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Praise for Steve Cavanagh


‘This guy is the real deal. Trust me’


Lee Child


‘A terrific writer. He has talent to burn’


Don Winslow


‘A brilliant, twisty, ingeniously constructed puzzle’


Ruth Ware


‘If you read a thriller as good this year, it’s only because you’ve read this one twice’


Mark Billingham


‘Trust me – it will keep you guessing until the very end’


Ian Rankin


‘Steve Cavanagh must have sold his soul to the devil at the crossroads outside of Rosedale, Mississippi in exchange for becoming one of the world’s best crime writers. Steve is 5/5’


Adrian McKinty


‘Top notch thrills and courtroom drama’


Shari Lapena


‘A dead bang beast of a book expertly combining his authority on the law with an absolutely great thrill ride. Books this ingenious don’t come along very often’


Michael Connelly


‘Bristles with dramatic courtroom tension, suspense, intrigue and more twists and turns than a moonlit country road’


S. A. Cosby


‘Eddie’s back! Steve Cavanagh writes the best hooks in the business’


Mick Herron


‘A great book by a great author’


Martina Cole


‘The terrific trial scenes out-Grisham John Grisham’


The Times


‘Cavanagh is a genius’


Evening Standard


‘Buckle up and read in one sitting’


The Guardian


‘Wickedly clever courtroom drama’


The New York Times


‘Cavanagh can generate tension better than almost anyone else’


Literary Review


‘Cavanagh is the king of the high-concept twist’


The i newspaper
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“In the evening … he comes up the stairs very softly, for he walks in his socks, then he opens the [children’s] doors without the slightest noise, and throws a small quantity of very fine dust in their eyes, just enough to prevent them from keeping them open, and so they do not see him. Then he creeps behind them, and blows softly upon their necks, till their heads begin to droop. [My brother] he is also called Ole Luk-Oie but he never visits any one but once, and when he does come, he takes them away on his horse, and tells them stories as they ride along … he is also called Death.”


– “Ole Luk-Oie”, from Hans Andersen’s Fairytales,
by Hans Christian Andersen (1888).
A legend of the Sandman.







PROLOGUE



PAIGE DELANEY


The SWAT leader called it.


Ten seconds.


Once the count reached zero, they had a hundred yards of well-tended lawn to clear before they reached the back door. Paige Delaney eased herself up from the wet leaves, pulled down a thin branch from a pine tree to get a better view of the house. A chalk ball moon sat over the silhouette of a brick colonial-style mansion set in Old Westbury, New York.


Delaney filled her lungs, breathed out slow. Listened to the count over the comms.


Ten …


She liked numbers. In her tenure in the FBI as Special Agent in Behavioral Science Unit 2, she had come to trust numbers more than people. And the figures in this case were extraordinary.


Nine …


For fourteen months and twelve days she had been hunting the man the papers first called the Coney Island Killer. Of course, he had given himself another name. He had talked all about it in one of his letters to the FBI, which he copied to the Washington Post. He called himself the Sandman.


Eight …


On average, Delaney worked fifteen-hour days. The taskforce she ran with special agent in charge, Bill Seong, was made up of two hundred police officers and federal agents. The taskforce had interviewed over a thousand potential witnesses. Spoken to seventy-one suspects. And compiled case files that ran to sixty-three boxes spread over two evidence rooms in the New York field office.


Seven …


Then there were the big numbers. The ones that made the front pages.


Seventeen victims. Men and women.


The first victims had been found half buried in the sand on Coney Island beach. They had been shot, stabbed and mutilated. A heavy police presence at the beach had caused a change in the killer’s pattern. The remainder of the victims had been killed in their homes. Mostly it was a single victim. Sometimes he killed more than one person in the house.


Six …


Delaney’s profile of the Sandman highlighted two consistent patterns with every killing. One everyone knew about. And the media loved to post those gory details. After the victims were killed their wounds, mouths and empty eye sockets were filled with sand. The killer took the eyes with him. The whole of New York seemed to hold its breath at night, waiting for another attack.


Five …


Only Delaney and a select few in the taskforce command knew the second profile marker. This couldn’t be leaked to the press. The killer took a personal item from each victim. This might help catch and convict him someday, and so this was a closely guarded secret. Mostly, it was jewelry.


Four …


Eventually, the numbers started to work against the Sandman. You can’t commit the perfect murder every time. Sooner or later, he would make a mistake. Delaney had been sure of this, and she had been right. Three days ago, they found his latest victims. The Nielsen family. Husband and wife, kids sedated during the killing. The children said during the night they felt someone blowing on their necks, then a sharp sting and then they fell asleep.


A bloody thumbprint had been found on the wife’s torso, just beneath her right arm.


Three …


Within two days they had a match on the thumbprint, but not from any criminal databases. Daniel Miller, forty-five years old, had to give his ID and fingerprints when he registered for his trading license under the Banking Act. The next fifteen hours had gone quickly as Delaney built up a picture of Miller’s life, his private equity business, his background and most importantly his current location. He was not on their list of suspects, which they had narrowed down from several thousand potentials.


Two …


It was coming up on ten o’clock. There were a few lights on downstairs in the Miller residence. The kitchen, lounge and hallway.


Delaney drew her Glock 19. Leaned forward. Her muscles tense. Palms already greased in sweat. She was ready to be free of the smell of pine and rotten leaves. Ready to burst out of the tree line. Ready to get her man. They estimated two occupants of the house – Daniel Miller and his wife, Carrie.


One …


She didn’t wait for zero.


The roar of a Ford Crown Victoria sounded somewhere in the distance. The sound of that engine was like a starter pistol. By the time the SWAT leader called GO, everyone was on their feet, boots tearing up the lawn, hauling ass to the points of entry. There were a dozen agents and NYPD ahead of Delaney, even wearing their heavy assault gear, helmets and Kevlar. She wasn’t going to win any foot races tonight, but that didn’t matter. Others would go in first. Officers and agents who trained to kick down the doors of hostile buildings.


