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PROLOGUE



Behind her, the garage door groaned shut, a combination of hair-raising squeals—metal on metal—and the tight, quickened shudders of rollers traveling slightly off track. The garage opener’s bulb was burned out, leaving only the yellow glare of car headlights, on a self-timer. Sharp shadows stretched across the tools and garden hoses that cluttered the walls. The room smelled of burning rubber, hot motor oil and lawn fertilizer—slightly sickening. A light rain struck the garage roof percussively.


Moving around the parked car, Maria Sanchez’s body reflected the late hour—hunched shoulders, stiff legs. She wanted a bath, some Sleepytime tea and the Amy Tan novel that awaited her. She felt the weight of her sidearm in her purse as she adjusted its strap on her shoulder. When out on active duty she wore it holstered at her side, but the last four hours of her day had been paperwork, and she had transferred the gun to her bag. At least another four to go if she were to get even partly caught up. But no more on that night. She had clocked out. Amy Tan owned the rest of her waking hours.


She closed the side door to the garage, and stepped into darkness. The light alongside the back door hadn’t come on, which surprised her since it worked off a sensor that should have automatically switched it on at sunset. It must have been burned out also. Just like the one in the garage. God, she wanted that bath.


Something moved behind her. A cop learned the difference between the elements and human beings. This was not wind, not the elements. It was human movement. Her right hand dropped and reached for a weapon she now remembered wasn’t there—her terror mounted.


The crook of a man’s elbow choked her windpipe. Next came a hard kidney punch. Sanchez’s handbag slipped to the wet grass. She tried to respond as she’d been trained—as a police officer; to compartmentalize and set aside her terror. She drove back her elbow sharply and bent forward, driving her butt into the man behind her. The attempt did nothing to loosen the grip of that chokehold. Instead, the defensive move put more pressure on her own throat, increasing the pain, restricting the blood flow. She stomped down hard—hoping to connect with an instep, shatter it. She could smell beer and sour sweat and it was these smells that increased her fear.


Then another kidney punch. Sanchez felt herself sag, her resistance dwindle. She hadn’t put up much of a fight, but now she knew she was going to lose it. She suddenly feared for her life.


Her reaction was swift and intense. She forced herself up, managing to head-butt a chin or a forehead. The viselike hold on her neck slackened. She felt the warmth of blood surge toward her brain. Briefly, relief. She tried once again to rock forward and this time break the grip for good.


But now the grip intensified. This guy meant business. He cursed and jerked his locked hold on her neck, first right and then sharply left. She heard her own bones go, like twigs snapping. And then cold. A brutal, unforgiving chill, racing through her body. In seconds, all sensation of her body was gone. She sank toward the mud and her face fell into the muck. Raspy breathing from above and behind her. And then even it disappeared, overwhelmed by a whining in her ears and that desperate cold that finally consumed her.





CHAPTER 1



The night air, a grim mixture of wind and slanting rain, hit Boldt’s face like needles. Seattle was a police beat where the weather could and did compromise a crime scene, often in a matter of minutes. On the advice of Bernie Lofgrin and his forensic team—the Scientific Identification Division, or SID—the department had issued foul weather directives for all first officers—the first patrol person to arrive on the scene. Regulations now required plastic tarps and oversized umbrellas as mandatory equipment for the trunk of every cruiser. But mistakes were still made, and that night seemed ripe for them.


As Boldt hurried up the home’s short poured-cement driveway, he faced the garage, behind and to the left of the house. A basketball hoop and paint-chipped backboard faced the street. Boldt ignored the garage for the time being, his attention instead focused on the SID van parked there in the drive. Of all the divisions, SID should have understood the importance of protecting evidence, should have respected the department’s attitude toward parking on private property. And yet there was the SID step van, inexplicably parked in the victim’s driveway. One expected the occasional procedural error from the medical examiner’s chuck wagon, even tolerated it when, as had happened earlier that night, an ambulance had been required to carry away a victim, and so had likely parked in the drive. But as the collectors and keepers of evidence, SID had no excuse for parking in a crime scene driveway for any reason. Some SID tech had wanted to avoid the rain, that was all, and that wasn’t good enough. The infraction incited Boldt’s temper, and in a rare display of emotion, he exploded at the first SID tech he encountered. He ordered the van relocated to the street.


Privately, Boldt blamed the “Blue Flu,” SPD’s first sickout by its officers in the history of the department. The Flu had so overwhelmed morale that it now apparently offered even civilian employees—like those who peopled SID—an excuse to turn in shoddy, rushed work. He wondered what chance law enforcement had if the five-day-old sickout continued. He also feared the consequences; shoddy work wasn’t the only outcome of the Flu—officers, including Boldt, had been threatened by anonymous calls. Lines were being drawn. Violence bubbled beneath the surface.


A first-degree burglary indicated an assault, in this case a broken neck and the probable rape of Sanchez, a cop. Boldt felt the urgency of the situation—this case needed to clear before the press had a chance to run with it, before the press became fixated on the vulnerability of a police department weakened by the Flu.


Already on the job, Detective Bobbie Gaynes offered Boldt and the investigation a ray of hope. Because of the Flu, and a lottery-like case-assignment strategy that had the depleted ranks—lieutenants and above, mostly, accepting whatever cases Dispatch threw at them—this crime scene belonged to neither Boldt nor Gaynes, but to Lieutenant Daphne Matthews, whose official posting was that of staff psychologist. Boldt expected Matthews on the scene momentarily, even looked forward to it. They worked well together.


A woman in her early thirties who regularly altered her looks for the fun of it, the diminutive Gaynes currently wore her hair cut short and colored a dark red. The heavy rimmed black “Geek” glasses and light makeup created a style that was a cross between hip urban single woman and computer programmer, which actually went a fair distance to describing her personality as well. Gaynes lived for computer chat rooms these days.


Her prompt arrival on the scene came as no surprise. Boldt had personally brought Gaynes to Homicide following her stellar work on a serial killer case some years earlier. Before that, she had worked Special Assaults—Sex Crimes, as her fellow officers called it. With the Sanchez crime scene initially reported as a burglary/assault, rape couldn’t be ruled out. Gaynes was a good detective to have on hand.


Boldt kept expecting the press. The lights. The questions. They would need answers immediately.


“You knew Maria Sanchez didn’t you?” Gaynes asked.


“I know her personally,” Boldt corrected. “Yes.”


“I only meant—”


Boldt interrupted. “She sat the kids a few times.” He added, “The kids loved her.”


Violent crimes against fellow police officers held special significance for anyone carrying a badge. All crimes were not investigated equally—a fact of life. Members of the immediate police family deserved and received special attention. Maria Sanchez would be no exception.


Daphne Matthews arrived and checked in with Boldt and Gaynes. As lead, Matthews handed out the assignments. Boldt deferred to her—a reversal of their usual roles.


Boldt thought of Daphne as a thoroughbred: dark, lean, fit and strikingly handsome. His system always ran a little quicker when in her presence, in part out of necessity. She possessed both a facile mind and a trained eye. Technically it was her case, but they would all three work the crime scene together.


