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If it be now, ’tis not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now; if it be not now, yet it will come: the readiness is all.

Shakespeare, Hamlet


    1

The night was cool, dark and moonless, with a slight breeze that lifted her long brown hair. He watched the girl walk slowly across the college parking lot to her little red Miata convertible. His night-vision binoculars picked up every detail. Even though it was late—well past midnight—and the lot was deserted and filled with shadows, her sneakered feet seemed to drag, as though she were too tired even to care about possible danger.

He loved it.… He loved the breathtaking innocence of her as she walked unsuspectingly toward him.

He knew all about her. He had watched her for weeks, planning for this night. He knew where she lived, in the off-campus apartment shared with a couple of other students. He knew the layout of that apartment. He had inspected the chaos of her littered room, had stretched out on her bed, smelling the faint odor of her ripe young body on the tangled sheets. To keep that memory, that signal that triggered the excitement that would culminate tonight, he had snatched a pair of her panties from the pile of laundry on the floor, holding them to his face in an agony of trembling passion that had him on the brink.

Controlling himself, saving the savage pleasure and the pain for later, he had glanced distastefully around the littered student digs: at the brimming ashtrays, the empty Coke cans, the discarded pizza boxes and the clutter of CDs, candles and grungy clothing that covered every surface. He had wondered, disgustedly, how she could live like that. Thrusting the cotton panties into his pocket, he had walked calmly back through the French window, across the patio into the alley, and away.

He knew what time the girl’s classes were, that she was pre-med and a class valedictorian at her high school in Baltimore. He knew her name, that she wore Calvin Klein underwear and Gap T-shirts and red Converse hightops. He knew where she bought her coffee and blueberry-muffin-to-go each morning, where she hung out in the evening, and what time she went to bed.

He also knew that she had no steady boyfriend, that she dated rarely, and that she was immersed in studying for the end-of-semester finals. And that was why she was dragging her feet as she walked across the parking lot toward him. She was exhausted.

He was wearing his “uniform”: a fine quality black turtleneck sweater of the type worn by skiers; a black ski mask that covered his head and face leaving slits for his eyes; black sweatpants and black sneakers. Crouched low in the back of her Miata, his heartbeat went into overdrive as she stepped closer and the adrenaline surge hit him.

His eyes were riveted to the binoculars as she stepped closer. He could see every detail. The way her breasts moved under her white shirt. The way the black leggings outlined her thighs and clung to her crotch. The look of fatigue on her pretty face as she took a final drag on the Marlboro, then flung it to the ground.

The lit butt glowed red and he frowned with anger at her irresponsibility and untidiness. He saw her glance warily at his gunmetal-gray Volvo station wagon, polished to a dull gleam, parked next to the Miata. From the fleeting expression on her face, he saw her dismiss it as the essence of suburban respectability, the safe automobile of a Boston family man or woman.

Clutching her book bag to her chest, she fiddled with her keys, stuck them into the lock and opened the door. He stopped breathing and crouched even lower. Would she check in the back? If she did, he was ready.

She flung the heavy book bag onto the passenger seat with a groan of relief, then put the key in the ignition and fumbled for another cigarette.

He prided himself that she never knew what hit her. The swift expert chop to the carotid artery temporarily cut off the blood to her brain. The pack of Marlboros slipped from her hand as she slumped forward, unconscious, smacking her forehead on the steering wheel.

He pulled her back by her long brown hair, scowling as he saw the already purpling bruise. He liked his girls pristine, unmarked. He slid from the back of the Miata, silently cursing its smallness. He opened her door and hefted her from the driver’s seat. For a few seconds he just held her, reveling at her helplessness in his arms, marveling at the feather-lightness of her, at her softness, at the mingled feminine odors of her perfume and lipstick. Then he bundled her onto the floor of the Volvo, quickly taped her mouth, then her wrists and covered her with a dark plaid rug.

The cigarette butt was still glowing faintly in the night. He walked across, stamped it out, then picked it up and flung it in the nearby trash can.

Slamming the rear door, he climbed into the driver’s seat and locked the car doors. He pulled off the black ski mask, knotted a discreet paisley silk scarf over his black turtleneck and shrugged on an expensive but comfortably well-worn tweed jacket. Running his hands quickly through his hair, he glanced once more over his shoulder as he started the car and made for the exit. All was quiet. Heaving a pleased sigh, he pushed the CD play button, filling the car with a delicate Bach cantata as he swung left out of the exit.