By the time Delaney put a foot on the patio, and passed the swimming pool, the SWAT team was already inside, the back door hanging loose off its hinges. She heard a voice. A scream. Female.


Delaney waited at the back door ; weapon drawn. There were five other FBI agents with her – the search team. Laminated cards hung off their lanyards alongside their FBI IDs. The cards were pictures of key search items – items of jewelry known to have been taken from the victims. Some of them would be easy to spot because of their rarity. Like the Tahitian black pearl necklace taken from Stacy Nielsen three days ago.


A call came over the comms.


‘He’s not here. House, grounds and garage are clear. The wife is in the kitchen. Property secure.’


Delaney swore, entered the house through the back door. A large utility room led to a vast kitchen. The twelve-foot-high arched ceiling accommodated a huge window that would flood the space with light during the day. Now, it only seemed to let in the dark. A wine glass lay on its side on the marble counter top. The red wine pooled on the counter and slowly dripped onto the white tile floor.


There was a woman with short, dark hair sitting on a couch at the far corner of the room. Carrie Miller was shaking her head, crying, looking up at two armed NYPD SWAT officers standing over her, asking her questions. She wore a white tee, gray sweat pants and cream house socks. As Delaney approached, she noticed the woman’s perfect oval face, clear skin and bright green eyes glazed in tears.


‘I don’t know where he is. He hasn’t been home in days. He-he s-said he was going away on business, p-please, what is this about I—’


‘Mrs. Miller, I’m special agent Paige Delaney. I know how scared you must be feeling right now. I’m sorry for the intrusion. We have a warrant to search your property and arrest your husband, Daniel Miller.’


It’s hard to gauge someone’s reaction to this kind of news. Right then, Delaney wasn’t sure Carrie was taking this in.


‘Mrs. Miller, what I’m going to say will upset you a great deal, but it’s important for your safety that you know the truth.’


Before she laid the motherload on Carrie Miller, she paused and searched the woman’s eyes. Carrie already looked grief stricken – traumatized. The tears were stripping the make-up from her face. She sniffed and wiped at her cheeks, smudging her lipstick against her white teeth. There was something about trauma that was a great leveler. Delaney had sat on a lot of couches with a lot of women and given them all bad news.


Carrie looked like those women.


Her marriage had made her rich. Delaney knew Carrie came from a poor Midwestern family, had come to New York to become an actor and somewhere on that journey she had met Daniel Miller. Did it matter whether those women Delaney had held and comforted on all those couches touched up their smudged lips with a ten-buck stick of Maybelline or a ninety-dollar stick of Christian Louboutin ? Carrie’s purse sat open on the glass coffee table and Delaney was pleased to see a cheap brand of lipstick. It didn’t look like the money had changed Carrie. That showed character. She thought Carrie would need every bit of that fortitude to get through this next chapter in her life.


It was not unusual for serial killers to carry out their crimes while simultaneously leading relatively normal lives. The BTK killer, Gacy, the Green River Killer, and many more serial murderers were married men. Once the shock and disbelief subside, and the wives accept who their husbands really are, a different kind of internal struggle begins. In time, Carrie, just like those women, would ask the same question again and again. How could they not know they were married to a monster ? Then guilt would kick in. Unwarranted guilt, but it would feel real and hurt just as bad. Not only would those women suddenly realize they had no future, but any happiness they had enjoyed in the past would disappear. Every kiss, every embrace, every shared moment would turn poisonous. And then the real pain would kick in with this question – what was it about them that attracted someone who was so evil ? If that didn’t rip Carrie apart in the next couple of years, she might get through it. Delaney sure hoped so. She glanced at the ten-dollar lipstick in Carrie’s purse and thought she might have a better shot than most.


‘May I call you Carrie ?’ asked Delaney.


Carrie nodded in agreement, her lips parted as if to let the fear and dread flood inside, making her shake.


‘Carrie, we think your husband is the killer known as the Sandman.’


What do you say to that ? How do you react ? Delaney thought that any reaction would be okay. It’s not something that can be easily processed. But she knew this was a process. And the first step was denial : you’ve got the wrong man. I know my husband – don’t be ridiculous – he’s not a violent man – he’s such a good father, he provides for us, takes care of us. I’m sorry this must be a mistake …


Carrie Miller’s open mouth trembled, and she searched Delaney’s face.


But she didn’t say anything. She didn’t protest her husband’s innocence. It reminded Delaney of her tenth birthday. That same day her father died. He had been in hospital for a month with a brain tumor, inoperable and terminal. He was in a coma, and she had been to see him that morning. In the afternoon there was a small party – three of her best friends and some cake. After everyone left, her mother was putting on her coat to go back to the hospital when the phone rang. Delaney would never forget her mom’s face. It looked like the tears were freezing her expression. Carrie had that same look. A woman who knew something terrible was going to happen, even had time to prepare for it, but when it did happen, the pain was worse than she had expected.


‘Could we get Carrie a glass of water ?’ said Delaney to one of the SWAT, and he moved to the cupboard, found the glasses and filled one from the faucet then handed it to Carrie.


She held the glass in both hands, brought it, quivering, to her mouth.


‘If you know where he is, I need you to tell me that location,’ said Delaney.


‘I don’t know where he is,’ said Carrie. ‘And I don’t care. I don’t ever want to lay eyes on him again.’


Delaney squeezed the radio attached to her stab vest, said, ‘Any news on the search, Bill ?’


Her message was answered straight away by agent in charge, Bill Seong, ‘Come on upstairs. Master bedroom.’


She took the grand staircase two steps at a time. Found the large master bedroom at the end of the hall on her left. Inside were two lounge chairs, a mirror, a king-size bed in the center of the room and a flatscreen on the wall.


‘Here, in the closet,’ said Bill.


There were two doors off the master. A private bathroom and a walk-in closet that was the same size as her apartment in Manhattan. The closet had mahogany shelves, drawers and wardrobes built into both sides. His and hers. Bill shone his flashlight at a rack of white shirts, tightly packed together.


