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For judgment is without mercy to him who has shown no mercy.
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Chapter 1: Brian Stone
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HAD MY CLIENT not tried to kill me that damp April morning, I may have never met Johnathan Thomas Woods. As it was, court had been recessed early, my client quickly subdued by deputies who whisked him back to his cell while I adjusted my tie and pretended to not be shaken by the incident. And because I’m not used to bicycles parked on my walkway—and was a bit distracted after having been jumped by a pen-wielding maniac—I nearly died for the second time in as many hours when I tripped over a pedal jutting into my path. Thankfully, the force of my face slamming into pavement was enough to stop my fall.

I have a tendency toward sarcasm when I’m angry.

Such was my mood when I stomped into the lobby of my downtown law office, blood dripping down my cheek and a torn flap of wool—expensive wool—flapping about my knee.

“Who the hell left—”

“Shush!”

The hissed order coming from my office manager was enough to stop me mid-sentence. Lena Reynolds is by no means a soft-spoken woman; nevertheless, her tone surprised me. Given my appearance, I’d expected a bit of sympathy.

“What—”

“Hush,” she said again, more softly this time, tilting her head toward the seating area opposite her desk. “Watch your language; you’ll scare him off. He’s a bit skittish, almost left a couple of times, but then sat back down.”

I grabbed a handful of Kleenex from the box on her desk, pressing them to my cheek as I followed her gaze. “Skittish? Lena, from what I can see he’s a kid, not a horse, although the way he’s slumped in that chair makes it hard to tell. What’s he doing here? I don’t have an appointment, and even if I did, he’d need a parent or guardian here. Is this whose goddamned bike—”

“Brian!” This time her voice was loud enough to penetrate through whatever noise the kid had been listening to through his earbuds. He looked up, a scowl on his face, his eyes hidden in the shadow of a dark blue ball cap with the words Going Fishing centered in white over the bill. Shaggy hair curled out from under the cap. Brown, maybe. Maybe blond. It was hard to tell, wet as it was.    

“What does he want?” I whispered, leaning close to Lena.

“Says he needs an attorney, is all I know.” She reached up and gave me a little push in the small of my back. “You’re an attorney. Go see what he wants.”

“We really need to work on your people skills,” I said, tossing the Kleenex into the garbage can beside her desk and tentatively touching my cheekbone. It didn’t seem to be broken, and the bleeding had stopped.

“Me?” she asked, brows raised. “I’m not the one storming in here cursing out a child. I’ll go pick up another suit for you while you take care of the kid.”

“You’re going to leave me alone with him?”

“You’re a big boy. I’m sure you can handle it.” She retrieved her purse from a drawer before pushing past me and shoving the door open with a hip, hiking boots splashing in puddles as she strode into the drizzly morning.

I looked back at the kid. If I’d had to guess, I’d have said he was around thirteen, maybe fourteen. I’m terrible with kids’ ages, but he was old enough to have lost the softness younger kids have, yet young enough to still look vulnerable despite the scowl. Maybe even because of the scowl. He wore ripped jeans and a dark gray hoodie, damp about the shoulders, the wires to his earbuds snaking out of his zipped-up collar. On his feet he wore scuffed brown duck boots, not unlike a pair I’d had when I was about his age. They’d been a hot item back then; I didn’t know if the same was true now, or if he’d found an old pair in a thrift store somewhere. Judging by the look of them, I’d have guessed the latter. They were also wet, I could see, and an old memory rose out of nowhere: another cold, wet Memphis morning much like this one, and me huddled alone in a doorway.

Refusing to speculate on the memory, I instead walked over to the boy, hand extended. “Brian Stone. Lena says you need an attorney.”

He stood to greet me, offering me his own cold, wet hand to shake. “Yeah, I do,” he said, his eyes darting to my face, then back down. “I’m John. Johnathan Thomas Woods, but I go by John.” Another quick look at me. “But you don’t look like I thought you would. You know, like the billboard you have beside the interstate.” 

I’d paid a fortune for that ridiculous billboard, a decision I’d instantly regretted when I first saw the finished eyesore casting a shadow over the I-240 loop around Memphis. “Yeah,” I said. “Well, it’s been a rough morning. Which reminds me. Is that your bike outside?”

He nodded, stuffing his fingertips into the front pockets of jeans sitting dangerously low on skinny hips.

“You’d better bring it inside,” I said. “Otherwise, it’ll likely not be there when you go back for it.”

