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For Eduardo, who asked me to write this book, and for Ricard Domingo, who saw it when it was invisible.


For Rubén and Esther, for making me cry with laughter.




Forgetting is an involuntary act. The more you want to leave something behind you, the more it follows you.


WILLIAM JONAS BARKLEY


This is no ordinary apple; it’s a magic wishing apple.


WALT DISNEY’S SNOW WHITE
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AINHOA ELIZASU was the second victim of the basajaun, although the press was yet to coin that name for it. That came later, when it emerged that animal hairs, scraps of skin, and unidentifiable tracks had been found around the bodies, along with evidence of some kind of macabre purification rite. With their torn clothes, their private parts shaved, and their upturned hands, the bodies of those girls, almost still children, seemed to have been marked by a malign force, as old as the Earth.


Inspector Amaia Salazar always followed the same routine when she was called to a crime scene in the middle of the night. She would switch off the alarm clock so it wouldn’t disturb James in the morning, pile up her clothes and, with her cell phone balanced on top of them, go very slowly downstairs to the kitchen. She would drink a cup of milky coffee while she dressed, leave a note for her husband, and get in the car. Then she would drive, her mind blank except for the white noise that always filled her head when she woke up before dawn.


These remnants of an interrupted night of insomnia stayed with her all the way to the crime scene, even though it was over an hour’s drive from Pamplona. She took a curve in the road too sharply, and the squealing of the tires made her realize how distracted she was. After that she made herself pay attention to the highway as it wound its way upward, deep into the dense forest surrounding Elizondo. Five minutes later, she pulled over next to a police sign, where she recognized Dr. Jorge San Martín’s sports car and Judge Estébanez’s off-roader. Amaia got out, walked around to the back of her car, and fished out a pair of Wellingtons. She sat on the edge of the trunk to pull them on, while Deputy Inspector Jonan Etxaide and Inspector Montes joined her.


“It’s not looking good, chief, the victim’s a young girl.” Jonan consulted his notes. “Twelve or thirteen years old. When she didn’t arrive home by eleven last night, her parents contacted the police.”


“A bit early to report her missing,” observed Amaia.


“True. It looks like she called her older brother on his phone at about ten past eight to tell him she’d missed the bus from Arizkun.”


“And her brother waited until eleven before saying anything?”


“You know how it is, ‘Aita and Ama will kill me. Please don’t tell them. I’m going to see if any of my friends’ parents will give me a ride.’ So he kept quiet and played on his PlayStation. At eleven, when he realized his sister still hadn’t arrived home and his mother was starting to get hysterical, he told them Ainhoa had called. The parents went down to the station in Elizondo and insisted something must have happened to their daughter. She wasn’t answering her cell phone and they’d already spoken to all her friends. A patrol found her. The officers spotted her shoes at the side of the road as they were coming around the bend.” Jonan shone his flashlight toward the edge of the tarmac where a pair of black-patent high-heeled shoes glistened, perfectly aligned. Amaia leaned over to look at them.


“They look like they’ve been arranged like this. Has anyone touched them?” she asked. Jonan checked his notes again. The young deputy inspector’s efficiency was a godsend in cases as difficult as this one was shaping up to be.


“No, that’s how they found them, side by side and pointing toward the road.”


“Tell the crime scene technicians to come and check the lining of the shoes when they’ve finished what they’re doing. Whoever arranged them like that will have had to touch the inside as well as the outside.”


Inspector Montes, who had stood silently staring at the ends of his Italian designer loafers until this point, looked up abruptly as if he had just awoken from a deep sleep.


“Salazar,” he acknowledged her in a murmur, then walked off toward the edge of the road without waiting for her. Amaia frowned in bewilderment and turned back to Jonan.


“What’s up with him?”


“I don’t know, chief, but we came in the same car from Pamplona and he didn’t open his mouth once. I think he might have had a drink or two.”


Amaia thought so too. Inspector Montes had slipped into a downward spiral since his divorce, and not just in terms of his recent penchant for Italian shoes and colorful ties. He had been particularly distracted during the last few weeks, cold and inscrutable, absorbed in his own little world, almost reluctant to engage with the people around him.


“Where’s the girl?”


“By the river. You have to go down that slope,” said Jonan, pointing toward it apologetically, as if it were somehow his fault that the body was down there.


As Amaia made her way down the incline, worn out of the rock by the river over the millennia, she could see the floodlights and police tape that marked the area where the officers were working in the distance. Judge Estébanez stood to one side, talking in a low voice with the court clerk and shooting sideways glances to where the body lay. Two photographers from the forensics team were moving around it, raining down flashes from every angle, and a technician from the Navarra Institute of Forensic Medicine was kneeling beside it, apparently taking the temperature of the liver.


Amaia was pleased to see that everyone present was respecting the entry point that the first officers on the scene had established. Even so, as always, it seemed to her that there were just too many people. It was almost absurd. It may have had something to do with her Catholic upbringing, but whenever she had to deal with a corpse, she always felt a pressing need for that sense of intimacy and devotion she experienced in a cemetery. It seemed as though this was violated by the distant and impersonal professional presence of the people moving around the body. It was the sole subject of a murderer’s work of art, but it lay there mute and silenced, its innate horror disregarded.


She went over slowly, observing the place someone had chosen for the death. A beach of rounded gray stones, no doubt carried there by the previous spring’s floods, had formed beside the river, a dry strip about nine meters wide that extended as far as she could see in the gloomy predawn light. A deep wood, which got denser farther in, grew right up to the other bank of the river, which was only about four meters wide. Amaia waited for a few seconds while the technician from the forensics team finished taking photographs of the corpse, then she went over to stand at the girl’s feet. As usual, she emptied her mind of all thoughts, looked at the body lying beside the river, and murmured a brief prayer. Only then did Amaia feel ready to look at the girl’s body as the work of a murderer. A pretty brown color in life, Ainhoa Elizasu’s eyes now stared into endless space, frozen in an expression of surprise. Her head was tilted back slightly, and it was just possible to make out part of the coarse string buried so deep in the flesh of her neck it had almost disappeared. Amaia leaned over the body to look at the ligature.


“It’s not even knotted. The killer just pulled it tight until the girl stopped breathing,” she said softly, almost to herself.


“It would take some strength to do that,” observed Jonan from behind her. “Do you think we’re looking for a man?”


“It seems likely, although the girl’s not that tall, only five foot one or so, and she’s very thin. It could have been a woman.”


Dr. San Martín, who’d been chatting with the judge and the court clerk accompanying her until this point, bade them a rather flowery farewell and came over to the body.


“Inspector Salazar, it’s always a pleasure to see you, even in such circumstances,” he said jovially.


“The pleasure’s all mine, Dr. San Martín. What do you make of this?”


The pathologist gave Jonan an appraising look, weighing his youth and likely knowledge, then took the notes offered to him by the technician and flicked through them quickly while leaning over the body. It was a look Amaia knew well. A few years earlier it was she who’d been the young deputy inspector in need of instruction in the mysteries of death, a pleasure that, as a distinguished professor, San Martín never let pass him by.


“Don’t be shy, Etxaide. Come closer and perhaps you’ll learn something.”


Dr. San Martín put on a pair of gloves he’d pulled out of a leather Gladstone bag and gently palpated the girl’s jaw, neck, and arms.


“What do you know about rigor mortis, Etxaide?”


