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			Prologue

			August 1992

			Alice Madison, twelve years of age, listened out for sounds beyond the hammering of her heart. All was quiet. The rain tapped over the trees outside and the road that led to Friday Harbor was blessedly empty this time of day. Mrs Quint from next door would get up any minute now and feed her chickens and Alice had to decide quickly whether to rush and be out of the house before that blabbermouth was in her yard or delay until she had gone back into her kitchen and out of sight. It was hardly a choice: Alice wanted – needed – to get out of there as fast as her feet would carry her.

			She took stock of her bedroom: everything wrecked, broken, smashed. Alice took a deep breath and grabbed her rucksack. She crammed in a few essentials and one book she couldn’t bear to leave behind – Treasure Island, which her mother used to read to her – and managed to tie her sleeping bag in a tight bundle at the bottom of the bag. 

			Her eyes moved over the familiar surfaces, the familiar objects. She couldn’t stay and, one way or the other, she wouldn’t come back: all her life up to that point would be held in that rucksack, and Alice had to travel light.

			She stood on tiptoe and took down from a shelf a pink wooden box that had survived the onslaught. She emptied the beaded bracelets and the WWF badges with the mournful panda onto her unmade bed and lifted the fake bottom: three tight rolls of banknotes had been flattened, held together by elastic hairbands. She shoved them into her jeans back pocket and placed the box on her bedside table. Her Mickey Mouse clock told her it was 7.03 a.m. She picked up her baseball bat and her mitt – the ball went into a pocket of the rucksack – and surveyed her room. Time to go.

			Alice tiptoed down the hall, stopping only to listen to her father’s breathing and snoring lightly in his room. She closed the front door behind her and started down the side of the house, long steps, almost but not quite running. She was pleased she didn’t have to push the creaking garage door open: her red bicycle was leaning as usual against the work table. She walked it up to the road, got on and pushed off. 

			Alice pulled down her faded blue baseball cap and the raindrops drummed on the visor. It would stop soon. The mist hung low but the heat of the coming day would burn through it by mid-morning. The last thing she heard as she turned the corner was Mrs Quint stepping into her yard and calling out to her chickens. 

			Alice pedaled under the soft rain. She still couldn’t believe what had happened in the last few hours and her heart was beating like it wanted to burst out of her chest and get clear away from her. 

			The mist was heavy on the San Juan Valley Road and Alice stuck close to the ditch in case an unlikely car was to speed past. At that time of the day the road was deserted – lush green fields and patches of trees on both sides – but you never know. San Juan Island was a tourist resort between Washington State and Vancouver Island; it was a stone’s throw from Canadian waters and any traffic was probably guests of the bed and breakfasts scattered in the valley. The island counted roughly 10,000 permanent residents and in the summer months the number swelled to almost double. Alice had lived there for a little over a year – long enough to start making friends, camp out a lot in the mild evenings and watch her mother die only weeks after a late cancer diagnosis. Alice sped past the Turners’ place. Her father was all she had left now. Except, that was not true either, not anymore. 

			There was a long stretch just before the Valley Road became Spring Street and Alice heard hooves in the paddock running alongside the bike; she stopped and whistled. The horse came out of the fog – a pale shape the same color as the sky – and it watched her, pawing the dirt a few feet away from the fence. The horse was curious and bored and had often trotted up to the edge of the enclosure to see who was walking past. Alice didn’t ride but, as a child born in a big city – Los Angeles – and growing up in a variety of charmless urban zip codes, she was enchanted and delighted by horses. This one was as wary as they come but it recognized her as she cycled back and forth to school and always came to the fence; once it had let her pet the hard space between its dark eyes. It didn’t come close today but regarded her cautiously. Suddenly, with hardly any sound on the damp grass, it twisted around and disappeared back into the mist.

			Alice looked at the spot where it had stood then shook herself and got back on the bike: she seemed to remember that a ferry left Friday Harbor for Anacortes and the mainland a few minutes after 8 a.m. She would catch her breath, think and make a plan once she was on it, but all that mattered was getting to the harbor, buying a ticket, and making sure the smallest possible number of people saw her. She had to get away from this island, from the one-story bungalow with her destroyed bedroom, and from her father.

			As she got close to the town Alice passed a couple of cars driving in the opposite direction; the fields and the trees were replaced by an old-fashioned main street with wooden houses on both sides and a few neighborhoods stretching behind them. Alice slowed right down as she hit Spring Street: some coffee houses and diners were open for the breakfast crowd – or as close to a crowd as it ever got – and she didn’t want to be noticed. With perfect timing her stomach started to grumble and she ignored it. 

			On the left she passed the Palace Movie Theater and tried not to think about the last time she had sat on the wooden seats, eating popcorn from a paper bag. It had been days and it felt like years. Mr Burrows who sold tickets and snacks from the booth also read the ferry announcements during the holidays and during term time was the caretaker of the Friday Harbor Middle School, which meant he knew Alice, the kid with the Nevada accent who had joined the class the previous year. 

			Alice looked left and right and kept pedaling. If she was extremely lucky Mr Burrows wouldn’t be anywhere near the ferries this morning. She noticed a few groups of tourists walking towards the harbor and some car traffic joining the ferry holding lanes on East Street. The rain had turned to drizzle and she felt warm in her sweatshirt and jeans, perspiration trickling between her shoulder blades. She turned the corner and the ferry was there – massive and lumbering in the still waters, the loading-bay door already open.

			Alice looked over her shoulder, not sure of what she expected to see. Not her father – she knew he would sleep until midday, as he usually did after that kind of night. For everyone else she was just a little girl out for a bike ride.

			Alice exhaled then and wiped her face with her hands. She was angry and scared, and even if the bicycle had stopped the ground felt unsteady under her feet. She saw the line of tourists waiting to buy walk-on tickets and watched them for a moment. An elderly couple, a single man, a family group of five with teenagers, a couple in their twenties. Alice watched and waited. She saw a young couple with bicycles and slipped into the queue right after them. When it was her turn she passed a ten-dollar bill under the glass partition and said: ‘Anacortes.’ The clerk – a man she didn’t know – gave her her change and she quickly followed the young couple onto the pier, walked onto the ferry like they did, and locked her bicycle in a slot next to theirs. No one looked twice at the little girl. As the cars started to drive onto the ship Alice climbed the stairs to the passenger decks. 

			There was one more thing she needed to do before she could allow herself to sit down: she found a restroom, checked that no one was in the cubicles and locked the door. She had maybe a few minutes but hopefully it would be enough. She leant her rucksack on the sink and looked for the thing that had caught her eye as she had left her bedroom, and found it.

