have me at a disadvantage,” Mick remarked as he gestured toward the stairs that led to the street. “You know my name, but—”


“Dear me. How could I have been so remiss?” Coming to a standstill, she extended a gloved hand in his direction. “I am Miss Lettitia Merryweather.”


He stared at the elegantly gloved hand. Rather than hold it out as one would to shake hands, she held it palm downward. Knowing that there were at least three pairs of eyes watching his every move, Mick grabbed her hand and gave it a firm, impersonal shake.


“Nice to meet ya, um, Miss Merryweather.” He’d almost said, “Nice to meet ya, Lettitia,” but thought better of it at the last minute. She was, after all, the one who’d affixed the “Miss” to her name.


Because of her Masterpiece Theatre costume, they garnered more than a few stares as they left the precinct and made their way across the street.


Mick held open the door to the diner, allowing her to enter ahead of him. “I take it that you’re an actress.”


“An actress!” Lettitia exclaimed, clearly appalled. “Whatever would make you think such a thing?”


For starters, how about the costume and the phony English accent?


“I just thought, what with this being New York, that, um…” his voice trailed off as he motioned her toward an empty table in the corner.


The diner boasted a retro fifties decor that was worse for wear, having seated several generations of cops from the Nine-four. While the joint wasn’t for the discriminating gourmet, if you overlooked the ripped vinyl seats and gouged Formica tabletops, you could imbibe strong coffee and wolf down the best damned coconut cream pie in the borough.


“So about this urgent personal matter that you need to speak to me about?”


Lettitia primly folded her gloved hands together. “I really don’t… don’t quite know how to explain matters in a way that… that you could comprehend.”


About to tell the lady that he wasn’t a moron and that he could even do higher mathematics on occasion, Mick said instead, “The beginning is usually a good place to start.”


For several moments, Lettitia stared at the tabletop. Then, taking a deep breath, she raised her head, looked him squarely in the eye, and said, “There have been a number of murders, most foul, committed against the unfortunates in the East End. That is why the Metropolitan police will pay no heed to my queries. With a murderer on the loose, they claim they cannot be bothered investigating my sister Emmaline’s disappearance. Out of sheer desperation, I’ve come to you, Detective Giovanni.”


Wearily, Mick pulled a notepad and pen from his jacket pocket. If there’d been “a number of murders, most foul,” committed anywhere in the boroughs, he would have already heard about it. Which meant the lady was a complete nutzoid. One of those eccentric types who hung out with the winged bats in the belfry.


Christ. I need this like I need a hole in my head.


Mick flipped to a blank page and uncapped his pen. “Okay, these supposed murders in the East End, I take it that you’re referring to some place in Brooklyn?”


“Oh, dear, I am making a muddle of this, aren’t I?” She wrung her gloved hands together. “I was referring to the East End of London.”


“London? As in the capital of Merry Olde England?”


She nodded.


With a flip of the wrist, Mick closed his notebook.


“Just so I’m clear: You made a trip all the way from London, England, to talk to me about your sister’s disappearance from the East End?”


“That is precisely what I did. Although the trip was not as long as one would imagine. Because of the time portal, the journey was rather brief in duration.”


Mick bit his lower lip, barely able to keep a straight face.


“You haven’t been taking your medication, have you, Miss Merryweather?”


* * *


“Do not mock me, sir.”


“I wouldn’t dream of it, Your Highness.”


Lettitia stared at the man seated across from her. The ripped jacket and stubbled face clearly distinguished him as belonging to a lower social class. No man of her acquaintance would dare show himself in such unseemly attire. True, his features were handsome in an exotic Mediterranean sort of way and, yes, he had a tall, manly physique, but she’d had all she could take of his oafish behavior.


“I was informed that you were a gentleman. Evidently, I was led astray.”


“Sorry to disappoint you, sweetheart,” he said with a dismissive shrug.


Lettitia clenched her hands together in an effort to curb her anger. “You are an officer of the law. Does it not interest you that my sister Emmaline may be the victim of a dastardly deed?”


One side of his mouth quirked upward; her comment obviously amused him.