Jonan sighed, then started to speak in a voice similar to the one he must have used when answering the teacher in his school days. “Rigor mortis is caused by a chemical change in the muscles. It is evident in the eyelids first and spreads through the chest, trunk, and extremities, achieving maximum stiffness after around twelve hours. The body starts relaxing again in reverse order about thirty-six hours later, when the muscles start to decompose due to the effects of lactic acid.”


“Not bad. What else?” the doctor encouraged him.


“It’s one of the principal indicators used to estimate the time of death.”


“And do you think you can make an estimation based solely on the degree of rigor mortis?”


“Well . . .” Jonan hesitated.


“No,” declared San Martín, “absolutely not. The degree of rigidity can vary according to the deceased’s muscle tone, the temperature of the room or, as in this case, the environment, since extreme temperatures may give the semblance of rigor mortis, for example if a cadaver’s been exposed to high temperatures, or when a body suffers a cadaveric spasm. Do you know what that is?”


“I think that’s the term for when the extremities tense at the moment of death in such a way that it would be difficult to relieve them of any item they might have been holding at that precise instant.”


“Correct, which is why forensic pathologists have to shoulder a great deal of responsibility. They shouldn’t establish the time of death without keeping all these factors in mind and, of course, you can’t forget hypostasis . . . you might know it as livor mortis. You must have seen those American TV series where the forensic pathologist kneels by the body and establishes the time of death in less than two minutes,” he said, raising an eyebrow theatrically. “Well, take it from me, that’s all lies. Analysis of the quantity of potassium present in the vitreous fluid represents a major step forward, but I’ll be able to establish the time of death with any certainty only once the autopsy has been carried out. Now, based purely on what’s in front of me, I can state: thirteen years of age, female. Taking into consideration the temperature of the liver, I would say she’s been dead around two hours. Rigor mortis hasn’t set in yet,” he confirmed, palpating the girl’s jaw again.


“That fits in more or less with the timing of her call home and her parents reporting her missing at the police station. Yes, two hours, if that.”


Amaia waited for him to stand up and then took his place kneeling next to the girl. She didn’t miss Jonan’s look of relief at being released from the forensic pathologist’s scrutiny. The girl’s eyes stared blankly into infinity, and her mouth was half open in what looked like surprise, or perhaps a final attempt to inhale, giving her face an air of childlike amazement like a little girl on her birthday. All her clothing seemed to have been slit cleanly down the middle from her neck to her thighs and was pulled open to either side, like a half-unwrapped gift. The gentle breeze coming off the river moved the girl’s bangs a little, and Amaia caught the scent of shampoo mixed with the more bitter aroma of tobacco. She wondered whether the girl had been a smoker.


“She smells of tobacco. Do you know whether she was carrying a bag?”


“Yes, she was. It hasn’t turned up yet, but I’ve got officers combing the area as far as a kilometer downstream,” said Inspector Montes, gesturing toward the river with his arm.


“Ask her friends where they were and who they were with.”


“I’ll do it first thing in the morning, chief,” said Jonan, tapping his watch. “Her friends will be thirteen-year-old girls, they’ll be asleep right now.”


Amaia observed the girl’s hands lying beside her body. They looked white and unblemished, and their palms were turned upward.


“Did you notice how her hands are positioned? They’ve been arranged like that.”


“I agree,” said Montes, who was still standing next to Jonan.


“Get them to photograph and preserve them as soon as possible. She may have tried to defend herself. Her nails and hands look fairly clean, but we might be in luck,” she said, addressing the officer from forensics. Dr. San Martín bent over the girl again, opposite Amaia.


“We’ll have to wait for the autopsy, but I’d suggest asphyxiation as the cause of death, and given the force with which the string’s cut into her skin, I’d say it was very quick. The cuts on the body are superficial and were only intended to slash her clothes. They were made with a very sharp object, a knife, a cutter, or a scalpel. I’ll confirm this for you later, but the girl was already dead by this point. There’s barely any blood—”


“And what about her pubic area?” interrupted Montes.


“I think the killer used the same blade to shave off her pubic hair.”


“Perhaps he wanted to take some away as a trophy, chief,” suggested Jonan.


“No, I don’t think so. Look at how it’s been scattered at the sides of the body,” observed Amaia, pointing out several small piles of fine hair. “It seems more likely he wanted to get rid of it to replace it with this.” She gestured to a small, sticky golden cake that had been placed on the girl’s hairless pubic mound.


“What a bastard. Why does someone do that sort of thing? As if it wasn’t enough to kill a young girl without putting that there. What on earth could he have been thinking to do something like this?” exclaimed Jonan in disgust.


“Well, kid, it’s your job to work out what that swine was thinking,” said Montes, going over to San Martín.


“Was she raped?”


“I don’t believe so, although I won’t know for certain until I examine her more thoroughly. The staging is decidedly sexual . . . cutting her clothes, leaving her chest exposed to the air, shaving her pubic area . . . and, of course, the cake . . . It looks like some kind of cupcake, or—”


“It’s a txantxigorri,” Amaia interrupted him. “It’s a local speciality made with a traditional recipe, although this one’s smaller than normal. It’s definitely a txantxigorri, though. Jonan, get them to bag it, and please,” said Amaia, addressing the group, “don’t mention this to anybody. It’s classified information, at least for now.”


They all nodded.


“We’re finished here. She’s all yours, San Martín. We’ll see you at the institute.”


Amaia got up and took one last look at the girl before climbing up the slope to her car.
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INSPECTOR MONTES had chosen an eye-catching, and doubtless very expensive, violet tie that morning, which stood out against his lilac shirt. The overall effect was elegant, but it did have an incongruous air of Miami Vice about it. The cops who joined them in the elevator must have thought the same thing, and Amaia didn’t miss the disapproving looks they exchanged as they got out. She glanced at Montes since it was likely he’d noticed too, but he just continued checking the messages on his cell phone, enveloped in a cloud of Armani aftershave and apparently unaware of the effect he was having.


The meeting room door was closed, but before Amaia could even touch the handle, it was opened from inside by a uniformed officer, as if he’d been stationed there expressly to await their arrival. He stepped aside, giving them a clear view of a light, spacious conference room and more people than Amaia was expecting. The commissioner was at the head of the table with two empty spaces to his right. He waved them forward and began the introductions as they moved into the room.


“Inspector Salazar, Inspector Montes, you already know Inspector Rodríguez from Forensics and Dr. San Martín. This is Deputy Inspector Aguirre from Narcotics, and Deputy Inspector Zabalza and Inspector Iriarte from the police station in Elizondo. They happened to be out of town when the body was found yesterday.”


Amaia nodded a greeting to those she knew and shook hands with the others.


“Salazar, Montes, I’ve called you here because I’ve got a suspicion Ainhoa Elizasu’s case is going to be trickier than expected,” said the commissioner, taking his seat and gesturing to them to do the same. “Inspector Iriarte contacted us this morning to share some information that could be important when we see how the case you’re working on develops.”


Inspector Iriarte leaned forward, putting his enormous aizkolari woodsman’s hands on the table.


“A month ago, on January fifth to be precise,” he said, consulting a small black leather-bound notebook that was almost hidden by his hands, “a shepherd from Elizondo was taking his sheep to drink at the river when he found the body of Carla Huarte, a seventeen-year-old girl. She disappeared on New Year’s Eve after going to the Cras Test nightclub in Elizondo with her boyfriend and a group of friends. She left with him at around four in the morning, and he returned alone about three-quarters of an hour later. He told a friend they’d gotten in a fight, and she’d become so angry she got out of the car and stormed off. The friend convinced him to go and look for her, and they went back an hour later but couldn’t find any trace of her. They say they weren’t too worried because there were a lot of courting couples and stoners around the area. Furthermore, the girl was very popular, so they assumed someone she knew had given her a ride. We found hair belonging to the girl and one of those silicon bra straps in the boyfriend’s car.”