He took a tentative step toward the door before turning to me. “Where should I put it?”

I hesitated, the thought of a dirty, wet bike—particularly that dirty, wet bike—leaning against a wall in my office enough to make me grimace. “Better bring it to my office,” I said. “Go ahead. I’ll wait for you.” This day just kept getting worse. “Can I get you something to drink? Water? A Coke? Lena keeps us pretty well stocked in the lounge.”

“Do you have coffee?” he asked, pausing at the door. 

“Aren’t you a little young for coffee?”

He made a sound, something between a laugh and a snort. “I’m a little young for a lot of things,” he said, “but that doesn’t keep them from happening.”

He hurried to get his bike, and I walked to the lounge to make us some coffee. 
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Chapter 2: Lena Reynolds
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IT WAS ABOUT a twenty-minute trip to Brian’s place, a rustic old cabin set on nearly two dozen acres just south of President’s Island. He’d bought it right about the time he was saving my ass from frying in the electric chair.

That’s right. A couple of years ago, I was one of his clients. My older sister Rebecca and I hired Brian when I was charged with the brutal murders of my parents and another sister. I didn’t make it easy for him; I’ll grant you that. I didn’t exactly have a lot of trust for what I’d always known as the system, and Brian was about as system as you could get with his designer suits and manicured nails. Or at least that was what I thought in the beginning. Over the months we’d spent together huddled over a carved-up wooden table at the jail, I’d come to know a very different Brian and adjusted my attitude accordingly. He’s a good guy, one of the best.

As you can see, I’m not rotting on death row. As to whether I should be ... well, that’s a matter of opinion. I can’t say for certain I didn’t murder my family, since I was stoned out of my mind at that time. But Brian believed me to be innocent, and he’s damn near convinced me of the same. 

Not only did he save my life, he took me in, moved me right into his little cabin—no, not like that; get your mind out of the gutter. Like a friend. Like a ... well, like the sort of sibling I always wanted but never had. As for Rebecca, my one surviving sister, I haven’t seen her since the trial. She disappeared without even saying goodbye as soon as the verdict was read. 

Brian, though, he’s been there with me through everything, even gave me a job. Created it for me, really, calling me his office manager although I don’t know a thing about computers or typing or much of anything else office related. But that’s Brian for you; he looks like a prig, but he’s forever looking out for strays.

Speaking of strays, if that boy I left in his office wasn’t a stray, I didn’t know who was. Jittery as hell, that one, propping his muddy feet on our leather chairs—Brian would have a fit when he saw the evidence—squirming and sighing and rolling his eyes as if waiting for Brian were a colossal waste of his time. He didn’t have an appointment, just showed up out of the blue saying he needed an attorney. I’d told him Brian was in court and I had no way of knowing when he’d be back, but he sat his scrawny ass down anyway, determined to wait.

I was surprised to see Brian coming through the door that early, even more surprised at the state he was in. He’s usually what I think of as a pretty boy, although he’s a few years older than I am. Tall, well built, curly silver hair, impeccably dressed. That’s not how he looked when he stormed into the office, however. Dripping wet with torn pants, mud down his front, blood on his face, and a plum-colored bruise already spreading over his cheek, he looked more like the men I used to know lurking down in the river bottoms. With the kid there, I hadn’t wanted to ask what happened, but I was sure he’d tell me all about it later. In the meantime, I’d grab a clean suit, pack a first aid kit for him, maybe pick up some pulled pork for lunch. He’d like that.

I turned into the long gravel driveway that led to Brian’s cabin, taking care to navigate the ruts and puddles. It was a beautiful piece of land butted right up against Mallard Lake. Brian had bought an old, beat up canoe and loved to unwind by spending long weekend mornings fishing for bluegill, crappie, even catfish, although I’ve always hated catfish. “Bottom-dwelling trash eaters,” my father called them, which may have been the only thing he and I had ever agreed on.

Sometimes I went with Brian; other times, I took long walks by myself. It wasn’t unusual to surprise a deer or a rabbit along one of the trails or to occasionally spot a snake—usually just a rat snake, but once while I was walking close to the lake a fat, black water moccasin fell from a tree directly in my path. I screamed so loud Brian heard me from the front porch, scaring me even more than the snake had when he came charging through the brush holding a nine-millimeter handgun cocked and ready.