“ ‘A dastardly deed,’ huh? Maybe you should have contacted Dudley Do-Right.”


“I am unacquainted with this Dudley person. Madame was certain that you would—”


“Hey, Micky. What’ll it be?” A woman dressed in a grease-splattered frock stood at the side of their table. Like the other females of this day and age, her garment was shamefully abbreviated, the hemline stopping just above her knees.


“I’ll have the meatloaf, but hold the corn and give me an extra serving of potatoes,” Detective Giovanni replied. “And don’t forget the coffee.”


“You got it, sugar. How about you?”


Several seconds passed before Lettitia belatedly realized that she’d been addressed. “I’m not certain that my money—”


“Order whatever you want,” Detective Giovanni interjected. “It’s on me.”


“In that case, I shall have a cup of coffee.” She smiled shyly at the detective. “Thank you, sir. You are most kind.”


“I take it she hasn’t known you very long,” the other woman chortled before taking her leave.


“So, tell me, Morticia, how often do you travel through this time portal of yours?”


“My name is Lettitia,” she corrected. “Which is beside the point since I did not give you permission to address me as such. And to answer your question, this is the first time that I have traveled through the time portal. Although Madame Mazursky has frequently—Dear me, I did not think to ask: do you recall meeting Madame Mazursky?”


“Er, to be honest, no.”


Lettitia’s heart sank. If he did not recall the promise that he had made to Madame Mazursky, how could she ever convince him to come to her aid? Madame had assured her that Detective Giovanni would help her locate her missing sister.


“Although I worked in vice for a few years, I don’t remember meeting a madam named Mazursky.”


“It has been many years since you made her acquaintance,” Lettitia informed him, hoping to jar his memory. “Fifteen years, to be precise. She, too, traveled through the time portal.”


“If I’d ever met anyone claiming to have traveled through a time portal, trust me, I’d remember.”


“Then you w-won’t help me?” To Lettitia’s chagrin, her voice noticeably shook.


“I didn’t say I wouldn’t help you,” Detective Giovanni replied, not unkindly. “You just caught me on a bad day. And that wisecrack about not taking your medication… I’m sorry. I was totally out of line.”


His apology and unexpected offer of assistance caused her to smile.


“Truly, you do not know how happy I am to—” Lettitia stopped in mid-sentence as the serving maid approached their table with a tray laden with food.


“Careful, the coffee’s hot,” the woman warned as she set two plain white cups on the table.


Lettitia waited until the serving maid was out of earshot. Still euphoric over his offer of assistance, Lettitia couldn’t keep from beaming as she said, “Madame Mazursky thinks that you are a knight in shining armor.”


No sooner was the compliment paid than Detective Giovanni burst out laughing, his head, shoulders—indeed, his entire upper body was shaking with mirth.


“ ‘Knight in shining armor’… that’s a good one,” he remarked, still laughing. “Obviously, you’ve never met Lieutenant Chu. She’s convinced that I’m the devil incarnate.”


Unable to stop herself, Lettitia surreptitiously appraised his smiling visage. To her mind, Detective Giovanni looked more like a fallen angel, his handsome countenance most unsettling, unkempt attire notwithstanding.


As the detective commenced to eat his meal, a drawn-out silence ensued.


Lettitia, anxious to return to the matter of her sister’s disappearance, said, “It has been three months since my sister vanished without trace from Whitechapel. I fear a dreadful fate has befallen her.”


“This white chapel, is that where you’ve been staying? I know of a few churches in the area that operate shelters for the homeless. I’d hate to think that you were living on the street.”


“I do not comprehend your meaning, sir.”


“The shelter where you’ve been staying; is it located near a white chapel?” he prompted. “Just give me the street address and I’ll be happy to give you a lift.”


Lettitia shook her head, unable to make sense of his gibberish. To her further bewilderment, Detective Giovanni reached over and gently patted her hand several times.


“It’s all right, sweetheart. I didn’t mean to confuse you. Since you can’t remember the name of the shelter where you’ve been staying, how about I take you to the New Life Women’s Shelter? From what I understand, the beds are clean and the water is hot. Sound like a plan?”