‘Check the cuff on this one,’ he said.


There was a stain on the cuff. It looked like a splash of dark liquid. Even though the shirt had been laundered, the rust-colored mark was still there. Delaney had seen enough bloodstained clothing in her time to know this looked suspicious.


‘Bag it,’ said Delaney.


Bill clicked his fingers at a tech behind him, who started opening an evidence bag.


‘That’s not all,’ said Bill, pointing at an open drawer with his flashlight.


Delaney took a look at the drawer and saw an array of jewelry resting on black cloth. Some of the items looked familiar. One in particular.


Stacy Nielsen’s black pearl necklace.


‘Jackpot,’ said Bill, with a smile.


‘Is this the right shirt ?’ said the tech.


Delaney turned. It was the right one. White with a stain on the …


For the first time, Delany realized it wasn’t a man’s shirt.


It was a woman’s blouse.


She turned back to the jewelry drawer. It was on the ‘hers’ side of the closet.


Clutching his radio, Bill spoke over the comms, ‘Any sign of the van on the property ?’


‘Not in the garage,’ came the answer.


‘Shit,’ said Bill.


‘We’ve got the jewelry and his DNA,’ said Delaney. ‘We don’t really need the van.’


‘I want it all,’ said Bill.


A few of the witnesses who had been in the vicinity of the crime scenes around the time of the murders had reported seeing a dark-colored panel truck nearby. The FBI had identified some eleven thousand registered owners of dark-colored panel trucks in New York. A good thing it wasn’t a white truck that had been spotted as there were fifty-five thousand of those in circulation. Along with local law enforcement, they had gone house to house with the dark-colored van owners, eliminating names from the database on a set criteria.


The truck wasn’t at Daniel Miller’s office. And it wasn’t at his home.


Bill’s phone rang. He saw the caller ID, handed the phone to Delaney who stepped out into the hall to answer.


‘Bill Seong’s phone,’ she said.


‘Where’s Bill ?’ said Drew White, the assistant district attorney in charge of the Sandman case.


‘He’s busy. We’re in the middle of a search here, Drew.’


‘Tell me you got the truck.’


‘We’ve got something better. We’ve got the jewelry,’ said Delaney.


‘Well, that’s good news. I’m afraid I have some bad news. Want to know why Daniel Miller wasn’t on our list of potentials for the truck search ?’


Delaney covered her other ear, focusing on White.


‘He bought it second hand and didn’t register it ?’ asked Delaney.


‘Nope. He was on our list, goddamn it. We could’ve got him two months ago.’


‘Jesus, why was he eliminated ?’


All around Delaney was the sound of cupboards and doors being opened and their contents emptied on the floor, heavy boots stomping around her, men talking, and despite all of it she only heard White’s voice.


When he’d finished talking, he hung up. Delaney felt sick.


She went downstairs, Bill followed.


‘What did White want ?’ he asked.


Delaney said nothing, so he asked again. She continued downstairs without another word. Went through the hallway, into the lounge and stood in front of a shaking Carrie.


‘Carrie Miller,’ said Delaney. ‘I’m arresting you on suspicion of multiple homicide …’





BREAKING NEWS – THE SANDMAN NAMED


Breaking news this hour on the Sandman case out of New York. The FBI-led joint taskforce has confirmed it has definitively identified the serial killer who terrorized the city for over a year. Taskforce lead, Special Agent William Seong, held a press conference where he stated they now hold forensic evidence identifying forty-five-year-old Daniel Miller, a hedge fund manager from New York, as the Sandman. Alerts have been set up at every bus station, train station, ferry terminal and airport in the country. People are to be on the lookout for Miller, who is described by Special Agent Seong as armed and extremely dangerous. For more on this breaking story, we’re going live now to our crime and justice correspondent, Shimon Prokupecz, who is in Federal Plaza …


CNN NEWSHOUR


INDICTMENT IN THE SANDMAN CASE


The District Attorney’s office for the Southern District of New York has confirmed that six months after her arrest, Carrie Miller, wife of the alleged serial killer, Daniel Miller, has been indicted by a grand jury on six counts of homicide. Assistant district attorney in charge of the case, Drew White, told reporters that they believe Carrie Miller not only knew her husband was the Sandman, but she also acted as his accomplice in at least six murders. Mr. White stressed that these charges reflect the evidence, which directly links Carrie Miller as an accomplice to the murder of these six victims. Each count on the indictment carries a life sentence …


The New York Times


THE MOST EVIL WOMAN IN AMERICA


Her husband is the most wanted man in America. She is the wife of the alleged serial killer Daniel Miller, better known as the Sandman. She is due to stand trial next month on six counts of homicide. The District Attorney’s office for the Southern District of New York says she acted as an accomplice, knowing her husband was a serial killer and actively assisting him in his crimes and even helping him evade capture. She denies all charges, but this hasn’t stopped speculation about what she knew, and what she didn’t know, about her husband’s reign of terror. We spoke to Carrie Miller’s former co-workers. They describe a woman as cold as the grave …


The National Enquirer


Killer Carrie’s Neighbors and Friends Speak


The trial of Carrie Miller, known as the Sandman’s wife, begins next week and with speculation rampant about what Carrie Miller knew of her husband’s murderous activities, we spoke to her neighbors and high school friends on condition of anonymity, and asked them what’s it like knowing someone who may have been responsible for multiple homicides, and were there any early signs that Carrie Miller was in league with a serial killer ?


‘I just always thought she was strange. Quiet, you know,’ said a close neighbor.


‘I’ve known Carrie for fifteen years. We were best friends in high school. I was her maid-of-honor at the wedding. Jesus, even thinking about that now gives me the creeps. If you’re asking me could she kill someone, I have to say I don’t know …’


‘I don’t trust her. I never did. Not from the moment she moved in. You get a sense off of her, you know, just pure evil. I can’t even look at her house anymore.’