The drive was quite long—over an hour—but pleasant. He followed the music’s complicated geometric patterns expertly in his head, nodding to the rhythms, smiling as he thought of his girl “sleeping” in the back, waiting for him. Pulling the Calvin panties from his pocket, he held them to his face, breathing in the scent of her, titillating himself with the promise of pleasures to come.

He drove through Gloucester, then Rockport, a little further north up the coast, slowing as he passed through the deserted main street of a small town. A half mile farther on, he turned the car down a lane leading to the beach and parked in the lee of a small wooden jetty.

He glanced quickly at the three or four small boats, listening to the smooth surge of the ocean on the shore and the slap-slap of the waves against the hulls. Only the stars and a faint phosphorescence hovering over the ocean gave a glimmer of light.

He took off his jacket and the scarf, climbed out of the car and opened the rear passenger door. He glanced at the illuminated dial of his watch. It was two thirty.

She was lying exactly as he had left her, eyes closed, her pretty face pale under her long fling of dark hair. Such soft hair, he thought, running its shining strands through his fingers. Such beautiful, hateful long hair.

He dragged her roughly from the car and hefted her in his arms again. He put his hand to her face, ran a finger across her smooth young skin. She moaned and her eyelids fluttered. Suddenly she was looking at him.

Her eyes were blue, but the dilated pupils had turned them almost black and she was having trouble focusing. Cursing himself for not putting on the ski mask, he hastily covered her face with the rug and hauled her down onto the beach.

He set her down by the flaking wooden jetty and chopped her neck again with his hand. Her head sagged; she was unconscious. He untaped her hands and then hit her, again and again, beating her in a fury of punches, her head, her face, her breasts. He paused in his work, his breath coming quickly. Then with trembling fingers he unfastened the buttons of her shirt.

He sat back on his heels, staring at her. Her breasts were small, two perfect pink-nippled spheres splotched with ugly red and blue welts where he had beaten her. With an anguished cry he flung himself on her, biting and sucking her breasts with manic ferocity.

After a while he sat up. He took out a small, immaculately clean knife, unsheathed it, and put the plastic cover back in his pocket. He ran the blade across his finger with a satisfied sigh. Then he jerked her head up and began systematically to hack off her long brown hair. It took him about three or four minutes and he enjoyed every second of it. Sometimes he thought this was the best part. He looked at her, lying half naked with her raggedly shorn head, helpless before him, and he laughed. It was a sound of pure pleasure.

He dragged off her black leggings, hurriedly now—he could hardly wait, the urge was building inside him. He pulled down her panties, identical to the pair he had stolen from her room, and stared at the tangled dark bush of hair, quivering as he anticipated how she would feel. He wore nothing under his own black sweatpants, and he was on top of her in a minute, thrusting himself into her, cursing the tightness of her, glorying in the scent of her: hating her.

He thrust himself into her again and again. It was almost too much to bear; the sheer quivering scream of it was inside him as he halted for a split second.

The thin knife was ready in his hand. He turned her hands palm up, then with swift efficiency he slit first her right wrist, and then her left. The rich blood gushed forth, pulsing with his terrifying climax.

He sat back, still shuddering. There was no other sensation in the world to equal it. This perfect moment of power.

His head jerked around as he heard a noise. Someone was on the beach. He could see the glint of a flashlight, hear men’s voices. He leaped from her.

The fisherman walking along the beach swung his flashlight upward at the sound. For a split second the man’s face was caught in its beam, staring fixedly like a deer caught in headlights.

Then he turned and ran. He flung open the car door, tossing the bloody knife onto the floor as he turned on the ignition. With the lights off, he swung the car around and gunned it down the lane.

“Funny thing, Frank, that guy just speeding outta here,” Jess Douglas said to his friend.

“Like a bat outta hell,” Frank Mitchell marveled. “Must’ve been some heavy pettin’ goin’ on tonight.”

Their guffaws echoed over the slur of the waves as they hefted their fishing tackle, heading for the jetty and their boat.

The beam of Jesse’s flashlight shortened as it struck the girl’s spread-eagled, naked body, illuminating, like a black and white horror movie, the dark patches on the sand around her hands and the blood still leaking from her wrists.

“Dear God,” Frank said shakily. “Oh, my dear lord, will you just look at that.”

Jess dropped his fishing tackle and put his fingers to her neck, felt the flutter of her pulse. “She’s still alive,” he muttered. “The bastard slit her wrists. Give me your bandanna, Frank—quick, quick.”