Not certain what she was agreeing to, Lettitia hesitantly nodded her head.


“Come on, then. My truck is parked in the lot down the street.” Detective Giovanni rose to his feet. He then tossed several green and white bills onto the table. “We need to get you settled before they lock down for the night.”


Noticing that she remained seated, the Detective’s brow furrowed.


“I thought that you were ready to leave.”


“I am,” she replied calmly. “I was merely waiting for you to assist me from the table.”


“Oh… right.” Somewhat awkwardly, he pulled back her chair.


Pleased that she’d secured his cooperation, Lettitia allowed the brash American to lightly clasp her elbow so that they could take their leave of the establishment.


“Over the years, I’ve taken a couple of women to this particular shelter,” the detective remarked a few moments later as he shepherded her down the crowded pedestrian walkway. “I think you’ll like it. They’ve also got a great social worker who can get you into a rehab program.”


Lettitia came to an abrupt halt in the middle of the pavement, beginning to surmise that they were at cross purposes. “I have not seen nor heard from my sister Emmaline since August,” she reiterated.


“Listen, Lettitia, there’s something that you need to get straight: I’m a New York City cop. That means that I can only help you with crimes committed in the five boroughs. Capiche?”


“But if we travel through the time portal, we can return to London. Once there, you can help me search for my sister.”


“No can do, sweetheart. Traveling through time portals makes me seasick.”


“Do not mock me, sir!” At hearing her raised voice, several passersby turned to stare at them. “We must travel through the time portal before day’s end.”


Rolling his eyes, the detective addressed an unseen third party, “God Almighty, how did such a gorgeous woman ever get so messed up?”


At hearing that, Lettitia’s heart beat an erratic tattoo. While she had no idea what he meant by being “messed up,” she did know the meaning of the word “gorgeous,” and never did she think to hear such an extravagant compliment. She’d always been the ugly duckling, the Merryweather sister who was too long-limbed, her nose, mouth, and bust, all too large. Only her eyes, which had once been described as being the color of an English storm cloud, were thought to be passingly attractive. But situated as they were between her turned up, retroussé nose and broad forehead, her eyes rarely received any notice.


Ignoring the accelerated pounding of her heart, Lettitia strove for an air of ladylike dignity. “Sir, I have need of your assistance. What must I give you to take me to Larimer Street?”


“What business do you have on Larimer?” Detective Giovanni inquired, his gaze narrowing.


“That is where the time portal is located.”


“Are you aware of the fact that there was a murder committed today on Larimer just before dawn?”


Good heavens! She had no idea.


Lettitia was about to admit as much when Detective Giovanni said, “Did you see anything?”


Realizing that she’d just been handed a trump card, Lettitia affected what she hoped was a suitably mysterious air. “I saw a great many things whilst on Larimer Street. Moreover, if you take me there, all will be revealed.” Unable to hold his gaze, Lettitia nervously glanced away. Subterfuge did not come easily to her.


Reclaiming her elbow, Detective Giovanni continued down the street. When they finally reached their destination, he removed a ring of curiously fashioned keys from his trouser pocket. Extracting one of them, he inserted it into the door of a red horseless carriage.


“Hop in.”


She eyed the contraption with no small amount of trepidation. “I am perplexed as to how one ascends such a conveyance.”


Shaking his head, Detective Giovanni exhaled a weary breath; the only warning he gave before he placed his hands around her waist and unceremoniously deposited her inside the carriage. He then strapped her into the chair, his arm brushing against her bosom as he did so.


Seating himself beside her, he maneuvered the large conveyance onto the street. To Lettitia’s consternation, the vehicle quickly picked up speed.


A few minutes later, Detective Giovanni brought the conveyance to a sudden halt. “Larimer Street,” he boomed like a conductor on the South London line. “I take it this is the right stop, Your Ladyship?”


Lettitia perused the deserted street, recognizing the entrance to the alley from earlier in the day. “It is. And I am not a peer of the realm.”


“No kidding.”