There has been no trace of the Sandman since he went on the run from police. But there has been speculation recently that a deal is on the table for his wife. In exchange for information that could lead to the capture of the Sandman, Carrie Miller may walk free. We asked lead prosecutor Drew White if there was any truth to that rumor. ‘The victims require justice. There is no deal.’ The trial will begin next week as planned …


The Washington Post.







CHAPTER ONE



EDDIE


It began with a stranger.


It always does.


This stranger, the one sitting in a brown leather chair in the reception area of my firm, didn’t look like the others. Not at first. He had long legs wrapped in blue, pin-striped woolen pants to go with the rest of his suit. The white button-down shirt was a blend of silk and cotton. A thick, deep-blue tie completed the outfit. His curly brown hair was swept back and his beard neatly trimmed. He looked like a model in a catalogue selling that suit. And he could’ve been, but for the one similarity with the rest of the folks who sit in my reception. He was slumped in the chair. His long legs stretched out before him as if he’d just walked fifty blocks in a pair of brand-new shoes. As well as the fatigue, it was the look in his eyes that seemed so familiar.


His gaze shifted around the room, but his eyes were unseeing. They were searching for something. The man had the look of someone who was carrying a heavy burden.


Trouble is money. And you don’t come to me unless you’re in the very worst kind. Lately, the office cash flow had taken a hit because of the shutdown that came with the pandemic. New York was recovering now, the vaccines had helped, and things looked brighter here. I studied the man for a moment and thought he looked vaguely familiar. Denise, the office secretary, walked past the man in the good suit, hitting him with a smile while she did so, opened the glass door of my office and shut it behind her.


I drained my first cup of coffee of the day and got up to fetch a refill from the machine in the kitchen.


‘Sit down,’ said Denise, with a smile.


She was holding a hot cup of coffee, but I noticed that it wasn’t her mug. She set the coffee down on the desk in front of me, said, ‘Here’s your second cup.’


Denise was an experienced legal secretary. Smarter than most lawyers, but fiercely organized and with a good head for business thrown in. A worker with a heart the size of Lake Michigan. Typing one hundred words a minute and half running my law firm were Denise’s main duties. Those duties did not extend to getting me my coffee. I didn’t like other people getting me coffee, or lunch. I looked after myself. Denise had never brought me so much as a glass of water before.


She stood there, smiling.


‘Do you need a raise ?’ I asked.


‘No, I’m fine. I know you’ve said before you’re not a hundred percent in the morning until you’ve had two cups of coffee.’


This was true, but I couldn’t remember when I’d said this to Denise.


Next thing, Harry Ford came into my office carrying a large bundle of papers that filled his arms. A former judge, my old mentor, and now a consultant who helped out with the thornier legal issues in our cases. Harry dumped the files on my desk, sat his ass down in one of my clients’ chairs.


Bloch, our investigator, followed Harry. She wheeled two chairs into my office, and sat on one, leaving the other free. Kate Brooks, my partner in Flynn & Brooks, came in with her own chair and folded her legs beneath it as she sat. Bloch and Kate had known each other from childhood and enjoyed that kind of shorthand that worked through looks, gestures and half-smiles. Bloch took her cell out of her jeans, turned it off. Kate, in her business suit, took her phone from her jacket and turned it off.


They were all staring at me.


‘Is this an intervention ?’ I asked. ‘I’m not drinking, ask Harry—’ I said, but Denise cut me off.


‘Drink up,’ she said.


‘What is this ? And why do I get the impression it has something to do with the suit in reception ?’ I asked.


Bloch pursed her lips and threw a look at Kate that must’ve been a cue.


‘We’re taking a new case,’ said Kate.


‘We ?’ I asked.


She nodded, said, ‘This one will need all of us at the top of our game. Bloch and I read the file over the weekend and Harry read it yesterday. It’s the big one, Eddie.’


I stood still.


I liked getting work. Helping people was the job, and it was good most of the time. If we had landed a big case, I would’ve expected Harry or Kate to have told me before now. Bloch never said a lot, although we were friends. She just didn’t say much to anyone.


‘If we’ve landed a big case then why do I feel like this is an ambush ? And why is Denise getting me coffee ?’


‘Because I like to get coffee,’ said Denise.


‘No, you don’t. Who is the suit outside ? Is he the client ?’


‘No,’ said Harry. ‘He’s the client’s lawyer.’


I craned my neck around the gathering, took another look at the man. That’s where I’d seen him before – on TV.


‘He’s Otto Peltier ?’ I asked.


Harry nodded.


It explained the suit, the haircut. He glanced back at me, wiping his lips with manicured fingers. Most criminal lawyers in Manhattan had never heard of Otto Peltier before last year. His clients lived in the high-class areas of New York and Otto practiced in the high-class areas of law. Real Estate, Tax, Wealth Management, Divorce and Probate. In other words, he saved his clients enough money on their taxes so they could buy a boat, or a house, and then he made sure they held onto it through their divorce, and, finally, made certain that the government didn’t take a big slice of the inheritance when they’d died. So it was a real surprise to the criminal lawyers of New York when Otto Peltier landed the biggest criminal case in the city. It showed on him. I could see the strain around his eyes.


Otto represented Carrie Miller – the Sandman’s wife. Last year her property was raided by police and FBI, after they identified Daniel Miller as the Sandman from his fingerprint and DNA left at a crime scene. A year later they were still looking for the Sandman. Some felt that because they couldn’t catch the real murderer, Carrie Miller was a good substitute. It made the feds, and the cops, look as though they had accomplished something. And they needed a win, because the city and most of the state had lived in fear of this man for a long time. Putting away a killer was the right political decision for law enforcement.


‘Wait a minute, he wants us to ride on his coat tails in this case ? I don’t sit in second chair,’ I said.


‘He’s not asking us to do his donkey work or hold his hand,’ said Kate. ‘He wants us to take over the defense.’


‘What ? Why ?’


‘He was holding out for a deal and the DA hasn’t played ball. Otto Peltier is not a trial lawyer. He needs a team with trial experience,’ said Harry.


