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			1

			“You want to know what the problem is with these goils? They want it and they can’t get it any other way, so they wear their blouses down to here so their tits are hanging out and wear their skirts up to their ass, and then they scream ‘rape’.”

			“You want to know what your problem is? You’re a sexist pig!” I bellow at the radio. Dr. Joni tells the guy virtually the same thing and hangs up on him. The next caller wants to know how to protect herself. Everybody on radio talk shows is talking sexual assault these days in response to the ABC rapist, so named because his first victims virtually lived on the streets of Alphabet City. He didn’t have to bang down doors to get to them and nobody paid much attention until he did start breaking in past a few doors, entering through a few open windows, and moving west to First, then Second Avenue. “I live on Third Avenue,” the caller says, her voice shaky. “I’m a student at Tisch. I come home late at night. The security in my building is lousy. I think I’ve even been followed a couple of times.”

			I turn off the radio and look out of my own window. Force of habit. I know what it’s like to be followed; I was stalked and abducted by a madman the end of last year and I still freeze when I hear footsteps come too close behind me. I still duck into stores where I have no intention of buying anything and wait until the coast is clear. On the streets of New York City, the coast is never clear. There’s always somebody likely to walk behind you, but they’re not all out to get you. It’s easier to believe this in the relative safety of my own apartment, behind a door with four locks, than when I’m out there though.

			I live in a sublet on Waverly Place in the West Village, far enough from striking distance of the ABC rapist to feel safe from him. My past experience taught me valuable life lessons about protecting myself from harm. So did the counseling sessions to deal with post-traumatic stress. So did the detective who worked the case. I’m still dealing with him and not professionally anymore, though he never exactly stops acting like a cop when he’s with me, which isn’t as much as I’d like him to be. His name is Patrick Quick, Detective Second Grade, recently transferred from the First Precinct to the Ninth, which encompasses more turf and more work. I sometimes get to see him on his swing, which is what cops call their days off. I still think of it in kid terms as a seat suspended from a tree and sometimes feel like he’s keeping me dangling on one, leaving me to propel myself back and forth until he figures out what he wants to do with me. Quick indeed. 

			He has the magical ability to pick up on brain waves though. He senses when I’m thinking about him just as he recognizes when a suspect is lying to him. The minute my iPhone rings, I know it’s him. Hat Trick is the silly nickname I’ve heard his colleagues call him at the cop shop. There must be something to it. He’s the David Copperfield of the NYPD, pulling clues out of thin air or pulling emotions out of wounded women like me. I hastily reach to turn off the radio when I hear his voice and realize I already did. 

			“Have you been listening to the radio?” he asks. 

			“No,” I say. “Should I be?” My counselor strongly advised me not to listen to the all-news stations any more. I used to depend on them to put me to sleep the way some people use white noise machines, and some of the reports I heard led me to associate other crimes with what I was going through. After it was over, every crime story I heard gave me nightmares. Quick put his foot down too. No more WCBS, no more 1010 WINS. No newspapers either. Talk radio sometimes serves the general purpose that the former did. Until today. 

			“You know you shouldn’t be.” He pauses. “I got a call from Rubenstein over in the Sixth. There was an assault on Jane Street last night. The vic lived on East Seventh. She was on her way home from visiting a friend when it happened.”

			Neither Rubenstein nor Quick deal with sex crimes directly; there are detectives specifically trained to deal with that. They only get involved when the crime goes beyond rape. His use of the past tense isn’t lost on me. “Did ABC do it?” Up to now, ABC hasn’t killed any of his victims.

			“We’re looking into it. Right now it doesn’t fit his MO,” he says. “Not even close. But it’s not too far from where you are. I just want you to be aware of what’s going on.” He clears his throat. “So you’ll be careful.”

			“I’ve never stopped being careful.” I assure him, switching the phone from one sweaty hand to the other. His concern evokes other physical responses in me too. I could use a little more of that hyper-vigilance right here in this apartment, right now, Detective Quick, sir. He’s doing a week of day tour, though, 8:00 a.m. to 4:15 p.m., so immediate police protection is out of the question, but I decide to feel him out with a Mae West line. “How about this afternoon when you get off work, you come by and check my locks?”