Although the detective’s sarcasm was maddening, she held her tongue. Now was not the time to alienate him. She’d come too far. She had no choice but to see this intrigue through to its conclusion.


Alighting from the wheeled behemoth, the detective hastened to her side of the conveyance. His movements were brusque and impersonal, and he assisted her to the pavement.


“If you will follow me,” Lettitia said, stepping toward the alleyway.


Detective Giovanni cuffed a hand around her upper arm. “Just where the hell do you think you’re going? The murder was committed on the other side of the street.”


Glancing beyond his shoulder to the other side of the street, Lettitia noticed that there were long yellow streamers blowing in the evening wind like tails on a kite.


“But I was standing in the alley when… when the heinous crime was committed.”


Wearing a circumspect expression, Detective Giovanni scrutinized the narrow passageway. Traffic along the thoroughfare was light, not a pedestrian in sight. Behind them, an abandoned building stood sentry, most of its windows boarded over. By day, Larimer Street had the ramshackle air of a neighborhood that had seen better times. Now, with night having fallen, a hidden villainy seemed to emanate from every shadowy corner.


“Okay, lead the way,” he said at last, giving her permission to proceed.


As they walked down the dimly lit alley, Detective Giovanni kept a firm grasp on her elbow, whether out of courtesy or to keep her manacled to his side, she knew not.


Espying a stucco garden wall, Lettitia came to a standstill. Atop the crumbling edifice, someone had long ago placed a wrought-iron fixture, the metal having been worked into the shape of a star atop a spherical moon. Detective Giovanni paid no attention to the fixture. Instead he peered up and down the alleyway.


“Unless the perp ran down this alley, you couldn’t have seen anything. This is too far away from the crime scene. Are you sure this is the right place?”


“Quite certain,” Lettitia replied as she reached inside her reticule and removed the device which had been entrusted to her by Madame Mazursky. Opening the ornately incised silver disk, she fumbled with the settings.


A beam of white light burst forth from the disk, making a luminous connection with the wrought-iron fixture.


“What the hell is that?” Detective Giovanni snarled.


Rather than answer the question put to her, Lettitia said, “Prepare yourself, sir.”


“For what?”


The light emanating from the disk intensified in its brilliance.


“To unlock the mystery of Time,” she replied, bracing herself for the implosion.


“You gotta be fucking kidding me!”














Chapter 2


“Shit!” Mick bellowed at the top of his lungs, nearly blinded by the swirling beams of brilliant light that encompassed the two of them in a whirling vortex of energy.


One instant he’d been standing in the alley off Larimer Street; the next he was being sucked through some sort of illuminated vacuum. All around him, Mick saw blurry images of people whizzing past at a dizzying speed. Who they were, and what they were doing in this supersonic funnel, he had no idea.


Moments later, as the bright light faded, Mick struggled to catch his breath. Grateful that he was once again standing on solid ground, he slowly turned full circle. He felt like he’d just cannonballed through a particle accelerator at the speed of sound. Or even faster if such a thing was possible.


Lettitia, still holding the strange disk in her hand, warily took his measure. “I trust you made the journey without incident?”


“Freakin’ unbelievable,” he muttered in a stunned whisper. “Where in the world am I?”


“You, sir, are in London.” She inclined her head in a queenly nod. “I bid you welcome.”


Surprised that it was daylight where before it had been early evening, Mick peered heavenward. Thick streams of black smoke shadowed the sky, the dark billows emanating from innumerable chimneys and smokestacks. “Welcome to Hell is more like it,” he said in a husky voice.


Suddenly hearing a loud clamor, Mick turned his head toward the nearby street. The straw-covered lane teemed with horse-drawn wagons, carriages, carts, and buggies. Scores of pedestrians dodged the wheeled onslaught, more than a few offering up a choice curse as they nimbly crossed the cobbled thoroughfare.


As he eyeballed his squalid surroundings, Mick quickly deduced two things: he wasn’t in Kansas; and he sure as hell wasn’t in Oz.


A bow-legged man wearing a pair of leather chaps strolled past. Across the top of his shoulders, he balanced a long stick from which dangled four dead rabbits. Mick grabbed him by the upper arm, stopping him in his tracks.