Iriarte paused for breath and looked at Montes and Amaia before continuing.


“And here’s the bit that might interest you. Carla’s body turned up in an area about two kilometers from where Ainhoa Elizasu was found. She’d been strangled with packaging string and her clothes had been cut open from top to bottom.”


Amaia looked at Montes in alarm.


“I remember reading about this case in the papers. Had her pubic area been shaved?” she asked.


Iriarte looked at Deputy Inspector Zabalza, who replied, “The truth is, there wasn’t much of it left. Her whole pubic mound had been torn away by what looked like animal bites. The autopsy report mentions tooth marks from at least three different types of animals and hairs from a wild boar, a fox, and possibly a bear.”


“A bear? Are you serious?” exclaimed Amaia incredulously.


“We’re not one hundred percent sure. We sent molds of the tooth marks to the Institute for the Study of Pyrenean Plantigrades. Apparently, since bears walk on all fours with flat feet, they fall under their area of expertise. We haven’t heard back from them yet, but—”


“What about the little cake?”


“There wasn’t a little cake . . . well, maybe there was. That would explain the bites around the pubic area, since the animals would have been attracted by such a sweet, unfamiliar smell.”


“Were there bite marks elsewhere on the body?”


“No, although there were some hoof and paw prints.”


“What about pubic hair arranged around the body?” asked Amaia.


“We didn’t find that either, but you should keep in mind that Carla Huarte’s body was found submerged in the river from her ankles to her thighs and there had been torrential rain in the days following her disappearance. If there was anything, the rain would have washed it away.”


“Didn’t you remember this case when you examined the girl yesterday?” Amaia turned to the forensic scientist.


“Of course,” confirmed San Martín, “but it’s not that simple, they’re only similarities. Do you have any idea how many bodies I see in the space of a year? There are common elements in many cases that are entirely unconnected. Anyway, yes, I did think of this case, but I needed to consult my notes from the autopsy before saying anything. In Carla’s case, everything pointed to a sexual assault by her boyfriend. The girl had alcohol and all kinds of drugs in her system, several love bites on her neck, and a bite mark on her chest that matched the boyfriend’s dental imprint. We also found suspicious fragments of skin under her nails that matched a deep scratch on his neck.”


“Did you find traces of semen?”


“No.”


“What did the boy have to say for himself? And what’s his name, by the way?” asked Montes.


“He’s called Miguel Ángel de Andrés. He told me he’d been drinking and had also taken cocaine and ecstasy, and I’m inclined to believe him.” Aguirre smiled. “We arrested him on January sixth during the Reyes Magos Epiphany celebrations, and he was as high as a kite then too. He tested positive for four different drugs, including cocaine.”


“So where’s this little treasure now?” asked Amaia.


“He was refused bail and is on remand in the prison in Pamplona, awaiting trial for sexual assault and murder . . . He’s got previous drug-related convictions,” said Aguirre.


“I think this calls for a trip to the prison to question Miguel Ángel de Andrés again, don’t you? Perhaps he wasn’t lying when he said he didn’t kill the girl.”


“Could you give us a copy of Carla Huarte’s autopsy report, Dr. San Martín?” asked Montes.


“Of course.”


“What we’re most interested in are the photos taken at the scene.”


“I’ll get them to you ASAP.”


“And it’s probably worth inspecting the girl’s clothes again now that we know what to look for,” added Amaia.


“Inspector Iriarte and Deputy Inspector Zabalza are leading the investigation at the station in Elizondo,” intervened the commissioner. “That’s where you’re from originally, isn’t it, Inspector Salazar?”


Amaia nodded.


“They’ll give you all the help you need,” said the commissioner. He got to his feet, bringing the meeting to an end.
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THE BOY sitting opposite her was slightly hunched over as if he were carrying a heavy load on his shoulders, his hands were resting loosely on his knees, hundreds of tiny red capillaries showed through the skin of his face, and there were deep, dark circles under his eyes. Nothing like the photo Amaia remembered seeing in the papers a month earlier, in which he was posing defiantly next to his car. There was no trace of his former self-assurance or cockiness, and he looked visibly older. When Amaia and Jonan Etxaide entered the interview room, the boy was staring into space and had a hard time snapping out of it.


“Hello, Miguel Ángel.”


He didn’t answer. He sighed and looked at them in silence.


“I’m Inspector Salazar, and this”—she gestured to Jonan—“is Deputy Inspector Etxaide. We want to talk to you about Carla Huarte.”


He lifted his head and, as if overwhelmed by immense fatigue, muttered, “I have nothing to say. Everything I have to tell you is in my statement . . . There’s nothing to add, it’s the truth, there’s nothing to add, I didn’t kill her and that’s a fact, there’s nothing to add, leave me in peace and talk to my lawyer.”


He hung his head again and focused all his attention on his pale, dry hands.


“Right,” said Amaia with a sigh. “I can see that we haven’t got off to a good start. Let’s try again. I don’t think you killed Carla.”


Miguel Ángel looked up, surprised this time.


“I think she was alive when you left the mountain, and I think that someone else approached her later and killed her.”


“That’s . . .” Miguel Ángel stammered. “That’s what must have happened.” Fat tears poured down his face as he started to tremble. “Yes, that’s what must have happened, because I didn’t kill her. Please believe me, I didn’t kill her.”


“I believe you,” said Amaia, sliding a packet of tissues across the table toward him. “I believe you and I’m going to help you get out of here.”


The boy clasped his hands together, as if praying. “Please, please,” he muttered.


“But first you have to help me,” she said, almost sweetly. He dried his tears but was still sniveling as he nodded. “Tell me about Carla. What was she like?”


“Carla was great, she was an amazing girl, really pretty, really outgoing, she had a lot of friends . . .”


“How did you meet?”


“At school. I’d already left, and I work . . . until all this happened I worked with my brother, tarring roofs. I was good at it, and it was money in my pocket; it’s a shitty job but it pays well. She was still studying. She was repeating a year, though, and wanted to drop out, but her parents insisted and she gave in.”


“You said she had a lot of friends. Do you know whether she was seeing anyone else? Any other boys?”


“No, no, nothing like that,” he said, regaining some energy and frowning. “She was with me and no one else.”


“How can you be so sure?”


“I am. Ask her girlfriends, she was crazy about me.”


“Did you have sex?”


“Yes, and it was good,” he said, smiling.


“When Carla’s body was found, there were marks from your teeth on her chest.”


“I already explained this at the time. That’s how it was with Carla, she liked it like that and so did I. All right, we liked rough sex, so what? I never hit her or anything like that, they were just games.”


“You say that she was the one who liked hard-core sex. However, in your statement,” Jonan said, consulting his notes, “you said that she didn’t want to have sex that night, and that this made you angry. Something doesn’t add up here, wouldn’t you agree?”


“It was because of the drugs. One moment she was like a motorbike going full throttle and the next she was acting all paranoid and said she didn’t want to . . . Of course I got angry, but I didn’t force her and I didn’t kill her. It had happened to us before.”


“And when it happened before, did you make her get out of the car and leave her stranded on the mountainside?”


Miguel Ángel shot him a furious look and swallowed before answering.


“No, that was the first time, and I didn’t make her get out of the car. She was the one who ran away and didn’t want to get back in, even though I asked her to . . . Eventually I got fed up and left.”


