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PROLOGUE



Did it all go wrong the moment I saw you?


I was a mere twenty-one years old, just a baby now that I look back on it, freshly graduated from Bowdoin College and gamely beginning the backpack-through-Europe ritual so common amongst my ilk. It was midnight. The nightclub’s music pounded and pulsed. I was nursing my first bottle of Victoria Málaga, the cheapest cerveza they served (hey, I was on a budget) at a nightclub on the Costa del Sol of Spain. I fully expected this to be a typical club night for me—lots of hope, fear of missing out, quiet disappointment (read: striking out)—when I spotted you on the dance floor.


The DJ was blasting “Can’t Get You out of My Head” by Kylie Minogue, which, man oh man, would end up being the most on-the-nose tune imaginable. Still. Today. A quarter of a century later. You met my eye, held it even, but I didn’t really believe that you were looking at me. Not just because you were out of my league. You were, of course. Out of my league, that is. No, the reason I didn’t think you were looking at me was because I was surrounded by the Bowdoin lacrosse bros—Mikey, Holden, Sky, Shack, and, of course, team captain Quinn—all of whom were rugged and handsome and oozed good health like those pictures you’d see of young Kennedys playing football in Hyannis Port. I figured you were looking at one of them—maybe Captain Quinn, with his hair that was “wavy” to the tenth power and a physique that could only be produced by the optimal blend of weights, wax, and steroids.


As if to prove the point, I did a performative, nearly cartoonish look to my left, then to my right. When I risked turning my gaze back in your direction, you somehow resisted doing an eye roll and instead, in a show of mercy, gave me a small, knowing nod. You again met my eye or maybe you were like one of those old oil paintings I saw two days ago in the Prado where the eyes seemed to follow you no matter where you stood. I wish I could say that everyone else in the Discoteca Palmeras faded away except for the two of us, like in some cheesy movie where the music’s volume would drop and then they’d zoom in to close-ups of you and me, but that didn’t happen.


The dance floor was crammed with young partygoers. Someone bumped into you. Then someone else. Other undulating bodies swarmed between us.


You vanished from view—as if the crowd had swallowed you whole.


I stood up. The Lax Bros at my table didn’t notice. I was more of a mascot than a friend, comic relief, the weird little guy who drew the ultra-popular Captain Quinn as a roommate freshman year. Most of the bros thought I was Indian, often calling me Apu and mimicking some kind of South Asian accent, which was annoying because I was born and raised in Fair Lawn, New Jersey, and sounded like it. The Lax Bros hadn’t been my first choice of European travel mates, but my best friends Charles and Omar had both already started jobs, one at Bank of America in Manhattan, the other doing genetic research at Mass General. I’d been accepted to Columbia’s medical school and would start in the fall—though in truth, it was pretty cool, flattering even, to be traveling with the Lax Bros, even if it was at Quinn’s urging.


I swam more than walked onto the dance floor, fighting through the sweat-drenched bodies like they were incoming waves. The DJ switched songs to “Murder on the Dancefloor” by Sophie Ellis-Bextor, which again in hindsight seems perhaps apropos or maybe ironic, but I’ve been confused about the actual meaning of the word ironic ever since Alanis Morissette sang that song and even now, a quarter century after that night, I don’t want to get it wrong.


It took me a full minute of shoving through flesh before I found you in the center of the dance floor. You had your eyes closed, both hands in the air, and you moved slowly, languidly, silkily, and I still don’t know what the name of that dance move was, but I was mesmerized. Raising your arms over your head made your top ride up so that your tan midriff was visible. For a moment I just stood there and stared. You looked so lost, so at peace that I almost just let you be.


Imagine if I had.


But alas, my courage was uncharacteristically up. Nursing that one beer emboldened me enough to step forward and tap you on the shoulder.


You startled and opened your eyes.


“Wanna dance?” I asked.


Look at me, just going for it. I don’t think in my life I had ever been that forward. A beautiful woman dancing alone, and I had the simple gall to approach.


You made a face and shouted: “What?”


Yes, it was that loud on the dance floor. I leaned in closer. “Do you want to dance?” I yelled, trying to get my mouth close to your ear but angling off a little so I didn’t puncture your ear drum.


You made a different face and shouted: “I’m already dancing.”


This would have been the part where I—and to be fair, most guys—would normally slink away. Why didn’t I? Why did I see something in your eyes that told me to give it one more shot?


“I mean with me,” I shouted.


The right side of your mouth curled up in a small smile that I can still feel in my veins. “Yeah, I got that. I was joking.”


“Good one,” I said, which I don’t know if you took as truth or sarcasm, but for the record, it was sarcasm.


We started to dance. You are a total natural. Relaxed, sensual, magnetic. You have that ability to completely let go, to somehow look both spontaneous and choreographed. I do my best dance move, which basically involves moving too consciously side to side, aiming not so much to look like a good dancer as to pass, to blend in and go unnoticed—to not look like a total fool. My dance moves were an attempt to not embarrass myself, which of course makes me look extra self-conscious—or maybe that’s me being self-conscious.


You didn’t seem to mind.


“What’s your name?” I asked.


“Anna. Yours?”


“Kierce.” Then for some reason, I added, “Sami Kierce.” God, how dumb I sounded. Like I thought I was James Bond.


You gestured toward the Lax Bros with your chin. “You don’t look like you belong with them.”


“You mean because I’m not tall and handsome?”


That small smile again. “I like your face, Sami Kierce.”


“Thank you, Anna.”


“It has character.”


“Is that a euphemism for ‘homely’?”


“I’m dancing with you, not them.”


“To be fair, they didn’t ask you.”


“True,” you said. Then that smile again. “But I’m also not leaving here tonight with them.”


My eyes must have bulged, because you laughed a beautiful laugh and took my hand and we kept dancing and I started to relax and let go too and yes, two hours later, I left the nightclub with you while the Lax Bros pumped their fists and hooted and hollered and chanted “Kierce, Kierce, Kierce” in drunken unison.


We held hands. We walked the Fuengirola beach. You kissed me in the moonlight, and I can still smell the salt of the Mediterranean. You took me back to your place in a modest high-rise; I asked if you had roommates. You didn’t reply. I asked how long you’d been in Fuengirola. You didn’t reply.