Frank ripped the red-spotted cotton scarf from his neck and handed it to him.

“Thank the lord for Eagle Scouts,” Jess muttered, fashioning a clumsy tourniquet on her left wrist, instructing Frank to bear down on the pressure point on the girl’s vein—for all he was worth.

“Jesus God,” he said, wiping the sweat of fear and horror from his brow. “No wonder the bastard was outta here like that. He just about killed her. We gotta get help, Frank. You hold on to that girl’s arm for dear life while I run to the pay phone down the beach.”

“What if he comes back?” Frank peered uneasily into the blackness.

“You scared?” Jess demanded, clambering to his feet.

“You bet your goddamn I am,” Frank muttered.

“Me too.” Jess was already lumbering away down the beach. “Get the bastard good if he comes back, Frank. Remember, it’ll be you or him. Just keep your finger on that pressure point is all I ask.

“Until help comes.”
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The dog, a large silver and white malamute with astonishingly pale blue eyes, slithered from under the bed. It sat alert, ears pricked, tongue lolling, staring intently at the flickering green digital display on the clock radio: 4:57—4:58—4:59—5:00.

Its paw shot out, zapping the snooze button on the first ring.

Boston Homicide Detective Harry Jordan rolled over onto his back, eyes still tightly shut. The dog watched him, waiting expectantly for his next move. When nothing happened, it leaped onto the bed. It lay down with its head on Harry’s chest, its eyes fixed on his face.

Ten minutes later the alarm went off again. This time the dog let it ring.

Harry’s dark gray eyes snapped open and stared straight into the malamute’s pale blue ones.

The dog’s tail wagged slowly, but it did not move its head from his chest.

Harry groaned. In his dreams the eyes he had been gazing into did not belong to a malamute. “Okay, I’m up,” he said, ruffling the dog’s thick neck fur.

Swinging his legs from the bed, he stood up and stretched luxuriously. Then he padded across the polished-wood floorboards to the window to inspect the pewter dawn.

Harry Jordan looked great naked. He was forty years old, six foot two and a lean one hundred and eighty pounds of solid muscle, despite a steady diet of junk food at Ruby’s diner, around the corner from the precinct. He had unruly dark hair, level gray eyes, and usually a day-old stubble.

His colleagues called him the Prof because of his Harvard law degree, but they were more impressed by his football record at Michigan State, where his record-breaking 105-yard touchdown was still spoken of with awe. What they didn’t know, because he had kept it to himself, and besides he no longer found it important, was that Harry had inherited a great deal of money.

His grandfather had left him a trust fund that he finally came into at the age of thirty, plus the beautiful old brownstone in Boston’s Beacon Hill. Harry thought he might have enjoyed the money more when he was twenty instead of thirty-five, but he guessed his grandfather was right and if he’d gotten his hands on it earlier, it would be gone by now, spent on fast cars, fast women and finding himself. As it was, he had had to “find himself” the hard way.

He had never forgotten the words of his father when he almost flunked out that first year of law school.

“Why the hell don’t you get your brains back from your prick and put them to use,” he’d snapped angrily. “Zip up your pants, Harry. Give me back the keys to the Porsche. Get your ass into that seat in the lecture room, and get yourself to work.”

In the end Harry had straightened out. He’d graduated from law school and gone to work for the family firm, until he could stomach it no longer. Then he’d quit and become a rookie in the Boston Police Department.

When asked why, he gave the same answer both to his father and to the recruiting officer: “Lawyers don’t deal in justice anymore. They just deal in legal conundrums, getting guilty men freed on technicalities and pocketing huge fees. At least this way I’ll have the satisfaction of catching the criminals.”

And he did. Harry was a good cop. He had worked his way up from the patrol car via the rescue services, the fraud squad, the drug and vice squads, to senior detective. He had been married once, when he was twenty-eight and she was twenty, but she hadn’t liked the change from attorney’s wife to cop’s wife. He had been devastated when she left him. He had held her in his arms and kissed her, but it was too late. For her, the feeling had gone.

He converted the Beacon Hill house into apartments and rented out the three top floors. His own apartment was on the garden floor, and when he moved in, he’d bought himself a pup. The malamute. He looked like a wolf and was the closest to a wild creature he could get. He called him Squeeze and the dog went everywhere with him.