“She scratched your neck,” said Amaia.


“I’ve already told you, she liked it that way; she’d leave my back in shreds sometimes. Our friends can tell you. They saw the bite marks on my shoulders in the summer when we were sunbathing, and they had a great laugh about it, calling her a she-wolf.”


“When was the last time you’d had sex before that night?”


“Um, probably the day before. Whenever we saw each other, we ended up fucking. As I said, she was crazy about me.”


Amaia sighed and got to her feet, signaling to the guard.


“Just one more thing. How did she like to keep her pubic area?”


“Her pubic area? You mean the hair around her pussy?”


“Yes, the hair around her pussy,” said Amaia without blinking. “How did she keep it?”


“She shaved it, she just left a tiny bit,” he said, barely hiding his smile.


“Why did she shave it?”


“I’ve already told you that we both liked that sort of thing. I loved it . . .”


As they made their way to the door, Miguel Ángel got to his feet.


“Inspector,” he said. The guard gestured at him to sit down.


Amaia turned toward the boy. “Tell me, why now and not before?”


The inspector looked at Jonan before replying, considering whether that cocky little shit deserved an explanation or not. She decided that he did.


“Because another girl has been found murdered, and the crime is a bit similar to what happened to Carla.”


“Well, there you go! Don’t you see? When will I get out of here?”


Amaia turned toward the exit before answering. “We’ll keep you posted.”
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AMAIA WAS looking out the window as the room started to fill up behind her. As she heard the scraping of chairs and the murmur of conversations she put her hands against the glass that was pearly with microscopic drops of breath. The cold left no doubt that it was still winter outside, and Pamplona looked damp and gray on that February evening as the light fled rapidly toward darkness. The gesture filled her with nostalgia for a summer that was so distant it seemed to belong to another world, a universe of light and warmth where dead girls would never be found abandoned on a river’s icy bank.


Jonan appeared at her side, offering her a cup of milky coffee. She thanked him with a smile and held it in both hands, hoping in vain that the warmth from the cup would transfer to her frozen fingers. She sat down and waited while Montes closed the door and the general murmur abated.


“Fermín?” said Amaia, inviting Inspector Montes to start things off.


“I’ve been to Elizondo to talk to the girls’ parents and the shepherd who found Carla Huarte’s body. Nothing from the parents. Carla’s say that they didn’t like their daughter’s friends, that they went out a lot and got drunk, and they are convinced her boyfriend did it. One important detail: they didn’t report her missing until the fourth of January, bearing in mind that the girl left the house on the thirty-first . . . Their explanation is that the girl turned eighteen on the first, and they thought she’d left home like she’d often threatened to do. It was only after they contacted her friends that they realized she hadn’t been seen for days.


“Ainhoa Elizasu’s parents are in complete shock and are here in Pamplona at the Institute of Forensic Medicine, waiting for the Institute to give them the body after the autopsy’s taken place. The girl was wonderful, and they don’t understand how someone could have done this to their daughter. The brother hasn’t been much help either; he blames himself for not having said anything sooner. And her friends from Elizondo say that they were at one of their houses first and then they wandered around town. Ainhoa suddenly realized what time it was and had to run; nobody went with her to the bus stop because it was very close to where they were. They don’t remember being approached by anyone suspicious, they didn’t argue with anyone, and Ainhoa didn’t have a boyfriend and she wasn’t messing around with anyone. The most interesting thing was talking to the shepherd, José Miguel Arakama, who’s a real character. He’s sticking to his initial statement, but the most important thing is something he remembered days later, a detail he didn’t think was important at the time because it didn’t seem to be at all related to the discovery of the body—”


“Are you going to tell us, then?” interrupted Amaia impatiently.


“He was telling me that a lot of whores hang around that area and leave it in a real mess, with cigarette butts, empty cans, used condoms, and even underpants and bras lying around, when he happened to mention that one day one of them left a pair of brand-new red party shoes there.”


“The description matches the ones that Carla Huarte was wearing on New Year’s Eve, and they weren’t found with the body,” pointed out Jonan.


“And that’s not all. He’s sure that it was New Year’s Day that he saw them. He was working that day and, although he didn’t take the sheep down to drink there, he saw the shoes clearly. In his own words, ‘It looked as if someone had left them like that deliberately, like when you go to bed or for a swim in the river,’ ” he said, reading from his notes.


“But didn’t they find Carla’s shoes when her body was discovered?” asked Amaia, looking at the report.


“Someone had taken them,” clarified Jonan.


“It seems that the killer left the shoes behind on purpose to mark the area, so it wouldn’t have been him,” said Montes, who considered this idea for a moment and then continued, “Other than that, we know both girls were students at the high school in Lekaroz and, even if they knew one another by sight, which is fairly likely, they weren’t close: different ages, different friends . . . Carla Huarte lived in the Antxaborda neighborhood. You must know it, Salazar”—Amaia nodded—“and Ainhoa lived in the neighboring town.”


Montes bent over his notes, and Amaia noticed his hair was covered in an oily substance.


“What have you put in your hair, Montes?”


“It’s brilliantine,” he said, running his hand over the back of his neck. “They put it on at the barber’s. Can we continue?”


“Of course.”


“Right, well, there’s not much more at the moment. What have you got?”


“We’ve been speaking to the boyfriend,” Amaia replied, “and he’s told us some very interesting things, like that his girlfriend liked rough sex with scratching and love bites and such. This has been confirmed by Carla’s girlfriends, with whom she liked to share her sex life in explicit detail, ‘explicit’ being the operative word here. That would explain the scratches and the love bite on her chest. He’s sticking to his earlier statements—the girl was really feeling the effects of the drugs she’d taken and she became paranoid. It’s in line with the toxicology report. He also told us that Carla Huarte normally shaved her pubic hair, which would explain why there was no trace of it at the scene.”


“Chief, we’ve got the photos of the crime scene where Carla Huarte was found.”


Jonan spread them out on the table, and everyone leaned in around Amaia to see them. Carla’s body had turned up in an area where the river tended to flood. Her red party dress and her underwear, which was also red, appeared to have been slashed from her chest down to her groin. The cord with which she’d been strangled wasn’t visible in the photo due to the swelling of her neck. Something semitransparent was hanging from one of her legs. Amaia initially thought it was skin but then identified it as the remains of Carla’s underpants.


“She’s quite well preserved given that she spent five days out in the open,” observed one of the technicians. “It must be due to the cold: it didn’t get above forty-three degrees during the day that week, and the temperature dropped below freezing for several nights.”


“Look at the position of her hands,” said Jonan. “They’re turned upward, like Ainhoa Elizasu’s.”


“ ‘For New Year’s Eve, Carla chose a short, red, strappy dress and a white jacket made of some kind of plush fabric, which hasn’t been found,’ ” read Amaia. “ ‘The murderer tore her clothing from the neckline to the hem, separating the underwear and the two parts of the dress so they lay to either side. An irregular-shaped piece of skin and flesh, about ten centimeters square, is missing from the pubic area.’ ”


“If the murderer left a txantxigorri on Carla’s pubic mound, it would explain why the vermin only bit her there.”


“And why didn’t they bite Ainhoa?” asked Montes.


“There wasn’t time,” replied Dr. San Martín as he entered the room. “Sorry I’m late, Inspector,” he said, taking a seat.


“And fuck the rest of us,” murmured Montes.