			Alice stared in the mirror and she knew what she would see: a skinny twelve-year-old girl. Not a chance that she could pass for anyone older than that. Her father would wake up and see the switchblade knife buried two inches deep into his bedside table; he’d look at the destruction in her bedroom and he’d know that she had meant business. Nevertheless, he’d probably think she’d gone to one of her favorite hideouts and would not start looking for her until the afternoon, maybe even nightfall. 

			Alice took off her baseball cap, smoothed down her long straight hair and with her scissors she cut off everything below her ears. The fringe was easy and she cut it long – like Ronny Kopecki at school – the kind of fringe that falls almost past the eyes and teachers hate.

			The locks fell into the sink, dark gold streaked by the sun; she scooped them up and threw them in the bin, then rinsed the sink for good measure. Alice looked into the mirror again. She was wearing a pale pink T-shirt under her hoodie. Well, shoot, that would have to go. She dug out her navy Mariners shirt and balled up the pink one at the bottom of her rucksack. Maybe, just maybe, if she kept her voice low and her answers short. The cut was not a bad job but no hairdressing prizes there. She didn’t care about that: the important thing was to look different, perhaps to pass as a boy long enough to give her the slightest advantage over whoever was going to come after her. And somebody would, that she knew for sure. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Present day

			The nightclub sat a little off the main road, surrounded by trees on one side and a warehouse on the other. It was almost eleven and the parking lot was full. The music – a series of eighties classics – had found its way out of the squat building and low thumping pulsed in the chilly air.

			Two men sat in a gray Mazda with the engine running and the heating turned up high. They had been parked for half an hour, waiting. They already knew when they drove there that the club would be closed for a private event – a bachelor party – and still they sat in their car, drinking and smoking in silence. The waiting felt almost as good as what was to come later; it gave their enterprise the guise of a hunt. 

			The club door opened, spilling orange light on the wet concrete with a blast of U2, and a woman walked out. One of the men wiped the condensation on the windshield with his sleeve to get a better look at her. His eyes tracked her long strides as she reached an SUV.

			‘Here we go,’ he said and he pulled the handle to get out of the car. 

			*

			Alice Madison felt the bite of the air, and it was a relief after the heavy warmth and the alcohol fumes inside. Her Land Rover Freelander was parked close by and she was rummaging in the back seat when she heard car doors opening and closing behind her and steps approaching.

			‘Hello there,’ a man said.

			Madison turned. ‘Hello,’ she replied. Two men stood a few yards away; she didn’t recognize either of them.

			‘Club’s closed,’ the taller one said. ‘Bachelor party.’

			‘Yes,’ Madison replied, and knew instantly that they were not guests: they were two guys in their late twenties – only a handful of years younger than she was – who wanted to make conversation with a stranger in a parking lot and who would definitely blow a 0.1 if breathalyzed.

			‘Do you work in the club?’ The man continued. ‘I’ve been here before but I’ve never seen you, and I’d sure remember someone as cute as you.’ He grinned and it was neither friendly nor pretty.

			His friend giggled and darted a look at the lot. No one else was about. Madison clocked him doing it. 

			‘No, I don’t work here,’ she said, politely, but that was all the chat they were going to get from her, and she closed the car door. The plastic bag in her hand was wrapped around a DVD case; she had found what she wanted and it was time to go back inside. The men stood between her and the club door.

			‘If you’re not a waitress then you must be the entertainment,’ the taller man said, and he looked her up and down. There was a nasty slick behind the words and Madison smelled rank sweat and beer in the cold November air.

			She took the measure of them: white, six feet tall or thereabouts, built and dressed like they did their running in gyms and their fighting on the Xbox. Had they been drinking in their car, waiting for the right person to leave the club?

			‘Gentlemen, I heartily recommend that you ask the staff inside to call you a taxi to take you back wherever you’ve come from,’ she said and moved forward, but they blocked her path. 

			The shorter one opened his mouth and his voice was reedy and too high for someone his size. ‘I don’t think she likes you,’ he told his friend.

			Madison sighed. ‘You’re having a really bad night, you just don’t know it yet. Go home, before you do something stupid.’

			Their smiles went away. They were somewhere between tipsy and drunk and yet lucid enough to understand that for some reason the woman in front of them was neither charmed nor intimidated by their efforts.

			This is going to go one of two ways. Madison squared up to them – hoping they were smarter than they looked but ready in case they were just as dumb as she thought.

			‘We only wanted to make friends, you prissy little bitch,’ the tall one said quietly as he stepped forward.

			Madison stood still. He had a few inches on her and clearly believed that it would be enough. Enough for what? Madison asked herself. 

			‘You’ve just done a show for the party, I think you should do one for us too,’ he continued.

			Three people in a parking lot. Many cars but nobody else within earshot. Madison did not want to feel overconfident: there were two of them and only one of her, and cocky is what gets you into trouble. She was dimly aware of the familiar weight around her ankle. ‘Have you done this before?’ she asked the one who seemed to be the leader. The small pulse of her anger was like a ping on a radar.

			He blinked. ‘What?’

			‘This. Have you ever approached women and hit on them and been a complete asshole?’

			‘You have no idea—’

			‘Is this what you do on a Friday night? Is this where you come and look for your next meaningful relationship?’

			‘What?’

			Madison tried to step on her temper, but it didn’t work. ‘I’ll speak more slowly for you. Is this the first time you’ve approached a woman in a nightclub parking lot? It isn’t, is it? Have you and Wonder Boy here ever managed to get one cornered? Have you ever actually managed to convince one to come back with you? What happened then?’

			‘All we wanted was to be friendly and offer you some extra work. Would have paid you for it too. Do you think you’re too good for us?’

			He was wide in the shoulders and the dark threat in his voice came easy to him. Madison could have ended it there and then; she could have told them her name and job title. All they had was bluster and the illusion of muscle and her words would have stopped them dead. She gazed from one to the other. She was not afraid, no. Next to her average work day they were merely an annoyance. Nevertheless, Madison considered, there they were, trying to chat her up and bully her at the same time. And so she did not speak; she breathed deeply, feeling a reckless calm that rested on her anger. She knew the taller one would move first.

			‘Do you think you’re too good for us?’ he repeated.

			‘You have a chance to do the smart thing and walk away now,’ she replied.

			‘Why would I want to do that?’

			‘Because when you look back on this evening you will feel either very smart or very foolish, depending on what you’re going to do next. Quite frankly, I don’t care either way, but it would save us both a lot of time if you called for a taxi and went home.’ 

			Watch their hands. 

			‘Shut up,’ the tall man hissed and his right hand went for Madison’s arm. 