‘That’s very generous of him and the right thing for his client, but the problem is we don’t represent the guilty. The DA says Carrie was an accomplice in six of the Sandman’s murders. I won’t put a killer back on the street—’


‘She says she’s innocent,’ said Kate.


‘They all say that,’ I said.


‘I think she’s telling the truth,’ said Kate.


Of all the lawyers I’d ever met, Kate was maybe the smartest. If she believed Carrie Miller, then there had to be something there worth fighting for. I was beginning to get interested. Then I stopped.


‘Wait, doesn’t this case start in a couple of days ? Why is he dumping the case now ? Maybe he’s messed up the defense and we’re going to walk into a lawsuit from the client if we take this to trial.’


‘I don’t think so,’ said Harry. ‘He doesn’t have anywhere near the experience needed to run a murder trial, but I’ve looked over the case papers and he’s done everything right in pre-trial prep. All appropriate motions filed. I don’t know what the jury is like but how bad can it be ? The case is ready to go in two days. That’s enough time for us to be ready. We’ve parachuted into cases before. And it’s not like there’s no defense. There’s a decent fight in this one, Eddie.’


My hands covered my face. I needed the darkness, a little silence and another damn cup of—


‘Drink your coffee,’ said Denise.


I brushed my fingers down my cheeks, opened my eyes and saw everyone staring at me. There was another reason I didn’t want this case.


‘The Sandman is still out there. If we get involved, we are one step closer to a madman. There’s a risk—’


Kate cut me off. I could see the passion in her eyes. She wanted this case. Since we became partners, Kate had focused on representing women who had suffered sex discrimination and sexual harassment at work. At her last firm Kate was the victim of unwanted advances from a partner in that practice and she’d been taking down misogynist employers since. These cases were personal. With every woman Kate helped she was saving not just that person, but a part of Kate that got hurt and hadn’t fully healed.


‘We all know the risks, but I don’t see why he would target us,’ she said. ‘We’re saving his wife. The biggest risk is the media taking a dump on our firm if we don’t prove she’s innocent. If we do, that’s another female victim who has gotten justice because of us. You know this is important to me.’


I nodded.


‘Let’s hear the man out,’ said Kate.


‘Okay, bring him in.’


Denise asked the man to come in. I didn’t have the biggest office, so it was a little crowded. That look was still on his face – someone in trouble who needed our help. I reached for my chest ; felt the Saint Christopher’s medal I wore beneath my shirt.


Soon as he sat down, Peltier forced a smile. Even though he needed us, he still felt like he should sell me the case. He introduced himself, then said, ‘Congratulations, Mr. Flynn. You now have the most high-profile murder trial in America.’


‘I don’t want to be rude,’ I said, ‘but this is all news to me. I get the feeling my colleagues were anticipating some resistance on my part. See, first, I don’t take a case unless I believe the client is innocent. I’ve been burned before, and I don’t need any more ghosts in my head. Second, I’m the suspicious type. I’m still not sure why you would hand this case over to another law firm. I know lawyers who would wrestle their own grandmothers for a case like this.’


Peltier crossed his long legs, his face cracked into a smile as he said, ‘I can give you more than one reason to say yes. My client, excuse me, your client, is willing to give your firm two million reasons. The agreed fee for the case is three million. I take a third of that for the preparation work, the rest is yours. So, do we have a deal ?’


That number blazed Kate’s eyes. This was the big one. This was the hottest case in the country. With a payday that most lawyers only get to fantasize about. A once-in-a-lifetime case. The one we all chase, the one that will make our careers. Far as my firm was concerned, we’d just won the lottery. Only a fool would turn it down.


Which is why I said, ‘No.’







CHAPTER TWO



EDDIE


‘Look, no disrespect to you or your client, Mr. Peltier, but this just doesn’t feel right to me,’ I said.


‘I understand. Perhaps I have not made myself clear to your colleagues,’ he said. ‘I was hoping to broker a deal with the DA. In exchange for my client’s cooperation in the Sandman case I wanted them to drop the charges against her. At first, I thought they were just playing hardball. Taking us to the door of the court before they made a deal. Unfortunately, they are not bluffing. The case will begin in two days. And while I am a talented lawyer and negotiator, I don’t have your trial experience. Carrie is innocent, and I intend to make sure she gets a fair hearing. For that to happen, she needs the very best representation.’


He spoke clearly, confidently. Good eye contact, natural hand movements. No tells. No indication he was lying. Apart from the fact that he wasn’t telling me the whole story.


Something had caused a change in Peltier’s tactics for Carrie Miller’s defense. There had been a development which had meant he couldn’t try the case. I was sure of it. No lawyer would pass up a trial like this.


‘What was the last pre-trial motion ?’ I asked, fixing my stare on Peltier.


The question caused the skin around his eyes to tighten.


‘Prosecution motion for inspection and seizure of a number of files from Mr. Peltier’s office,’ said Kate. ‘All the files and papers pre-dated Mrs. Miller’s arrest, am I right ?’


Peltier nodded, slowly.


I swallowed the last of the coffee. Denise, who was standing behind the assembled group, folded her arms. She knew me well enough to tell when my brain was finally kicking into life.


‘We’re not getting off to the best of starts, Mr. Peltier. You haven’t lied, but you haven’t told us the whole truth either. That stops. Right now. I’m going to ask you some questions. If you lie, this meeting is over and you can take your case along with your expensive suit into the street. Do I make myself clear ?’


‘I was intending to divulge everything once you had agreed to take the case, and then our conversation would fall under attorney-client privilege,’ he said, with a smile.


He had been holding back, and this was a decent excuse. Attorney-client privilege is the basis of the profession. Anything your client tells you directly, or through another party, is private. You don’t reveal it to anyone, and no one is allowed to ask you about it or look at your notes or any client documents. For the DA to get access to Peltier’s files there must have been a damn good reason.


‘What led the DA’s office to your old files ?’ I asked.


‘Payments detailed on bank records, from Carrie Miller to my firm, for legal advice,’ he said.


That was the truth. No question about it.


‘What was in the files ?’