“Animals come down to drink at first light. Unlike the first girl, she was there for barely a couple of hours. I’ve brought the autopsy report and a lot of news. The two girls died exactly the same way, strangled with a cord that was pulled tight with extraordinary force. Neither of them defended herself. Both girls’ clothes were slashed with a very sharp object that produced superficial cuts on the skin of their chests and abdomens. Ainhoa’s pubic hair was shaved off, probably using the same sharp object, and sprinkled around the body. A small, sweet cake was left on her pubic mound.”


“A txantxigorri,” commented Amaia. “It’s a typical local delicacy,”


“No cake of any kind was found on Carla Huarte’s body. However, as you suggested, Inspector, following careful examination of her clothing, we have found traces of sugar and flour similar to those used in the cake found on Ainhoa Elizasu’s body.”


“It’s possible that the girl ate one for dessert and a few crumbs fell on her dress,” said Jonan.


“She didn’t eat any at home, at any rate. I checked,” said Montes.


“It’s not enough to link them,” said Amaia, tossing her pen onto the table.


“I think we’ve got what you need, Inspector,” said San Martín, exchanging a knowing look with his assistant.


“What are you waiting for, Dr. San Martín?” asked Amaia, getting to her feet.


“For me,” answered the commissioner, entering the room. “Please don’t bother getting up. Dr. San Martín, tell them what you told me.”


The pathologist’s assistant attached a comparative analysis graph with various colored lines and numerical scales to the whiteboard. San Martín stood up and spoke with the confidence of someone who is used to being believed without question.


“Our tests confirm that the cords used in the two crimes are identical, although this, in itself, is not conclusive. It’s packaging string, which is commonly used on farms, in construction, in the wholesale business . . . It’s made in Spain and sold in hardware stores and big DIY chain stores like Aki and Leroy Merlin.” He paused theatrically, smiled, and continued, looking first at the commissioner and then at Amaia. “What is conclusive is the fact that the two pieces came consecutively from the same ball,” he said, displaying two high-definition photographs of two pieces of string of the same size whose ends matched perfectly. Amaia sat down slowly without taking her eyes off the photos.


“We’ve got a serial killer,” she whispered.


A ripple of suppressed excitement spread around the room. The growing murmur ceased immediately when the commissioner began to speak.


“Inspector Salazar, you told me you’re from Elizondo, didn’t you?”


“Yes, sir, my family all lives there.”


“I think your knowledge of the area and certain aspects of the case, together with your training and experience, make you the ideal candidate to lead the investigation. Furthermore, your time in Quantico with the FBI could prove very useful to us right now. It seems we’ve got a serial killer on our hands, and you did in-depth work with the best in this field during your time there . . . methods, psychological profiling, background research . . . In any case, you’re in charge, and you’ll receive all the support you need, both here and in Elizondo.”


The commissioner raised his hand in a farewell gesture and left the room.


“Congratulations, chief,” said Jonan, grinning as he shook her hand.


“My felicitations, Inspector Salazar,” said San Martín.


Amaia didn’t miss Montes’s expression of disgust as he watched her in silence while the other officers came over to congratulate her. She did her best to escape the slaps on the back.


“We’ll leave for Elizondo first thing tomorrow. I want to attend Ainhoa Elizasu’s funeral. As you already know, I have family there, so I’ll definitely be staying. The rest of you,” she said, turning to the team, “can drive up each day for the duration of the investigation. It’s only fifty kilometers and the roads are good.”


Montes came over before leaving. “I’ve just got one question,” he said in a markedly scornful tone, “will I have to call you ‘chief’?”


“Don’t be ridiculous, Fermín, this is just temporary and . . .”


“Don’t bother, chief. I heard the commissioner, and you’ll have my full cooperation.” He gave her a mock military salute and stalked out.
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AMAIA WALKED slightly distractedly through the old town of Pamplona, making her way toward her house, an old restored building right in the middle of Calle Mercaderes. In the 1930s there had been an umbrella shop on the ground floor, and the old sign announcing Izaguirre umbrellas—Hold quality and prestige in your hands was still visible. James always said that the main reason he had chosen the house was for the space and light in the workshop, a perfect location to install his sculptor’s studio, but she knew that the thing that had prompted her husband to buy the house in the middle of the bull-running course was the same desire that had brought him to Pamplona in the first place. Like thousands of North Americans, he felt an enormous passion for the San Fermín festival, for Hemingway, and for this city, a passion that seemed almost childish to her and that he revived each year when the festival arrived. Much to Amaia’s relief, James didn’t take part in the bull running, but every day he would stroll along the eight hundred and fifty meters of the course from Santo Domingo, learning by heart each curve, each stumbling block, each paving stone all the way to the square. She loved the way he would smile each year as the festival drew near, the way he would dig his white clothes out of a trunk and set out to buy a new neckerchief, even though he seemed to have hundreds already.


James had been in Pamplona for a couple of years when Amaia met him. He was living in a pretty apartment in the city center at the time and renting a studio to work in very near the town hall. When they decided to get married, James took her to see the house on Calle Mercaderes, and she thought it was magnificent, although too big and too expensive. This wasn’t a problem for James, who was already starting to earn a certain prestige in the art world. Furthermore, he came from a wealthy family of state-of-the-art uniform manufacturers in the United States. They bought the house, James installed his studio in the old workshop, and they promised themselves to fill it with children as soon as Amaia became an inspector on the homicide team.


It was four years since she’d become an inspector, San Fermín came around each year, James became more famous in artistic circles, but the children didn’t arrive. Amaia lifted her hand to her stomach in a subconscious gesture of protection and longing. She quickened her pace until she overtook a group of Romanian immigrants who were arguing in the street and smiled when she saw the light glowing in James’s workshop between the slits in the shutters. She looked at her watch, it was almost half past ten and he was still working. She opened the front door, left her keys on the old table that acted as a sideboard, and went to the workshop, passing through what used to be the house’s entrance hall, which still retained its original floor of large round stones and a trapdoor that led to a blind passage where wine or oil had been stored in the old days.


James was washing a piece of gray marble in a sink full of soapy water. He smiled when he saw her. “Give me a minute to get this great toad out of the water and I’ll be with you.”


He arranged the stone on a rack, covered it with a piece of linen, and dried his hands on the white cook’s apron he normally wore when he was working.


“How are you, my love? Tired?”


He wrapped his arms around her, and she felt like there were butterflies in her stomach, as she always did when they embraced. She breathed in the scent of his chest through his sweater and waited a moment before replying.


“I’m not tired, but it’s been a strange day.”


He drew back enough to be able to see her face.


“Tell me about it.”


“Well, we’re still working on the case of the girl from my town. It turns out that her case is quite similar to another one from a month ago, also in Elizondo, and it’s been established that the cases are related.”


“Related in what way?”


“It looks like it’s the same killer.”


“Oh, God, that means there’s an animal out there who kills young girls.”


“They’re almost still children, James. The thing is, the commissioner has put me in charge of the investigation.”


“Congratulations, Inspector,” he said, kissing her.


“It hasn’t made everyone all that happy, Montes didn’t take it very well. I think he got quite angry.”


“Don’t worry about him, you know Fermín. He’s a good man but he’s going through a difficult time right now. He’ll get over it, he admires you.”


“I’m not sure . . .”


“But I am, he admires you. Believe me. Are you hungry?”


“Have you made something?”


“Of course. Chef Westford has prepared the house special.”


“I’m dying to taste it. What is it?” asked Amaia, smiling.


“What do you mean what is it? Beggars can’t be choosers! Spaghetti with mushrooms and a bottle of Chivite rosé.”