			Snake fast she took hold of his wrist and with a quick twist she had it in a lock. The DVD dropped onto the ground. Her other hand went to the back of the man’s neck and she grabbed him and pushed him down. Now his arm was extended painfully high behind him and the slightest pressure from Madison made him yelp. 

			The friend moved forward and her voice snapped him out of it. ‘You move an inch and I break your friend’s arm.’

			He stopped.

			‘Happy now?’ she asked them.

			The shorter man shifted his weight, raised his hands and leant forward. ‘Hey,’ he said.

			Madison pushed his friend’s arm a little higher.

			‘Stop moving!’ The taller one shouted to his pal with a yelp. ‘Just fucking stop moving.’

			The man froze where he was. This was new, this was not something they had planned for. His mouth hung open. Madison let them appreciate the situation for a moment then she let go of the man’s neck and her hand went inside her blazer; her badge caught the light from the club’s neon sign.

			‘Seattle Police Department. You, close your mouth and lie down on the ground, hands behind your head. You too,’ she addressed the taller man. ‘I’m letting your arm go, mind you don’t fall forward on your face. There you go. Easy. My name is Detective Alice Madison, SPD Homicide.’

			The taller man shuffled forward, almost slipped and caught himself. He looked up at her and somehow his world had tilted on its axis. Madison saw it in his eyes: two minutes ago he was about to take a woman home for some Friday-night fun and now he was sprawled on the concrete staring at a detective’s badge. Life was not fair.

			‘It’s a cop’s bachelor party,’ she said. ‘Every single car in this lot belongs to a cop.’ 

			She wanted to say something like you crashed the wrong party, guys, but it felt crass. There was the real possibility that these two morons had coerced women to go back to their place and do God-knows-what. Some might have followed them because it was easier than getting into a fight if all they wanted was a lap dance. Was it though?

			Madison had to call dispatch, get a patrol car over and give a statement. She was pleased that she was stone-cold sober. 

			It started to rain and big fat drops smacked on the ground.

			‘Stay right where you are, fellas,’ she said; one of the waiters had come out for a breath of fresh air and she waved him over. 

			‘If it’s a bachelor party,’ the shorter one muttered under his breath, ‘what the hell are you doing there anyway?’

			At the far end of the club wall, invisible in the shadows under the low hanging roof, Detective Chris Kelly stomped his cigarette into the ground. For a moment there things had gotten interesting; for a moment it looked like Madison might have been in trouble. It hadn’t lasted long but it had been the highlight of his evening. 

			*

			The patrol officers bundled the two men in the back of their blue-and-white and told Madison to give their regards to the groom. Their charges had been breathalyzed and had indeed blown a 0.1. White powder in the tiny clear plastic bag in the front pocket of the shorter man’s jeans turned out to be cocaine – a minute amount, for sure, but possession of a controlled dangerous substance in Washington State would ensure they received more than a slap on the wrist. 

			Madison walked back inside; she was calm and yet the levity of the evening had gone and been replaced by a dull anger that had nowhere to go. Early Springsteen boomed from the speakers, there was not a stripper in sight and a local stand-up comedian had just entertained the guests with a routine on the daily life of a cop. The audience had loved it. She looked around the room: the groom, Homicide Detective Andrew Dunne, stood by the bar with the best man – his partner, Detective Kyle Spencer – and nodded to Madison when he saw her. His red hair stuck out in all directions, as usual, and his color was high; he spoke fast and laughed easily. She nodded back. Kyle Spencer was second-generation Japanese and in every way the polar opposite of Dunne, who was finally getting married in his late thirties. They wore suits but the ties had been lost sometime after the second Scotch. 

			When Madison had joined the unit two years earlier they had treated her as if she had always been part of the team; it had meant a lot in those days when she had so much to prove. Two years. Madison could hardly believe it. Two years that in her mind split neatly into the first six months and the following year and a half. She stopped that train of thought and headed for a table in the corner. 

			Detective Sergeant Kevin Brown, Madison’s partner, was in his early fifties, ginger going gray, and looked about done with the day and the party. Madison sat next to him on the banquette and he pointed at a fresh drink.

			‘Done?’ he asked her.

			She took a sip of the Coke he’d got for her and nodded. ‘One of them had a little blow in his pocket he’d forgotten about.’

			‘What a shocker.’

			‘I know, what with them being such great guys and all.’ Madison paused, feeling around the edges of her dark mood and not knowing what to do with it. ‘They are going to be checked against local complaints in case they’ve done it before. Harassed women, I mean.’

			‘You okay?’

			Brown had gone to her side the second he had heard. The two men stretched out on the concrete under the rain had seemed so very young to him. And Madison – who was standing over them – had looked angry enough to kick a bull on its birthday, like his father would say.

			Madison shrugged.

			‘Why didn’t you tell them?’ he said.

			‘What?’ she replied, but she knew what he’d meant.

			‘Why didn’t you tell them who you were the second they approached you?’

			Madison took another sip. ‘Most women don’t have a badge they can hide behind. The next time they think about doing that again I want them to remember that I didn’t need the badge.’

			Brown had seen Madison at full tilt in the best and the worst times of their last two years. He knew there was something more there, but he didn’t press her; when she wanted to get it off her chest she would. She was not most women, he wanted to say, but instead he clinked her glass with his cream soda. 

			Lieutenant Fynn – their shift commander – slipped heavily into the banquette seat next to Brown.

			‘What time is it?’ he asked, getting himself heard above ‘Dancing in the Dark’. They had all been up since 3 a.m. for the arrest of a robbery/murder suspect and he was ready to go home. 

			As Fynn began a tale from Dunne’s days on patrol, Madison’s attention wandered. Andy knew so many people that his best man had to organize two different parties to fit everybody in. Madison had never met an officer in Seattle and King County who didn’t know Andy one way or the other, and most of them had stories to tell. 

			Tonight the club would see most of the festivities, including the screening of the DVD Madison had brought in – a merciless digest of Dunne’s life so far, cut by a pal in Public Affairs. In the early hours Spencer, Dunne and his brothers and cousins would travel east to a rented cabin to fish and quietly sleep off their massive hangovers. However, Madison was due at the precinct at 11 a.m. the following morning, which is why she had stuck to Coke. On Sunday, to complete the set, she would be at the bride’s bachelorette party – Stacey Roberts from Traffic – who had opted for a spa day at the Four Seasons. Madison had never been to a spa and she was glad she had not been asked to be a bridesmaid. She had known Stacey for years and they were friends – not the kind of friend you call at 4 a.m. if your car breaks down, but a friend nevertheless. Madison was glad she wouldn’t have to wear the heavy silk fuchsia dress; she was glad to be on the periphery of the celebration and not smack in the middle of it; glad to wish them all the future happiness they deserved and, most of all, glad to evade the questions about her own private life.