Harry paced through the hallway and opened the back door leading into a good-sized walled yard. With a joyful growl the dog shot past him. Squeeze stood for a moment or two sniffing the fresh morning air, then began his usual perambulation around the lavishly untidy pollen-laden garden.

Harry sneezed loudly as he padded to the bathroom. “Got to get that grass taken care of,” he promised himself as he did every morning. His only problem was time, or rather the lack of it. Still, he liked his garden, and he liked his bathroom too.

It was huge, square and old-fashioned, with the original black-and-white-tiled floor, a fireplace with a cast-iron grate, a mahogany-paneled tub big enough for a giant, and a Victorian water closet with a blue-flowered bowl and a pull chain. The old marble washstand was big enough for a man to splash around in and it made up for the lack of counter space to put his stuff. He liked it that way.

From the bathroom he walked back through the hall. A Nautilus machine stood incongruously next to the ebony grand piano in what had once been the elegant drawing room of a rich nineteenth-century Boston lady. The Nautilus was his next chore, but first he needed a cup of coffee.

There was nothing old-fashioned about Harry’s kitchen—it was all black granite and brushed steel, but these days he never seemed to find the time to cook or entertain. The coffee machine was the only piece of kitchen equipment that ever got a workout. Now it gurgled and coughed, and the red digital timer blinked, announcing it was brewed. Harry thought impatiently that his life was ruled by digital timers; even his watch had one.

He filled a plain white mug with coffee, spooned in two sugars and was on his way to the Nautilus when the phone rang.

His eyebrows lifted resignedly as he answered it. At 5:10 A.M. it could only mean trouble.

“What happened, Prof? Squeeze miss the alarm button this morning?”

Harry took a sip of the hot coffee. It was Carlo Rossetti, his partner on the force and his buddy. “He didn’t go for the extra five minutes. I guess he just wanted up and out.”

“Sorry to call so early, but I knew you’d want to know right away. There’s been another one, a young woman raped and stabbed. Only this one didn’t die. At least not yet. She’s in Mass General. It’s pretty much touch and go.”

Harry glanced quickly at the digital watch that had irritated him only a few moments ago. “I’ll meet you there. Tell the chief we’re on our way. Is she conscious? Has she said anything yet?”

“Not that I know of. I just got here myself. The night shift was having a slow one when the call came in at about three A.M. A couple of fishermen found her on the beach near Rockport. The emergency rescue squad helicoptered her down from there. The duty officer was McMahan. He and Gavel are over there now, but this is our baby, Harry. I knew you’d want in on it.”

Harry remembered the brutally mutilated young bodies of the two previous victims. “I’ll be there in ten,” he said grimly.

There was no time for a shower or even to brush his teeth. He flung cold water on his face, rinsed his mouth with Listerine, threw on jeans, a denim shirt and an old black leather bomber jacket, and whistled for the dog. In three minutes flat he was out the door.

Harry still hadn’t gotten over his passion for fast cars. The souped-up 1969 E-type Jaguar in British racing green was parked in his usual spot across the road. The dog hunkered down on the beautiful tan coach-hide-leather backseat, and a minute later they were speeding out of Louisburg Square to the hospital.
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Massachusetts General was a massive limestone block set back from a busy avenue. Traffic rattled around it, and the morning air vibrated with the perpetual wail of sirens from ambulances and emergency rescue-squad fire engines and the clatter of rotor blades as helicopters landed and took off from the roof.

Harry swung into a parking spot in the reserved zone. He left the back windows open a crack for the dog, hurled himself through the doors of Emergency and collided with a white-coated doctor.

“My, my, you’re in a hurry this morning, detective,” the doctor said mildly, adjusting his horn-rimmed eyeglasses.

Still running, Harry threw an apologetic glance over his shoulder. “Sorry, doc. Oh, hi—it’s you, Dr. Blake. Excuse me, I’m in a hell of a rush.”

The doctor shook his head, smiling. “Never saw you when you weren’t,” he called. “Anything I can do to help?”

Harry waved his hand dismissively as he sped round the corner. “Not your department, doc. At least, not yet.” His face grew grim as he thought of the implications of what he had just said. Dr. Blake was head of pathology at the hospital and a medical examiner for the Boston PD.

The Nursing Sister at the desk knew Harry too. “First floor, trauma ward, last on the right,” she said, when he paused in front of her. “They’ve given her fifteen pints of blood. She’s comatose and critical. And no, I don’t know if she’s going to make it.”