“Jesus, Lena,” he’d said, bending over, hands on knees to catch his breath. “Don’t do that. Don’t scream unless you’re in danger, okay? You scared me half to death.”

“I am in danger,” I replied. “At least I was. Where did it go? Oh, God ...”

He straightened and reached for my hand. “I’m sure you scared him off,” he said. “Now please, come back with me. It’s getting late. You have to be careful, Lena.” 

Brian believed my life was in danger. After all, someone had murdered most of my family. Since he believed me to be innocent, that meant somewhere out there was a murderer, possibly with his—or her—sights set on me. The fact I’d been at the crime scene but was too stoned to remember what happened only added to the danger. 

Most days, I was able to successfully tamp down any fears lurking in the back of my mind. Most days. But something about the rain, the gloom, the chill in the air, spooked me. Brian’s land was beautiful, but it was also isolated. That’s one of the things we both loved about it. Still, as I parked the car and made my way up the flagstone walk, taking care not to slip, I shivered—and not entirely from the wind. By the time I’d made it up the steps and had my key in the lock, I was more than half convinced someone was watching me, hiding in the stand of pecan trees, maybe, or possibly behind the giant maple across the way. 

I gathered Brian’s things quickly, locking the door on my way out and literally running to the car. I threw the suit and bag into the back seat before jumping in the front, slamming and locking the door behind me. By the time I’d maneuvered my way back out to the main road, I’d nearly shaken the feeling of being watched. 

Nearly, but not quite.
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Chapter 3: Brian  
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BY THE TIME the boy—John—had retrieved his bike and propped it against the wall inside my office, the coffee was ready. 

“Lots of sugar,” John had said when I asked him how he took it. 

“A man after my own heart,” I said, handing him a steaming cup, which he immediately wrapped his hands around, hunching over and pulling it close to his chest. “Are you cold? I can’t help but notice you’re soaked.”

He shrugged. “A little, but I’ll be okay.”

I moved around the desk and sat, observing him a moment before asking, “You like to fish?”

“What?”

“Your hat.”

He looked puzzled for a moment. “Oh. I don’t know. I’ve never been.”

“You should go sometime. I enjoy it quite a bit.”

He didn’t respond to that, so I decided to forgo pleasantries and dive right in. “You said you need an attorney. Why would that be?”

“I’m in trouble.”

Well, naturally. People don’t normally visit defense attorneys unless trouble is somehow involved. I nodded and gestured for him to continue. “Go on.”

“I think I’m about to be arrested for killing my foster mom.”

Whoa. Here I’d thought maybe he’d been caught shoplifting or jaywalking or ... hell, I don’t know. I certainly wasn’t expecting what he’d said. 

“Okay, stop right there. That’s serious stuff you’re talking about. You know, John, we need a parent or guardian here for this conversation.”

“I don’t have parents.”

I’d suspected as much. “They’re not involved at all?”

He shook his head. “Parental rights have been terminated,” he said in a voice I assumed was meant to mimic a family court judge. “I’m in an emergency placement right now, because ... well, like I said, my foster mom was murdered.”

“Who’s your caseworker?”

“Do I have to tell you?”

“If you want my help, you have to tell me.”

“Well, fuck,” he said, letting his head drop back against the chair.

“Bright minds can think of better words,” I said, surprising myself with the cliché, irritated with myself for using it. It sounded depressingly prim, not like my mother would have sounded—she could have no doubt taught John a thing or two about vulgar language—but instead like one of the many stiffly coiffed caseworkers who’d rotated through my own life in my younger years. 

John made that sound again, the snort-laugh sound he’d made earlier. “Dude, I’ve got bigger things to worry about than language.”

“Why don’t you give me the name of your caseworker, and I’ll make a phone call—”

“Fuck that shit,” he said, standing and setting his coffee down on my desk hard enough to slosh it out the sides of the Styrofoam cup. “I know how that works. You call her so you can cover your ass and feel like you’ve done something. She’ll add it to her notes, and the next time they have one of their meetings or staffings or court hearings or whatever the hell they have, she’ll run it by the treatment”—he gave the word air quotes—“team and they’ll spend two hours talking about which specialist I should see next, and meanwhile, no one helps me and nothing changes. Like I said, fuck that shit.”

For the first time, his eye contact was steady. And his eyes were gray, I noticed. No, not gray, but a light, almost ethereal silver. Another disconnected memory: laughing, stumbling, dangerously drunk. 

Where the hell had that come from?  