A civilian employee at first, a decade earlier, Matthews had undertaken the six-week academy training so that she now carried not just a title but a badge, rank, and weapon.


She assigned Boldt the second-floor crime scene, where the victim had been discovered, with Gaynes to assist. She would interview the first officer and speak to the SID team leader.


Even though Maria had been whisked away in an ambulance, the importance and power of the crime scene preoccupied Boldt as he approached the bedroom. Out on the street, the first of the press arrived. There would be more.


“How’d we find her?” Boldt asked Gaynes. He felt surrounded by women: Liz, Daphne, Gaynes, his own CAPers captain, Sheila Hill, even his little Sarah. He felt isolated but not alone, actually far more comfortable surrounded by these women than by a bunch of car-talking, sports-crazed men who commented on every chest that passed. He wondered why, of the seventeen detectives and two hundred uniformed patrol officers remaining on the job, some eighty percent were women. Why, when the going got tough, did the men quit and the women stay behind? Maybe it would be the topic of one of his guest lectures over at the U.


Boldt felt time getting away from him. He hoped for a clean crime scene and good evidence—something obvious that pointed to a suspect. He might as well be asking for a miracle, and he knew it.


Gaynes answered, “House has a silent alarm installed. Security company telephoned the home when the alarm tripped, then responded in person, finding the place locked, then finally contacted us because they’re not allowed to kick a door. All told, it took about forty minutes before our officers arrived.”


“Nice response time,” Boldt snapped sarcastically.


“First officer was … Ling. Patrolman. He kept the security guys out, made the necessary calls and did a pretty fair job of protecting the integrity of the scene.”


Boldt said, “Matthews and I will visit the hospital on our way home. See how she’s doing. We not only want this one cleared, we need it cleared. A cop assaulted in the middle of the Blue Flu? Press will have a heyday.”


“Got it,” Gaynes confirmed.


The bedroom where Detective Maria Sanchez had been discovered naked and tied to the bed still smelled of sweat and fear. Sanchez’s shoes, clothes and undergarments lay strewn across the pale carpet: gray blouse and dark pants heaped together to the left of the bed, underwear up on the foot of the bed, which remained made but rumpled. The woman’s bra lay up by the pillow. An SID tech was working the adjoining bathroom for evidence and prints. Boldt studied the layout carefully, snapping on a pair of latex gloves almost unconsciously. He circled the bed carefully, like a photographer planning a shoot.


“No evidence of fluids,” he observed, “other than the blood on the pillow. Not much of it.”


“The ligatures?” Gaynes inquired, pointing to the head of the bed.


Boldt noticed the two bootlaces tied to each side of the headboard. He glanced back down to the floor and the ankle-high, black-leather-soled shoes missing their laces. His stomach turned. The scene was confused. It didn’t feel right to him.


“Ling cut the shoelaces himself, before the ambulance arrived,” Gaynes explained.


Both laces had been cut with a sharp knife, though remained knotted where they had been tied to the bed.


“Photos?”


The SID tech answered from the reverberating bathroom, “We shot a good series on her.”


“Close-ups of the ligatures?” Boldt inquired loudly.


“Can’t say for sure. You want it on the list?”


“Please,” Boldt answered, now at the head of the bed, studying one of the cut shoelaces himself. He’d had a case earlier in the week involving rape and a young girl bound by shoelaces. The similarities were obvious. He regretted that. A serial rapist was the last thing anyone needed—and most likely the first thing the press would suspect.


“Done,” the tech answered from the bathroom.


Boldt glanced around. “Tied the wrists, but not the ankles?” His earlier rape had been tied by all limbs. The similarities suddenly lessened. A copy cat? Boldt wondered. The Leanne Carmichael rape had made the news.


Gaynes replied as if it were a test. They worked this way together—pupil and student. “I caught that too, and I could almost buy it if the bed were more of a mess. But a woman left with her legs untied? The bed covers should be a mess.”


“Boyfriend? Lover? We want this wrapped and cleared,” Boldt reminded her. The department was grossly understaffed because of the Flu, and they each had too many cases to handle. A so-called black hole—an unsolved case—would incite the media and make trouble for everyone concerned—Maria Sanchez most of all. She deserved closure.


“You’re looking a little sick, Lieutenant.”


“Feeling that way.”


Gaynes, standing on the opposite side of the bed from Boldt said, “On Special Assaults I worked dozens of rapes, L.T.” Unlike Detective John LaMoia who out of habit addressed Boldt by his former rank of sergeant, Gaynes at least paid Boldt the respect of his current promotion, though called him not by name, but by his rank’s initials. “Maybe in one out of ten, the clothes are still in one piece. Usually torn to shit. No fluids? Listen, if the stains aren’t in the middle of the bed where you expect them, then you find them on the pillow or the bedspread or the vic’s underwear. But a clean scene? You ask me, this is date rape. Look at those clothes! Not a button missing! Spread out in a line, for Christ’s sake.”


Boldt studied a large dust ring on the dresser. A television had been removed. A small, gray electronics device bearing a set of wireless headphones lay in a heap to the side of the same dresser. He picked the headphones up in his gloved hands.


Gaynes said, “You use ’em so the spouse can sleep while you watch the tube.”


“She was single,” Boldt reminded.


“A visitor maybe,” Gaynes said. “Date rape,” she repeated with more certainty. “Guy ties her up and gets too aggressive. Accidentally snaps her spine and takes off.”


“The television?” he asked his former protége.


“Stole it to cover up it was him. Make it look like someone broke in. The papers have been filled with stories about all the break-ins since the Flu hit.”


Studying the headphones, Boldt said, “Maybe she just appreciated music or maybe she subscribed to the cable music channels.” He pointed to the stack of recent best sellers on Sanchez’s bedside end table.


Boldt walked around the bed with a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. He and Gaynes traded places. Police ballet. Since the advent of the Flu, reports of robberies and burglaries were up exponentially. “We’ll want to check our sheets,” he suggested. “See if this fits any patterns.”


“Got it,” she replied. She lifted the top book off the end table, an Amy Tan novel. “Bookmarked with a receipt dated two days ago. And she’s … a hundred and seventy pages into it—”


“And we’re in the midst of a Flu,” Boldt pointed out. “Not like she has a lot of fun time.”


“Maybe six, seven hours a night at home, max.”


“So she didn’t watch much television,” Boldt concluded.


“Which means you’re probably right about the cable music. A hundred and seventy pages in two nights? You think she’s been entertaining a lover?” she asked rhetorically. “Sounds more like insomnia.”


“Ask around the house about current boyfriends.”


“I’m telling you, a rapist wouldn’t undress her like this, L.T. He tears her clothes off. It’s rage, not courtship. And if he goes to the trouble to tie her up, he rapes her hard or fires juice all over the place. We’re not seeing real good evidence here.” She hollered to the SID tech, “What’s that bathroom like?”


“It’s light,” the tech fired back. “My guess? The guy wasn’t in here at all.”


Boldt migrated over to check the windows—all locked—so he didn’t have to look at the bed while Gaynes talked so calmly about raping and beating and masturbating. Sex Crimes—Special Assaults—conditioned a detective in ways even a homicide investigator had a difficult time understanding. He looked out the window to where light from the house played on the small patch of backyard and the separate garage.