Harry’s bleak eyes met hers. “Jesus,” he whispered.

The sister crossed herself quickly. “Believe me, she needs Him.”

Skirting the crowd waiting for the elevator, Harry took the stairs two at a time. He paused at the top. He took a deep breath and ran his hands through his uncombed hair. He closed his eyes for a moment, steadying himself.

The smell of hospital corridors still got to him. The only time he had ever been an inmate was when he was five years old and had had his tonsils and adenoids removed. They had fed him a steady diet of ice cream for a week. He couldn’t remember being traumatized by it, but the childhood fears still stuck.

He swung through the fire door and it whooshed silently shut behind him.

Rossetti was leaning up against the wall, arms folded, one leg crossed lazily over the other. His glossy black hair was slicked flat, his white shirt was immaculate and his black trousers had a fresh crease in them. He was filing his nails and whistling “Nessun dorma” through his perfect teeth. He looked like the early version of John Travolta ready for a night on the town instead of a Boston homicide detective on duty at 5:25 A.M.

Despite the tough circumstances, Harry grinned. Carlo Rossetti was thirty-two years old, long jawed, dark-eyed, and a serious ladies’ man. He had probably come direct from the previous evening’s rendezvous but he looked as though he had stepped straight from his good Italian mama’s house: clean, well-fed, and ready for action.

“She’s not gonna make it,” Rossetti said flatly.

Harry looked startled. “How d’you know?”

“I’ve seen her. Seen that look before, that otherworldly thing.” He shrugged. “Take a look for yourself.”

A uniformed cop stood guard outside the door. He saluted and said good morning, standing aside to let Harry in.

Harry took in the scene at a glance: the nurse hovering over the machinery, the monitors flickering in the corner, and the young woman lying motionless on the narrow bed with IVs pumping fluid into her arms. Her bandaged wrists were propped stiffly out in front of her on top of the sheet. And her young face was pale as death beneath the halo of shorn hair.

The nurse glanced at him. “She’s in shock. Maybe she’ll come out of it,” she said softly.

Harry wanted to believe her and not Rossetti. “Any chance she might wake up and be able to talk to us?”

“If she does wake up, the last thing she’ll want to do is talk to you.”

“We need her. She’s our only hope of catching the killer. She might have seen his face. Maybe she even knows him.”

The nurse sighed. She had heard of the mutiliation of the other young victims. “He didn’t cut off the nipples this time.”

Harry stared at the young woman with the tubes in her arms, at her severed wrists and bloodless face. The memory would stay with him forever; or at least until he had done his job and the killer was caught. He turned and walked out the door.

Rossetti had finished filing his nails. He was sipping black coffee from a paper cup. He held a second one in his other hand and offered it to Harry.

“So? What d’you think?”

“I think we had better start praying.”

They sipped the coffee silently.

“What’s with the fishermen?” Harry asked finally.

Rossetti shrugged. “Local police took a statement, faxed it through to the boss. They said they didn’t see nothin’ that meant anything, just heard a car taking off in the dark. Then they saw the body—excuse me, the victim. A few minutes earlier, and they would have caught him in the act. Unlucky for her.”

“Do we know her name?”

“They’re working on it. She had no identification on her, no purse, no keys. Nothin’.”

Harry nodded; there were thousands of young women in Boston, but both the other victims had been students and the odds were that this one was too. It would make the search easier. He expected that they would know her identity within hours.

He drained his coffee cup and looked around for the machine. “I’m gonna get some more coffee, hang around here for a while just in case we—she gets lucky. Why don’t you check in at the precinct? Let them know where I am, and see how they’re doing on her identity and whatever else is going down.”

“Will do.” Rossetti unfurled himself from the wall. He looked Harry in the eye. “Don’t take it personal, Harry. You’re just the cop doing his job.” He slapped him affectionately on the shoulder as he strode off down the gleaming, antiseptic-smelling corridor. “Never would have taken you for the emotional type. You should save it for the women. They love all that over-the-top stuff. Madison County and Clint Eastwood and all that.”

Harry smiled. “And how would you know, Romeo?”

“Casanova, y’mean—too old for Romeo.” His laughter echoed through the death-stalked corridor as he walked briskly away.

Harry paced the corridor for an hour. He went downstairs and ate a bacon and egg sandwich in the cafeteria. Then he came back and paced some more. At noon he stepped out and walked Squeeze around the corner, where he bought a ham and Swiss on rye from Au Bon Pain. He shared it with the dog and gave him a bowl of water, then returned him to the car.