“Wait,” I said, stretching out a hand to stop him. He flinched, and I quickly withdrew. “I want to help you,” I said, “but you’re a minor. I can’t help you without permission from your caseworker. Surely you know that.”

“Ah, God.” He took off the ball cap and scrubbed a hand through his hair—blond, after all—before shoving the cap back on, yanking it low over his forehead. “Her name is Kathy Stein, but she doesn’t know,” he said, dropping heavily back into his seat with his hands over his face, seemingly deflated. “I mean, I don’t think she knows I’m going to be arrested. Or maybe she does. Probably she does—she always knows everything—but she hasn’t said anything to me about it.”

“I can’t help you unless she’s here. We’ll call her together.”

I watched his chest rise and fall with a deep breath. “Okay, but ...” 

“What?”

“Could we maybe call her later, like say three-thirty? Because I’m supposed to be in school right now and if she finds out ...” He let his hands drop to his lap. 

“Today is your lucky day. I was supposed to be in court, but since my client tried to kill me, I’m here for the rest of the day. Head on to school and come back at three-thirty. Then we’ll give her a call.”

“Someone tried to kill you? Really?”

“With an ink pen.”

“Dude, that’s cool.”

“You and I clearly have different ideas of what constitutes cool.”

He smiled for the first time, looking simultaneously younger and older. “Oh, I almost forgot. I can pay you. I have a job helping some old guy with his yard. How much do you charge, anyway?” He shifted to one side, pulling a worn-looking wallet from his back pocket. “I’ve got two hundred I was saving for a PlayStation. Is that enough?”

“Keep your money,” I said, oddly touched. “Let your caseworker and me worry about that. And for God’s sake, keep that somewhere safe. You don’t need to be wandering around downtown with that kind of money in your pocket.”

“That’s what Heather says, too,” he said, struggling to stuff the wallet back into his sagging back pocket.

“Who’s Heather?”

“My friend. At least, she has been. Right now, she’s acting like a retard.” 

I winced at the offensive word. “You know, that’s not the best word—”

“I’m telling you I’m about to go to jail for murder, and all you’re worried about is my language? Dude, seriously?”

Fair enough. I’d let it go for now, but if we were going to be spending any amount of time together, he was going to need to expand his vocabulary. 

“Hey, is there somewhere ...” He glanced around the office. “I mean, since I’m supposed to be in school, I don’t really have anywhere ...”

“School would be somewhere.”

“I don’t want to get into all that right now, okay?” 

“So you want to just hang out here instead.”

“Forget it, man.” He stood again. “I’ll be back at three-thirty.”

“Hold on; sit down. I’m sure we can arrange something.” He sat, balanced on the edge of his seat. “As far as I’m concerned, you can stay. But you’ll have to tell your caseworker you skipped school to come see me. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to be honest about it.”

“Okay. Whatever. I just really need a place to crash. I don’t think she’ll get too upset with me if you’re here when I tell her.”

“Let me make a quick phone call.”

He jumped up again, clearly alarmed. “You mean right now? I have to tell her now? I thought you meant when we call this afternoon. No way I’m telling her now, man. She’ll make me go to class. I hate school—”

Did the kid ever manage to sit through an entire conversation? His constant jumping up and down was enough to make me dizzy. “Relax. You’ll talk with her later. I need to talk with her now. How else are we going to set up an appointment?”

“What if she comes here to drag me to school?”

“You saw the billboard. I looked charming, right?”

He blew through his lips, making a raspberry sound. The kid was a veritable library of oral noises. “More like sleazy.”

Ouch. “It got you here, didn’t it? Whatever works to get the job done.”

“You think she’ll let me stay?”

“I’m betting on it.” I hoped I sounded convincing. “You can wait in the lounge. It’s right across the hall. Help yourself to more coffee; the sugar is in the cabinet above the coffee maker. I’ll be with you in a minute.” He left, and I made a mental note to check the utensil drawer later, then pulled out my cell and selected Lena’s number.

“What’s up, boss?”

“How close are you to the office?”

“Ten minutes, maybe twelve. Longer now that I’ve had to pull over to answer my phone. Why do you ask?”

“Can you make a detour?”

“I’m planning to pick us up some lunch, if that’s what you need.”

“Add another order to whatever you pick up. And could you swing by a store? Get a sweatshirt, some sweatpants? Maybe some socks? I’ll pay you back.”

“Let me guess. For the kid?”