			“Can’t tonight, Delilah, I’m sorry,” he says. “I have to stop by Alison’s.”

			Alison is his sister, recently released from drug rehab for the second time since December and he’s told me that he suspects she’s headed back for a longer stay; this is all he’s told me about her. Alison is my sole competitor for his attention. I try not to resent it—she’s sick—but I wonder if there’s a family dynamic I don’t know about that’s retarding her recovery. I haven’t dared to ask more about her than, “How is she doing?”

			“I’ll call you tonight after I’ve seen her,” Quick promises. “Keep that door locked. Maybe I’ll oil that deadbolt for you over the weekend.”

			Fine. That’s the only thing in this apartment that needs lubrication right now. My phone slips out of my hand and rings in protest. Damn. I wipe my palms on my coverall. Quick is gone by the time I pick up the phone. I hit disconnect. The minute I do, it rings again. I wipe my palms again before answering. 

			But it’s not Quick this time. “Delilah,” a female voice whispers and then breaks into strangled sobs. “It’s Sachi. Can you talk?”

			The question shouldn’t be can I, but will I. Sachi has always been known to blow me off in my moments of greatest need, but when she needed a shoulder to cry on, she’s never hesitated to call. Except it’s been months since she’s dared to call and this time she really is crying. “What’s wrong?”

			“Can you come over?” she whimpers.

			“Now?” Stupid question. I realize she must mean now or she wouldn’t ask. It’s just a delaying tactic. Her apartment is the last place I want to be. Also the last place she’d have wanted me to be in recent months, when she was so tight with her live-in lover that I thought only surgery could separate them. “What’s going on, Sachi?”

			“I was raped.”

			“What? When?” Later we’ll get around to who, where and how.

			“Last night. Late last night. What time is it?”

			I look at the red LED display on my alarm clock. “Nine-fifty.”

			“I got home around five. Maybe after. It was starting to get light.” She clears her throat. “Well, are you coming over or aren’t you? I don’t want to talk about this on the phone.”

			“I’ll be there,” I promise, trying not to think of all the calls she didn’t return last December when I was in trouble, when I thought I needed her. “Have you reported it? Have you been to the hospital?”

			All I get for an answer is silence and a ‘call ended’ alert.

		

	
		
			2 

			The newspapers are full of it. LAST DANCE blares the headline of the Post. The victim Quick told me about was a principal dancer with the City Ballet, sidelined by an injured Achilles tendon, which made it all the more difficult for her to get away from the man who savagely attacked her last night, leaving her for dead in the gutter. Was it the same man who attacked all those other women in the East Village? Was it the same man who attacked Sachi? 

			The door to the stairwell leading up to Sachi’s Prince Street apartment is propped open with a cinder block when I get there. I kick it aside with my foot so the door will lock after me and climb the stairs to the second floor, then stop to compose myself before climbing the next flight. I haven’t seen or spoken to Sachi in months. I don’t even know what I’m doing here. When my friend Morgan was in trouble, I rushed to be by his side. Something Sachi refused to do for me. She’d be better off calling the crisis hotline. Still here I am, in body if not entirely in spirit. I’m a sucker.

			The door to Sachi’s apartment is open too. She might as well put out a welcome mat: Come one, come all. The apartment looks like a set designer’s idea of a crime scene; end tables upended, an arm torn from a brocade chair, broken dishes on the floor. I rap on the jamb. “Sachi?” A terrifying thought possesses me and I step back a few feet. What if the rapist came back for seconds? What if he’s inside now? “Satch?” I holler, my voice loud enough in its panic to alert other neighbors of a potentially precarious situation.

			Sachi struts out of the bathroom wearing a simple black slip dress, her head wrapped in a towel. “Were you here long? Sorry. I just got out of the shower.”

			“And you left the door open?”

			“Every part of me was ripped open,” she says briskly, like she’s talking about an envelope. “What more can he do?”