“You go and open it while I shower.”


She kissed her husband and headed for the shower. She closed her eyes and let the water run down her face for a while, then rested her hands and her forehead against the tiles, which were cold in contrast, and let the jet of water stream down her neck and shoulders. The day’s events had followed on from one another in quick succession, and she hadn’t yet had the chance to consider the consequences the case might have for her career or for her immediate future.


A gust of cold air surrounded her as James got into the shower. She stayed where she was, enjoying the warmth of the water, which seemed to carry any coherent thought down the drain with it. James stood behind her and kissed her shoulders very slowly. Amaia tilted her head sideways, offering him her neck in a gesture that always made her think of the old Dracula films, in which his naïve and virginal victims surrendering themselves to the vampire would uncover their necks as far as the shoulder and half close their eyes in the hope of superhuman pleasures. James kissed her neck, pressing his body against hers, and turned her as he searched for her mouth. Contact with James’s lips was enough, as always, to banish all other thoughts from her mind. She ran her hands sensuously over her husband’s body, delighting in the feel of him, in the smooth firmness of his flesh, and let him kiss her sweetly.


“I love you,” James groaned in her ear.


“I love you,” she murmured. And she smiled at the certainty that this was true, that she loved him more than anything, more than anyone, and at how happy it made her to have him between her legs, inside her, and to make love with him. When they finished, this same smile would last for hours, as if a moment with him was enough to exorcise all the world’s ills.


Deep down, Amaia thought that only he could really make her feel like a woman. In her daily professional life she let her feminine side take second place and concentrated solely on doing a good job, but outside work, her height and her slim, sinewy body, together with the rather sober clothes she usually chose, made her feel quite unfeminine when she was around other women, particularly the wives of James’s colleagues, who were shorter and more petite, with their small, smooth hands that had never touched a dead body. She didn’t normally wear jewelry except her wedding ring and small earrings that James told her were like a little girl’s; her hair in its practical ponytail and the minimal makeup she wore combined to give her a serious and rather masculine appearance, which he loved and she cultivated. In addition, Amaia knew that the firmness of her voice and the confidence with which she spoke and moved were enough to intimidate those bitches when they made malicious comments about her delayed motherhood—a subject she found upsetting.


They chatted while they ate and then went to bed right away. She envied James’s ability to disconnect from the day’s troubles and close his eyes as soon as his head hit the pillow. It always took her a long time to relax enough to sleep; sometimes she read for hours before she managed it, and she would wake up at even the smallest noise during the night. The year she was promoted to inspector, she used to become so tense and nervous during the day that she would fall exhaustedly into a deep, amnesiac sleep, only to wake up two or three hours later with her back paralyzed by a painful spasm that would prevent her from dropping off again. The tension had decreased with time, but she still wasn’t getting good-quality sleep.


She used to leave a small lamp on the landing switched on so that its slanting light would reach the bedroom and help her orient herself when she woke with a start from one of her frequent nightmares. Now she tried in vain to concentrate on the book she was holding. Eventually, exhausted and preoccupied, she let it slip to the floor. She didn’t turn out the light, though, but stared at the ceiling, planning the coming day. Attending the funeral and burial of Ainhoa Elizasu. With crimes like these, the killer often knew his victims, and it was probable that he lived near them and saw them every day. These murderers demonstrated a remarkable audacity. Their self-confidence and morbid tastes would often lead them to collaborate with the investigation, taking part in the search for the missing victims and attending vigils, funerals, and burials, in some cases offering public displays of their sympathy and distress. For the moment she couldn’t be sure of anything, not even the relatives had been ruled out as suspects. But as a starting point it wasn’t bad. It would be useful to get a feel for the situation, to observe reactions, to listen to comments and people’s opinions. And, of course, to see her sisters and her aunt . . . It hadn’t been long since she’d last seen them, only a month ago on Christmas Eve, and Flora and Ros had ended up arguing. She sighed deeply.


“If you don’t stop thinking out loud, you’ll never get to sleep,” said James drowsily.


“I’m sorry, darling, did I wake you up?”


“Don’t worry.” He smiled, sitting up beside her. “But do you want to tell me what’s going on in your head?”


“You already know I’m going up to Elizondo tomorrow . . . I’ve been thinking about staying for a few days. I think it would be better to be there, to speak to the families and friends and get more of a general impression. What do you think?”


“It must be pretty cold up there.”


“Yes, but I’m not talking about the weather.”


“I am, though. I know you, you can never sleep if you’ve got cold feet, and that would be terrible for the investigation.”


“James . . .”


“I could come with you to keep them warm for you if you want,” he said, raising an eyebrow.


“Would you seriously come with me?”


“Of course I would. I’m well ahead of schedule with my work and it would be nice to see your sisters and your aunt.”


“We’d stay at her house.”


“Great.”


“I’ll be really busy and I won’t have much free time, though.”


“I’ll play mus or poker with your aunt and her friends.”


“They’ll clean you out.”


“I’m very rich.”


They both laughed at this, and Amaia carried on talking about what they could do in Elizondo until she realized that James was asleep. She kissed him gently on the head and covered his shoulders with the duvet. When she got up to use the toilet, she noticed bloody marks on the paper as she wiped herself. She looked at herself in the mirror as the tears welled up in her eyes. With her long hair falling over her shoulders, she looked younger and more vulnerable, like the little girl she had once been.


“Not this time, either, darling, not this time either,” she whispered, knowing that there would be no consolation. She took a painkiller and, shivering, got back into bed.
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THE CEMETERY was full of neighbors who had taken time off work and even closed their shops in order to attend the burial. The rumor that Ainhoa might not be the first girl to die at the hands of this criminal was beginning to spread. During the funeral, which had taken place barely two hours earlier in the parish Church of Santiago, the priest had implied in his sermon that evil appeared to be stalking the valley, and during the prayer for the dead, around the open grave in the ground, the atmosphere was tense and ominous, as if an inescapable curse were hovering over the heads of those present. The silence was broken only by Ainhoa’s brother who, supported by his cousins, doubled over with a harsh, convulsive groan that came from deep inside him and reduced him to heartrending sobs. His parents, standing nearby, seemed not to hear him. Holding one another for support, they wept silently without taking their eyes off the coffin that contained their daughter’s body. Jonan recorded the entire service from his position leaning on top of an old vault. Standing behind the parents, Montes observed the group just opposite them, closest to the grave. Deputy Inspector Zabalza had stationed himself near the gate in an unmarked car and was taking photos of all the people who entered the cemetery, including those heading toward different graves and those who didn’t actually go in but stayed outside, talking in huddles or standing by the railings.


Amaia saw her Aunt Engrasi, who was holding Ros’s arm, and wondered where her slacker of a brother-in-law could be—almost certainly still in bed. Freddy had never made an effort in his life. His father had died when he was only five and he had grown up anesthetized by the fuss made over him by a hysterical mother and a multitude of aging aunts who had spoiled him rotten. He hadn’t even turned up for dinner last Christmas Eve. Ros hadn’t eaten a bite while she watched the door with an ashen face and dialed Freddy’s number time and again, only to be told it was unavailable. Although they had all tried to pretend it didn’t matter, Flora had been unable to resist the opportunity to say exactly what she thought of that loser, and they had ended up arguing. Ros had left halfway through dinner, and Flora and a resigned Víctor had followed suit as soon as dessert was over. Since then things between them had been even worse than normal. Amaia waited until everyone had offered the parents their condolences before approaching the grave, which the cemetery workers had just closed with a gray marble cover that did not yet feature Ainhoa’s name.