I had never had a one-night stand. Or picked up a girl at a nightclub. Or, more aptly, had a girl pick me up. I wasn’t a virgin. I’d dated Sharyn Rosenberg during our junior year at Bowdoin and we did it plenty of times, but still I was nervous. I tried to channel Captain Quinn. That dude had confidence to burn. Our freshman year, Quinn would always score and come home super late or early the next morning. When I asked Quinn once why he never brought a girl back to our room, he said, “I don’t want any part of her staying on me, you know what I’m saying?” and then he would hit the shower for a full half hour.


Captain Quinn had—probably still has—serious intimacy issues.


That first night, you and I cuddled on a couch and made out for a while and then you fell asleep or maybe you passed out, I still don’t know. We had all our clothes on. I thought about leaving, but that seemed wrong, maybe rude, so I closed my eyes and tried to make myself comfortable and pretended to fall asleep too.


When you woke up in the morning, you smiled at me and said, “I’m happy you’re still here.”


“Me too,” I replied.


Then you took my hand and led me to the shower and let’s leave it at that.


Two days later, the Lax Bros left for Sevilla. I met them at the train station in Málaga to say goodbye. Captain Quinn put his giant hands on my smaller shoulders and looked way down at me and said, “If you finish tapping dat in the next three days, meet us in Sevilla. Day four and five, we will be in Barcelona. Day six we cross the border into Southern France.”


Quinn kept going on like this before I reminded him that I was the one who booked our itinerary and knew where they would be and when. He gave me a quick yet ferocious hug. The other Lax Bros gave me fist pounds. I waited and watched them board the train.


Here’s an odd sidenote, Anna: I never saw any of the Lax Bros again.


Holden called me once because I was a cop at the time—I’m not anymore—and his son had gotten arrested in a bar fight. But I never saw Holden. Or Mikey. Or Sky. Or Shack. Or even Captain Quinn.


I never saw any of them.


But I will always wonder what my life would have been like if I had just stuck to the itinerary and gone with them to Sevilla.


I wonder what your life might have been like too.


Maybe it would have changed everything for you too. I don’t know.


I’m stalling, Anna.


We weren’t in love, I don’t think. It was a vacation fling. It’s not like my heart was ever broken by you. I wish. That I could have gotten over. I’ve had my heart broken before and since. A few years later, I would even suffer a far more devastating loss than this, but at least with Nicole there was closure.


You need closure, Anna.


But with you…


Still stalling.


It was our fifth day together. We agreed I should give up my bed at the hostel and move in with you. My heart soared. We spent our nights in various dance clubs. We drank. We took lots of drugs, I guess. I don’t know what. I wasn’t much of a party guy, but if you wanted to party, then I was game. Why not? Live a little, right? You had a “source”—a slightly older Dutch guy dubbed Buzz, who had purple spiked hair and a nose ring and a lot of rope bracelets. You always handled the buys. That’s how you wanted it. You and Buzz would meet up on that corner behind the El Puerto Hotel. I remember you two whispering, and sometimes it seemed to grow animated. I figured you were negotiating before you slipped Buzz cash and he slipped you whatever.


What did I know? I was young and clueless.


Then we would party. We would go back to your place, usually around three in the morning. We made love. We passed out more than fell asleep. We woke up at noon at the earliest. We rolled out of bed and onto the beach.


Rinse, repeat.


I don’t remember that last night well.


Isn’t that odd? I know we’d gone back to the nightclub where we first met, the Discoteca Palmeras, but I can’t remember leaving or walking up that hill to your high-rise—why did you stay at an apartment in Fuengirola anyway? why weren’t you staying at a hotel or a hostel like everyone else our age? why didn’t you have any roommates or friends or seem to know anybody other than this Buzz guy? why didn’t I push to know more?—but what I do remember is the hot Spanish sun waking me up the next day.


I was in your bed. I remember groaning when the sunlight hit my face, realizing that if the rays were hitting from this angle it had to be at least noon and we had yet again forgotten to close the shade.


I made a face and blinked and lifted my hand to block my eyes.


Except my hand felt wet. Coated in something wet and sticky.


And there was something in my hand.


I slowly lifted it in front of my face.


A knife.


I was holding a knife.


It was wet with blood.


I turned toward your side of the bed.


That was when I screamed.


There are scientists who believe that no sound ever dies, that it grows softer, fades, decays to the point where we can’t detect it with our ears anymore, but that it’s there, somehow, and if we could ever be silent or still enough, we would be able to hear that sound for all eternity.


That was how this scream felt.


And sometimes, even now, in the quiet of the night, I can still hear the echo of that scream.















CHAPTER ONE



Twenty-Two Years Later


I stand behind the tree and snap photos of license plates with a long-lens camera. The lot is full, so I go in order from the most expensive car—I can’t believe there’s a Bentley parked by this toilet—and move on down the list.


I don’t know how long I have before my subject—a wealthy man named Peyton Booth—comes out. Five minutes, maybe ten. But here’s why I take the photos. I send them to my shadow partner at the DMV. Said partner will then look up all the license plates and get the corresponding emails. She’ll email the pics and threaten exposure if they don’t transfer money into this untraceable Cash App account. Only $500. No reason to be greedy. If they don’t respond—and ninety percent don’t—it goes nowhere, but we make enough to make it worthwhile.


Yeah, times are tough.


I’m positioned across the park and dressed like what we used to call a vagrant or hobo or homeless. I forget the proper euphemism they use nowadays, so I ask Debbie.


“‘Unhoused,’” Debbie tells me.


“Really?”


“‘Unsheltered’ too. They both suck.”


“Which do you prefer?”


“Goddess.”


Debbie the Goddess says she’s twenty-three, but she looks younger. She spends a lot of her days standing in front of various, uh, “gentlemen’s clubs”—talk about a euphemism—with tears in her eyes and yells “Daddy, why?” at every guy that walks in or out. She started doing it for kicks—she loves the way some guys turn white and freeze—but now a few of the regulars say hi and maybe throw her a twenty.


“I do it as an exercise in capitalism and ethics,” she tells me.


“How’s that?”


“The capitalism part is obvious.”


Debbie has good teeth. That’s rarely the case out here. Her hair is washed. She’s sleeveless and her arms are clean.


“You make money,” I say. Then: “And the ethics?”


Her lower lip quivers. “Sometimes a guy hears me and runs off. Like I knocked some sense into him. Like I reminded him who he should be. And maybe, just maybe, if some girl had yelled that at my daddy, if some girl like me did something, anything, to stop my daddy from going into a place like that…”


Her voice fades away. She looks down and blinks her eyes and keeps the lip quivering.