‘To give that information I am breaking attorney-client privilege …’ he began.


‘It’s already broken if the DA has the files. What were they looking for ?’


‘They were looking for any information in my possession that implicated Carrie Miller in the murder of six of the Sandman’s victims.’


Another honest answer. And something I had anticipated.


‘And what did they find ?’ I asked.


He answered straight away. No hesitation.


‘They found notes I’d made of a number of meetings with Mrs. Miller. And her diaries, which she wished me to hold for her. Before you ask, those meetings were about potential divorce proceedings on the grounds of cruel and inhuman treatment. Mrs. Miller told me that she suspected her husband was a serial killer.’


‘She knew ?’ asked Kate.


‘She did not know. She suspected,’ said Peltier, gently.


‘And she did nothing about this, is that right ? She didn’t go to the police ?’ asked Harry.


‘No, she did not. There were several clauses in the prenuptial agreement which would have been triggered by a police report if the allegation turned out to be false, that is. If the allegation were made and not proven, Mrs. Miller would forfeit her right to a share of the marital property and assets. In other words, she would be throwing eight million dollars away with a phone call.’


‘Eight million, that would’ve been her share from the divorce ?’ asked Kate.


Peltier nodded.


‘This changes the case,’ said Harry. ‘The DA can give the jury eight million reasons for Carrie to keep her mouth shut and help her husband escape the police.’


Harry was right. Carrie Miller couldn’t make the case that she knew nothing of her husband’s crimes, all she could say is she wasn’t sure. She would have a hard time convincing any jury of that fact.


There were a lot of serial killers who carried out their crimes while happily married. Far as I could remember, none of their wives knew or even suspected them. None of them were charged as an accomplice. Every talking head, on every news channel, was discussing this case. Oprah did a special on it, even though Carrie refused to appear on the show. The question on everyone’s lips was – How could you not know you were married to a killer ? In some ways, we engage with stories like these because we want reassurance. That there was some clear sign or indication that these men were killers, and their wives ignored it. The public want to know that they would’ve spotted the signs, that they would not have been so easily duped. In reality, the wives of killers never suspect a thing.


That’s disconcerting on a number of levels.


First, it confirms the incredible ability of these killers to mask their true nature from everyone, including those closest to them. Second, it makes people uneasy. If it could happen to those women, couldn’t it happen to anyone ? How well do you know your partner, your brother, or your father ? But the public always think it’s the woman’s fault. That she was blind to the truth.


That had it been them in the same situation, they would’ve known.


Psychological barriers in jurors are often impossible to break down. All the DA had to do in this case is strengthen the juror’s preconceived belief that Carrie Miller knew her husband was a killer and helped cover for him. And Carrie’s so-called suspicion only helped the DA. An easy win even for a mediocre prosecutor.


While the case against Carrie Miller looked a lot stronger if they could prove she knew he was a killer, that wasn’t the real reason Peltier had to find her alternative representation.


‘Mr. Peltier, you could have saved a lot of time if you had just been honest about this. We would’ve found out if we had agreed to take the case.’


‘Of course, but by that stage it would’ve been too late. You would’ve already agreed to take the case and been added to the court record as counsel for the defendant.’


‘I don’t follow,’ said Denise. ‘Just because the DA has your old files doesn’t mean you can’t represent Carrie Miller.’


‘There is a consequence of the DA having my files,’ said Peltier.


I knew what it was, straight away.


‘You can’t be her lawyer anymore. You can’t act as a lawyer in this trial at all,’ I said.


Peltier let out a long sigh.


I said, ‘Carrie Miller told you she suspected her husband was a serial killer. That makes you the star witness for the prosecution.’







CHAPTER THREE



EDDIE


While Peltier followed in his Mercedes, Bloch drove us out of Manhattan in a cream Grand Cherokee Jeep. The midday traffic wasn’t so bad, and Bloch cruised the big SUV along the blacktop. Harry sat up front so Kate could argue with me in the back. Forty-five minutes took us to the end of the Grand Central Parkway as it flowed into the Long Island Expressway. A sheet metal sky hid the low November sun. It was getting cold, but not yet cold enough for me to break out my overcoat.


Kate said, ‘I think Carrie is just another victim of the Sandman. It’s important to me that we show the world the truth. Give her a voice. I believe her. I think you will too.’


‘I’ll talk to her, but if I’m not convinced – we walk away. Agreed ?’


‘You know this is not the way normal lawyers practice, right ?’


‘If someone admits to what they’ve done then I’ve got no problem representing them. I’ll tell their story to the court and ask for the appropriate sentence. Sometimes that’s probation, sometimes I wish them all the best as they go to prison. Everyone makes mistakes, and it’s good that they admit it, but I decided a long time ago I’m not going to be the one responsible for putting a dangerous person back on the street.’


‘But you’re not the one doing it. The jury decides. Everyone is entitled to a defense, that’s the way the system works …’


Kate was a hell of a lawyer already, even though she hadn’t been in practice very long. In a few years she would be the best, but the law hadn’t kicked her in the guts yet.


‘The system can be manipulated. Usually by us. Look, I said I would talk to Carrie Miller. If I think she’s telling the truth, then we’ll take the case.’


‘I don’t understand you, sometimes,’ said Kate, turning away to look out the passenger window. I hoped she never would come to understand my reasons. In the justice game it’s the lawyers who really wear the blindfolds, not the statues of Goddess Justicia standing atop the courthouses with a sword in one hand and a set of scales in the other. Criminal lawyers don’t ask their clients if they’re guilty. They tell the clients when they should fold their cards and plead, and when to fight. But if you win a case for a guilty person – that victory has a price, and I don’t mean legal fees. A little bit of that lawyer dies. Do it enough times and you’re a zombie. Then one day you get a client off and they walk straight out of court and kill somebody – and that’s when the kick in the stomach arrives.


About five years ago I was in that same situation. Only I was able to stop the guy before he finished off his victim. I had put him back on the street. It was my fault. Everyday I pay for that mistake. I had learned to carry that pain without sharing the load with a bottle of Jack.