“Her underwear’s clean,” Gaynes reported. “So’s the bra. This looks like someone she knew. And using shoe laces to tie her? A necktie maybe. A belt. Something handy and fast. What’s the guy do: ask her to lie still while he unlaces her Hush Puppies and ties her wrists?”


“Maybe her neck was already broken,” Boldt suggested. “Maybe she wasn’t going anywhere.”


“Then why tie her up at all?” Gaynes asked, confusing the issue.


An uneasy silence settled between them. Not a black hole, he pleaded.


Gaynes continued cautiously, “And that’s another thing…. The trauma supposedly occurred after she was tied to the bed? Is that the general consensus? Is that what we’re thinking here? That’s what’s logical, right? He ties her up to keep her still. Goes for oral sex or something. Yanks her head a little too hard and snaps her neck in the process? Something like that? But he doesn’t tie her ankles?” she said skeptically.


Boldt’s only mental image was of the other case—little Leanne Carmichael, thirteen years old, the crotch of her pants cut away, her legs tied open. A dark basement. “I worked a rape-kidnapping earlier in the week. He tied up the girl with shoelaces.”


“Carmichael,” she said. The case remained open; continued to make a lot of noise.


“We’ll want the SID lab to make comparisons. The same knots? Anything connecting the two crimes?”


“The lab, sure,” she agreed, “but not the media. So make the request that they do it quietly.”


He said, “True enough.”


Someone must have finally been moving the SID van, for headlights spread across the wet backyard. Boldt didn’t like what he saw there.


“I’m going outside to look around,” Boldt said.


“It’s nasty out there,” the SID tech cautioned from the bathroom.


“Check her boots and meet me outside,” he told Gaynes. She cupped her hands to the window, peering into the backyard. She knew Boldt well.


“Now,” he reminded, his voice urgent.


“Got it,” she said.
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“Nasty.” Gaynes tugged the GORE-TEX hood over her head. Boldt made a similar move with the collar of his green oilskin. He switched on a flashlight borrowed from a patrolman—one of the ones with six D-cell batteries inside—enough weight to club a skull to pulp, the flashlight’s second function. Hunched over, he and Gaynes approached a disturbed area of mud in the backyard. They walked single file, electing to avoid the well-worn route leading from the separate garage to the house’s back door.


“This is where he intercepted her?” Gaynes suggested, dropping to one knee.


“Looks like a possibility,” Boldt said. “But there’s no sign of dragging.”


“Her shoes show mud. The tech bagged them. Black leather jacket, presumably hers, had a partial shoe print on the chest. A set of keys and a garage clicker in the pockets.” She added, “And yes, I’ll have the shoe print typed, if possible,” anticipating the request.


Gaynes poked a raised rib of mud and grass with her gloved finger. “It’s recent enough.”


Boldt kneeled beside her, the flashlight illuminating the disturbance. The grass looked like a rug scrunched up on a hardwood floor. Boldt tore some grass loose and sealed it into an evidence bag for lab comparison. He lived for such work—his lifeblood. He heard more chaos around in front of the house. More press. More pressure.


Gaynes said, “I can see Sanchez stumbling upon him unexpectedly, surprising him, a struggle and she goes down.”


From behind them, Daphne spoke. “At first it’s a matter of survival for him: get her to shut up and get the hell out of here. But then there’s a change. Something primitive takes over. Primal. It’s about dominance now, about her struggling and him overpowering her. He finds he gets off on it. He wants more than to simply subdue her. He has to possess her.”


“You’re buying the burglary?” Boldt asked, peering up at her into the rain, the flashlight following. Even in the rain, Daphne Matthews looked good.


“Help me out,” Daphne said.


“Shoelaces on both wrists. Same as Carmichael, my thirteen-year-old rape victim.”


“But not the ankles,” Gaynes said.


“Not the ankles,” Boldt agreed, meaning it for Daphne. This was a jigsaw, with three players picking at pieces.


“The burglary is intended to mislead us?” Daphne asked.


“We’ve got a crime scene with two MOs,” Boldt said. “A burglar. A rapist. Neither fits perfectly. Why?”


Gaynes announced, “We’ve either got ourselves a twisted burglar, or a greedy rapist.” She tugged on her hood. A trickle of water slid down her cheek and dripped off her chin. Knowing full well it would be his next request, she asked, “You want SID to work this site?”


“It’s a start,” Boldt agreed.


Daphne said, “Leanne Carmichael was raped. There’s no medical evidence yet that Sanchez was.”


“And if she wasn’t, then you’ve got yourself a couple of contradictions,” Boldt suggested.


“I don’t want contradictions. I want a suspect. I want to clear this before it gets out of control.” Daphne sounded unusually nervous. She wasn’t used to leading a high-profile case. The Flu had caught up to her as well.


Boldt shined the light over toward the garage. “She parked in the garage and headed for the back door. She either ran into this guy—”


“Or he was out here waiting,” Daphne interrupted.


“I want to assign a guard outside her hospital room,” he said.


“L.T…. You’re right, but who we gonna get to do it?” a frustrated Gaynes asked. The Blue Flu had taken four out of every five officers off the force.


“Notify hospital security. Let’s move her to a private room away from a stair entrance. We’ll require check-in at the nurse’s desk. Some guy realizes he hit a woman cop, and maybe he decides he doesn’t want any witnesses. Or maybe it’s a boyfriend, and the same thing goes. I want her under protection.”


“Got it.”


Boldt felt the pressure of the investigation then—a sixth sense for a black hole and a case that wouldn’t clear. He knew from the look in her eye that Daphne sensed this as well. “Contradictions,” he said.


“Yes,” she agreed. “Not this case, okay?” she pleaded.


“We’ll each have six more cases on our desks by the time we get back,” Boldt reminded.


Gaynes chimed in, “And then our phones’ll start ringing and Dispatch will dish out another couple each.”


“We need the sickout over with,” Boldt said.


“Dream on, L.T. They’re firmly entrenched.”


Daphne saw her investigation headed for a black hole. “With Sanchez gone,” she said, “we’re down to sixteen investigators left—detective or higher.”


Boldt felt sick inside. A thirteen-year-old, raped. A policewoman paralyzed. A burglar on the loose. The public was certain to panic. The Emergency Communication Center’s 911 lines would be crippled with hundreds of bogus reports and sightings. Seventeen detectives had become sixteen.


“The press is going to screw us on this one,” Gaynes whispered. “This is fuel to their fire.”


“Yes,” agreed Boldt, “that’s just what we don’t want.” He had come here hoping for evidence. Perhaps the contradictions were the place to start. They didn’t offer him much.


Daphne remained angry about the Flu. “It’s a fellow officer! They’ve got to come back on the job now! It’s time to circle the wagons.”


“I wouldn’t count on it,” Boldt and Gaynes said nearly in unison.





CHAPTER 2



“What exactly did Sanchez’s doctor say?” Daphne


Matthews moved fluidly, like a dancer. She set the pace, climbing the hospital fire stairs faster than Boldt might have liked. Sanchez’s room was on the fourth floor.