I study her face for a second and then I say, “Boo friggin’ hoo.”


The blinking and quivering stop as if her face is a shaken Etch A Sketch. “What?”


“You think I’m buying the Daddy Issues cliché?” I shake my head. “I expect better from you.”


Debbie laughs and punches my arm. “Damn, Kierce, you must have been an awesome cop.”


I shrug. I was. I don’t know how Debbie ended up on the streets. I don’t ask and she doesn’t volunteer, and that seems to suit us both.


I check my watch.


“Showtime?” Debbie asks.


“Has to be.”


“You remember the code?”


I do. If she yells “Daddy, why?” that means wrong guy. If she yells “But Daddy, I’m carrying your child,” that means my man Peyton just exited. Debbie came up with the code. I’m giving her fifty dollars for the job, but if I land what White Shoe needs, I’ll up that to a hundred.


Debbie heads down the path to a spot where she can see the club door. I can’t see it from my perch. Debbie saw Peyton Booth’s pic on my phone, so she knows what he looks like. You probably guessed this, but Peyton is getting divorced. My job here is simple.


Catch him cheating.


This is what I’ve been reduced to since getting chucked off the force for messing up big-time. Worse, even though I’m working for a high-end, whitest-of-white-shoe Manhattan law firm, I am not getting paid. This is a barter arrangement. I’m being sued by the family of a high school kid named PJ Dawson. According to the lawsuit, I perilously pursued PJ onto the rooftop of a three-story building. Because of my negligence, young PJ slipped and fell off the roof, plummeting those three stories and sustaining critical injuries. The White Shoe law firm (actual name is Whit Shaw but everyone calls them White Shoe) is representing me in exchange for my working jobs like this off the books.


America is grand.


Peyton is head of a major conservatively based conglomerate and reportedly, because we are all hypocrites, a big-time playah with da ladies. According to his wife’s statement to her attorney, her soon-to-be ex has a weakness for “bottled blonde skanks with giant fake cans.” The wife had been convinced that Peyton was messing around with his neighbor, but I checked it out thoroughly and yes, the neighbor matches this description, but no, he isn’t messing around with her.


Peyton made sure to leave his Lexus in a remote corner of the lot, far from prying eyes. That’s why I’m set up on this hill, in the one spot where I can position my camera and record any action that might take place. If I set up closer, I would be spotted. If I set up farther away, I would get nada. The only way to make this work is to be here and to know when my man Peyton leaves.


The parking lot is also cleverly set up so that it shares its spaces with an old-school convenience store called Get Some and a florist called—get this—Rose to the Occasion, thus giving the clientele who are visiting the “gentlemen’s club” proper cover. Point is, if I capture Peyton leaving here or parked here, it won’t be a big deal in court. But if I can capture him with a dancer (again with the euphemisms—don’t we all miss the days when you could just say what you mean?), that would be huge.


“Daddy, why…?” Debbie calls out.


I have the camera on a tripod. I check the aim. Yep, right through the windshield of the car. I’m still looking down the barrel of the lens when I hear a voice behind me.


“Where’s Debbie?”


A quick glance tells me it’s an unhoused (or unsheltered) guy.


“She’s working,” I say.


“My name is Raymond.”


“Hey, Raymond.”


“Debbie usually brings me a sandwich.”


“Give her a few, okay, Raymond?”


“She knows I hate mayo.”


“Got it.”


“Debbie tell you how jet planes stay in the air?”


“No.”


“Want me to?”


“Do I have a choice, Raymond?”


“Witches,” he says.


“Witches,” I repeat.


“Flying witches, to be more precise. Three of them per plane. One holds the right wing, one holds the left wing, the third witch, she’s in the back, holding up the tail.”


“I’ve been on planes,” I say. “Even sat by the wing a few times. I’ve never seen a witch.”


I don’t know why I say this, but I sometimes speak and act without considering all the consequences. That might explain why I’ve gone from catching murderers and hardened criminals to quasi-Peeping-Tom-ing near Rose to the Occasion.


Raymond frowns. “They’re invisible, fool.”


“Invisible flying witches?”


“Of course,” he said, as though disgusted with my stupidity. “What, you think gigantic metal tubes can just stay up in the air by themselves? I mean, come on. You just believe everything the government tells you?”


“Fair point, Raymond.”


“Your average Airbus weighs at least 150,000 pounds. Did you know that?”


“No.”


“And we’re supposed to believe something that heavy can stay up in the air all the way across an ocean?”


“Uh-huh.”


“Take the blinders off, man. The Man has been gaslighting you. Ever hear of gravity? The physics don’t work.”


“Ergo, the witches,” I say.


“Right. Witches, man. And it’s all one big joke on mankind.”


I can’t help myself. “What do you mean, Raymond?”


He scowls. “Ain’t it obvious?”


“Not to me.”


“One day,” Raymond says, rubbing his hands together and licking his lips, “when we rubes are least expecting it, all the witches, all at the same time, they’re all going to let go.”


“Of the planes?”


He nods in satisfaction. “That’s right. All the witches will just let go of the planes at the same time. Cackling. Like witches do, you know. Cackling and watching the planes, all of them, plummet back to earth.”


He looks at me.


“Dark,” I say.


“Mark my words. Get right with the Lord now before that day.”


Down on the street below, I hear Debbie shout, “But Daddy, I’m carrying your child.”


Bingo.


“Can we talk about this later, Raymond?”


“Tell Debbie I’m waiting on that sandwich. And no mayo.”


“I’ll do that.”


I look through the camera lens and see Peyton in full business suit. My heart sinks when I see he’s alone. He gets in the driver’s side. I wait, hoping someone will join him. No one does. He starts up his car.


But he doesn’t back out.


I smile now as I watch through the lens. My man Peyton is waiting for someone. I know it.


Still looking through the lens, I hear Debbie shout “Daddy, why?” as a mustached guy in a business suit makes his way into the lot.


My phone rings. It’s Arthur, my young attorney-handler at White Shoe Law. “Are you on him?”


“I am.”


“Good. We sign the papers first thing tomorrow.”


“I know.”


“If we don’t get evidence he cheated, she can’t break the prenup.”


“I know.”


“Will you have something or not?”


Someone opens the passenger door of Peyton’s car and slips in. Peyton turns.


They start making out big-time.


But it’s not a chesty bottled blonde he is making out with.


It’s the mustached man in a business suit.