			Fynn continued his tale and Madison’s eye caught Detective Chris Kelly talking with someone from Vice. Kelly had been watching her and looked away when she’d turned. Nothing new there, she thought. There was something reassuring in the predictability of their ­relationship: they had detested each other from day one and the feeling had not slowly turned into a grudging respect for each other’s skills and capabilities; in fact, over the months, it had hardened into a ball of loathing that colored each word and each exchange. The brief period they had partnered – while Brown was on medical leave – had only confirmed their opinions of each other. 

			The music cut off and Spencer took to a small stage with a mike. There were whoops and hollers as the film of Dunne’s life started, and in the club’s half-light Madison forgot all about Kelly and the men in the parking lot. 

			*

			A little after 1 a.m. Madison left and drove home; she could still smell the club on her skin. It had stopped raining and she wound down the windows to let the cold air flow through. The evening had swung from joyous to nasty and back to a rowdy cheer that had left her wiped out and unsettled at the end of very long day. She drove automatically – for once without music – and every turn in the road was as familiar to her as if she had drawn it herself on the map.

			Madison had lived in the same house since she was thirteen – except for the years in college in Chicago. It was her grandparents’ home and it would always be her grandparents’ home, even though they had both passed away. Three Oaks was a quiet, upper-­middle-class suburb on the southwestern edge of Seattle, shaped by Puget Sound on one side and thickets of firs on the other; the crop of houses hid among the evergreens, and the backyards rolled into the water.

			Madison let herself in and, tired as she was, she still could not go straight to bed. She crossed the living room and opened the French doors to the deck. It was pitch black. She didn’t need to see the landscape: the water at the end of the lawn was a whisper over the gravel beach and the trees to her right creaked and ticked in the breeze. 

			Madison was not looking forward to the meeting in the morning: she didn’t want to think about it because she knew where her thoughts would run, where they always ran. She waited until she was chilled to her bones then turned away from the night and went inside.

			In the darkness she unbuckled the ankle holster with her off-duty piece – a snub-nosed .38 – and slid it under the bed. She toed off her boots and stepped out of her jeans. Her clothes in a heap on the wooden floor, she slid under the comforter and felt the distant warmth of Aaron’s body, stretched out on the other side of the bed. He slept soundly, peacefully, and Madison – awake and still under the heavy quilt – wished for some of the same. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			The following morning started with a pale gray wash over the lawn, the water and Vashon Island across the Sound. Technically it was Madison’s day off but the meeting had been scheduled for the convenience of the other people attending and she had agreed – it would probably be the only concession they’d get from her.

			She was making coffee in the kitchen when Aaron padded in. They had been seeing each other for just over six months and it still felt new when he stayed over and would stagger into her kitchen in the morning, thick with sleep and wearing only his sweat bottoms and a T-shirt.

			‘Morning,’ he said.

			‘Morning.’ She passed him a steaming mug. 

			‘How was it?’

			Madison had known Aaron Lever since she was thirteen and he was a couple of years older; he was a cousin of her best friend, Rachel, and they had met again when he had returned to Seattle after a divorce, two children and the sale of his software company in San Francisco. He had been a skinny, handsome blond boy who couldn’t part from his video games and he had grown up to be a very tall, handsome man with fair hair and kind eyes. 

			It had taken some time to persuade Madison to go out on a date with him, but six months ago she had run out of excuses. Both were keenly aware that the lure of a relationship with a long-lost childhood friend was almost too strong to resist. Nevertheless, over the last months they had filled the empty hours in each other’s life as if they had been together for years. It had been surprisingly easy. 

			‘It was loud and funny and Andy had a great time, which was kind of the point of the whole thing.’

			‘Is he freaking out yet?’

			‘About the wedding? No, I don’t think so. Well, maybe, quietly and on the inside.’

			Madison broke five eggs into a saucepan as the butter melted and sizzled.

			‘The only girl at a bachelor party and you didn’t even have one drink,’ he said. ‘That’s very sad.’

			‘Just as well.’ Madison stirred the eggs. ‘A couple of guys confronted me in the parking lot, thought I was a stripper, tried to grab me and—’

			‘Are you all right?’ Aaron had frozen with two plates halfway out of the cabinet. His eyes were wide with concern. 

			Madison was thrown out of her story and looked at herself through his eyes.

			‘What happened?’ he said.

			I got one in a wrist lock and almost broke his arm, his friend wanted to play silly games but he changed his mind.

			‘I persuaded them that it was a bad idea,’ Madison said quickly, ‘and they finished the night in a cell. One of them had a little coke too. A Friday-night special, I suppose.’

			Aaron put the dishes on the table. ‘And you’re sure you’re all right?’ 

			‘Last night I was angry, today . . .’ She shrugged.

			Aaron smiled a little. His ex-wife only used ATMs inside the banks and wouldn’t even stop at petrol stations if she was driving alone at night. 

			They ate the eggs at the kitchen table then Madison got up to get ready. Aaron would find things to do around the house until she was done with her meeting and then they would go and do the things couples do. A movie, a restaurant, maybe meeting her friend Rachel – and Neal, her husband. 

			It was a different life from where she had been only a year ago. 

			It was what grown-ups did, Madison reflected under the shower. She hadn’t told Aaron what the meeting was about – and in all probability wouldn’t tell him later either. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			The conference room in the precinct was overheated. Madison walked in ten minutes early with a cup of coffee and the others were already there. Special Agents A. J. Parker and Curtis Guzman from the Los Angeles office of the Drug Enforcement Agency stopped talking and stood up when she came in. The suits were freshly pressed and so were the smiles. Madison saw they had already been there a while: half-empty cups and papers were scattered on the table.

			‘Detective Madison, thank you for meeting us on your day off. We took the earliest flight and we’ll be heading back home when we’re done.’ Within the pair Parker was clearly the communication specialist; Guzman had said maybe seven words in their previous meetings.

			‘Agent Parker, Agent Guzman, good to see you back in town – but I’m not sure we couldn’t have done this over the phone.’

			Parker smiled again. ‘Sometimes it’s better to meet face to face, it’s more personal, more direct.’

			Madison took a sip of her coffee and sat down. This was the fourth time they had met, always at the request of the DEA. The first time she had briefed them on a kidnap and attempted murder by members of a cartel they were investigating. She had rescued the hostage in a field near the Canadian border and had been able to identify one of the cartel’s men – even if he had escaped. Three men had died that day; one of them had been shot and killed by Madison. She had never pointed her piece at a person and squeezed the trigger before and she thought about it still from time to time, the way you run your finger over a scar to check it’s still there. She had spoken about it with Stanley Robinson, the psychologist she had to meet as dictated by department policy after a firearm was discharged. They had spoken about many things and not spoken about just as many others. 