Boldt was relieved to be able to tell her that the rape kit had come back negative. He had made the call to the hospital while Daphne was reporting back to headquarters, where a reduced, overworked staff attempted to cope with a growing number of reported crimes.


“Is there any eye movement? Limb movement? What exactly did the doc say?” she asked.


He didn’t answer right away, preoccupied with thoughts of the threatening phone calls he’d received in the last few days and what to do about the risk they posed to his family. Liz, his wife, was not easily moved out of her home.


Daphne asked, “What’s this about your knowing Sanchez personally?”


“I know her,” Boldt confirmed. “She lost her sister and her sister’s two kids to a traffic fatality—”


“That Sanchez?” Daphne exclaimed, interrupting.


“The same.”


“I thought she transferred out when she graduated.”


“She did, but only for a few months, after which we met at a couple crime scenes. She met Liz and the kids at one of Phil’s baseball games.” Phil Shoswitz had been Boldt’s immediate superior for nearly a decade. Currently he was captain of Crimes Against Property. “Offered to sit the kids. I suggested off-duty uniform work paid considerably better, only to find my foot in my mouth. She wanted to be around the kids. It had nothing to do with money.”


“She baby-sat Sarah and Miles?” Daphne asked incredulously.


“I know,” Boldt said, understanding her concern over such financial fraternization. “But it wasn’t for any favors. It wasn’t for promotion consideration. It was simply that Miles and Sarah were the same ages as her niece and nephew had been, and she wanted the contact. It didn’t last all that long, but I’ve got to tell you: The kids loved her. Liz will be crushed when she hears.” Slightly winded from the climb, he added, “This should never happen to any officer. But in particular this should have never, ever have happened to Maria. She’s a great person.”


“You’re a great person,” Daphne said. She added reluctantly, “You and Liz—for taking her in like that.”


Boldt stopped his ascent, as did she. It wasn’t all sweet and innocent between them. They shared a past rarely discussed.


They hugged the steel rail as a flurry of white and green hospital uniforms blurred past. Their eyes met, and briefly an energy passed between them that they both felt. “Liz and I,” he repeated, echoing her. But from his lips it sounded more like a statement.


“Right.” Color rose in Daphne’s long, elegant neck.


Boldt took the lead. Daphne followed up the stairs and into the busy hall.
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“Eye movement,” he whispered before opening the door to Sanchez’s hospital room. This was the information she had originally sought from him, and he chose his timing intentionally, for the woman in question now lay on the other side of this door. “She apparently has some eye movement.”


Daphne nodded solemnly. Boldt swung open the door. “It’s your case,” he reminded. “Your lead.” As she passed him, she whispered, “I know that.” A fogged plastic tube, inserted through a surgical hole at the base of her throat, supplied Maria Sanchez’s oxygen. Her torso was held fast by a white plastic brace that was itself connected to the bed frame, preventing movement of any kind. Too many tubes to count. A modern Medusa. Blinking lights and flashing green numbers in black boxes on rolling stands of stainless steel. A bag of intravenous fluids. Drip, drip, drip. A blue plastic clip over her index finger ticking out her pulse and measuring her blood oxygen. The glare of tube lighting. The hum of machinery and the disturbingly symmetrical rhythm of her computer-controlled breaths.


Boldt’s throat constricted. His chest seized in a cramp. This wasn’t just a woman lying there; she was also a police officer. A friend. Family. Liz had once lain in just such a bed. He knew the things they could do to a person in here. He had seen Liz’s roommate being wheeled out, and she had never been wheeled back in. The thought of Liz returned him to his concern over the threatening phone calls. He didn’t trust where this Flu was headed. He wanted out of that room.


Maria Sanchez’s bloodshot eyes showed through small slits, and Boldt could detect slight movement in them as she tracked their entry into the room. Boldt recalled her on the couch with his two kids. Sitting up. Laughing. Goodnight Moon in her lap. He could envision her hugging his children with two arms that worked. But it was that laugh of hers he remembered. Her time with his kids had helped in her recovery from grief—she had learned to laugh again in his house. To live. And now this.


“Officer Maria Sanchez,” Daphne said, seeing Boldt struggle, “I’m Daphne Matthews, the department psychologist. You know Lieutenant Boldt—Homicide.”


“Matthews is lead on your assault,” Boldt managed to say. “I’m playing Watson.” He had wanted to inject humor. He’d failed. Again he realized he had spent too many hours in hospital rooms of late. There should be quotas, he thought. He foresaw pain and hardship in that bed. Time. Waiting. For eighteen months of cancer treatment his family had suffered. Now they still waited, hoping Liz’s remission held. The waiting hurt most of all. Sanchez would feel the full force of it.


His voice broke as he said, “I’m sorry for your situation, Maria.”


Daphne offered, “We don’t pretend to know what you’re going through, but we are going to put away whoever’s responsible.” She added, “We’re told the doctors plan some experimental surgery and that the prognosis is good. Be strong, Maria. We’re pulling for you.”


“The whole department,” Boldt said. Adding, “What’s left of it.”


The patient blinked once. At first it appeared to be a reflex, nothing more. But it drew their attention.


Boldt carefully chose his words. “We’ve been over to the scene just now … your house, Maria. Looks a lot like you interrupted a burglary. Stereo gear and at least one TV appear to be missing.”


“We’ll need for you to confirm as much of this as possible—as soon as you’re able,” Daphne added.


“The report is sketchy at best,” Boldt said. “When you’re better, we’ll work on this one together, okay?” His attempt at positive thinking sounded hollow and fell flat. Boldt didn’t know quite how to act, so he decided to just stick to business. “We’re pursuing this as a first-degree burglary. I guess we just wanted to say it goes without saying that we’re not sitting on this one, that the Flu isn’t going to delay this in any way. Matthews got the call—the lead—and that’s a good thing. We’re going to chase down this offender and lock him up. Guaranteed.”


“We need you, Maria,” Daphne encouraged her. “You’re going to pull out of this.”


Another blink. A tear slithered from her eye, down her pale cheek and cascaded to the pillowcase. When her eyelids opened again fully, Sanchez’s dark pupils were lodged to the left of her eye sockets.


“Maria?” Boldt inquired, the eye movement obvious. He checked with Daphne.


“We’re watching your eyes,” Daphne stated firmly to the woman. “Are you trying to signal us, Maria?” she asked. For Boldt, the air in the room suddenly seemed absolutely still. The sounds of the machinery seemed louder. He felt cold, chilled to the bone.


Another blink. Reflex or intentional? Her pupils faced right.


“Oh my God,” he mumbled, letting it slip. He glanced toward the door and the freedom it offered.


“Right is ‘yes’; left is ‘no.’ Is that correct?” Daphne inquired.


The woman closed her fluttering lids with great difficulty. When her eyes reopened, her pupils remained locked to the right.


Daphne met eyes with Boldt, her excitement obvious.


“We’re going to ask you some questions,” Daphne suggested tentatively. “Okay?”


The eyelids sank shut. As they reopened a crack, the pupils faced left, her answer a solid no. Her eyes fluttered shut and remained so. Boldt felt a wave of relief.