CHAPTER TWO



That night—a few minutes before it all went wrong yet again—I was teaching a night class at the vaguely yet fancifully named “Academy Night Adult School” on the Lower East Side. The school still advertises in those free magazines-cum-pamphlets you see on the streets and interior subway cards above the seats on the F and M lines. The pamphlet advertising my course calls me a “world renowned ex-police detective” alongside a headshot of me so unflattering the DMV is jealous.


My class runs from eight to ten p.m., and it’s pay-as-you-go. We charge sixteen bucks a class. Cash. I split that fifty-fifty with Chilton, “headmaster” of the Academy Night Adult School, which is why we make sure the amount is an even number. Chilton is also the sole custodian of the building, so I don’t know how legit the whole enterprise is. I don’t care much either.


We are situated in the shadows of the Baruch Houses, high-rises near the Williamsburg Bridge on Rivington Street, a street you may or may not find on a map. The building is more ruins than edifice, opened in 1901 as a public bathhouse, the first in the city. Upon hearing this, some people feel this locale will be exotic or glamorous. It’s not. Public baths were built for hygiene, not leisure.


I looked it up once. Back in the day, there was one bathtub for every seventy-nine families on the Lower East Side. You can almost gag on the stench of that statistic, can’t you? There are few signs of what this place used to be, though my classroom is cavernous concrete and has pretty good acoustics and sometimes I can see, if not smell, the ghosts from the past.


But I’m prone to that.


My class is on criminology. I decided to call it—get this—No Shit, Sherlock. Right, yeah, fair, but admit it’s catchy. At the start of every class, I write a different quote from Sherlock Holmes (from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, for you literalists) on the roll-in whiteboard. We then discuss it. And we go from there. I started six weeks ago with two students. Tonight, I count twenty-three, twenty-one of whom paid for the class, and two—Debbie and Raymond—who are here gratis on a Sami Kierce scholarship. Debbie is enthralled and wide-eyed. Raymond clips his toenails the entire class, studying each nail before cutting them with the precision of my grandmother’s lunch group dividing a check.


The class makeup is eclectic. In the front of the room are three women in their seventies who call themselves the Pink Panthers. They are amateur detectives who love to watch true-crime shows or find a story in the paper and investigate it. I’ve seen some of what the Pink Panthers can do, and it’s pretty impressive. Weirdly enough, as though de-aging, there are three matching young women in the back, twenty-five-ish I’d guess, attractive, who, I’m told, are minor-league Instagram influencers who just started a true-crime podcast called Three Dead Hots. There are several wannabe true-crime podcasters in the room, I suspect. There are also true-crime fanatics. A guy named Hex, who always wears gray sweatpants with matching hoodie, wants to solve his aunt’s murder from 1982. There is also Golfer Gary, who always wears an ironed golf polo with a logo from some ritzy club. I would say he’s a poser, down here in the Lower East Side with us, but I’m a trained detective, and something about his demeanor reeks of old money. I don’t know his deal, but I’m curious. Everyone is a story, but this class feels like a bit more than that.


We are a little more than halfway through class when someone slinks in through the side door.


My spidey senses tingle. Or maybe that’s hindsight.


I only see the form in my peripheral vision. I don’t take a close look. People wander in here all the time. Last class, a man with a dirty-gray beard so bushy that it looked like he was midway through eating a sheep shuffled in. He cupped his hands around his mouth and screamed, “Himmler likes tuna steaks!” and then left.


This part of the class is show-n-tell. Leisure Suit Lenny is up. I don’t know what to make of him. He sits a little too close to the influencers, but there is something harmless about him too. He puts a box on a decrepit concrete slab we use as a table and starts taking out gizmos.


“These are tracking devices,” Lenny tells the class.


You’ve probably heard the “Yep, that’s me, you may be wondering how I ended up here” record-scratch movie cliché on some meme. That summer with Anna knocked me off the rails. When I came home, nothing felt right. I hid in my room a lot. I didn’t want to go to medical school anymore. My parents understood the best they could, but they were also sure it would pass. Defer a year, they urged me. So I did. Defer another year. I did. But I still couldn’t go back. I spent my life wanting to be a physician. I tossed it away. This crushed my parents.


“I always carry at least three tracking devices with me,” Lenny continues.


Instagram Influencer One says, “Seriously? Three?”


“Always. See this one here?” Lenny lifts what looks like, well, a black rectangular tracker in the air. “This is an Alert1A4. Do you remember those ‘I fell and I can’t get up’ commercials?”


Lots of nods. Raymond presses down on the nail clipper. The cut nail flies.


Golf Shirt Gary grabs his cheek: “Ow, what the…? That almost went in my eye!”


Raymond raises his hand and then points to himself. “My bad, that’s totally on me.”


Lenny remains steadfast in his presentation. “This is a more advanced tracker because it can do more. I can mute it from this end”—he demonstrates—“and leave the speaker on so this can be both a listening device and a tracker. Problem is, the battery life isn’t great.” He looks around the room. “That’s true for all of these, by the way. The GPS’s battery drains too fast. Now this one—” He pulls out a device shaped like a thick coin. “This can last for up to six months—but you have to be within twenty yards to pick it up.”


Instagram Influencer Two raises her hand, chews her gum, and says, “This is kind of stalkery.”


One (also chewing gum): “Definitely.”


Three (also chewing gum): “Perv-level stuff.”


Two: “Like, there’s other ways to meet people.”


One: “Do you carry zip ties too?”


“No!” Lenny’s face turns red. “I don’t use these for anything like that!”


One: “Then, like, what do you use it for?”


“In case there’s a crime in progress. Like this one.” He lifts a small GPS tracker high in the air with both hands like it’s Simba in the beginning of The Lion King. “This one has a strong magnet. I can stick it on a car.”


Two: “Aaaaaand you’ve definitely done that before, right?”


One: “Like, more than once.”


Three: “Like, to meet a girl.”


One: “I had a guy do that to me once.”


Two: “Get out.”


Three: “For realz?”


One: “Like, he slapped a GPS on my car so he could set up a time for us to”—finger quotes—“‘bump’ into each other.”


Two: “Ew.”


One: “You mean like a pervy meet-cute?”


Three: “Exactly.”


Two: “Did it work?”


Three shrugs. “Kinda, yeah. But he drove a Porsche.”


One: “What do you drive, Lenny?”


Lenny throws up his hands. “I don’t do any of that.”


One: “Feels pervy to me.”


Two: “Creepy AF. Unless, well, what car do you drive, Lenny?”