I turned away from Kate, stared out at the trees that lined both sides of the expressway. Bloch took us to the exit and quickly into a residential area of Old Westbury. I had driven through this part of Nassau County maybe twice in my life. Never stopped by to take a look around. Each time, there were film crews nearby. If you’re shooting a movie and you need a mansion location, you come to Old Westbury. With the exception of the Silicon Valley suburb of Atherton, California, it was probably one of the most affluent areas in the country. Tree-lined streets, with vast houses that sat way back off the curb.


Carrie Miller lived in a small, gated community on Meadow Road. There were maybe twenty people outside the gates. News channel vans lined the sidewalk, but it wasn’t just reporters making up the crowd. Five or six people stood holding banners. They were chanting something. I cracked open the window to hear it.


GUILTY BITCH !


GUILTY BITCH !


GUILTY BITCH !


The banners weren’t much better. Bloch hit the horn and the reporters and protestors turned to give us the once over. I hid my face with my hand. The crowd moved aside. Otto’s Mercedes pulled in behind us and the gates parted.


Soon as they saw Otto’s car the lights flared on the TV cameras and the chants grew louder. He had been filmed and photographed at the pre-trial hearings and it was well known who he was representing. They crowded around his car. One of the protestors, a woman with a thick pink scarf around her neck, spat on Otto’s windshield. He hit the wipers and followed us through the gates, slowly, making sure he didn’t accidentally run over a protestor or a reporter.


‘Jesus, that’s tough to live with,’ I said.


‘Otto told me Carrie is barely hanging on. She’s had hundreds of death threats and last month she got a letter signed by every one of her neighbors asking her to move out.’


The development had houses of various sizes, although they were all mansions to my mind. Harry looked at one house with a pool to the side and whistled his admiration. Yet, this was the poor side of Old Westbury to some residents. Old New York money that needed a palatial home with grounds and gardens moved out here. The Vanderbilts, the Phippes, the Whitneys, Du Ponts and others who had more money than sense. And they built grand, twenty-bedroom palaces that looked like they’d been plucked from rural England, possibly with an inebriated lord still inside, and lovingly deposited in Old Westbury. The homes on this side were modest by comparison, but I would never be able to afford one – not even if my lottery numbers came up.


Bloch stopped outside a brick house in a colonial style with a red front door. We got out just as Otto parked his Mercedes behind the Jeep. I took a moment to admire the neighborhood. The properties were set wide apart, their football-field lawns adding to the sense of distance and space. Carrie Miller’s house backed onto a clump of oak and copper beech trees.


Otto leaned over his car, examining the body work.


There was a deep scratch all along one side of it.


‘That looks bad,’ I said.


‘Doesn’t matter, really. It’s the third time this month. It’s nothing compared to what Carrie has to deal with. She’s almost a prisoner here. The reporters and the protestors normally go home around ten, when it gets really cold. I usually schedule my appointments at six a.m. or after ten at night, when there’s no one at the gate.’


‘How has Carrie dealt with all this ?’ I asked.


Otto dropped his head for a moment, when he looked back at me I could see the picture written on his face.


‘For the first two weeks she hardly spoke. She cried all the time. Lost her voice. I called a doctor and he gave her some pills that basically knocked her out for a few days. After that she was able to talk. The pills only numbed things for a while. She was just devastated, Eddie, in every way possible. She was betrayed, and alone, hated by the entire country, facing a multiple-homicide charge – look, at one point I thought she was just going to check out. I had to give her meds to her daily. I was frightened to leave the whole bottle. You know what I mean ?’


I nodded.


‘But she’s still here. She’s strong and she has a reason to keep on going. She wants people to know that she’s innocent. In some ways, I think the trial is what has kept her here. She wants to fight it. But whatever strength she had is starting to leave her. The strain is back, now that the hearing is about to begin. You’ll see.’


‘And what do you think of her ? Really ?’


‘I remember my first month of law school. You read cases and you know the law can work wonders, but it can crush innocent people just as easily. It’s a terrible thing, the justice game. She reminded me of that. And this is why you’re here. You’re a much better trial lawyer than me, and I don’t want law students to read about her case in twenty years’ time and pick apart all the ways I failed her.’


Even with the thousand-dollar suit and the top-of-the-range car, and all the power and money Otto projected, right then he was scared. Scared in case he let Carrie down. That’s what trial work can do to you. In fact, you should be scared. It’s a good sign. It means you care, and it means you’ll do the work, and you’ll fight hard. Lawyers care about the innocent clients. The ones who need the system to work. These are the cases that keep us up at night, covered in sweat. This was Otto’s first taste of that kind of work.


‘I know you won’t let her down, Eddie,’ he said.


He led the way up the path of marble paving stones. We followed, and by the time we got to the entrance the door had been opened by the woman I recognized as Carrie Miller. When I’d first seen her picture on the news, she was coming out of the court building at 100 Center Street into a hail of reporters and camera flashes. It was a familiar sight, but this picture was different. I’ve led clients out of that same building in similar media-hungry circumstances. Usually, my client would wear a hat, or sometimes put their coat over their head, unwilling for their image to be captured in this moment of high drama when they were at their most vulnerable.


Carrie Miller had strutted through the phalanx of reporters in a navy business suit with her chin high. A look of determination in her eyes. It was because of her confidence perhaps that the reporters broke their lines to let her through to a waiting car. There was a certain poise in her movement, in her look – something approaching grace.


Standing at her front door, now, all of that was gone. Whatever image she had been advised to portray to the media – the reality was very different.


She wore violet jeans and a black tee. She could barely raise her head to look at Otto. Her shoulders slumped, arms wrapped around her fragile frame and her eyes were locked on the floor, only occasionally glancing upward with great effort. The skin around her neck was blotchy and red with scratches, and her mouth turned down. It looked as though an elemental force was dragging her lower and lower, into the earth. Even her dark hair had thinned and traces of gray shot through it.