“She’s too tired,” Boldt said, indicating to Daphne they should leave the room.


Daphne nodded, but wouldn’t let it go. “You go ahead and rest, Maria. We’ll be back when you’re up to it.” She followed Boldt into the hall. He assisted the room’s oversized door to shut as quietly as possible.


“Medicated,” Daphne said. “Fatigue plays into it too, but chances are it’s as much her unwillingness to confront and relive the assault and the associated trauma as anything else.”


“She’s terrified,” Boldt said, relieved to be out of the room. “And she has every right to be.” He added, “You see that, don’t you?”


“You didn’t have to be in such a hurry to leave.”


“Yes, I did,” he argued.


“She can answer questions, Lou. We can build a list of questions and she can answer them! We can interview the victim. You realize that?”


Boldt complained, “You don’t have to sound so excited about it, you know?”


“What’s wrong with you?” Daphne asked. She crossed her arms indignantly against the artificial chill of the hallway.


“It’s all wrong with me,” Boldt answered, feeling a chill himself that had nothing to do with thermostats. “Her. This place.” Motioning back toward the room he said, “A pair of eyes, Daffy. It’s all that’s left of her.”





CHAPTER 3



“It’s a difficult situation,” Boldt said.


“So talk me through it. Is it the strike, or this case?” his wife, Liz, asked.


“Both,” he answered. The Sanchez assault was nearly twenty-four hours old. No arrests. No suspects. He feared a black hole.


The Boldt kitchen confirmed the laws of chaos, a study in the science of randomly placed objects: dinner food, dishes, pots and pans, plastic toys scattered as an obstacle course, a high chair, a booster seat, stained dish rags. Something sticky had been spilled by the pantry door. A path of mud and pebbles led from the back porch, despite the door mat. Boldt stood at the sink, elbow deep in dishwater.


By nine o’clock they typically would have had the kitchen cleaned up—with or without each other’s help—but their daughter Sarah’s upset stomach had kept them busy these past several hours. With both kids finally asleep, husband and wife tackled the cleanup.


“Wish that dog would stop. Does it ever shut up?”


“Maybe they wouldn’t have bought an attack dog if you guys hadn’t gone on strike,” Liz teased.


Boldt groaned. She was trying to make light of it, but it struck a nerve. “It’s not a strike, it’s a sickout,” he corrected her.


Liz policed the countertops and the kitchen table, which looked as if a food fight had taken place. Boldt watched her in the reflection of the window above the sink. In his opinion, she still needed about twenty pounds. The cancer had won that as well as her hair. Most of her hair had returned, but not the weight. And the hair looked wrong, because she had always worn it longer than that. Boldt wrestled with the carrots burned onto the bottom of the saucepan. That dog just wouldn’t stop. If Boldt hadn’t been a cop, he might have called one.


Liz brushed against him as she shook crumbs out of a rag. He enjoyed the contact, any contact at all, anything to remind him of her presence.


“So what’s bugging you?” she asked, adding quickly, “besides our neighbor’s dog?


“The Flu. I realize it’s complicated.” A new sports stadium had gone over budget. The mayor instituted cost-saving measures. The new police chief cut overtime pay for detectives and, at the same time, restricted off-duty work for uniforms because one off-duty cop had embarrassed the department. “But it has messed up everything,” he said.


“Listen, I hate to see you like this.” She offered, “Maybe it’s worth thinking about how much you, personally, can do about any of it.”


“But that’s the point! It gets worse every day. Now Phil and the other captains are effecting a slowdown. Doing just enough work to get by, which isn’t enough, of course. It’s their way of supporting the sickout.”


“But if you’re working as hard as always, what more can you ask of yourself?”


“Thanks,” he said sincerely.


“Is there anything positive to focus on?” Forever Liz. Spiritually determined.


He answered, “Homicide’s bathroom stays cleaner than I’ve ever seen it. The coffee lounge no longer stinks of burned grounds. Precious little.”


“All you can do is—”


“Pray?” he interrupted. He didn’t need to hear this right now.


She grimaced. “Not what I was going to say,” she said.


He apologized, but she walked away and went about the cleanup.


He didn’t mention that the eerie emptiness of the fifth floor, the vacant halls and office cubicles, reminded him more of a school in the midst of a fire drill than a homicide squad. The hallways and offices of Crimes Against Persons required bodies to occupy them—like suits in a storefront window.


Boldt caught sight of himself in the window’s glass, and was troubled by the growing exhaustion that hung beneath his eyes. The extra caseload brought on by the sickout meant fourteen- hour work days. Investigators in any department accepted whatever case was handed them. Vice, narcotics, burglary, it didn’t matter.


He glanced up again. The window, fogged by steam, offered only a blurred image, but he could still see his face. He could still pass for late thirties. Mid-thirties in low light. In truth, forty had come and gone a few years ago.


These days he was making an effort. No more neckties bearing catsup stains, no more permanent wrinkles in his khakis. A single comment from Liz about how “the run-down-professor look adds ten years” had cleaned up his act. Since then, he’d looked like a new man.


The burn came out of the bottom of the pan, but his elbow ached.


“You know I’ll be supportive,” Liz said, now tossing the wet wash rag into the sink. “But, Lou, please, try to see that it stays outside the family. I’m afraid for you, for us—” She didn’t need to complete the sentence. Those threatening phone calls of the past few nights were on both their minds.


As if on cue, the phone rang. Liz looked over at her husband. They had talked about just letting it ring, to allow the machine to pick up, but Liz instinctively lifted the receiver from its cradle and held it out to him.


Boldt dried his hands and accepted the phone. Liz pushed through the swinging door and into the family room.


“Hello?” Boldt said into the phone.


For a moment he believed whoever had called might have hung up. But life these days just wasn’t ever that simple. “Hello?” he repeated.


He heard music, not a voice. His stomach turned: another threat? Pop music—a woman’s plaintive voice. “Hello?” he repeated a third time. At first, he took it as wallpaper—background music—and waited for a voice. But then he listened more clearly. It was Shawn Colvin, a recording artist he admired, whose lyrics now gripped his chest. “Get on out of this house,” the anguished voice cried out in song.


Boldt understood, though too late: it wasn’t a threat, but a warning.


The best explanation for why he ripped the phone from the kitchen wall was that he’d forgotten to let go of the receiver as he ran into the family room to alert Liz, failed to let go until he heard the explosion of breaking glass from the other side of the swinging door. At that instant, both the cop and the husband and the father in him warred over his having locked up his handgun in a closet safe in the bedroom—family policy whenever he crossed the threshold into their home.


He burst through the swinging door, his wife’s screams ringing in his ears. He heard a car racing away at high speed. Liz lay on the floor in a sea of broken glass. She wasn’t moving.


“No!” he hollered, lunging across the room toward his fallen wife. He heard one of the kids wake up crying. Liz had a strange mixture of fear and confusion in her eyes. He would not soon forget that look … it seemed to contain an element of blame.


He reached out to her and rolled her onto her back. Her forearms bled. Her face was scratched, though not cut badly. She mumbled incoherently at first.