			‘We have some news about Roberto Salvo,’ Parker said.

			Salvo was the cartel operative Madison had identified for them.

			‘We have him, so to speak,’ he continued.

			‘You have arrested him?’

			‘We have found him, tucked away pretty much as he had been left a few months ago.’

			Madison remembered him as clearly as if she had just spoken to him in the hallway – the smart suit and the horrors buried in his voice.

			‘What happened to him?’ She suddenly knew what Parker would say and felt something icy cold between her shoulder blades.

			‘Knife wound to the neck, almost decapitated him. A right-handed person, about five feet eleven inches to six feet tall. Someone who was confident enough, strong enough and mad enough to take Salvo on by himself with a knife.’ Parker leant forward. ‘Not a firearm, no. A knife. A dangerous weapon to use if your target is armed, as Salvo most certainly would have been.’

			Madison said nothing.

			Parker opened a file and a close-up of the remains was clipped to the first page. It was beyond description. It was the result of a violent death, decomposition and possibly animal infestation. Madison had seen the bright sheen in Parker’s eyes when he’d turned the page and she merely nodded.

			‘It takes a special kind of guy to do that,’ he said. ‘Do you know anyone who might fit that description?’

			Madison had only one name: the man whose life she had saved that day, the man alleged to have killed nine and maimed two human beings.

			‘Cameron,’ she said.

			‘John Cameron, the one and only. The pathologist estimated that Salvo was killed about nine months ago – that is to say, nine months after the kidnap you foiled – enough time for Cameron to get his health back, his blade sharpened and his ducks in a row.’

			‘Where was Salvo found? Did you recover any evidence?’

			Parker snorted. Guzman’s eyes rested peaceably on Madison; he kept his silence.

			‘No, of course there was no evidence; we’re talking about John Cameron. But Salvo died like the five guys on the Nostromo, like Erroll Sanders, like the three dealers in LA two years ago. He was found in a cellar in a derelict building – what was left of him. The rats had not been kind.’

			Madison thought about what Salvo had been planning to do to Cameron if he had managed to get him back to LA: at least the rats had had him after he’d died.

			‘So, here we are again,’ Parker said.

			‘Nothing has changed since the last time we spoke.’

			‘Well, we now have Salvo’s decomposed body in our morgue and we thought we’d make sure we have covered every base.’

			‘Go right ahead,’ Madison said.

			‘Do you mind?’ Parker pushed forward a little voice recorder.

			‘I don’t mind.’

			‘When was the last time you saw John Cameron?’

			‘Eighteen months ago.’

			‘That would have been at the memorial service for Nathan Quinn’s brother?’ Parker said, and added for the benefit of the tape: ‘Nathan Quinn is John Cameron’s attorney and Detective Madison investigated the murder of his brother who had been killed when he was a child.’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Have you seen or heard from John Cameron in the last eighteen months?’

			‘No.’

			‘Has he contacted you in any way that might help us to determine his present location?’

			‘No.’

			‘You saved his life.’

			Madison waited. No question was forthcoming. ‘Yes,’ she said.

			‘Is he the kind of person who would consider that a debt?’

			‘I have no idea what kind of person John Cameron is.’

			‘You are the only officer of the law he has spoken to. Ever.’

			‘We didn’t share secret recipes.’

			‘I’m sure you didn’t, but the fact remains that you’re the only person who has ever gotten that close to him.’

			‘Everything I know is in the file.’

			Parker paused; when his eye caught the spinning wheel of the tape in the recorder he spoke again.

			‘When was the last time you saw Nathan Quinn?’

			‘Eighteen months ago.’

			‘You haven’t been in contact at all over the last year and a half?’

			‘No.’

			‘Did you ever talk about the kidnap with Cameron?’

			‘Not really. He was there. He knew what happened.’

			‘Did he say anything to you about going after the cartel?’

			‘What do you think?’

			‘Detective, Mr Salvo is not the first person from that particular cartel to have met an untimely death. In the last five months we have found three—’

			‘Four,’ Guzman interjected. 

			‘We have found four other men killed in similar fashion. And I’m not talking about soldiers: I mean people who had power, who gave orders. Cameron has devastated the organization.’ 

			Madison thought back to the day of David Quinn’s memorial service, sitting in the empty restaurant afterwards with Cameron, Quinn and O’Keefe, the chef.

			‘I’m going to do some traveling,’ Cameron had said.

			‘Business or pleasure?’ 

			‘Bit of both.’

			‘He said he was going to do some traveling,’ she said. ‘That was all.’

			Parker nodded.

			‘These other homicides: was any evidence recovered for those?’ she asked. 

			‘No,’ Parker replied.

			‘Cameron has been in custody: there could be prints, DNA trace—’

			‘I’m aware that he was very briefly in custody and that he’s in the system, but if there’s nothing to match his records to . . .’

			Madison sat back in her chair. They had flown all the way to Seattle to see her face when they told her Salvo was dead. A year and a half ago she had pointed without hesitation at his photograph in a heap of other mugshots on the table.

			‘What exactly did you hope I could tell you? He could be in Antarctica for all I know,’ she said. 

			Parker pursed his lips and cocked his head to one side. He was debating with himself. Finally he shook his head. ‘I’m going to level with you, Detective.’ He leant forward again. ‘I don’t trust you. You did what you did to save the life of a serial killer. Because that’s what he is – however you want to dress it up – and I don’t know that he hasn’t been calling you to keep you updated on his progress. That he didn’t get right on the phone to you and say, “Hey, hon, I’ve just cut Salvo’s throat.” And his lawyer could be in it just as deep.’

			‘Are you insane?’

			‘You’re the one who went out for dinner with them after the kid’s funeral.’

			Anger was batting at her chest. He was provoking her. Guzman sat serenely with his legs crossed. That’s what they had planned for her from the start. Her partner, Brown, came to her then, his words a simple comfort and a straightforward instruction. Don’t let them yank your chain.

			‘It wasn’t a date, Agent Parker. It was the memorial service for a boy who had been murdered twenty-five years ago. We arrested his killer and I went to the funeral as a representative of the Seattle Police Department. And, for the record, Nathan Quinn is not Cameron’s lawyer any longer. He’s Senior Counsel to the US Attorney for the Western District of Washington.’ Her voice was clear, her temper in check. ‘You couldn’t find Salvo in time and you’re just pissed off Cameron got to him first. It’s regrettable but there you have it. You want me to help you catch him? Give me something to work with. If you had anything worth my time you’d be knocking on his door with a warrant instead of talking to me. J.J.—’ 

			‘It’s A.J.,’ he said.