Lenny whines, “Mr. Kierce?”


“Okay,” I say, and I move next to him, picking up the first GPS and casually tossing it in the air. “I think we should…”


And that is when I see Anna.


I stop, blink. I almost do one of those headshakes to clear out the cobwebs.


I know this is impossible, and so for a few moments, I don’t really react. I try to let the moment pass.


This would not be the first time I’ve seen dead people.


Last year, I went through a stage where I would hallucinate and even have full conversations with my “other” murdered lover, Nicole.


Yes, murdered.


I guess I’m not safe to date, ladies.


Tasteless joke.


But when I had visions of Nicole, she hadn’t aged. I saw her as she was back then, the way she’d looked on the day she was murdered—the same heartachingly beautiful twenty-six-year-old that I’d known as my fiancée.


I’ve also imagined seeing Anna before. You know how it is. I’d be in a crowded park or maybe a jam-packed Manhattan bar and I would see a woman with long auburn hair and for a moment I would be certain it was Anna, but then I would blink or tap her shoulder and I would see her face and reality returned.


I do that now. I blink. I blink again. Now I go through with it and give my head a tiny shake to clear it. But even as I do, I know this isn’t the same. In the past, the “Anna visions,” which is way too strong a term for it, was always the Anna I knew, age-twenty-one (or however old she really was) Anna. She’d have the long auburn hair and nebulous eyes, which is weird. I don’t remember Anna’s eye color—maybe because her eyes were shut the last time I saw her—but now, among the malodorous ghosts of the former bathhouse, I see the hazel in this woman’s and yes, now I remember.


Anna had hazel eyes.


Someone—I think it’s Golf Shirt Gary—says, “Kierce? You okay?”


But this woman doesn’t have long auburn hair. It’s short and blond. Anna never wore eyeglasses when I knew her. This woman has stylish round wire frames. Anna was twenty-one-ish years old. This woman is in her midforties.


It can’t be her.


The Maybe Anna startles back now. She had been leaning against the wall but moves fast, hurrying out of the room.


“Kierce?”


“Continue your show-n-tell, Lenny. I’ll be right back.”
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I sprint after her.


All heads turn. The students, of course, know something is up. They’re in a criminology class and so are both inherently and situationally nosey. They’re hyperaware. I hear the squeak of chairs as if they’re readying to join me.


“Stay,” I command.


They listen, though grudgingly.


I exit the room. I hear footsteps echoing below me. Everything in here echoes. I start toward them. As I do, some degree of sanity returns. I remind myself again that I’ve hallucinated before. I mentioned that already, with my murdered fiancée, Nicole. I had entire conversations with Nicole. At one point, Hallucination Nicole even talked me down from a bridge from which I planned to jump. She had sagely advised and then convinced me—a hallucination, mind you—to go home to my pregnant fiancée (now my wife), Molly.


Before you think me completely insane, I eventually learned these hallucinations were not my fault. They were a side effect of a terrible drug, one that nearly killed me, blended with whatever weird chemical makeup courses through my body and, not to dismiss my own role in this, a past that had involved excess drinking.


But once I stopped taking the drug, the hallucinations stopped.


Still, wasn’t a hallucination the best explanation?


It can’t be Anna.


It makes no sense.


And yet, in another way, it might explain everything.


It is funny how fast your perception changes. I’m already accepting that what I’ve believed for the past quarter century was wrong.


Only one way to find out.


Everything echoes in here so I can clearly hear her heading down the stairs. I follow, taking the steps two or even three at a time. I can see her. She has hit the ground level.


“Stop,” I say.


I don’t yell. No need to yell with all the echo in this place. But more than that, I don’t want to scare her. I simply want her to stop running.


“Please,” I add. “I just want to talk.”


Perhaps she saw the crazy look in my eye and just figured that I was a threat. Perhaps, like Tuna Himmler, she had just wandered in, seeking a little shelter from the outdoors, a safe place to sit and reflect and let down her guard.


But she didn’t look poor or down on her luck or any of that. I spotted what looked like a thick gold bracelet on her wrist. Her camel coat reeked of cashmere and big bucks.


She is almost at the main door.


I move faster now, caution to the wind and all that. I see Maybe Anna reaching for the knob that will lead her outside into the Lower East Side night. No time to delay. Her hand lands on the knob and turns it. I leap toward her and grab her by the forearm.


She screams. Loudly. Like I stabbed her.


“Anna,” I say.


“Let go of me!”


I don’t. I hold on and stare at her face. She turns away from me, tries to pull away. I hold on tighter. She finally turns and looks up at me. Our eyes meet.


And there is no doubt anymore.


“Anna,” I say again.


“Let me go.”


“Do you remember me?”


“You’re hurting my arm.”


Then I hear a familiar deep voice: “Kierce?”


It’s Chilton. He’s in his tight white custodial suit, the sleeves rolled up his bloated arms like tourniquets. Chilton is Jamaican, a big man with a heavy Rasta accent, shaved head, hoop earring. He wants to be called Black Mr. Clean. No one calls him that, but to be fair, he isn’t far off.


Anna doesn’t hesitate. She uses the distraction to pull her arm free of my grip. I reach for her again, grabbing the camel—yep, cashmere—coat and making my move because in my peripheral vision I can see Chilton bearing down on me. Time is short. I don’t want to let her out of my sight, but I know that forcing her to stay would be the wrong move. Every mistake I’ve made in my life—and there have been plenty—has derived from moments when I’ve acted impulsively.


Chilton gets to me and puts a hand on my shoulder. His hand is the approximate size and weight of a manhole cover. He gives my shoulder an eagle-talon squeeze, and I almost drop to my knees.


Anna runs outside.


I couldn’t move even if I wanted to. Which I don’t. I don’t need to follow her.


I got what I want.


Chilton lets up the pressure. I stand to my full height, which is probably a foot shorter than his. He stares down at me, hands on his hips now.


“What the hell, Kierce?”


I am nothing if not fast with the lies. “She didn’t pay for the class.”


“Say what now?”


“The woman came in, she took the class, and when I asked her to pay—”


“And you chased her?” Clinton asked, shock in his voice.


“Yes.”


“A white woman?”


“Don’t be racist, Chilton.”


“You think this is funny?”


I lift my hand, palm down, and rock it back and forth in a gesture indicating “maybe a little.”


“You don’t chase after a white woman,” he says. “Not in this city. What did I say to you on the very first day you came to work for me?”