“Shhh,” he whispered back at her.


“I thought it was a bomb,” she mumbled.


Underneath her lay a brick. It had been painted policeman’s blue.





CHAPTER 4



“Feeling a touch of the Flu coming on, I hope?” Mac Krishevski asked. Boldt shoved the man back into the living room, kicked the Krishevski front door closed and removed his gun from his own holster, setting the piece down by a bowling trophy alongside a faux-marble lamp made out of formed plastic. The gesture made it clear to Krishevski that no weapons were to be involved. Beyond that, there were no promises made.


“Lieutenant?” a cocky but concerned Krishevski queried.


Harold “Mac” Krishevski reminded Boldt more of the man’s Irish mother than his Polish father, though he’d never met either. The capillaries in his cheeks had exploded into a frenzied maze of red spider webs. His nose, with its sticky, moonlike surface, fixed to his face like a dried autumnal gourd. His rusty hair, awkwardly combed forward to hide the acreage of baldness, failed miserably in this purpose, so that in strong overhead light, the shadows that were cast down onto his scalp looked like cat scratches. His teeth belonged to a heavy smoker, his plentiful chins to an overeater or beer drinker. A man in his early fifties, he wore his Permanent Press shirt unbuttoned at the collar, a threadbare undershirt attempting to contain escaping chest hair.


“You want an appointment,” Krishevski suggested, attempting to sound in control but clearly under the effect of Boldt’s fixed stare, “you gotta call ahead.”


“My wife dove onto this, thinking it was a bomb.” Boldt tossed the blue brick into the center of the room. “She cut her arms on the broken glass. We just got back from having her sewn up.”


Boldt believed that, as president of the Police Officers Guild, Krishevski bore the responsibility not only for the walkout but also for the blue brick.


“Teenage vandalism,” Krishevski said. “It’s amazing how the kids go wild when there are fewer officers on the beat.”


Boldt took issue with Krishevski’s confident grin and steely-eyed glint. The man looked like a trained watchdog. The room smelled of stale tobacco, garlic, and booze, and the combination turned Boldt’s stomach. Krishevski had taken unwarranted pot shots at Boldt and his department’s handling of evidence in the runup to guild elections two years earlier, all in a blatant attempt to portray Homicide as an ivory-tower department in need of an overhaul, an attempt to keep Boldt from receiving the lateral transfer back to his old squad. Krishevski’s complaints had fallen short of outright accusation, but had crossed acceptable lines. In point of fact, their troubled history went back twenty years, to a time when Boldt had been selected for advancement and Krishevski had not. The sores from those wounds remained. Boldt had little doubt that the blue brick had been ordered by this man, little doubt that his own selection as target had been as much personal vendetta as union strategy.


The Police Officers Guild had been organized in the late fifties to represent officers in contract negotiation, and to provide legal representation for any officer who required it. The guild represented all personnel below the rank of lieutenant, accounting for the majority of SPD’s twelve hundred officers. The administrative ranks of lieutenant, captain, and above—less than one hundred in number—were represented by a separate management team, effectively separating uniforms from the white-collar jobs. Membership in the guild was theoretically voluntary, but nearly every uniformed officer belonged, as well as most of the detectives. Its elected officials came out of its own ranks of active officers.


As the elected president of the guild, Mac Krishevski, senior sergeant in SPD’s Property room, was guild spokesman—its public voice and point man. Boldt, among others, not only blamed Krishevski for allowing, if not encouraging, the first illegal strike in the department’s history—despite the man’s claims otherwise—but also for permanently tarnishing the badge and the public’s view of law enforcement.


“You being president of the Chapter,” Boldt said, “I’m holding you responsible for what happened to my wife tonight.”


“Now wait a second!” Krishevski complained.


Boldt boiled. “If you don’t control your fellow striking officers, if you don’t bring those responsible forward for discipline—to set a proper example—then in effect you’re condoning what happened tonight. If that’s the case, then I’d prepare myself for certain consequences.”


“Are you threatening me, Lieutenant?”


Boldt calmed outwardly, though internally he continued to churn. He said clinically, “I’m asking for your assistance in querying guild members for any knowledge of my wife’s assault. I’m asking you to make this right, no matter what the history between us.”


“I’m not responsible for this … absenteeism, Lieutenant. I’m simply a dog on a runner: back and forth between the blue and the brass.”


“Right,” Boldt said sarcastically. He’d heard it all before.


“The move to restrict overtime and prohibit off-duty employment opportunities for our officers was viewed by certain individuals within the department as intrusive and destructive and is apparently the driving force behind this current situation.”


“This absenteeism,” Boldt said, “that the papers and courts are calling a strike.”


“I’m in constant contact with both the chief’s and the mayor’s office, as I’m sure you’re aware. As Chapter president, I’m forced to put my own personal feelings aside and to represent the majority opinion of my constituency. I do not condone tossing a brick through a window, and I’m sorry for your wife’s injuries and any upset this may have caused you and your family. But the brick could just have easily been from an angry neighbor. Am I right? Someone pissed off over the Flu—improperly associating you with the sickout. The public understands so little of our inner workings.”


It was true, though Boldt was loath to admit it. His neighbor’s acquisition of an attack dog was proof enough of the public’s current perception of safety. “All I’m saying is—if you start a war, you had better be prepared to fight it.”


Krishevski’s eyes hardened. “I seriously doubt that the current absenteeism had anything to do with your wife’s incident.”


“A blue brick? The reports of slashed tires? Coincidence?” Boldt asked.


“An angry public,” Krishevski repeated.


Boldt did not appreciate the man’s slight grin. “You brought my family into this. For that, you’ll be sorry.”


“Another threat!”


“You know what I think, Krishevski? I think you enjoy all the attention, the cameras, the headlines. Seeing your name in print. But the sad truth is you’re misusing the trust of your fellow officers—this entire city—for your own personal gain.” Boldt picked up the brick off the carpet and placed it on a small end table. He retrieved his gun and returned it to its holster. “Sticks and stones, Mr. Krishevski.” He intentionally left out the man’s rank. “Be careful what you ask for.”


Krishevski’s tension and anger surfaced in his now menacing voice. “Dangerous ground, Lieutenant.”


“A threat?” Boldt fired back, mimicking the man. “Control the troops, Krishevski. Bring in whoever was responsible. Or you and anyone else connected to this will be facing charges.”


“I’m trembling all over.”


Boldt pulled the front door shut with a bang that carried throughout the peaceful neighborhood. He hurried toward the car, anxious to return home and be with his family. Krishevski was a wild card. Boldt knew there was no telling if the threats would stop with blue bricks.





CHAPTER 5



Cathy Kawamoto ignored the deep, low rumble that had become such a commonplace sound, it could be anything from a passing truck to the garage door opening or closing. She wasn’t alarmed. Kawamoto’s basement home office felt unusually warm, and she was uncomfortable. She’d heard the phone ring just a minute earlier, but as was her habit, she allowed the machine upstairs to pick up rather than interrupt her work. Her thin fingers danced across the computer keyboard, the translation coming effortlessly now. When the screen briefly went dark she saw herself reflected in its “nonreflective” glass: jet black hair, almond eyes with tight folds of skin that instantly labeled her Japanese. Then another page of text appeared and Cathy Kawamoto returned to her work. Sometimes the translations were of textbooks or technical documents, but her favorites were the American and Canadian romance novels that within a few months would populate the Tokyo subways, read intently by commuting women. At times the torrid love stories became so compelling that she found herself carried away.