			“A lot more.” I shake my head at her. “You’ve been to the hospital already then...”

			“Uh, no.” She rubs her scalp with the terry towel, avoiding my stare. “I didn’t report it yet.”

			“Sachi, you’re not supposed to shower or be washing your hair or anything like that; you just washed a whole lot of evidence down the drain.” I don’t have to be involved with a cop to know that basic fact of life. 

			She lifts a corner of the towel and peers at me. “I want you to go with me,” she says in a tremulous baby voice. “I didn’t want to go alone to tell some cop what was done to me.” She wrinkles her nose at the word cop as much as at the recollection of what was done to her.

			“What was done to you?” I know this has to be asked eventually and as much as I’m not sure I want to hear it, I know Sachi’s going to have to tell it again and again and again. She might as well start with me.

			“Oh...” she blows her nose into the towel and drops it on the floor. “You name it.”

			I look around the room again. “Here?”

			“No,” she shakes her head. “Not here. Right down the street. You know where there’s this Italian bakery with an open stairwell...he grabbed my ankle and pulled me down the stairs and did it to me there.”

			“What happened here?”

			“I did that.” She kicks aside a shard of glass and slides her feet into Birkenstocks that she had evidently kicked across the room in her rage.

			“Where’s...uh...your boyfriend?” I can’t remember if she ever even told me his name.

			“Tom? Your guess is as good as mine.” 

			Problems in paradise. No wonder she called me. I never met the mystery man she dumped her friends for, so I couldn’t even begin to guess where he is now that he dumped her, if that’s indeed the case. “Satch, I’m going to call the police. Where’s the phone?”

			She grabs my wrist. “Can’t it wait till we get to the hospital? I just want to make sure he didn’t give me a disease.” She wrinkles her nose again. I can’t believe this is all she’s worried about. Like all they have to do is shoot her up with antibiotics, as a prophylactic, and everything will be fine—really, she can make like nothing ever happened to her.

			“The hospital’s going to notify the police anyway, Satch. It’s up to you whether you file a complaint or not, but they’re going to want to talk to you. There’s a serial rapist and he killed someone last night.” Not exactly the whole truth, since Quick told me that ABC wasn’t being considered a suspect for that, but Sachi needs to come clean. She’s coming to the hospital too clean, actually. I wonder how much evidence that shower destroyed. “I’ll stay with you if they let me and I think they will. But in the meantime, I still think we should call the police before we go, so they can go over to the crime scene.” I pick up the phone and automatically press the numbers for Quick’s extension. 

			“They probably won’t find anything there. I told you, he just did it to me on the stairs...”

			A woman answers the phone. “Everybody’s out of the office right now,” she says when I ask for Quick. “If this is an emergency, I can page him or have someone else help you.”

			“I want to report a rape,” I say. Sachi flinches. 

			“Address?” I tell her. “Where on Prince Street?” I tell her. “You want the First Precinct,” she tells me. I’m not so sure about that. I remember some of the other detectives Quick worked with at the First before he was transferred and I want to talk to him before Sachi has to talk to them. “Could you page Detective Quick and tell him Delilah called and that I’m going to be over at the hospital with the victim and I’ll call him from there?”

			“I don’t know when he’ll be back.”

			“Ask him to call me at the hospital in about an hour.”

			“Which hospital did you say you’re bringing her to?”

			I cup my hand over the mouthpiece and hiss at Sachi. “You’re not worried about getting pregnant from this, are you?”

			She shakes her head. “I’m on the pill.”

			“Beth Israel,” I say. “Tell him to call the emergency room there. Tell him it’s not me—that he doesn’t have to worry—just to call me there as soon as he can. Please.”

			“Who’s that you called?” Sachi gives me the once over, like she’s suddenly acknowledging there’s a lot she doesn’t know about what’s been going on in my life. Even in a state of shock, Sachi has to be in the know.

			“Detective friend of mine. He wasn’t there. He’ll call me at the hospital. Let’s get going.”

			“I don’t want to talk to any males about this.”