“Amaia.”


She saw Víctor coming over, making his way through the parishioners who were flooding out of the cemetery after Ainhoa’s parents. She had known Víctor since she was a young girl, when he had first started going out with Flora. Although it was now two years since they had separated, to Amaia Víctor was still her brother-in-law.


“Hello, Amaia, how are you?”


“Fine, given the circumstances.”


“Oh, of course,” he said, casting a troubled glance at the tomb. “Even so, I’m very happy to see you.”


“Likewise. Did you come by yourself?”


“No, with your sister.”


“I didn’t see you.”


“We saw you . . .”


“Where is Flora?”


“You know her . . . she’s already gone, but don’t take it the wrong way.”


Aunt Engrasi and Ros were coming up the gravel path. Víctor exchanged a friendly greeting with them and left the cemetery, turning to wave when he reached the gate.


“I don’t know how he puts up with her,” remarked Ros.


“He doesn’t anymore. Have you forgotten that they’ve separated?” said Amaia.


“What do you mean he doesn’t anymore? She’s like a dog in the manger. She neither eats nor lets others eat.”


“That does describe Flora rather well,” agreed Aunt Engrasi.


“I’ve got to go and see her. I’ll let you know how it goes later.”


[image: Images]


Founded in 1865, Mantecadas Salazar was one of the oldest confectionary and patisserie companies in Navarra. Six generations of Salazars had run it, although it had been Flora, taking over from their parents, who had known how to make the necessary decisions to keep such a company going in the current market. The original sign engraved on the marble façade had been retained, but the wide wooden shutters had been replaced by huge frosted windows that prevented people seeing in. Making her way around the building, Amaia arrived at the door to the warehouse, which was always open when there was work under way. She gave it a rap with her knuckles. As she went in, she saw a group of workers chatting while they made up boxes of pastries. She recognized some of them, greeted them, and made her way to Flora’s office, breathing in the sweet smell of sugared flour and melted butter that had been a part of her for so many years, as integral to her sense of identity as her DNA. Her parents had been the forerunners of the process of change, but Flora had steered it to completion with a steady hand. Amaia saw that she had replaced all the ovens except the wood-fired one and that the old marble counters on which her father had kneaded dough were now made of stainless steel. Some of the dispensers had been upgraded, and the different areas were separated by sparklingly clean windows. If it hadn’t been for the powerful aroma of syrup, it would have reminded her more of an operating room than a pastry workshop. In contrast, Flora’s office was a big surprise. The oak desk that dominated one corner was the only piece of furniture that looked at all businesslike. A large rustic kitchen with a fireplace and a wooden worktop acted as the reception area; a floral sofa and a modern espresso machine completed the ensemble, which was really very welcoming.


Flora was making coffee and arranging the cups and saucers as if she was receiving guests.


“I’ve been waiting for you,” she said without turning around when she heard the door.


“This must be the only place you wait. You almost ran out of the cemetery.”


“That’s because I, Amaia, don’t have time to waste. I have to work.”


“So do the rest of us, Flora.”


“No, not like the rest of you, sister dear, some more than others. I’m sure that Ros, or rather Rosaura, as she now wants to be called, has time to spare.”


“I don’t know what makes you say that,” said Amaia, somewhere between surprised and upset by her older sister’s dismissive tone.


“Well, I say it because our darling sister’s got problems with that loser Freddy again. She’s been spending hours on the phone recently trying to find out where he is, that is, when she’s not wandering around with puffy red eyes from crying over that shit. I tried to tell her, but she just wouldn’t listen . . . Until one day, two weeks ago, she stopped coming to work under the pretext of being ill, and I can tell you exactly what was wrong with her. She was in a temper with a capital t thanks to that PlayStation champion. He’s no good for anything except spending the money Ros earns, playing his stupid computer games, and getting off his head on dope. To get back to the point, a week ago Queen Rosaura deigned to turn up here and hand in her resignation. What do you think of that?! She says she can no longer work with me, and she wants her final paycheck.”


Amaia looked at her in silence.


“That’s what your darling sister did. Instead of getting rid of that loser, she comes to me and asks for her final paycheck. Her final paycheck,” she repeated indignantly. “She ought to reimburse me for having to put up with all her shit and her complaints, her martyr’s face. She looks like she’s got the weight of the world on her shoulders, but she’s the one who chose to carry it in the first place. And do you know what I think? So much the better. I’ve got twenty other employees, and I don’t have to hear sob stories from any of them. Let’s see if she gets away with half of what she has here in her next job.”


“Flora, you’re her sister . . .” murmured Amaia, sipping her coffee.


“Yes, and in exchange for that honor I have to put up with all her ups and downs.”


“No, Flora, but one would hope that as her sister you might be a bit more understanding.”


“Do you think I haven’t been understanding?” Flora asked, raising her head as she took offense.


“Perhaps a little patience wouldn’t have done any harm.”


“Well, that’s the final straw.” She huffed as she tidied the items on her desk.


Amaia tried again. “When she hadn’t been to work for three weeks, did you go to see her? Did you ask her what was wrong?”


“No, no I didn’t. What about you? Did you go and ask her what was wrong?”


“I didn’t know anything was wrong, Flora, otherwise you can be sure I would have gone to see her. But answer me.”


“No, I didn’t ask her because I already knew what the answer would be: that that shit has made her into a complete mess. Why ask when we all know the answer?”


“We also knew the reason when it was you who was suffering, but both Ros and I stood by you.”


“And now you can see that I didn’t need you. I dealt with it how you should deal with these things, by cutting my losses.”


“Not everyone is as strong as you are, Flora.”


“Well, you ought to be. The women of this family always have been,” she said, tearing a piece of paper loudly and tossing it at the wastepaper basket.


The resentment in Flora’s words made it clear she saw her sisters as weaklings, handicapped, and half-baked, and looked down on them with an unsympathetic mixture of contempt and disdain.


While Flora washed the coffee cups, Amaia looked at some blown-up photos that were sticking out of an envelope on the table. They showed her older sister dressed as a pastry chef and smiling as she kneaded some sticky dough.


“Are these for your new book?”


“Yes.” Her tone softened slightly. “They’re the ideas for the front cover. They only sent them to me today.”


“I understand the last one was a success.”


“Yes, it worked out quite well, so the publishers want to continue along the same lines. You know, basic pastries that any housewife can make.”


“Don’t downplay it, Flora. Almost all my friends in Pamplona have a copy and they love it.”


“If someone had told Amatxi that I’d become famous for teaching people how to make madeleines and doughnuts, she wouldn’t have believed it.”


“Times have changed . . . home baking’s become exotic and trendy.”


It was easy to see that Flora felt comfortable with the praise and the taste of her success. She smiled, looking at her sister as if trying to decide whether or not to share a secret with her.


“Don’t tell anyone, but they’ve suggested I do a baking program for TV.”


“Oh my God, Flora! That’s amazing, congratulations.”


“I haven’t signed anything yet, but they’ve sent the contract to my lawyer so that he can go over it, and as soon as he gives me the go-ahead . . . I only hope all this fuss about the murders doesn’t affect it. It’s been a month since that girl was killed by her boyfriend, and now there’s that other girl.”


“I don’t know quite how they would affect you and your work. The crimes have nothing at all to do with you.”


“No, not in terms of doing my work, but I think my image and that of Mantecadas Salazar are inextricably linked with that of Elizondo, and you have to admit that a thing like this affects the town’s image, tourism, and sales.”