The low rumble stopped and then started again. Cathy paused in her work this time. The sound seemed suddenly close. Perhaps it wasn’t simply that the basement was warm, perhaps it was nerves. But then again the rental house was always full of strange noises, especially when her sister was home.


A flight attendant for Alaska Air, Kira came and went at all hours, for days at a time on an unpredictable schedule that Cathy could neither understand nor attempt to track.


Footsteps overhead….


At first Cathy simply glanced up toward the floor joists wondering what Kira had forgotten this time—she had left the house only a few minutes earlier, rushing off somewhere, yelling down into the basement that she was borrowing the car if that was all right. She hadn’t waited for an answer. Late again.


Cathy translated another sentence—Her unbridled passion sought escape—before another squeak in the overhead floorboards once again attracted her attention.


This time it didn’t sound like her sister. Her sister didn’t move that slowly. Not ever, especially not when she was late, and she was always late.


A third careful step overheard. A mixture of curiosity and fear unsettled her. The telephone’s in-use light indicated the phone was busy. Cathy felt relief wash over her. It was her sister, after all. Clearly, she had returned home to make a phone call. Cathy sat back down at the computer. But she couldn’t concentrate. Something just didn’t feel right.


She felt restless with it, a fire smoldering inside her.


Her fingers hesitated above the keys, her eyes drifting over to the telephone’s in-use light. It continued to flash. When the footsteps started up again, left to right, directly overhead, the pit in her stomach became a stone. The kitchen phone was a wall phone, not a wireless walk-around. How could it be in use at the same time someone was walking around?


The stairs signaled both the direction of movement and the fact that the person up there was heavier than either she or her sister. They normally didn’t make noise.


She thought about calling out, just shouting, “Who’s up there?” but she was afraid of giving herself away, letting the intruder know she was at home. She was now allowing herself to think there could be an intruder. The previous night’s late news report began to cloud her thoughts. A policewoman had been attacked in her own home. A policewoman!


She lifted the phone’s receiver to eavesdrop. She heard no one—only the hissing silence of an open line, ominous and frightful. “Hello?” she tested in a whisper. No one answered. Cathy Kawamoto fought back panic. She quietly climbed the basement stairs. She could hear her unannounced visitor ascend the stairs directly overhead. The footfalls were strangely tentative, cautious, and she could only conclude that someone was trying hard not to be heard.


She climbed and reached the kitchen, first looking to the phone to see if by some chance it was off the hook. It was in place, and her alarm heightened. She could see now that her sister’s purse was not hanging by its strap over the ladder-back kitchen chair, in its usual place. Kira was not at home.


She felt a tightness in her chest. She desperately wanted to announce herself, but this was tempered by her recollection of the policewoman news: She wasn’t going to volunteer herself. On the other hand, she had trouble thinking of herself as a victim. Other people ended up on the evening news, not her. Other people’s lives went to hell in a handbasket. This couldn’t be happening to her.


“Hello?” she finally called out softly, unable to bear it any longer. “Kira?” With her inquiry, the noises upstairs stopped. Cathy moved involuntarily toward the staircase, a decision she would find so difficult to explain later on.


She reached the top of the stairs, adrenaline surging through her system. She glanced down the hall. Back down the stairs. She felt cornered and yet exposed. The stairs suddenly seemed so incredibly long.


No sounds whatsoever. Panic seeped in and took hold. She attempted to run, but instead she froze with fear. The assault on the news had been of a single woman living in a relatively affluent community. What if this was a pattern?


Her mouth fell open to scream. No sound came out. Her chest now fully paralyzed by fright.


Where the intruder came from, she wasn’t sure. He seemed to materialize in front of her—a blur of dark color and tremendous speed. She felt an aching blow in the center of her chest, right where that knot had been. She flew through the air, limbs flailing, down to the open stairs. Landing on her back, she slid and tumbled head over heels, her skull catching the wooden treads and feeling like someone was clubbing her. Pain owned her. A thick haze consumed her and drew her down toward unconsciousness. She hit hard on the landing. That same dark shape flew over her. He grazed the wall. Her crotch ran warm with pee.


The shooting pain would not release her. Her fear was unforgiving. A cold, impenetrable darkness, devoid of light and sound.


Please, God, no! was Cathy Kawamoto’s last conscious thought.





CHAPTER 6



“Who’s this?” said the sorry-looking, trash-talking white kid with the shaved head and a dragon tattoo under his left ear.


Boldt wasn’t used to anyone else’s interrogation rooms. The North Precinct had a brick-and-mortar quality that reminded Boldt of a converted ice house, when in fact it had formerly been an elementary school. Daphne had joined him not only because she was vital to any interrogation, but because some of the answers, if forthcoming, pertained directly to her case: Maria Sanchez.


Boldt stared at the kid’s handcuffs, knowing these were just the first domino in a long chain of lost freedoms. He saw no need to explain himself to the suspect, to dignify the questions of a confessed rapist. But Daphne’s assessment was clearly different, for she answered the kid immediately.


“This is the detective who discovered Leanne Carmichael in the basement where you left her. Alone. Malnourished. A hole cut into the crotch of her pants through which you repeatedly raped her. The man who untied the shoelaces from her wrists and ankles. The man who dealt with the urine and defecation before the ambulance arrived. Who dealt with the frozen-eyed terror of a little girl who went out to pick up the barbecued chicken, and never came home.”


“Ruby slippers went out a long time ago, honey,” the kid said, eyes and lips shiny wet. He wore a small silver ring pierced through his left eyebrow. Daphne wondered if Leanne Carmichael might recall that ring.


Boldt edged closer to the table where the kid sat, an ominous aura about him—his rage barely concealed. The kid wanted to pretend he wasn’t bothered by the man, but his glassy eyes flicked in Boldt’s direction repeatedly, like a nervous driver checking the rearview mirror.


Daphne continued, “This is the man who would like you alone for a few minutes. The handcuffs off. One on one. We discussed it on the way over. He won’t get that chance, of course. But he takes solace in the fact that he’s been on the force long enough to know everybody and anybody, long enough to know which of the arrests in lockup enjoy the … services … of other men. Solace in the fact that you’ll be raped night after night, anally, orally—raped until you bleed, raped until you can’t swallow even a sip of water. You’ll be sent to the infirmary, where the male nurses will know what you did to little Leanne—and they’ll make sure you get proper treatment. At which point, of course, you’ll be sent back into the jail’s population for another trip down honeymoon lane. And this is all before you get to the big house, where you will spend the remainder of your natural life—not likely to be too long, given that child rapists tend to have a short life span—behind bars.”


The suspect said nothing. Daphne had a way of reaching out to her clients. She’d knocked the wind out of him. Knocked the glib comments out as well.