			“I’ll talk to him, Satch. They have female detectives to handle this sort of thing, I’m sure.” I wait for Sachi to lock the door. The tumbler clicks without a hitch. I would have dropped my keys five times by now if not more, had this happened to me. “Want to show me where it happened? So I can tell the police where to look, at least?”

			She points down the street to a bilious green wrought-iron rail. “Down there.”

			I walk down the block and look down the stairwell, then back at Sachi, who looks bilious herself. “Pretty close to home. Did he take anything from you?”

			“Aside from the obvious?”

			“You know. Money. ID stuff, anything with your name and address...”

			“He was only interested in one thing and he took it. Can we go now, please?”

			I shepherd her away from the scene of the crime and toward Sixth Avenue. “Come on, it’s not that far,” I coo. I can’t say, “It’s not going to be that bad.” I don’t know how bad it’s going to be. An M5 bus hisses to a stop past Houston and I gently shove Sachi up the stairs ahead of me. Her fingers fidget in her purse. “I can’t find my MetroCard...”

			I dig into my fanny pack for all the change I can scoop and drop coins on the floor and into the box all the way to First Avenue.
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			“Wait a minute,” the triage nurse tells us when we report to the emergency room window and whisper to her what happened. She gives Sachi the once over, taking in the expensive slip dress, the minimally made up doll face. No visible bruises on her, no imminent danger of her keeling over in front of the Jesus statue mounted on the wall, so she can wait and wait and wait. There are others in the waiting room that look worse off. Sachi looks like party material. An orderly smoking a cigarette on the outside loading dock leers in at us. 

			“I wish he’d go away,” Sachi moans, repositioning herself, crossing her legs, showing more thigh. I stand up to try to block his view, uncomfortable that at the same time I’m making myself the focal point of his attention. 

			“How much longer is it going to be?” I ask the nurse at the desk. 

			“Just a few minutes. We’re getting a room ready,” she announces just as the automatic door leading to the ambulance loading dock parts. A couple of uniforms strut through. When they pass the second door, I recognize one of them as Officer Vinson, who has responded to my distress calls in the past. His old partner isn’t with him. In his place is a female officer, a pony-tailed redhead who sizes both of us up with clear green eyes, trying to determine who’s the vic here. Vinson does a double take when he sees me and shakes his head. 

			“Someone over at the Ninth relayed a ten twenty-four, said to report here,” he informs the triage nurse.

			“It wasn’t me,” I whisper.

			A bell signals the door to the ER open and the triage nurse waves us in and ushers us into a cubicle that smells very eau de Betadine. Officer Vinson follows us and falls in step with Sachi. “This is Officer O’Hara,” he tilts his head toward his partner. “We call her Scarlett. You can call her Mary Louise. She’s gonna ask you a few questions about what happened before the doc does what he’s gotta do...”

			“I want a female doctor,” Sachi insists.

			“Okay, I’m sure that can be arranged,” Mary Louise assures her as the nurse continues to prep the room for the exam. 

			Vinson turns to me. “C’mon, I want to talk to you out in the hall.” He holds the door open for me, his eyes riveted on Sachi who hasn’t once met his stare head-on. I follow him into a small room across the hall. A couple of nurses look up from their double-acrostics and smile beguilingly at him, ignoring me completely. “Coffee on the burner if you want it,” one says, like she’s offering him a piece of her soul.

			“And it’s not even burned,” says the other. Double enticement. 

			“Thanks, ladies. I’ve got some business to discuss here with a witness. Could I borrow the room for a few minutes?” 

			They’re not going to get anywhere with him if they say no. “Later,” he promises to one or both of them as they leave. The last one out the door turns around and winks.

			“Want some coffee?” he asks, taking over the turf like he’s the chairman of the board. I shake my head. He takes a sip, puts his Styrofoam cup on the counter and whips a notepad out of his pants pocket. “What can you tell me about this?”

			“She didn’t tell me much.”

			“What did she tell you?”

			I lick my lips. “That she got raped.” I’m not the victim and it’s still difficult to talk about. “Someone grabbed her on the street—on Prince Street near Thompson—and pulled her down a stairwell there and raped her.”