The dog settled down on the backseat again, his head on his paws, his pale blue eyes gazing reproachfully up at Harry.

“It’s a cop’s life, Squeeze,” Harry said as he slammed the door. “I warned you when you took me on, this is what it would be like.”

They were the same words he had said to his wife ten years ago, but they hadn’t saved his marriage.

The uniformed cop guarding the door had changed. “Afternoon, sir,” he said, saluting. “Officer Rafferty. I’ll be on duty until eight P.M., sir. And Dr. Waxman is in with the victim now.”

The doctor was standing at the foot of the bed studying her charts. He glanced around as Harry entered.

“How’re you doin’, Harry?” He smiled. They were old acquaintances, veterans of a decade of trauma victims.

“Pretty good. What about her?”

“She regained consciousness briefly, about ten minutes ago.” He sighed regretfully. “At this point I’d be inclined to say it’s a triumph of spirit over matter. She’s stabilized, for the moment.” He shrugged. “Anything could happen.”

Harry stared at her, willing her to wake up again. He ran his hands through his still-uncombed hair. “If she comes round, will she be able to talk?”

“Your guess is as good as mine, though I’m not sure I’d advise trying it.”

Their eyes met. “It may be our only chance to get him,” Harry said quietly. “She might know him. If she talks, she might save others.”

“We’ll see.” Dr. Waxman slipped his charts back into the slot at the foot of the bed. “I’m needed down in Emergency. Are you going to keep vigil?”

Harry nodded.

“See you later, then.”

Harry took a seat on the straight-back chair beside the bed. He looked at the girl, then glanced uncomfortably away. He felt like a voyeur, watching her sleeping. Only hers wasn’t real sleep. It might be a death watch.

He stared at the ceiling, then at the jagged peaks and valleys that were her vital signs, blipping on the monitors in the corner. He was a good cop, a tough cop, but this helpless young woman had gotten to him.

There was a knock on the door and Rossetti poked his head in. “Thought I’d find you in here.” He took a folded sheet of paper from his inside pocket. “Her name’s Summer Young. She’s twenty-one years old and a senior at Boston U. Her home address is in Baltimore. Her roommates missed her—they got worried when they spotted her old Miata in the library parking lot. The doors were unlocked. The key was in the ignition, and her book bag was on the seat. They called the police.”

Harry nodded. The scenario was exactly as he’d expected.

“The parents are on their way,” Rossetti added quietly. “Be here in a couple of hours.”

They stared silently at each other. They both hoped for her sake that it would be sooner.

“Latchwell’s waiting outside,” Rossetti added. “Just in case.”

Harry’s head shot up. Latchwell was the photo-fit expert. He could put a face together from the vaguest description. Sometimes he seemed to conjure it from thin air, honing it down, refining and redefining it: “thinner lips—no, his mouth turned down sort of like this; bushy eyebrows—no, less bushy … black eyes … well, maybe not black, dark though, and kind of shadowy …” Latchwell had helped catch many a criminal with his uncanny expertise.

Rossetti glanced uneasily at the girl. “I guess I’ll get back to the squad room. Gotta talk to those fishermen.”

Harry nodded. He wanted her parents to get here; he wanted them to gather their girl up in their arms, tell her it would be all right, that she would be fine, that she would get over this. But he didn’t believe it.

A few minutes later, when she opened her eyes and looked straight at him, he was shocked.

“Hi,” he said softly. “I’m Detective Harry Jordan. You’ve been hurt, but you’re safe now. Your mom and dad are on their way. You’ll be okay.”

Her mouth twisted as she tried to form a word. “Bastard,” she whispered.

He nodded. “Tell me, Summer, do you know him?”

She attempted to shake her head, flinching as pain rippled through her body. Her lips formed a silent no.

Harry hated himself for pushing her, but he had to do it. “Did you see him? Can you remember?”

She frowned, struggling. “Soft,” she whispered. “Hands.”

The nurse pushed the beeper, signaling Dr. Waxman. Placing a finger on the pulse point at the girl’s throat, she frowned. “Enough,” she whispered.

Harry nodded—he knew he couldn’t take it any further now. He looked at Summer one last time. She seemed to be making a great effort to speak and he leaned over her to catch her whispered words.