			‘Whatever. If you have any issues about my conduct with John Cameron or Nathan Quinn, feel free to call the Office of Professional Accountability – actually, since you’re here, you can just take the elevator, go straight up and talk to them.’ Madison gazed from one to the other. ‘Are we done here? Yes? Good.’ She stood up.

			*

			Madison left the room and the precinct. It was chilly as hell outside and she strode away, shaking off the men with their sharp suits and cheap words. Salvo’s suit had been just as sharp – and look where it got him.

			Alice Madison had been on a collision course with John Cameron from the first time their paths had crossed two years ago; she knew all too well that he had never been indicted for any of those nine deaths, and in her bones she was convinced that one day she would get to be the one who would go after him and hunt him down. Those men could not possibly fathom how much that simple notion had cost her. 

			Those names and memories needed time to settle back into their allotted space, into a drawer she usually kept shut. 

			Madison would walk and clear her mind; she would be in no mood for company for a while. The sky was low and heavy with rain and the clouds were blowing in from the sea in streaks of bluish gray like an old bruise.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			The rest of Saturday ticked on. Aaron met her for a late lunch at the Steelhead Diner by Pike Place Market. It was full of tourists but Madison didn’t care: everything was a distraction and she badly wanted to be distracted. Aaron had not asked her about the meeting and they had spoken about other things – normal things, things that could be talked about while surrounded by strangers and eating margarita chicken sandwiches with a glass of Pinot Gris.

			They spoke of Aaron’s children: a girl and a boy, eight and six, whom Madison hadn’t met yet but probably would at Christmas. She was looking forward to it and was anxious about it in equal measure. She had seen their pictures; they looked like miniature Aarons – same blue eyes, same easy smile. 

			Afterwards they had gone to the Seattle Art Museum to see the Peruvian art exhibit which had been even more crowded than the diner.

			*

			Later, at home, as they lay naked in each other’s arms Aaron said softly, ‘What happened at the meeting? Bad news?’ 

			Madison pulled back – her head on the pillow next to his, side by side, facing each other. She didn’t know how much to tell him. She didn’t know how other cops brought some things home and left others in their patrol cars.

			‘Yes and no. Someone I met once was found murdered in LA, in all probability killed by someone whose life I saved, months ago. This man might have been involved in the deaths of other men too. I don’t know for sure.’ Her voice was quiet; the rain fell in sheets against the windows.

			Aaron was computing all this. It was entirely outside the range of his life experience.

			‘Is he . . . ?’ he ventured. ‘Is he going to come after you?’

			‘No, he has no reason to.’ She stroked his hair. ‘I’m just a minor part of the story, but they wanted to tell me what had happened.’

			He nodded and laid his hand against her cheek. ‘You know, when I met you earlier, you didn’t seem worried,’ he said. ‘You seemed sad, so sad. Like when I met you the other summer.’

			Madison didn’t know what to say; something inside welled up but she shook her head. ‘I’m not sad,’ she said finally.

			‘Good,’ Aaron whispered and held her close.

			His skin was warm and his hands smelled of rosemary. 

			‘I’m not sad,’ she repeated. 

			*

			The light of a late spring day patterned the wooden floor of the empty restaurant on Alki Beach and seagulls called to each other as they glided above the waves. Donny O’Keefe, the chef, came back from the kitchen with drinks and coffee. ‘Since we don’t know when you gentlemen will be in the same neighborhood again, we should have our game now and let it see us through the long night.’

			The memorial service for David Quinn had brought to the end a nightmare that had lasted twenty-five years and touched everybody who was present – one way or the other. 

			‘I’m going to do some traveling,’ John Cameron explained to Alice Madison. 

			‘Business or pleasure?’ she said.

			‘Bit of both.’

			Late thirties, dark and dark. Madison was used to his presence like you are used to walking by the edge of a cliff: never too close because you shouldn’t forget the ground could betray you anytime.

			Nathan Quinn had studied his oldest friend and his black eyes had come to rest on Madison. It was the end of something, they all knew it. Madison’s path had crossed theirs six months earlier and this was the day their lives would continue as they were meant to a long time ago. 

			O’Keefe had already prepared the table and brought out the deck of cards: poker.

			‘I don’t play,’ Madison said.

			‘You might not, but you sure can,’ Cameron said.

			‘How do you know?’

			‘Does it matter?’

			A silver dollar appeared between the chef’s quick fingers. ‘Heads, you play. Tails, you don’t.’

			‘Stay and play, Detective,’ Nathan Quinn said. ‘Just this once.’ 

			By the time they were done with the game the first hint of dawn was lining the sky.

			*

			Madison woke up with a start just after 4 a.m. Maybe it had been a nightmare, a tree branch brushing against the window – she couldn’t tell, she couldn’t remember any dreams except for a sense of being wrapped in deep unnatural silence, as heavy as a shroud. 

			Madison slid her feet out from under the comforter and into her bunny slippers – a present from Rachel three Christmases ago – and reached for her toweling robe. Aaron slept the sleep of the dead and she padded to the kitchen, gently pulling the door behind her.

			She poured herself a glass of cold milk and curled up on the sofa in the living room.

			Parker and Guzman had brought bad news, terrible news. It wasn’t something she had dwelled on in the last eighteen months. Nevertheless, it had been there – like a storm over the hill that at some point is going to hit, whether you’re ready or not. Alice Madison knew that John Cameron was a killer when she had saved his life. And even in that instant of fear, rage and sheer adrenaline she had been perfectly aware that he would kill again, because that’s who he was.

			Madison’s religious beliefs had been shaped by a vaguely Episcopalian background and years on the streets as a police officer; it meant that she wasn’t too sure or concerned about the details of heaven and hell but she definitely believed in karma. And if John Cameron would ever be judged by an authority higher than the law of the United States as administered by the courts, those last five lives he had taken since she had saved his might very well carry a small clause that read: ‘See Alice Madison.’ She hadn’t pulled the trigger or held the knife to their throats and yet the murdered men were connected to her through Cameron because if he had died at the hands of Roberto Salvo they would all still be alive, doing whatever it was that they did with their days. Did they have families? Madison stopped herself. All the people Cameron was alleged to have killed had been ‘in the business’, just as he was: they had known the risks and all had been armed. 

			Madison stretched out on the sofa and pulled over her the blanket that had been folded on the armrest. How many lives would it take for her to be clean of those five deaths? And how many more would there be?