			“She didn’t report it until now?”

			“She was in a state of shock, I guess.”

			“She a neighbor of yours or...”

			“Friend.” That seems to be pushing it. A friend in need. “She called me and that’s all she told me, that she was raped. When I went over to her place, the apartment had been trashed, but she told me it happened outside and showed me where.”

			“So who trashed the apartment?”

			“She said she did.”

			“You don’t believe her?”

			I don’t believe anything about this morning so far. “When I first saw her apartment, I had the feeling it happened there.”

			“We’ll be taking a look at it. She say anything about who did this to her...?”

			“No.”

			“Or what he did?”

			“She said, ‘You name it.’ ”

			“She got a boyfriend, Miss Price?”

			“She did, last I knew.” 

			“Where’s he? Does he know about this?”

			I shrug. “They seem to have had a falling out.”

			“What’s his name?”

			“Tom.”

			“Yeah?” He jots it down. “Tom what?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You’re a friend of hers you said, right?” In Officer Vinson’s mental Patrol Guide, women tell their friends everything. Most do.

			“I didn’t say I was a good friend. Actually it’s Sachi who hasn’t been the good friend, but now isn’t the time to play ‘blame the victim.’ Actually this morning when she called to tell me about this, it was the first time she’d called in many months, and I would have blown her off but she was distraught and told me what had happened and asked me to come over. So I went over.” Which is more than Sachi ever did or would ever do for me.

			“I’ll get the name from Mary Louise.” Vinson clears his throat. “She didn’t tell you nothing about who did this to her?”

			“Just where it happened. Stairwell near the corner of Prince and Thompson Streets. Downstairs from a bakery.”

			“She looks okay, your friend. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not passing judgment on her or saying she is okay, but it could’ve been a lot worse. Girl over on Jane Street, she wound up here last night covered with a sheet.” He gets up. “Okay, I’m gonna talk to Mary Louise when she comes out of there while we wait for the evidence. You going in to be with her?”

			“If they’ll let me,” I say, hoping the answer is no. I don’t think I’m up to this. I’ve been thinking the wrong kind of things since I walked into Sachi’s apartment. There must be somebody better trained to deal with this. Someone who’d be more sympathetic. “I want to make a phone call first.”

			Vinson waves me over to the bank of phones at the nurse’s station. “Make it quick,” he warns.

			“Thanks,” I say. “I will.” No one but Quick will do. I press the numbers for his extension and this time he picks up. “I’m at Beth Israel,” I tell him, watching the two uniforms conferring in the corridor. “I’m okay. Someone I know was assaulted last night and wanted me to come in with her.”

			“I got your message and tried calling you there. Apparently you hadn’t arrived yet. Guys from the Sixth show?”

			“Two uniforms. They’re right outside.”

			“Trish said it happened on Prince Street. Someone from the First squad is going to go over there, contact Special Victims, and then they’ll be in touch with your friend. She give a good description?”

			“I don’t know what she told them so far,” I see Mary Louise O’Hara, a.k.a. Scarlett, gesticulating wildly with her hands, like she’s about to strangle somebody. Sachi has that effect on people. “She didn’t tell me anything.”

			Long pause. “She wants to cooperate, right?” This isn’t really a question, more like wishful thinking. I bite my lip so I won’t come right out and say, it would be a first. 

			“She was just raped,” I feel like I have to remind myself as much as him. “Maybe she’ll say more later. When this part of it is over. I’ll stay with her a while. Once the shock wears off, maybe she’ll feel more like talking about it.”

			“See what you can do.” It’s not the first time Quick has asked me to bait a friend for information.

			“You think it could be the same who...ABC...”

			“I won’t know what to think until there’s some information to go on,” he says. “Listen, it’s busy in the house, I’ve got to go.”

			“I’ll talk to you later,” I promise the dial tone. Officer Vinson looks up as I come back into the corridor. O’Hara pushes a stray strand of hair behind her ear and signals me to go back in the examining room with her. “Is this what you were wearing at the time you were attacked?” O’Hara indicates the slip dress neatly folded and placed on a paper-covered counter. 