Boldt leaned his arms against the table, so that he craned over the suspect, face to face. He dropped two five-by-seven glossies in front of the kid. Both showed a woman’s wrists bound with knotted shoelaces. He said, “Last Tuesday night.” He waited. “We have a pretty good idea where you were, but we’d like some confirmation.”


The suspect tried to pretend he didn’t care about Boldt, but the attempt failed. He finally broke off eye contact and glanced down at the photos. “These that girl?”


“These are Tuesday night,” Boldt answered.


The kid squinted. “Tuesday?” He shuffled the photos back and forth. “You found her Saturday. I watched from across the street. Did you know that?” Boldt reared back and raised his hand.


“Lou!” Daphne stopped him. Perhaps with that one blow, Boldt might have killed the kid. Whatever the case, she saved him a review with her reprimand.


Boldt repeated, “Tuesday night. You want to identify the location for us?”


“What is this shit about Tuesday?” he said, having difficulty with the pictures, given the handcuffs.


Boldt asked, “Where were you last Tuesday night?”


“Tuesday night?” the kid repeated, some light sparking across his freakish eyes. “Mariners’ night game. Preseason. It went extra innings. Junior pounded one down the third-base foul line in the twelfth and drove in the winning run.”


“You have the ticket stub?” Boldt asked quickly. “Were you with anyone? Can you put a time on it?”


“Time?”


“I need a time and a place for you on Tuesday night,” Boldt said. “I need you to write it all down.”


“Not happening.”


Boldt slapped the table so loudly that even Matthews jumped. The kid looked good and frightened. Boldt placed four more photos on the table. “Take a good look.” Boldt pointed out what the lab had showed him only a few hours earlier. “Shoelaces. Knots. Tuesday night knots.” He pointed out the other two photos—not giving him Sanchez’s name. “You going to deny it?”


Studying the photos closely, the kid said, “So you already know it wasn’t me who done these. Is that right?”


“I don’t know anything about these until and unless you tell me. Educated guesses—I’ve got a few of those. Expert opinions—never a shortage there, not in government work. But witnesses? I think I’m looking at him.”


“The hell you are.”


“You’ve got to write it down. And try starting with the truth. Little Leanne Carmichael, then Tuesday night—”


“I was at the ball game,” the kid interrupted. Pointing to the photos he said, “You can see right here this wasn’t me. These are granny knots. They can pull out. I use square knots. Made it to first class in the Scouts. You were at Carmichael!” he reminded Boldt, who wanted nothing to do with that horrific image. “Tied with square knots. Check it out, you’ll see I’m right.” He repeated, “Tuesday night was the ballgame.”


Boldt glanced over at Daphne.


She said to the kid, “Write it down.”


“Why should I?” the kid protested. “You’re only gonna screw me. You say I did something Tuesday night? What? Another girl? Sure, I did it. There! You happy now?”


She explained calmly, “You care because on Tuesday he made mistakes. Because this one will go into your column and it’s a loose job, a lousy job. A middle-aged woman. A cop. Which shoves it hook, line and sinker into maximum security’s F wing. Twenty-three-hour lockup. No chance of early parole. You want to grow old there?”


“Old?” the kid asked sarcastically. “Like your age or something?” He eyed her and looked repulsed. “Not interested.”


Boldt slammed his weight against the table, smacking the kid in the chest, and tipping him back in his chair so that his head struck the concrete block wall with pronounced contact. Boldt said, “Slipped. Sorry about that.” He came around the table—the kid shied—and he violently stood that chair back up, driving the kid’s chest into the edge of the table for a second time. “There,” Boldt said. “That’s better.”


“Write it down,” Daphne told the suspect, as she took Boldt by the elbow and pulled him to her side. They didn’t need the arrest going south because of abuse. She needed to get him out of there.


The kid picked up the pen and aimed it and the pad of paper at Daphne. “You write down that you’ll go lightly on me if I help you with that girl, because that other one, it wasn’t mine, wasn’t me. This bitch cop. No way. Granny knots? Fucking things never hold.”


She turned the pad around yet again. “Last chance. If we step away from this, who do you think will give you another one?”


The kid hunched forward and started to write.


[image: ]


Standing by Boldt’s Chevy, Daphne kept to her thoughts.


“You’re mad,” Boldt offered. “My pushing him around.”


“Surprised. More like something John would do.”


“He shouldn’t have spoken to you that way.”


“We’ve heard worse,” she reminded.


“I’m losing the edge,” he suggested. “Is that what you’re saying?”


“He didn’t do Sanchez,” she stated. “That’s all that matters.”


“You believe that?” he said, a little surprised.


“Yes.”


“So do I,” he added. Almost a whisper. A shudder passing through him. “Oh, God,” he mumbled.


“Yes. I know what you mean.” She headed down the line of parked cars to her Honda.


His pager sounded. Another first-degree burglary. Just his luck.





CHAPTER 7



“Minor injuries, L.T. Nothing to worry about,” Gaynes informed Boldt. The same could be said about Liz’s injuries, but Boldt wasn’t buying. It all came down to perspective. Worry, he did. Behind Gaynes, EMTs closed up the back of a private ambulance. “Vic’s name is Cathy Kawamoto. Single. Lives alone. Sound familiar?”


Boldt didn’t want this. Didn’t need it. Not another. They were attending their second burglary/assault in as many days. Gaynes had drawn lead on the case, courtesy of the Blue Flu and Dispatch’s current lottery system of assigning the first available detective who answered his or her phone. He told her about the interrogation, about losing the connection between Carmichael and Sanchez.


“So we clear one,” she said, “and the other heads for a black hole.”


“Do not say that,” Boldt scolded. Gaynes suggested he head inside while she caught back up to the ambulance driver for a final word. Boldt seized the chance to see the crime scene for himself.


A burglary assault committed in the middle of the day. Technically a violent crime, minor injuries or not. The Blue Flu was lending the criminal element courage. While the cat’s away, the mice do play. Bright sunshine broke loose from behind quickly moving dark clouds, the wind steady and warm. Summer struggled to be rid of spring. Boldt struggled to be rid of the Sanchez crime scene; he didn’t want one influencing the other, but it proved almost inescapable. What he wanted was some good, solid evidence. Something valuable. Something to kick this thing in the butt and help get someone behind bars. Before another. Before the press descended like locusts. Before the looming black hole of Sanchez’s unsolved case widened.


“What do we have?” he asked sharply of the first officer, a young woman who, judging by her crisp uniform and pronounced nervousness, was more than likely one of the police academy trainees temporarily promoted to patrol. Her quick-footed effort to keep pace with him, and a strained voice that cracked when attempting a reply, belied the stiff shoulders and confident chin. This stop-gap action taken by the chief to maintain a patrol-level presence on the streets had been written up in the press and condemned in the Public Safety coffee lounges. If a minimum number of uniforms could not be mobilized, the governor had threatened, or promised (depending which side of the argument one took), National Guard troops and curfews—political disaster for the mayor. But so-called “freshies” had no place behind the wheel of a cruiser, or as first officer at any crime scene, much less on an assault. For all his experience and wisdom, this new chief was out of his mind.
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