“Am I really in London?” he asked, disinclined to believe anything Lettitia told him.


“Piss off, you gin-sodden bugger!”


Since Mick could barely understand the thick Cockney accent, he figured he had his answer.


Still holding onto the other man’s arm, he asked the next logical question. “What year is this?”


The man shrugged free of his grasp. “As if you don’t know it to be the year of the three eights,” he hissed before continuing on his way.


Stupefied, Mick turned toward Lettitia. “ ‘The year of the three eights. What does that mean?”


“It means that you are in London, this being the year 1888,” she calmly informed him as she stuffed the silver disk into her beaded purse.


“Well, send me back to Brooklyn circa 2013. Now.”


Rather than comply, his companion straightened her shoulders. In the short span of time since he’d made Lettitia Merryweather’s acquaintance, Mick had seen a multitude of emotions in her smoky gray orbs. Trepidation, anger, obstinacy. But this was the first time that her eyes glimmered with a conniving intent.


“I will return you to your own time and place after you locate my sister.”


Mick let that soak in a moment… before he ripped into her.


“If you think I’m gonna let you pull me around by the short-and-curlies, think again!” Snatching the handbag off of her wrist, Mick ignored her indignant outcry as he broke the Eleventh Commandant–Thou shall not rummage through a woman’s purse. When he found what he was looking for, he flung the beaded bag back in her direction.


“Okay, tell me how it works,” he ordered as he opened the disk that she’d used to activate the time portal. One side housed some kind of old-fashioned watch rimmed with Roman numerals and astrological symbols. At least that’s what Mick thought they were. The other side contained what looked like a compass needle submerged in an aqua-blue liquid. On both sides of the device there were small nubbins similar to those on a wristwatch.


Mick thumbed one of them.


“Don’t touch that!” Lettitia screeched, trying to snatch the device out of his hand.


He held it aloft, out of her reach. “Why? What’ll happen?”


“There’s no telling what calamity will befall us if you reset the device. Those settings have to do with time and place.” Clearly worried, she peered over her shoulder.


Mick craned his head to see what had garnered her attention. In a niche set within a brick wall, he saw an iron ornament exactly like the one in the alley on Larimer Street.


“Let me guess,” he said. “One activates the other.”


“In a manner of speaking.”


“Can you be more specific?”


“Not until you ascertain my sister’s whereabouts.”


“Shit. That’s extortion. You can’t—”


“Yes, I can,” she said over him, her expression resolute. “And so that we are clear on the matter, I will do anything, anything, to find my sister. The time portal can only be accessed during the seven days of the lunar cycle when the moon is at its fullest. Which means that you have seven days to find Emmaline.”


Physically shaking—he was that pissed—Mick relinquished custody of the time device. Until he could figure out a way to escape, he had no choice but to surrender the field.


“Earlier, you kept mentioning some madam person.”


“Madame Mazursky is a well-known spiritualist. In fact, it was she who gave me the time device and sent me to the future in order to secure your assistance.”


Christ. What do they think I am, a damned bloodhound?


Mick was stumped as to why this mysterious Madame Mazursky would send Lettitia one hundred and twenty-five years into the future to find him. He was just a New York City cop, not freakin’ Sherlock Holmes. Determined to find out what the hell was going on, he made a mental note to have a little chat with Madame Mazursky. Sooner rather than later.


What he needed now was a stiff drink.


“Come on.” He cuffed a hand around Lettitia’s elbow. When she balked, he tightened his grip, not in the mood to play nice. She’d tricked him into taking her to Larimer Street, and now that she’d transported him to Merry Olde England, she was holding him prisoner until he found her missing sister.


“I demand to know where you are taking me,” Lettitia huffed in an imperious tone of voice.


His fury still at a fast boil, Mick stopped in mid-stride and pivoted toward her. “I’ve had about all I can take of your demands,” he growled. Invading her personal space, he pressed his chest against her well-endowed bosom, a move that instantly caused a life-affirming swell in his boxer shorts. “It just so happens that I’m in need of a stiff drink and that bar across the street has my name written all over it.” Given the large tankard of frothy ale painted on the sign over the door, there was no mistaking the establishment for being anything other than a drinking hole.