			“No, I put that on after.” 

			Assured that she’s not tampering with evidence, O’Hara can’t resist lightly skimming her fingers over the dress, as if satisfying her suspicion that it’s pure silk. “Where are the clothes you were wearing when it happened?”

			“I threw them in the hamper.”

			“Sachiko, is there anything...you can tell me about him?” I have a feeling this wasn’t the question O’Hara originally intended to ask. 

			“I told you, it was dark. He grabbed me from behind, pulled me down, raped me from behind, raped me in the behind...” Sachi wipes a tear from her cheek with a corner of the hospital-issue examining gown. I reach out and squeeze her hand. 

			“Did he wear a condom?”

			“No,” Sachi sputters. “No condom.”

			O’Hara writes things down intermittently. A white-jacketed Asian woman struts into the examining room. “I’d like to be alone with the survivor now,” she says testily. Sachi looks relieved at the sight of her. I pause on my way out, expecting to be called back in the room, but it doesn’t happen. Never mind what comes next, she won’t have to endure any more of this. At least for now.

			“I wonder what other evidence she destroyed,” O’Hara grumbles once we’re in the hall, out of Sachi’s hearing range. 

			“Hey, Mary Louise, want some coffee?” Vinson points in the direction of the room behind the nurses’ station. O’Hara nods.

			“She said she wanted me to be in there with her,” I protest, not so much because I want to be in there with her—I don’t—but I suddenly can’t understand why she bothered with any of this, period.

			“I have to wait here for the evidence bag, but let me tell you, she made sure to destroy as much as possible,” O’Hara exclaims, taking the cup of coffee from Vinson. “Goes and showers, douches with vinegar and water, throws her clothes in the laundry. Wonder if she put them in the washer yet.”

			“There are no machines in her building. I think she goes to a laundromat on Thompson Street. At least she used to. I can’t see her going over there this morning though...she’d just showered when I came over.”

			“Maybe we’ll luck out there. She said the guy didn’t wear a condom. If we get the soiled clothes, we should find semen, hair samples, maybe fibers from the perp’s clothing if he unzipped but didn’t strip. We’re not going to find nothing much on her. Maybe the anal swabs will show something if she didn’t go all out and give herself an enema too.” 

			“It’s the First’s case now anyway,” Vinson reminds her. “Once the Vitullo kit goes to the lab, it’s not your headache.”

			“Thank God.” O’Hara crumples the cup. “It’s bad enough when we’ve got a cooperative victim. Last night we got one who couldn’t cooperate even if she’d wanted to.”

			“I told her about that,” Vinson says.

			“I already knew about that,” I tell both of them. “I’m going to be with her for a while.” I point toward the closed door of the examining room. “I’ll try to get her to be more forthcoming. Maybe once this part of it is behind her. I’ll try to get her through the interview with the detectives.”

			“It’s not your headache, Mary Louise,” Vinson reiterates. I wish someone would tell me this wasn’t my headache. How much cooperation are the other investigators going to get out of Sachi, even with me present? Maybe if I keep reminding her that she survived the attack and another woman wasn’t so lucky, I’ll appeal to her sense of responsibility. I’m not sure how much of a sense of responsibility Sachi has. She certainly dumped me in the past when I was in need. This could happen to someone else if she doesn’t tell the detectives everything she can. Or the rapist could come back to her for a repeat performance. I’ll try whatever it takes to get her to talk.

			I keep thinking about the way Sachi’s apartment looked when I walked in. The only thing missing was yellow tape saying POLICE LINE DO NOT CROSS. And Tom. I have to ask her about that too. I don’t know if I’m any more likely than the detectives to get answers out of her, but I’ve got to try.
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			“What are you trying to imply?” Sachi asks, hands on hips. “That I’m lying?”

			“It looks like something happened here that you’re not telling us about.” Montalvo, the detective from the First squad, has obviously seen enough crime scenes and enough issues of his wife’s magazines to recognize that Sachi’s living room does not merit the Good Housekeeping seal of approval. “We didn’t find anything outside to corroborate your story. Plenty in here though, so let’s go back to the beginning.” He points to an upended armchair. “This looks like a good place to start.”