‘Carrie, these are the lawyers I told you about, and this is their team. Miss Kate Brooks, Harry Ford, their investigator Miss Bloch and this is—’


‘Eddie Flynn,’ she said, locking her eyes on me.


I could see the strain and the look of the lost in those green, bloodshot eyes.


‘Please, come in,’ she said, and turned to lead us inside.


A curved staircase with a brass rail dominated the entrance hall, and I followed my team into the room on the right. A lounge with two couches facing each other. The room looked minimalist, with only a white marble table separating the couches, and a fireplace in the back wall. A single picture of a gold bull hung on one wall, the other taken up by a large window overlooking the front lawn. It was a masculine room. If I didn’t know Carrie lived here, I would’ve assumed it was a bachelor’s place.


There was a display unit for a large TV, but no television sat upon it. I didn’t ask where it had gone. If I had to see my face on TV every night, and listen to people who didn’t know me call me a murderer, then I’d throw the damn thing in the garbage too.


Carrie and Otto took one couch, Harry, Kate and Bloch the other.


I remained standing.


‘We have some questions before we take the case, Mrs. Miller,’ said Kate. ‘We need to know before we jump into this that you have a solid defense.’


‘I didn’t hurt anyone. And I didn’t know I was married to the devil, if that’s what you mean, Miss Brooks,’ she said. Her voice sounded strained, low and broken, as if she had been crying for hours. From the way she appeared now, I guessed that might just be the case.


‘We understand that you discussed your suspicions concerning your husband with Mr. Peltier. Can you tell me what made you suspect your husband ?’ asked Kate.


‘Well, that’s the thing,’ said Carrie. ‘When I think about it, there were strange occurrences, but Danny always had an explanation. It all seemed innocent once I’d talked to him about it. It was more of a feeling. I’m not paranoid, maybe I should’ve been, but I just had to talk to someone and tell them what had happened and what was on my mind.’


‘So, you never truly believed your husband was the Sandman,’ said Kate.


‘I’m not sure. For a time, I thought he was. Even now, in some ways I still can’t believe it.’


Kate looked at me. I could feel her eyes. Carrie was speaking from the heart. But there was something else behind that voice, and it wasn’t the sound of shale in her raw throat, it was different. Like she was hiding something. It was only a sense. A gut instinct.


‘Mrs. Miller,’ I said, ‘did you hurt or kill anyone with your husband ?’


At first, she said nothing. Her eyes closed, softly, her brows clinched as if she were suddenly in pain. Like the question was poison in a wound that had to be expelled.


‘No, I did not,’ she said, in one long breath.


‘Did you know that your husband was a murderer ?’


A glaze of tears spread over her eyes. She blinked once, and a single tear broke from each eye and chased one another across her cheeks, and along her jaw to her chin where they met, became one, and fell to the floor.


‘I didn’t know for sure. I suspected him. I also suspected I might’ve been crazy for thinking that way.’


‘During the times when you suspected him, did you ever do anything that might have helped him stay out of the police investigation ?’


She answered straight away. ‘Not knowingly. Not deliberately. If I had known for sure he was a killer, even for one second, I would have called the police.’


‘The jewelry they found in your drawer, which belonged to some of the Sandman’s victims, where did you get it ?’


‘Danny gave it to me.’


‘The bloodstain on your shirt sleeve, do you know how it got there ?’


‘I didn’t know it was there until the police told me. I have no idea how it got there. I can only assume it came from Danny.’


‘Did the fact that you might lose eight million dollars by calling the police have anything to do with the decision not to involve them ?’


She leaned forward, wiped away a tear with delicate, trembling fingers and let her heart out.


‘Not even one bit,’ she said. ‘Otto told me it would be unwise to make an allegation I couldn’t prove, but I didn’t care. If I had known for sure I would have called the cops. Believe me, I’ve been over this and over this in my mind. I was stupid. I listened to Danny. Have you ever been betrayed, Mr. Flynn ?’


I nodded.


‘It hurts. But nothing hurts like this. I’m not talking about what has been said about me in the newspapers or on TV, or those people out there with banners, or the thousands of rape and murder threats I got on social media. All of that is a nightmare beyond anything I could imagine, but part of me thinks I deserve it.’


I shook my head, said, ‘You don’t deserve that, Carrie.’


‘Maybe I do. I trusted Danny and I doubted my own mind. Because of that, because of me, people died. And I blame myself for that, every day. Because if I had been smarter, braver, I could’ve saved some of those people. They are dead because I didn’t speak out. And that’s something that will eat me alive for the rest of my life.’


I saw then, in her eyes, what she was hiding.


Pain and guilt.


Carrie Miller had been lied to and manipulated by an evil man. A man whom she had trusted and loved. I couldn’t imagine the emotional toll that would take on a young woman. And on top of all of that, her husband’s filth had somehow stained her. She was in the middle of a storm of hate, guilt and pain. Even sitting on her couch, I could feel those winds swirling around her, threatening to tear her apart. There was no rest from this. Her mind was in perfect torment for every single second of every conscious moment. This woman was in a psychological torture chamber. The world’s media, her friends, her neighbors, and even Carrie herself, were slowly tightening the screws that sent hot pins into her brain.


I knew pain and loss. I had known people who had been crushed in a vice of grief. It destroyed them, and when grief sat heavy with me, as it often did, I battled through. Because I knew if I didn’t it would drown me.


Carrie Miller was suffering like no one else I’d ever met.


I had listened carefully as she had spoken.


It’s hard to describe the truth. It has a weight. A density. It makes a sound when it drifts through your breastplate, hits your soul and then falls into your guts. You feel it. It haunts the air and it’s so thick and undeniable you almost feel like you can take a bite clean out of it. Mostly, you just know it when you hear it.


She was telling the truth. And I knew then I would fight for her.


Because no one else would.


Sure, there would be a line of lawyers willing to take this case to help their own careers, or simply for the money.


I didn’t care about money. As I stood watching her fall to pieces on her couch, I knew then I had to help her. I wanted to believe she could get through this. More than anything else, I wanted her to believe that.
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