“Well, what a surprise, Flora. Here you are making much of your great humanity as usual. Don’t forget we’ve got two murdered girls and two destroyed families. I don’t think it’s quite the right moment to think about how this might affect tourism.”


“Someone has to think of it,” Flora declared.


“That’s what I’m here for, to catch the person or people who’ve done this and help Elizondo return to peace.”


Flora stared at her skeptically. “If you’re the best the Policía Foral can send us, God help us.”


Unlike Rosaura, Amaia wasn’t affected in the slightest by Flora’s attempts to upset her.


She supposed that in the three years spent surrounded by men at the police academy, and the fact that she was the first woman to reach the rank of inspector in the Homicide Division, she’d experienced enough jokes and teasing along the way to leave her with a steely inner strength and cast-iron composure. She would almost have found Flora’s spiteful comments funny if not for the fact that she was her sister, and Amaia was saddened to be reminded of how callous Flora was. Every gesture, every word that came out of her mouth was designed to wound and cause as much damage as possible. Amaia noticed the way Flora pursed her mouth slightly in a grimace of annoyance when she responded calmly to her provocations and the mocking tone her big sister used, as if she was talking to a stubborn, ill-mannered child. She was just about to answer when her phone rang.


“We’ve got the photos and the video from the cemetery, chief,” said Jonan. Amaia looked at her watch.


“Great. I’ll come now. I’ll be there in about ten minutes. Gather everyone.” She hung up and smiled at Flora. “I have to go. As you can see, in spite of my ineptitude, duty calls me too.”


Flora looked as if she were about to say something, but in the end she thought better of it and remained silent.


“Why the long face?” Amaia smiled. “Don’t be sad, I’ll be back tomorrow. I want to ask you about something and have another of your delicious coffees.”


As she was leaving the workshop, she almost collided with her brother-in-law, who was on his way in with an enormous bunch of red roses.


“Thank you, Víctor, but you shouldn’t have gone to such trouble,” exclaimed Amaia with a smile.


“Hello, Amaia, they’re for Flora. It’s our wedding anniversary today, twenty-two years,” he said, smiling back at her. Amaia remained silent. Flora and Víctor had been separated for two years now, and although they hadn’t divorced, Flora had stayed in their shared home and he had moved into the magnificent traditional farmhouse on the farm his family owned on the outskirts of town.


Víctor noticed her discomfort. “I know what you’re thinking, but Flora and I are still married, on my part because I still love her and on her part because she says she doesn’t believe in divorce. I don’t mind what the reason is, but I’ve still got a chance, don’t you think?”


Amaia put her hand over his hand that was holding the bunch of flowers.


“Of course you have, Víctor. Good luck.”


He smiled. “When it comes to your sister, I always need luck.”
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LIKE THE police stations in Pamplona and Tudela, the new Policía Foral station in Elizondo was of a modern design, in contrast to the typical architecture of the town and the rest of the valley. It was a truly unique building, characterized by its walls of whitish stone and huge, thick plate-glass windows spread over two rectangular stories, the second of which overhung the first, forming a kind of inverted staircase effect and giving it a certain resemblance to an aircraft carrier. A couple of patrol cars parked under the overhang, the surveillance cameras and the mirrored glass all underlined the building’s purpose. During Amaia’s brief visit to the Elizondo commissioner’s office, he had reiterated the expressions of support and assurances of collaboration that he had given her the day before, along with the promise to provide every assistance she might need. The high-definition photographs didn’t reveal anything they might have missed at the cemetery.


The funeral had been well attended, as they usually were in such circumstances. Entire families, plenty of people Ainhoa had known since her childhood, among whom Amaia recognized a few of her own classmates and old friends from school. All the staff and the head teacher were there, as well as a few local councillors and Ainhoa’s friends and classmates, forming a chorus of tearful girls with their arms around one another. And that was all—no delinquents, no pedophiles, nobody with an outstanding arrest warrant, no solitary man wrapped in a black raincoat, wolfishly licking his lips as the sun glinted off his canines. She tossed the mountain of photos onto the table with a look of disgust, thinking how often this job could be so frustrating and disheartening.


“Carla Huarte’s parents didn’t attend the funeral or the burial, and they weren’t at the reception at Ainhoa’s home afterward,” remarked Montes.


“Is that strange?” asked Iriarte.


“Well, it’s unexpected. The families knew each other, if only by sight, and keeping in mind that and the circumstances of the girls’ deaths . . .”


“Perhaps it was to avoid fueling any gossip. Let’s not forget that they’ve believed Miguel Ángel to be their daughter’s killer all this time . . . It must be hard to accept that we don’t have the killer and, furthermore, that he’s going to be released from prison.”


“You could be right,” admitted Iriarte.


“Jonan, what can you tell me about Ainhoa’s family?” asked Amaia.


“After the funeral, almost all the mourners went back to their home. The parents were very upset but quite calm, supporting one another. They held hands the whole time and didn’t let go even for an instant. It was hardest for the boy; it was painful to see him, sitting on a chair all by himself, looking at the floor, receiving everyone’s condolences without his parents even deigning to look at him. It was a shame.”


“They blame the boy. Do we know whether he was really at home that night? Could he have gone to pick his sister up?” inquired Zabalza.


“He was at home. Two of his friends were with him the whole time, it looks like they had to do a project for school and then they got absorbed in playing on the PlayStation. One other boy joined them later, a neighbor who dropped in for a game. I’ve also spoken to Ainhoa’s friends. They didn’t stop crying or talking on their cell phones the entire time, a really bizarre combination. They all said the same thing. They spent the evening together in the square and wandering around town, and then they went to a bar on the ground floor of the building where one of them lives. They had a bit to drink, although not very much according to them. Some of them smoke, although Ainhoa didn’t. Even so, it would explain why her skin and clothes smelled of tobacco. There was a little gang of boys drinking beer with them, but they all stayed where they were after Ainhoa left. It looks like she was the one with the earliest curfew.”


“And much good it did her,” commented Montes.


“Some parents think that making their daughters come home earlier keeps them safe from danger, when the most important thing is that they don’t come home alone. By making them come home before the rest of the group, they’re the ones putting them at risk.”


“It’s difficult being a parent,” murmured Iriarte.

OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Il
LG
GUARDIAN

Dolores Redondo

Translated from the Spanish by Isabelle Kaufeler

A Novel

ATRIABOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi









OEBPS/images/common.jpg










OEBPS/xhtml/cont.html


CONTENTS



Epigraph



Chapter 1



Chapter 2



Chapter 3



Chapter 4



Chapter 5



Chapter 6



Chapter 7



Chapter 8



Chapter 9



Chapter 10



Chapter 11



Chapter 12



Chapter 13



Chapter 14



Chapter 15



Chapter 16



Chapter 17



Chapter 18



Chapter 19



Chapter 20



Chapter 21



Chapter 22



Chapter 23



Chapter 24



Chapter 25



Chapter 26



Chapter 27



Chapter 28



Chapter 29



Chapter 30



Chapter 31



Chapter 32



Chapter 33



Chapter 34



Chapter 35



Chapter 36



Chapter 37



Chapter 38



Chapter 39



Chapter 40



Chapter 41



Chapter 42



Chapter 43



Glossary



Acknowledgments



About Dolores Redondo





OEBPS/images/9781501102158.jpg
“Myth and reality blend and blur in this sophisticated and razor-sharp thriller. A gritty,
fascinating, and compelling story” —Steve Berry, New York Times bestselling author