			“I did that.” Sachi says.

			“You picked up all these chairs and tables and broke all these plates, huh? Little thing like you.” He shakes his head. Sachi extends her foot and kicks a quarter of a dinner plate aside. “Don’t go hurting yourself now,” Montalvo warns her. “We got your clothes out of the hamper rolled up with the bed linens. That ought to tell us more.” He coughs. “How about you telling us more?”

			“I’ve already told you...”

			A husky female voice croaks, “Basta, Monty.” I turn around to see where it’s coming from. A tall woman with skin the color of cappuccino swaggers past the doorway and into the apartment, peels off her nylon New York Liberty windbreaker. “Okay to put this down?”

			“Yeah, be my guest.”

			She aims for the sofa, the only piece of furniture on that side of the room remaining upright, tosses it and misses. “I never was good with those foul shots. Come over here.” She waves Sachi over to her and places her hands on her shoulders, like a conjure woman would, to heal wounds. “I’m Detective Gibson from Special Victims. First name’s Kent. Like the cigarettes my momma used to smoke.”

			“Can’t imagine what we’d be calling you, Gibson, if your momma smoked Camels.” 

			“I actually prefer a nice Cohiba now and then,” she retorts. “Now you tell me what happened to you, honey, then we see what we can do about it, all right? Would you rather talk in there?” She gestures toward the bedroom.

			Sachi shakes her head vehemently. “Here’s okay.”

			Something happened in there, that’s for sure. Montalvo gestures for me to join him on the far side of the room. “She’s lying,” he grumbles so softly that only I can hear him, but both Kent and Sachi turn and scowl in his direction. 

			“Not lying,” I say. Just not telling the whole truth. Anything but. 

			“Let’s go in there,” he indicates the bedroom again. I follow him. Once inside, he sniffs like a bloodhound and sneezes. “Cologne,” he says. “Take a whiff. It’s still here. The guy musta worn a ton of cologne. It was in the sheets, on her clothes. Smell her out there, she don’t smell like that. You don’t smell like that. I sure as hell don’t smell like that.” He flaps his arms like wings and I spot spheres of perspiration on his shirt. “You recognize that smell?”

			Yeah, no sweat, but I know he’s not talking about his smell. I shake my head. 

			“Something real fishy going on here and I’m not talking about the cologne. Someone did something to her she didn’t want done—whether she wanted it in the beginning and changed her mind, she’s not telling, but it wasn’t how she said it was and if Gibson doesn’t get her to open up about it, there’s no case. What’d she tell you?”

			“Nothing different than she told you in there. Guy took her on those outside stairs; she didn’t see him...”

			“And you don’t believe her any more than I do.”

			“Sachi’s never been much on rearranging furniture. Some of those chairs look like they weigh more than she does...”

			“The boyfriend.”

			“Maybe.”

			“What’s he built like? Someone who works for a moving company maybe?”

			“I’ve never seen him.”

			“You’re a friend of hers, you said, right?”

			Here we go again. “We haven’t been close lately. Since this...Tom came into her life actually. Some girls are like that. Blow off their girlfriends when a guy comes into their lives and then come whining when they break up. She was whining about more than just that, so I came. But I don’t feel comfortable about this.”

			“No, huh? That makes two of us. If she’s making up stuff, she can go down for filing a false complaint. Some irony, huh, the guy who did this to her walks around scot-free and she ends up in lock-up. Know how a pretty little thing like her would fare in detention? Geez, I hate to think...” He shakes his head. “But she can’t be jerking everyone around like this unless there’s been a crime committed, which we think there was, but we’re not absolutely sure what crime has been committed because she’s not on the level with anybody yet. Not even you and she got you into this.”

			“What happens next?”