“‘If you don’t make me money, you’re dead to me.’”


“And after that?”


“Not to chase white women?”


Chilton shakes his head. “Not to cause trouble.”


“Oh,” I say, “right.”


“I gave you this job as a favor.”


“I know, Chilton.”


It wasn’t so much a favor as a quid pro quo. My old cop partner, Marty, tore up three parking tickets in exchange for Chilton giving me this gig.


“Don’t make me regret my generosity,” Chilton says.


“Sorry, you’re right. I overreacted.” Then I point up. “I have over twenty paying students upstairs.”


That gets Chilton’s attention. “Seriously? That many?” He shoos me toward the stairs. “Go, go.”


He doesn’t have to tell me twice, even though he just did.


“Maybe next week, we move the price up to eighteen dollars,” Chilton suggests. “See if we lose anyone. Then the next class, twenty.”


“Subtle,” I say as I hurry back up the stairs. The class is totally silent when I get there. They all stare at me.


“Lenny,” I say, “can I see you in the hallway for a second?”


The class “ooo”s like this is third grade and I’m sending Lenny to the principal’s office. Lenny actually looks nervous, so I add, “You’re not in any trouble.”


When we are clear of the door, I unlock my mobile phone with my face and hand it to him. “I need a favor.”


Lenny looks down at my phone. “What?”


“Download the GPS app,” I tell him.


When I grabbed Maybe Anna’s coat at the door, I dropped one of Lenny’s trackers into the pocket.


“What’s that?”


“I need the app,” I say.


“Why?”


“I’m on my way to a meet-cute.”















CHAPTER THREE



Maybe Anna is already on the FDR Drive.


That means she is either a world-class sprinter or she drove here. That surprises me. No one drives here. You take the F or M train. There is no nearby parking. Very few taxis pass this way. She could have called an Uber, I guess, but judging by where she is now, the Uber would have arrived in seconds, something again that doesn’t happen often in this part of the Lower East Side.


But maybe.


I, of course, don’t have my car. Garages are too expensive, so I mostly leave the decrepit 2002 Ford Taurus I bought off a sports agent ten years ago in my friend Craig’s driveway in Queens. He charges me fifty bucks a month. You may say, “Some friend,” but if you live around here, you know this is a bargain among bargains. I debate grabbing a taxi and telling the driver vaguely where to go as I watch the tracker, but that would be both suspicious and costly. Lenny’s GPS tracker is in her pocket. It’s working. I can afford a little patience.


I take the M line north into Queens and walk three blocks to Craig’s house. The lights are off. No one home. Craig keeps a car key in his kitchen. I have mine on me at all times. I get in the car, back out onto the road, and check the tracker app. Maybe Anna is stuck in traffic around 125th Street, not far from where the FDR Drive becomes the Harlem River Drive. I don’t know why they change the name of the road there. It’s the same road. It just confuses everyone, even locals, but heavy traffic on the FDR/Harlem River is the norm not the exception. The road’s main feature is a lot of nighttime closures for construction. I switch over to a navigation app to figure out how to get to her. Crossing at the RFK Bridge would be the best way to get close if she stays in Manhattan, but odds are, her car will keep heading farther north. With this much traffic, if Maybe Anna wanted to stay in Manhattan, she would have pulled off the FDR and taken local roads.


Still. I have zero idea where she is going, so I have to keep a steady eye on my smartphone screen. As I do, the phone rings. My wife Molly’s beautiful face lights up over my tracker app.


I hesitate, consider ignoring the call, but no, that won’t do. I hit the answer button, slide my thumb to bring the tracker map back up, and try to keep my voice neutral. “Hey,” I say.


“Hey, handsome. How was class?”


“Good,” I say.


I’ve kept a lot of secrets in my life. You do that when you drink too much. That’s not exactly a news flash. I’ve had a past of telling lies too often in relationships, and Molly’s had a past of being on the receiving end of them. When we got married last year, I promised her that was over for both of us, that no matter how bad or how big, there would be no lies or secrets between us. I have kept that promise, though I never told her about Anna or that summer in Spain. That might be a lie of omission, I don’t know. The only person in the world I’ve told the full story about that night is my father. His response was short: “Get the next plane home.”


He and I haven’t talked about it since. Not once.


“Are you on your way home?” Molly asks.


“Not yet,” I say. “I have to follow up on something.”


“Oh?”


I hear something I don’t like in her voice. I want to comfort her, but I am not going to lie. I am going to keep my promise.


“It will be impossible to explain on the phone,” I tell her.


“I see.”


“But it’s okay. I’ll tell you everything when I get home.”


I check the tracker. Maybe Anna is on the Cross Bronx Expressway heading east.


“How’s Henry?” I ask her.


Henry is our infant son. He is about to turn one. When Henry was born, my entire world shrank down into a six-pound, fifteen-ounce mass. Your world is one thing before you have a child. It is another after. I don’t mean this to advocate for or denigrate the act of having a child. Do your thing. But the reality is, want it to or not, a child changes absolutely everything down to a molecular level. No one is immune.


“He’s up and wired for sound,” Molly replies. Henry is not a great sleeper. Then she asks in a tone I still don’t like: “Do you know what time you’ll be home?”


“Not really,” I say.


“So this is something big, right?”


I am not sure how to reply to that. “It’s a lot, yeah. But it’s okay.”


“You’re being a tad cryptic,” Molly says.


“I don’t mean to be. I can try to explain now—”


“But you’d rather do it in person.”


“Yes,” I say. “Very much.”


“Okay. I love you, Sami.”


“I love you more,” I say because I do.


Molly disconnects first. I make up time on the Major Deegan and before I know it, we are both on Interstate 95 heading toward Connecticut. I check my gas gauge and am happy to see I still have half a tank. Craig often uses my car, which isn’t part of the deal, but he knows I don’t care and he’s usually good about putting gas back into the tank. Craig works administration for the Bronx Zoo. He lost his wife, Cassie, a boisterous explosion of a human, to ovarian cancer two years ago and now when Craig smiles, it never reaches his eyes.


I keep my eyes glued on the road. The tracker veers off at Exit 3. I do the same. I try to think it through, try to figure out how it could be Anna and why she came to my class, but then I remember the Sherlock Holmes quote on that old blackboard:




It is a capital mistake to theorize before one has data. Insensibly one begins to twist facts to suit theories, instead of theories to suit facts.





In short, keep your mind open. Don’t theorize so fast. Wait until you know more.