“He’s soaked, Lena. And cold.”

“I know. I’ll take care of it. I’m guessing we’ll have the pleasure of his company for the afternoon?”

“It’s looking that way.”

“This should be interesting.”

“Indubitably.” 

“What are we about to get into, Brian?”

What, indeed? I ended my call with Lena and looked up the number for Mrs. Kathy Stein of the Department of Human Services. Summoning every ounce of boyish charm I could muster after the morning I’d had—thank God she couldn’t see me, with dried blood on my face and a torn pant leg flapping about my knee—I set about talking Mrs. Stein into letting John stay at my office until the three of us could meet later in the afternoon. 
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Chapter 4: Johnathan Thomas Woods
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(But I go by John.)

I WASN’T SURE what to think about the dude. I mean, on the one hand, he let me stay in his office instead of making me go to school, which was cool. And his secretary or whoever she was brought me lunch and some clothes I’d never wear again. White tube socks? Seriously? But it was still nice of them, and I guessed they were both too old to know what people my age wear these days.  

He was kind of a smartass, too. Don’t get me wrong—I’m a smartass, so I didn’t mind that. I liked it. That was another point on the plus side. 

But he was obsessed with my language. “Bright minds can think of better words.” For real? I was going to prison for murder, dude. Who gave a flying fuck about my language? What, I might offend the psychopath in the cell next door? I didn’t know what that was about, but it was annoying as hell. Oh, excuse me. As heck. I wouldn’t want to offend anyone.

If we were going to be spending any amount of time together, he was going to need to chill out about my vocabulary. That was definitely a point for the minus side. 

He wasn’t charging me, though, so that was a plus. I’d been saving up for a PlayStation for like half my life; every time I almost had enough money, someone stole it. Heather thought it was stupid for me to want the PS4, since I could have bought a PS2 for under a hundred, but what she didn’t understand was that for once in my life I wanted something new. Everything I owned was used, from my shoes to the stupid Going Fishing hat Mr. Stone asked me about. I was more of a beanie kind of guy, like maybe one from Neff, or even one from American Eagle, but that’s not what Faith brought home from the local Goodwill, and as she said at the time, beggars can’t be choosers, which was why instead of looking like a kid with some kind of style, I got asked if I liked to fish. I was a beggar. 

On the minus side, he looked like what Jimmy Turner, a kid from my last school, would have called a soy boy. Kind of soft. Then again, Jimmy Turner called me a soy boy, and Jimmy Turner was an asshole. Besides, Mr. Stone was almost stabbed to death in court but managed to get away with just a cut on his cheek and a skinned knee. That was pretty badass, if you asked me. I only wish I could have seen the fight. 

The main thing was, it seemed like he believed me. He took me seriously, or at least he acted like he did, and when you’re a kid with more caseworkers than friends, that’s pretty dope. And I did tell him the truth, mostly, when I could. 

I rolled over and turned on the lamp beside my bed. One good thing about my emergency placement was that I had my own room. The people were okay, too. Kind of old. Quiet. They didn’t say much, but that was okay with me. When I first got there, the foster mother told me the room they gave me used to be her son’s room, but he was grown now and living somewhere in California with a wife and kids of his own. She looked a little sad when she said it, which made me feel bad for her in a way, so I had to remind myself that wasn’t my problem. She probably thought taking in foster kids would help make up for her own kid being gone, but I couldn’t get caught up in that kind of drama. I couldn’t replace someone’s kid, and I’d be shipped off to some other home before long, anyway.

Or to prison.

I sat up and pulled the envelope out of my back pocket, being careful not to tear it. It was the only thing my mother had given me when she dropped me off at the local office of the Department of Human Services. Just a regular old white envelope, one of the longer ones like people use to mail bills in, it was frayed all around the edges and along the creases; fuzzy little bits of lint fell off whenever I unfolded it, which I hardly ever did. I didn’t unfold it then, either, because I didn’t need to. I probably didn’t even need to keep it anymore, since I’d finally used what was in it, but I kept it anyway because it was all I had left of my mom.  

I knew people thought she hadn’t loved me. Most of the time, I thought that, too. Hell, she said it to me often enough. God, you’re the worst thing that ever happened to me. She was right about that, so I couldn’t really be too upset about it, could I? If it hadn’t been for me, she’d have finished her degree and gotten the job she’d always wanted. She’d be an accountant somewhere on Wall Street instead of cleaning houses for rich people. She’d live in a penthouse suite and own a Mercedes instead of living in a fifth-wheel behind some crackhead’s mobile home in Frazier and taking the city bus to work down in Germantown. 