Lettitia turned her head, her gaze narrowing as she peered at The Ten Bells. “Sir, do you realize what time it is? Why, it is only–” she glanced at the small silver watch pinned to the front of her jacket– “eight o’clock in the morning.”


Mick consulted his wristwatch. “Maybe in your neck of the woods, but according to my watch, it’s seven o’clock in the evening. Which means that happy hour is still under way.”


“Under no circumstance will I accompany you into that den of sinful inequity!”


“Fine by me. In fact, it’s probably better that you not accompany me.”


“Surely you do not mean to leave me standing in the street while you—”


“Is this bloke givin’ you trouble, miss?”


At hearing the unwelcome intruder, Mick glanced behind him. Standing at the ready was a big, burly, blue-suited constable slapping his nightstick against the palm of his hand. Mick instantly released his hold on Lettitia, taking the unasked measure of stepping away from her.


“This gentleman is… is an acquaintance of mine,” Lettitia sputtered, her chest heaving.


The constable jutted his chin at Mick’s ripped coat sleeve. “ ’e’s dressed a might queerly to be associating with a lady such as yourself.”


“He’s from America,” Lettitia said, as if that explained everything.


Evidently it did, and the constable bid them both ‘G’day’ before continuing on his beat.


“Really, Detective Giovanni. You must learn to control your temper. As well as your repugnant vices,” she added, pointedly glancing at The Ten Bells.


Ignoring her, Mick crossed the cobbled street, maneuvering around a large, two-wheeled buggy as he made a beeline for the bar.


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Lettitia primly raise her skirts several inches as she crossed the busy thoroughfare.


“Need I remind you, Detective Giovanni, that a gentleman always assists a lady across a street? To not do so demonstrates a lack of—”


“Can it, Lettitia. In case you haven’t figured it out yet, you’re not one of my favorite people right now.”


“Sir, you cannot mean to go in there!”


“Just watch me.” With exaggerated politeness, he held the tavern door wide open. “Coming, dear?”


Huffing indignantly, Lettitia marched across the threshold of The Ten Bells in a swish of black taffeta and frilly white petticoats. Following in her wake, Mick took the lay of the land: there was an old-fashioned, mahogany bar; an aproned barkeep cleaning glasses with a hand towel; and a buxom woman serving beer to a table full of early morning revelers.


Yeah, this will do.


As he seated himself at a corner table, Mick hollered at the barkeep, “Give me a bottle of your best Irish whiskey.”


“And just how do you expect to pay for your demon spirits?” Lettitia harped, looking down her nose at him. “Your money is worthless here.”


“But yours isn’t.”


“I will not pay for your evil vices!”


Tuning out the temperance harangue, he motioned to the empty chair opposite his. “Have a seat.”


Not budging so much as an inch, Lettitia stared at him, an obstinate gleam in her eyes.


Uh-uh, sweetheart. Nothing doing. Mick folded his arms over his chest, refusing to lunge to his feet to assist her.


“Must you be so uncouth?”


“Yeah, I must. It’s encoded in my caveman DNA.”


“Sir, your remark is nonsensical.”


Forced to seat herself at the table, Lettitia sat with her back ramrod straight, her spine a good six inches from the back of the chair. When the barkeep placed a bottle and two empty glasses on the table, she glared at the man as though he were the devil’s minion.


Mick reached for the whiskey bottle. Pulling the cork, he took an appreciative sniff before pouring a healthy measure of amber-colored booze into his glass. “Hey, Lettitia, lighten up, will ya?”


“Henceforth, I would prefer that you address me as Miss Merryweather,” she intoned, stone-faced.


“Care for a snort?” He held the bottle aloft, intentionally egging her on.


On cue, Lettitia exclaimed, “Most certainly not!”


“Suit yourself.” Mick drained the glass in two swallows.


“It is obvious that you are no stranger to strong drink.”