			“That’s up to her. Maybe Gibson in there can coax the truth out of her with her big momma charm. She gets lots of practice. Girls of her own—three teenagers—talk about a nightmare! Probably screens all their wannabe boyfriends through BCI after hours to make sure nothing like this ever happens to them.” He looks out the door. “Uh, Gibson got her hands on her hips in there, bad stance, don’t look too promising. Tell Sachiko if she wants us to nab this guy to get in touch with us and come clean and pray he don’t feel like coming back for seconds in the meantime. Maybe she should think about taking another route home and avoiding stairwells.”

			“Here’s my card,” I hear Gibson say, “in case you remember anything, Sachiko.” She shakes her head at Montalvo. He pauses at the door, waiting for Gibson to scoop up her jacket. “Swear I’ve seen you before.”

			“You might have. I was in the First a couple of times late last year. Friend of a friend was murdered. Detective Quick handled it.”

			“Hat Trick. Yeah, he did a Callahan on us. On his way out when I came in, but there was overlap there.” He takes a last disgusted look around the apartment and follows Gibson out. I close the door behind them. I turn to Sachi. “What are you going to do about this mess?” I pick up a metal chair and set it right side up.

			“Later,” Sachi pulls me away from the furniture. “Right now there’s something else I want you to do for me.”

			“What?”

			“Do a drawing of the guy who did it.”

			“You want me to what?”

			“I heard you did a drawing of the guy who came after you last year. So I’m asking you to do one for me.”

			“That was different. I saw him. I didn’t see this guy...I thought you said you didn’t see him.”

			“As far as the police are concerned, I didn’t.”

			“Why aren’t you getting the police concerned?”

			“Because they’re not. Or wouldn’t be if they knew.”

			“Knew what?”

			“I knew who it was. He was wearing a ski mask, but I knew…”

			“Who was it?”

			She shakes her head. “Let’s just say it’s somebody I know, but I don’t want to ID him. But if you do a drawing of him, the police might be able to spot him before he does this to somebody else.”

			“Was it Tom? If it was Tom, you can just give me a picture of him. Don’t you have any of him? I mean, regular photographs?”

			“He took them all when he moved out and no, it wasn’t Tom,” she says. “I don’t think.”

			“You don’t think?”

			“I had a few drinks last night before it happened. I was kind of woozy. They hit me stronger than usual. I guess I hadn’t eaten enough.”

			“Wouldn’t you know?” I sputter. “Why did he move out?”

			“I cheated on him,” she says. “I haven’t heard from him since.”

			“Whoa…” This is moving too fast for me. “Was it the guy you cheated on him with?”

			“I don’t think…I don’t know.”

			“And now you want me to do a drawing of him even though all you saw was a guy with a ski mask on?” I shake my head. “Why didn’t you tell the police who you think did it?”

			She shakes her head. “No. That’s not the way I want to go.”

			“You want to go with this picture you want me to draw…and do what with it, may I ask?”

			“Make sure it gets circulated in certain circles so it won’t happen to anyone else…”

			“You don’t know that. All I could promise is a picture that would be a likeness and I can’t promise a very good one. I never had the pleasure of meeting him. Either one of them. There could be a case of mistaken identity and that could lead to big trouble for a lot of people including you. Think about it, Satch! Some guy who had nothing to do with you or anyone else could get beat up or worse for being a suspected rapist on the basis of a picture…I can’t do what you’re asking me to do, no way!”

			Sachi’s eyes narrow. “You can, you just won’t.”

			“I won’t unless I get some answers.”

			She juts her chin. “I’m doing the best I can. Do I have to talk about this? I really don’t want to any more.”

			“You’re asking me to do something I don’t feel comfortable with. You’d better tell me more if you want…”

			“Anal, okay? He’d wanted me to and I wouldn’t so he came back wearing a ton of cheap cologne and got what he wanted and made sure it hurt like hell.”

			“Did he usually wear cologne?”

			“Not that brand, not like that. He didn’t want me to know it was him.”

			“So you’re saying it was Tom?”

			“I’m saying I don’t know! I don’t think so, but it could have been…I don’t know...my head was spinning. Tom wanted back door and I didn’t want to so I thought maybe he was so mad at me that he could have disguised himself and come back and got back at me—boy, I’ll say—but I don’t know.”
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