“Eyes,” she said in a voice like a sigh, “dark … staring …”

He waited, but her eyelids drooped and she lay still again. As he watched, a tear slid suddenly down her pale cheek. “Brave girl,” he whispered. “Brave Summer. You’re going to be all right.”

Dr. Waxman came in as he was going out. “That’s enough, detective,” he said tersely. “The parents are being helicoptered in now. It’s their daughter, their turn.”

Harry nodded. “Let me know if anything happens. I’ll be back at the precinct.”

Latchwell was exchanging views on the Celtics versus the Knicks with Officer Rafferty. He glanced eagerly at Harry as he opened the door. “Ready for me?”

Harry shrugged. “All we’ve got is dark staring eyes.”

“Well, it’s a start.”

“That may be all we get. Thanks, Latchwell. Sorry for wasting your time.”

“All in a day’s work.” Latchwell shouldered his equipment and strode off.

Harry’s cell phone rang. It was Rossetti. And it was bad news. The fishermen had been no help. Their memories were just a blur, more concerned with the girl than with the man.

Harry told the officer on duty he could reach him at the precinct, then headed back to the car.

Squeeze heard him coming. He stuck his nose through the window, his feet scrabbling on the tan coach-hide seats. Harry snapped on the leash and took him for a long walk.

The dog sniffed the street corner and the lampposts, yipping excitedly, but for once Harry didn’t notice. Two young women were dead, another was in critical condition, and he was no closer to finding the killer than he had been a year ago.

He turned back to the car, dropped Squeeze at home, fed him and took off again for the precinct. It was going to be a long night.

Five hours later, the call came through. Summer Young had died without regaining consciousness.
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Detective Rossetti drove his five-year-old BMW too fast down the dark street near the waterfront. Tires screeching, he swung into the empty lot that served as parking for the Moonlightin’ Club. He checked the time: it was one thirty A.M.

Flinging open the car door, he headed for the club. Lights spilled from the windows, and as he stepped inside, he was hit by a wall of sound.

Rap blasted from enormous speakers, bouncing back from the walls, hitting the rafters and hurling down again. The young black guy manning the snack bar grinned hello as he walked by, and others high-fived him cheerfully. He grabbed a cup of coffee and walked through to the gym. It was jammed, even this late.

The Moonlightin’ Club had been donated anonymously to the city in an effort to get kids off the streets and off crack, and Rossetti and Harry were two of the many cops who gave their free time to help run it. The club had four rules: No discrimination. No drugs. No weapons. No gangs. Whatever the kids were up to in their own world, they were neutral when they came to the Moonlightin’ Club and its gym.

The rules had been broken many times but the club still staggered along. Sometimes Rossetti thought they were winning the battle—like tonight, when fifty or so young men were working out or playing basketball instead of shooting up or shooting each other. The basketball team even had a couple of possible rising stars—they were hot and they were good, and the desire to win had overtaken the temptations of the streets. Every little bit helped.

He spotted Harry leaning moodily against the wall, watching the players racing up and down the court. His thick dark hair was tousled from running his hands through it, a habit Rossetti knew his partner had when he was agitated. His clothes looked as though he had slept in them, and his lean face was shadowed with stubble and exhaustion.

Rossetti guessed he had been at his desk, hashing and rehashing every detail of the three murders. He knew it was anger that kept Harry there, and he’d bet it was only pure trembling adrenaline rage that kept him on his feet now. He’d also bet he was no further along than he had been six hours ago, when Summer Young had died.

He sauntered up behind him. “Somehow I guessed I’d find you here.”

Harry turned. Rossetti had the usual paper cup of coffee clutched in his hand like a permanent fixture. His sharp Italian linen jacket, dark pants and fresh white shirt were immaculate and Harry suddenly remembered he hadn’t even showered that day, let alone changed clothes. He was still wearing the same jeans and shirt he had flung on at five o’clock that morning.

“I feel disgusting,” he said, scowling.

Rossetti grinned. “You look disgusting, Prof. But the dog looks just fine. How y’doin’, Squeeze? Got any secrets to tell me about your master? We need a line on him, boy. You know, the truth about his private life? What’s he do when he’s not working? Women, booze—that kinda stuff?”

Harry laughed. “When am I not working, Rossetti? Tell me that.”

“Rarely. And that may be your problem, Prof. Now look at me. I quit my shift at eight thirty, had a drink with the guys. A hot date at nine thirty, a good meal, a little lovin’—it makes a difference to a guy’s life. So? What did you do?” He held up a warning hand. “No, don’t tell me. You had a beer and a burger at Ruby’s. Then you went back and tried to unravel the serial killer’s psyche all by yourself. Waste of time, Prof, waste of time. You need a little fun in your life to sharpen you up. And then a good night’s sleep.”