She’d had to give up all her dreams when she ended up pregnant and alone, and I can see why that would make a person angry. I can see how it would make a person hate everybody, even that person’s own kid. Even if that kid was me. But then I’d look at that envelope and know she hadn’t really hated me. Not quite, anyway. She’d felt something for me, something besides hate. Not love, maybe, but something. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have given it to me. Right?

That envelope was one of the things I hadn’t been totally honest with Mr. Stone about, but I couldn’t see how that mattered. It never had before.  
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Chapter 5: Brian
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“BILL, THIS IS Brian. Brian Stone.” I switched the phone to my left ear and reached for the dossier I’d begun compiling on Mr. Johnathan Thomas Woods. 

“What can I do for you, Brian? Is something wrong with Lena?”

“No, Lena’s fine. Doing really well, in fact. She makes a hell of an office manager. Aside from, you know, not knowing how to type. Or file. Or ... manage.”

On the other end of the line, Bill Frazier chuckled. “I doubt she got much practice typing down in those river bottoms. She makes a mean cup of coffee, though. Used to, anyway, back when she came and spent time with us. We let her work kitchen duty since she wasn’t high risk. Couldn’t cook worth a damn, but the coffee made up for it.”

“She makes coffee? She’s lived with me for over two years—hard to believe, isn’t it?—and I had no idea. She’s hidden that skill from me.”

“Well, good for her,” said Bill. “You’re a grown man. Make your own damn coffee. Now, what can I do for you?” 

“I hear you’re retiring soon.”

“You hear right. Did you get your invitation? They’re giving me a little retirement party up this way.”

“I did, and I’ll be there with bells on.”

“Leave off the bells,” he said, “or the invitation’s off. I’ve seen enough craziness during my career to last a lifetime. What is it about you and those damn bells, anyway?”

We laughed, as we always did, enjoying the familiarity of an old joke. 

“What are your plans for retirement?” I asked, the question friendly but my intention not entirely innocent.

“Oh, fishing, hunting. The usual. Why do you ask? And don’t tell me you’re just being polite. Get to it, Brian, before I die of old age.”

“Have you ever thought about doing investigative work?”

“What the hell do you think I’ve been doing the past forty years?”

“I mean freelance. On your own.” 

Bill exhaled loudly. “Oh, a time or two. What cop doesn’t? But I’m getting a little long in the tooth for something like that now.”

“What if I told you I have a fourteen-year-old boy who’s being investigated for the murder of his foster mother, and I believe he’s innocent?”

Another exhale. “Well, damn, Brian.”

“Just think about it, okay?”

“Hell, no, I’m not going to think about it. I’m going to think about sitting out in my skiff with a fishing pole, which is what a man my age ought to be thinking about.”

“Parental rights terminated six years ago. No other family. Came in my office today soaked from rain and freezing cold. Pulled out two hundred dollars he’d earned from mowing yards and said he’d pay me to represent him.”

“Neighbor of mine caught a catfish must have weighed forty pounds the other day,” said Bill. “Invited us over for a fish fry. Best damned hushpuppies I ever tasted.”

“I know you’re a couple of counties away, but you may have heard about it on the news,” I said. “I’d forgotten about it, but talking with his caseworker today, began to remember. Body of a middle-aged woman found rolled up in a tarp in a dumpster off Lamar Avenue back in January. Word at the time was that her throat was slit first, and then she was hogtied with a belt.”

Silence. Then, “I might remember that. Security cameras at the dumpster were out of order. Busted lenses and full of spider nests. And they think the kid did it, huh?”

“Bill, this kid isn’t a buck twenty soaking wet. No way he could have done all that. Hell, he can’t even drive.”

Bill grunted. “Plenty of ways around that. Wouldn’t have to be too big to sneak up on someone from behind. And it wouldn’t be too difficult to hogtie a dead woman. Makes you wonder why, though, doesn’t it? Why tie up someone who’s already dead?”

“I bet you’ll find out.”

“Why are you so convinced he’s innocent, Brian?”

“He was willing to give me his PlayStation money to defend him.” It was more than that, of course, but not something I could explain to Bill.

“Well, that’s a sure sign, if ever I’ve seen one.” I could almost see
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