Yeah, that’s not going to happen.


I flash back to that cop in Fuengirola, Carlos Osorio, his youthful yet world-weary face indicating he didn’t believe one word I said when I was telling the truth. Or part of the truth anyway. Not the whole truth. Who would tell a police officer the whole truth in that situation? Who would mention, for example, waking up with the murder weapon in your hand? But I was a dumb kid—I’m sure Osorio could sense I wasn’t coming completely clean. I remember the way he folded his arms and waited patiently until I was wise enough to shut up and then he launched the pointed questions: “How much did you drink?… How much did you smoke?… How much did you snort?… Should I give you a drug test right now?”


I follow the tracker down a high-rent main street that Molly would call “cutesy,” with upscale restaurants and well-coiffed boutiques that seem more hobby than business. My old clunker of a car fits into these wealthy environs like a cigarette in a health club. I crank down the window so I can smell the money. I curve off to the left and onto streets lined with ever-growing mansions—the farther you move from the main street, the larger and more remote the estates.


A mile passes. Then two. I can still see the occasional home, but only via twinkling lights through thick hedges. There are gates at driveways and elaborate iron fencing. It is hard to believe that this exists in the same world as the Lower East Side, which again is neither an indictment nor an acquittal of one over the other. I’m clearly not a rich man, and while I get the primitive draw of the ginormous mansion—the simple human need for “more”—who really needs or wants that much space? How many rooms can you be in at one time? There is an idiom my father used as a warning about greed: You can’t ride two horses with one behind.


I think that fits here.


The tracker hasn’t moved, according to the app, in seven minutes.


Is she home? Don’t know. But if I’m reading this tracker correctly, she is not on a street. I use my fingers to zoom in. From the tracker’s viewpoint, it appears as though Anna is 1.8 miles away from where I’m now driving, in a remote spot at least two or three hundred yards from the nearest road.


Odd.


A satellite view option would be handy, but the tracker doesn’t have one. I pull my car onto the shoulder of the road and click the three dots on the top right-hand corner of the app. The drop-down menu offers up the target’s precise latitude-longitude coordinates. I copy and paste them into Google Earth and wait as the globe spins around.


When it stops, I say to myself in a low voice, “Oh boy.”


The spot where Anna—just for ease, I’m going to call her Anna instead of Maybe Anna for now—the spot where the tracker claims Anna has now stopped for the past nine minutes is blurred out on the satellite image.


Blurred out?


That’s fairly unusual. The government can request that satellite maps blur sensitive locations like military bases or certain bureaucratic buildings. I doubt this is either, because the rent out here is too high for such riffraff. But it’s a possibility. Google Earth will sometimes blur out a location if there is a compelling reason for privacy or sensitivity in a private home. They do not do it often. And it usually costs.


In short, someone with some power or money wants to keep this location—the location Anna seems to be at—a secret.


Now what?


I should go home, of course. Take a breath. Talk to Molly. Do some research. I have Anna’s location now. At least, I think I do. For all I know this is just a pit stop. Or she’s visiting a friend who lives here. Or she’s spending a few hours or just one night. She could, in fact, move on in an hour or tomorrow or anytime.


I check the battery icon in the upper left-hand corner. The tracker only has eleven percent left. What’s that give me in terms of tracking? Another hour tops?


Then Anna could disappear again.


Can’t risk that, can I?


The streets are still, the only real illumination coming from my headlights. I don’t think I’ve seen another car in the past three or four miles. I head down the wooded road closest to where the tracker tells me Anna is. There is a driveway through a break in the trees. I slow and see that the driveway is blocked by a wrought iron grill gate. The gate is tall with spikes on top. There is a hut next to the gate. The light is on in the hut, and I can see the silhouette of what I assume is a security guard.


Hefty protection for a private home.


If this is indeed a private home.


I quickly look for a sign or house number or anything like that—I don’t want to linger—but there’s nothing. I debate driving up to the gate, but then what? It’s after ten p.m. I can’t pretend I’m delivering a package—and saying “I’m here to see Anna,” well, I just don’t think that’s going to play.


Impulse Me still wants to make that play. Impulse Me wants to drive right up to the security guard and say, “I’m here to see Anna. Tell her it’s Sami Kierce and we met in the Costa del Sol of Spain twenty-two years ago.” Impulse Me often makes mistakes. Impulse Me was the one who ran out of that bedroom and left Anna behind. Impulse Me was the one who went to the Fuengirola police station and reported a murder to Osorio. Impulse Me chased PJ onto that roof and made him fall. Impulse Me let Maya Stern go unaccompanied to Farnwood, Judith Burkett’s enormous estate, a mistake which led to my fall from quasi grace.


Maybe Impulse Me should stay out of this—but either way, I’m not just going home.


I drive slowly down the heavily wooded street and pull off where I see a little opening. My car is still visible from the road, but only if you’re looking hard for it. I turn off the engine and make sure the interior lights are off. I don’t think anyone will see, but then again I don’t plan on being here long enough for the police to call a tow truck. I grab a piece of paper and pen from the glove compartment and scribble a note: “Car Broke Down, Back Soon.” I debate adding that I’m a police officer, but that is both beside the point and no longer true.


I get out of the car. The night is crisp, the tang of autumn in the air. The stars are bright out here in a way you never get in the city. I’m holding the app like a compass. The tracker I put in Anna’s pocket is two-tenths of a mile from where I now stand, but the entire trek is through the woods.


No reason to dawdle.


I start into the trees. I debate turning on my phone flashlight, but out of an abundance of caution, I’d rather leave it off for now. It is hard to see more than a few feet in front of my face. I walk Frankenstein style, arms lifted and parallel to the ground, hands stretched out so I don’t walk into a tree face-first.


Once I’m inside the woods, the trees thin a bit, making my trek faster. I don’t know what kind of security they have out here. The manned gate was impressive, but that didn’t mean you could guard an entire estate that way. It may have been for show. They could have trip wire in the woods, I guess, or motion detectors, but that’s unlikely. There are many deer and squirrels and assorted suburban wildlife out here. There would be too many false alarms.


I keep moving. I’m not quiet about it, hearing twigs and leaves beneath my feet, but what else can I do? When I am within a tenth of a mile of the tracker, I start seeing lights filtering through the trees. I move closer and, as though on cue, a huge estate begins to rise on the horizon. I stop and look at the tracker. According to the help section on the app, the tracker is accurate to within ten meters. Assuming that’s correct, Anna and/or her coat is inside the estate.