“Must be the Irish in me,” he deadpanned, refilling his glass. Before the Kingsborough Massacre, he used to have an occasional beer on the weekends. Now he polished off nearly a fifth of Jameson’s a week. It was the only thing that put him to sleep. Even with the nightcap, he only averaged four to five hours of sleep on any given night.


“Okay, let’s get down to business.” Mick pulled a notebook and ink pen out of his jacket pocket. “Tell me about your sister.”


Judging by the way her gray eyes opened wide, Lettitia was obviously surprised by the request.


“What? Did you think I was gonna drink myself under the table? The sooner I find her, the sooner I can go home.”


“What exactly do you wish to know about Emmaline?” Lettitia countered in a circumspect tone of voice.


“For starters, when did you see her last?”


“Tuesday, the seventh of August. We met for tea.”


“At what time?”


“As I told you already, it was at tea time. That being four o’clock in the afternoon,” she clarified when he irritably pointed to his watch crystal.


Mick jotted down the date and time. “Did the two of you routinely have afternoon tea?” he asked, glancing up from his notepad.


“We met only on the days that I volunteered at St. Ursula’s Hospital.”


“Why did you only see your sister on the days that you volunteered at the hospital?”


Acting like a guilty perp, she dropped her gaze to the table. “I will not divulge the intimate details of my sister’s life. To do so would be unseemly.”


“Hey, if you want me to find your sister, you better start divulging.”


Lettitia’s head instantly snapped upward. Wordlessly, she glared him, a picture that was worth a thousand words, and not a civil one among ’em.


“And stop throwing daggers my way, will ya? Seeing as how I’m doing you a huge favor. Any other woman would be kissing up to me right about now.”


Splaying a hand over throat, Lettitia recoiled. “How dare you suggest that I—”


“I wasn’t,” he interjected. Mick left it at that, not in the mood to give a lesson in twenty-first century slang. “Now how about answering my question?”


A long pause stretched into an awkward silence. Fast losing his patience, Mick repeatedly tapped the end of his pen against the notepad.


“If you must know, my sister is no longer received in society,” Lettitia finally divulged. “That is why we meet surreptitiously on the days when I go to the hospital.”


Suddenly feeling like he’d crash-landed into an episode of Downton Abbey—every red-blooded man’s nightmare—Mick had to ask the asinine follow-up: “Why is she, um, no longer received in society?”


“My father had gone to great lengths to arrange a marriage between Emmaline and Lord Wortham. While my mother is of noble birth, my father’s antecedents are not nearly so exalted. Although between my sister’s great beauty and my father’s great fortune, such an impediment hardly mattered. At least it wouldn’t have mattered if my sister had shared our father’s lofty ambitions. Emmaline, however, refused to marry a man that she did not love.”


“So I take it that Emmaline broke off her engagement to this Lord Wortham fellow?”


The question elicited another lengthy silence during which time Lettitia began to nervously fiddle with a button on one of her gloves.


Mick silently counted to ten then repeated the question.


“It pains me to confess that my sister ran off with the Welsh stable master,” Lettitia murmured bleakly, unable to look him in the eye. “In retaliation, my father cut Emmaline off without a cent. She was then forced to… to—” Pausing mid-sentence, Lettitia wiped a wayward tear with a gloved finger.


“Okay, I’ve got enough details for now,” Mick said abruptly, unnerved by Lettitia’s agonized expression. He didn’t do distraught women. At least not well. Stuffing the notebook into his pocket, he rose to his feet. “You can give me a list of addresses later.”


After grudgingly paying for his two drinks, Lettitia beat a hasty retreat from the pub.


Mick caught up to her a few moments later. “I need to speak to your good pal Madame Mazursky. This time portal thing is—” Suddenly noticing a skinny kid standing a few feet away hawking newspapers, he momentarily lost his train of thought.


Christ Almighty, I don’t frigging believe it.


Fishing a quarter out of his pocket, he handed it to the newsboy. Although the grimy-faced urchin eyed the coin suspiciously, he nonetheless handed Mick a newspaper dated November 4, 1888. The banner headline, set in bold, old-fashioned typeface, read: JACK THE RIPPER STILL AT LARGE.
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