			The DEA agents had missed one crucial point: although Nathan Quinn was not Cameron’s lawyer any longer, and despite working within the parameters of the law, he was just as dangerous and ruthless as his former client. Criminal defense lawyers across the state had worn black the day Quinn had joined the office of the US Attorney. If Parker and Guzman wanted Cameron so badly that they were ready to jangle empty threats in order to unnerve her, they might try to go after Quinn too. It would be a mistake, probably the last they’d ever make on the force. 

			Most of the room was in shadow and some of those shadows seemed to quiver with the wind outside. Madison, wrapped in the blanket, gave herself a couple of minutes to get up and go back to bed. Her eyes closed and she fell instantly asleep. 

			*

			Sunday was mostly about Stacey’s bachelorette party and the spa day. What Madison gained from it was that she didn’t like spas very much. It seemed a waste of time to just lie there while a masseuse worked on her stiff shoulders and someone else tidied up her nails – short with clear varnish. However, it seemed a social enterprise that the other women – all met for the first time – enjoyed and were thrilled by as they chit-chatted and dissected the forthcoming wedding. 

			They were impressed that Madison had been invited to the bachelor party and she realized then that she was the only cop at the spa day aside from the bride-to-be; Stacey took her aside for some shop talk while the others went into the hot tub.

			At the end of the afternoon Madison was relieved when the coordinated pampering was over. She drove home with the windows rolled down and the Soul Rebels Brass Band blasting ‘Sweet Dreams are Made of This’. She didn’t think once about Agents Parker and Guzman. 

			By the time she got home Aaron had returned to the house he owned in Kirkland, forty minutes away across Lake Washington, and Madison changed into her sweats and went running for an hour around the neighborhood. She was used to the weight of her off-duty piece on her right ankle and felt unbalanced without it. Aaron, she had noted, looked away when she undressed and took off her weapons – as if it were a strangely intimate gesture he ought not to be a part of.

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			The landing gear of the small charter plane hit the concrete runway and the Lear taxied slowly towards the two-room bungalow that passed for an airport. The short runway was surrounded by mountains which were surrounded by more mountains until the land dropped off into the sea and the next solid ground was Greenland.

			One man stepped out of the Lear holding a rucksack and headed straight for the beaten-up SUV that was waiting near the weathered building. It was cold – the kind of cold that took your breath away and didn’t give it back – but it didn’t bother the man.

			The driver of the SUV had not left the car to greet him because social niceties take a beating in sub-zero temperatures, but when the traveler yanked the door open and climbed into the car he pushed a beaker of hot chocolate into his gloved hand.

			‘Welcome. Here you go, take this.’

			‘Thanks, man. I sure need it.’

			‘Ready to go?’ the driver asked, ramming the clutch into gear.

			‘You bet.’

			The SUV left the airport by the only road available – a single track that led towards the only town for hundreds of miles. The sky was pure blue, untouched by big-city pollution, and the mid-morning light was so dazzling that each pine needle in the woods around them seemed to be standing out to be counted. The tops of the mountains were already white with snow; it showed in long stretches of the road too. Soon more would come and stay until spring, making flying into that region – and even driving on that road – a challenge.

			The traveler drank the chocolate and watched the landscape.

			‘Pretty country, uh?’ the driver said.

			‘Sure is,’ he replied.

			‘Where were you flying in from today?’

			‘A place not as pretty as this, I’ll tell you that much. You were born and raised here?’

			‘I’m from Quebec. Came here with my wife about ten years ago.’

			The traveler nodded and looked interested as the driver recounted in detail the last ten years of the life of the small town. In truth, the traveler saw only the road and thought only of the job that he had to do; the talk was camouflage, no different from contact lenses that changed the color of the eyes or a prosthesis that altered the line of a jaw. It was just another layer. He nodded, listened and asked more questions.

			After twenty-five minutes they pulled into the front yard of a one-story cabin on the outskirts of town. 

			‘Some things still have to be done in person, right?’ the driver said.

			‘Yes,’ the traveler replied.

			‘Well, I’ll wait here.’

			‘Sure?’ The traveler did not want the man to come inside but it would have been strange if he hadn’t asked. If the man had said yes he would have found a way to conduct his business in private.

			‘Go ahead, you’re not going to be more than a few minutes, are you?’

			‘I don’t think so, no.’

			‘Okay, then.’

			The traveler walked up to the front door and knocked. He was expected and a woman let him in. She was in her sixties with a long braid of gray hair resting on her left shoulder. 

			‘He’s in here,’ she said, eyeing him with open distrust.

			John Cameron pulled down the hood of the parka and took his gloves off. ‘Thank you,’ he said.

			She led him to the main room of the cabin. The place had been made comfortable without much money or design; it had been shaped by the life of the couple who lived there and that had been enough to give it warmth.

			The man sat in an upholstered armchair and got up when Cameron came in. He was a little older than the woman and his hair and beard were completely white. His pale blue eyes met John Cameron’s amber with resignation.

			‘I still don’t know how you found me,’ he said.

			‘Does it matter?’

			There was no need for introductions: his visitor’s name did not matter, only the fact that he was there. A deep scar ran from a corner of the man’s mouth to his ear and Cameron knew that the man had not offered to shake hands because his right hand had been amputated below the wrist. It had happened in another place, at the other end of the country, and he had moved as far away from there as possible. 

			The man looked at Cameron and saw in him the very thing that he had fled; he had begged his wife not to be in the house when his visitor arrived, but she had refused to leave. 

			John Cameron unshouldered the rucksack and took from it a large padded envelope. In the middle of the room there was a dining table, the wood polished and honey-gold. From the envelope he took out fifty photographs and lined them up on the surface: black and white, color, Polaroids, new and old. Each picture was a close-up of a different man, as clear as a mugshot. 

			The old man looked at John Cameron. He didn’t want him in this room and he didn’t want him in his life – this new life he had fought for in the middle of nowhere – and the sooner he would leave the better. He approached the table cautiously as if the pictures were omens of an ill future instead of shapes from his past. When he was close enough to look he did, running his eyes over the faces of those strangers, all of them unknown to him. Except for one. He spotted him quickly and the watery eyes blinked once, twice. Then he lifted his left hand and pointed at that one picture.

			John Cameron gathered all the photographs and returned them to the bag. In seconds he was out of the house and back in the SUV driving towards the airport. On the honey-gold wood he had left a black plastic zippered bag; inside it there were rolls of banknotes, neatly stacked and tied.

			‘All done?’ the driver asked Cameron.

			‘All done,’ he replied.

			The Lear took off and John Cameron looked out of the window; for miles there would be nothing but sky above and woods below. He adjusted the snub-nosed revolver in his ankle holster and stretched his legs. 