The tracker battery is down to eight percent. I am at the clearing now. I stay on the edge, half in the woods, half on the start of a large expanse of lawn. The house itself is a jaw-dropper—an enormous Colonial-style stone castle that looks like something out of The Great Gatsby. The landscape lights illuminate sprawling symmetrical gardens with matching topiary on either side. There is a pool and a glass-house cabana. Two cars are parked near the door—a Porsche and a Mercedes, both black.


No other movement. No guards patrolling the grounds.


As I watch, debating what to do, a light goes on in an upstairs bedroom on the left. I duck down, even though I’m still a good one hundred yards away from the house. I get my breathing back under control and look toward the window.


Anna walks by it.


I check my watch. Almost eleven p.m. I quickly run through my next possible moves. Should I just knock on the door or ring the bell or whatever? Just be direct? That seems weird and I don’t know how security, assuming there is some, might react. Still, it’s a possibility. I could also maybe, I don’t know, grab some pebbles and toss them at her window. That feels a little too “movie,” if you will—and the most logical outcome from such a move would be her screaming for help.


But do I care if she does?


I want to get to her. I want an explanation.


It is then, as I stand there and consider my options, mere seconds after I saw Anna at the window, that I hear dogs.


I should point out that I love dogs. When Henry is a little older, Molly and I want to get a friendly little Havanese for our family.


This doesn’t sound like a friendly little Havanese.


This sounds like—and now looks to be—several snarling Doberman pinschers. They are hurtling full speed right down the center of the symmetrical gardens.


Toward me.


My heart leaps into my throat. No need for Impulse Me to tell me what to do. I snap-turn to run back through the woods, knowing I have no chance of outrunning the dogs. Zero. I jump two steps back into the woods and I can tell by the barking the dogs are mere seconds away. I take one more step and then one of the Dobermans leaps up and he knocks me down.


I scream as I crash to the ground.


I don’t know if I should try to fight my way out of this, but I distantly recall my police training on dog attacks. If you’re already down on the ground, stop moving. Curl in a ball and cover your neck and head with your arms. I do that now, go into a protective shell, my phone still in my hand.


The dogs are on me now, surrounding me. The barking has stopped. They are low-growling, staring at me with black eyes and bared teeth. They look ready to pounce. I stay very still and wait. It is, to put it mildly, terrifying.


Then a man shouts, “Down!”


The growling stops immediately. The dogs’ teeth vanish. Their tails wag as they back away. I risk a look and see the silhouette of two men standing near me. One of them is pointing a gun in my direction.


I blink up at them and say, “I’m sorry for the intrusion. I was just taking a walk and got lost.”


“Were you now?” one of the men, the smaller one, replies, his voice thick with sarcasm. “Get up.”


I manage to lift myself up and move back onto the edge of the grounds. Yep, two men. The bigger one, the one with the gun, has a moon-shaped head, complete with old-zit craters.


“Nice place,” I say.


“Who are you?”


“I’m a cop.”


“Can we see your badge?”


“Ex-cop actually.”


“An ex-cop hiking in the dark on private property,” Smaller Guy says. “Is that what you’re telling us?”


I try a smile. “Well, I have had a bit to drink,” I say, hoping that explains it. His face tells me that it doesn’t explain a damn thing. Gun Guy looks at Smaller Guy and nods. Smaller Guy takes out his phone.


“Spell your name,” Smaller Guy says to me. I do. Gun Guy keeps the gun on me while Smaller Guy types into what I assume is his phone’s search engine. While he does, Gun Guy strolls over to me and, without the slightest warning, punches me deep in the stomach with his free hand. The air whooshes out of me. I drop yet again to my knees, trying to gather a breath.


Gun Guy grabs me by the hair. “Can’t leave us alone, can you?”


I try to gather a breath. Gun Guy looks back at Smaller Guy. Smaller Guy says, “Sami Kierce, ex-NYPD detective, fired for endangering civilians and incompetence.”


Gun Guy still has his hand in my hair. “Who hired you, Sami?”


I shake my head, the breath finally returning. “No one,” I manage.


“One way or the other,” Gun Guy says, “you’re going to tell us why you’re here.”


I decide to go with something close to the truth. “I’m an old friend of Anna’s.”


I check their faces for a response, but the lighting makes it difficult to see expressions. I am still on my knees. He still grips my hair.


“I could just shoot you,” Gun Guy says. “What do you think, Tee?”


“Hmm.” Smaller Guy Tee is reading off his phone, his face aglow from the screen. “Whoa, check this out. This is the guy who messed up the Burkett case.” He looks up at me. “Do you know we’re friends with the Burketts?”


I say nothing.


He looks back down at his phone. “Kierce here was fired for violating police protocol. Multiple times, it says here, including the Burkett case. Being sued up the wazoo for putting a civilian in the hospital. Lots of his arrests are now being challenged, including—get this—the murder of his own fiancée. Described as erratic and dangerous.” Smaller Guy Tee looks up from the phone and grins. “Yeah, we could definitely kill him and claim self-defense. I mean, he’s erratic, dangerous—and trespassing.”


“Right,” Gun Guy says. “Exactly. Oh, and guess what? I have another gun on me. Untraceable.”


Smaller Guy Tee is warming up to this. “So we just say he pulled it on us. Our word against the word of a dead man.”


“Yes. And once we shoot him—once he’s dead—we can put the gun in his hand. Fire it even, so he has powder residue.”


Smaller Tee nods. “No one will question it.”


“No one,” Gun Guy agrees. “We make it look like we had no choice.”


They both smile at me, clearly warming to this plan.


“So”—Gun Guy aims the gun at me—“what do you say to all that, Sami Kierce?”


Now it’s my turn to smile. I have a good smile. You should know this about me. It’s far and away my best physical feature. Molly said she fell for me when I smiled. But that’s not the smile I’m displaying now. This smile of mine is far more maniacal. This smile is just south of sane. It makes both men, even the one holding a gun on me, step back.


“Say it louder,” I say.


Gun Guy looks confused. “What?”


I shake his hand off my hair. Then I lift my other hand into view. My phone is still in it, only now they can see a face on the screen. While they talked, I managed to hit my FaceTime.


“Come on, Tee,” I say as I rise to my feet, the maniacal smile still plastered on my face. “Or should I call you ‘the Tee-ster’? I’m not sure my friends at the NYPD heard you clearly. Say how you’re going to kill me louder.”
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