			In the cabin the old man closed the door of the bedroom and sat down on the bed; he needed a few minutes by himself. He had not been this afraid for a very long time, not since the injuries to his body were new and he hadn’t thought he would live. He’d rather the man had never found him, never turned up in his home, and all the money they had was what was in their checking account. He knew killers – he had spent a large chunk of his life in their proximity – and the man who had just left his house was one of them. 

			*

			On Monday morning, Madison woke up alone in her bed and listened to the trees and the shrubs shift in the wind and rub against the house. She ambled into the kitchen and leant against the table as her Italian stove-top coffee percolator worked its magic, then took a cup by the French doors. It was too early for daylight; what glimmer there was looked like mist but was in fact a veil of rain shimmering between her and Vashon Island. 

			The day was about a robbery/murder coming to trial. Madison and her partner, Detective Sergeant Kevin Brown, worked on the interviews and the details of the investigation. They grabbed a quick lunch in a diner close to the precinct – one chicken salad, one tuna sandwich – and were about to go back when Brown spoke.

			‘What about Tweedledum and Tweedledee?’ he said, balling up his napkin. 

			Madison sat back on the leather banquette and sighed: she had just about managed not to think about the five deaths for a couple of hours. ‘Cameron is going through the cartel, picking them off one by one. Five killed including Salvo. Parker and his pal flew all the way up here to tell me in person, and to make sure I knew that they don’t trust me. That was the cherry.’

			Brown shook his head. ‘They can choose how to waste their time, it’s their birthright. But I’m sorry they ruined a perfectly good Saturday morning for you.’

			‘I don’t think they’re going to come back in a hurry. Somehow I sense our acquaintance has run its course.’

			‘I’m sure you’re heartbroken.’

			‘How could I not be?’ Madison stood up.

			‘They’re only annoyed they didn’t get to Salvo first.’

			‘That’s what I told them.’

			‘And you were as cool and composed as the circumstances called for.’

			‘I was positively unperturbed.’

			‘Good. I’d expect no less. They’re a lesser kind of dung beetle.’

			They made their way back to the precinct in the drizzle. And although Brown didn’t ask – or bring up the subject again – he read Madison’s mood and what he saw concerned him.

			*

			The call came in at the end of the shift. Lieutenant Fynn strode into the detectives’ room – an uneasy marriage of old and new with gray metal filing cabinets from the first Bush administration next to modern computers next to scarred desks and office chairs. Andy Dunne and Kyle Spencer were still away and would be back tomorrow, but everyone else was there.

			‘One DOA in a private residence off Fauntleroy Way SW. Who’s up?’ the lieutenant asked.

			Madison grabbed her coat. ‘It’s mine.’ It was her turn to be the primary on a case, with Brown as her backup. 

			It never went away, she thought as she looked around the room: that spike of adrenaline as she took charge of an investigation. Two years in Homicide and it was still there and, as they quickly made their way out, she could see it in Brown’s eyes too. Each case was their own private little war against willful, sometimes random, evil. 

			Brown drove into the early-evening rush hour and towards southwest Seattle – no one ever drove Brown around – and crossing the West Seattle Bridge their whole world became a line of flickering headlights, water above and water below. 

			Madison settled into the seat and focused on what was coming. It wasn’t the first time that she was the primary and Brown the backup. She threaded the slim chain with her badge around her neck and straightened her shoulder holster. All that mattered was to do well by the victims, by Brown and by the shield she carried. 

			*

			The road was parallel to Fauntleroy Way SW where Lincoln Park juts out into the waters of Puget Sound like a deep green triangle. The houses were large single family units – mostly clapboard with some brick – almost hidden behind the greenery.

			Blue-and-whites were parked along the street with their lights flashing and the police tape flapped in the rain. Madison was glad to see the Crime Scene unit van pulling in at the same time and sent a brief prayer that Special Investigator Amy Sorensen would be on duty. Brown was waved in by one of the uniformed officers guarding the perimeter; the woman didn’t greet them, just nodded as they drove past. 

			Outside the front door a young patrol officer was bending forward – hands on his knees, head low – and swaying slightly with his eyes closed. Another officer put a hand on his back, speaking words they could not hear. Both officers were pale.

			Brown and Madison left their car and ducked quickly out of the weather and into the hall. As they stepped in a wail rose and fell somewhere nearby. In the lobby they slipped on the regulation full-body-protection paper suit and the disposable overshoes.

			The foyer opened into a wide living room with a chimney set into a wall of exposed red brick. The opposite wall was glass; it looked onto a deck and a view of the trees rolling down towards Lincoln Park and the Sound, but now it was just tall shadows and darkness. 

			‘Detectives,’ a man said behind them.

			‘Officer Giordano,’ Madison replied. There was no need for introductions. ‘What have you got? Were you the first to respond?’

			‘Yes, I was the first on the scene. And this . . .’ he hesitated. ‘This is what we have. Mind your feet. I wouldn’t be telling you except it’s everywhere.’

			Giordano was an experienced officer who had known both Brown and Madison for years; he looked shaken and that was bad news. He picked his way towards one end of the room and they realized what he had meant: the dark wooden floor had been spattered with blood and droplets had hit the walls too. A sharp, ugly scent hit them and a brief thought about the quantity of blood loss barely had time to formulate itself before Madison turned the corner and everything else went away – except for what lay at her feet. 

			Giordano let them look for a few moments then started his report. He spoke clearly, simply, knowing that they needed to retain what information he was giving them while standing by something he didn’t have a name for.

			‘His name is Matthew Duncan, thirty-seven years old. He was found by his wife, Kate Duncan, when she came back from her run in Lincoln Park. She left the house at 6.30 p.m. and he was fine, she came back at 7.25 p.m. and found him – she’s pretty sure of the times because she runs every day. She came in, she saw him, she called us. The French doors to the deck – it’s a wraparound deck – were open . . .’ 

			He pointed, they looked, then their gaze came back inevitably to the body. 

			‘Seems like that was the point of entry. Drawers have been searched in the bedroom upstairs and the study. A real mess. The intruder might have grabbed some valuables but the wife was in no shape to check. I called Medic One too. She’s very distressed.’

			‘Thanks, Giordano,’ Madison said. ‘Open doors say B&E – and the intruder would have been covered in blood when he left. For what it’s worth we’d better put out a BOLO alert. The killer must have done something with his clothes: we need to check garbage cans and dumpsters as soon as possible. And ask about any unfamiliar cars in the road in the last two hours. Let’s hit the neighbors quick before they forget what they’ve seen.’ 
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