Harry sighed regretfully. “You’re right, of course. And I didn’t solve the murders. But I can’t get this one out of my head. Her last words were to me. ‘Bastard,’ she said.”

He straightened up, shook his head to clear it. “Ah, what the hell, Rossetti. Forget about sleep. How about you and I hit Salsa Annie’s? I’ll buy you a bourbon and let you tell me the story of your life, while we raise our blood pressure with a little music.”

He held out his palm and Rossetti slapped down on it. It was Harry’s favorite club and Rossetti figured his partner could work off his anger with a little hot dancing. “Done,” he said, heading for the door. “All this pure physical exercise stuff at two in the morning is too much for me anyhow.”

The second dawn Harry had witnessed in twenty-four hours was breaking when they swung their way out of Annie’s a couple of hours later. Humming to the music in his head, Harry salsaed across the street to the parking lot.

“Just like Gloria Estefan,” Rossetti said, grinning, as he lit a cigarette.

“Thanks for the compliment. And for your company. Good night, Rossetti.”

“ ’Night, Prof.” Rossetti got into his BMW, turned on the ignition, and combed his hair in the rearview mirror. He could see Harry reflected there. He was sitting in the Jag with the dog next to him, holding the steering wheel and staring into space. He watched him for a couple of minutes; then Harry climbed out of the car again.

“Rossetti!” he yelled. “Hey, Rossetti!”

He stuck his head out of the window. “Yeah?”

“Get your ass over here, man. We’re off to Rockport.”

Rossetti yawned loudly. “Rockport, Massachusetts?”

“No, you jerk. Rockport, Illinois. Where d’you think, Rockport? Just get your smart Italian butt over here. We’re going back to talk to those fishermen again. And while I’m driving, you can get on the radio and tell them to get Latchwell up there right away. Those guys saw him, Rossetti. They’re the only ones, apart from the dead, who did. They’ve got to remember something about him, about his car. It’s up to us to jog their memories.”
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Mallory Malone read the brief newspaper report on the rape and murder of Summer Young in the limo on the way to Kennedy airport, about the same time that Harry and Rossetti were on their way to interview the fishermen who had found her.

She read it again, carefully, noting that the police were linking the killing to the deaths of two other young women in Massachusetts in the past eighteen months.

She tore out the report, folded it and placed it in her green leather Filofax, already crammed with notes and cards, names, addresses, telephone numbers and other important information. Then she stuffed it in her sand-colored Bottega Veneta bag.

Besides her passport and tickets, her itinerary and traveler’s checks, the bag was also stuffed with the papers she meant to read on the Concorde flight to London. Plus two pairs of narrow gold-rimmed eyeglasses, two identical pairs of sunglasses, several packs of pocket-sized Kleenex and a jumbled bag of cosmetics and lotions.

There was also a Mont Blanc rollerball pen, a couple of unmatched earrings, a few ticket stubs from the last trip and odd bits of foreign currency. On top was a black cashmere sweater that would do double duty in an emergency, day or evening, as well as a change of underclothes.

She had learned from hard experience to be prepared for any eventuality—the time her baggage had not turned up in Rome for the three days of a long holiday weekend, and every store in the city had been firmly closed.

Mal smiled as she thought of the old saying: You could tell exactly what a woman was like from the contents of her handbag. A stranger would probably assume she was a nervous traveler, a pessimist expecting the worst to happen, sloppy and untidy with a chaotic home life. The sort of woman whose car was littered with a week’s debris: old coffee containers and take-out cartons, and an assortment of clothes intended for the cleaners—whenever she found the time to get them there.

In fact, nothing could be farther from the truth.

She was thirty-seven years old, tall and slender, with the short blond hairdo of a network anchorwoman, impeccably dressed in a simple but expensive beige suit. There was no run in the pantyhose that sheathed her long legs, and her sand-colored suede pumps were pristine and unscuffed. Her makeup was minimal but perfectly applied; the mocha lipstick outlining her full soft-lipped mouth, the brown liner adding a faint emphasis to her large sapphire blue eyes, and the faint, haunting scent of Nocturnes, by Caron, that seemed to enfold her.

Mal Malone was known as “the TV detective.” On her prime-time show she followed up violent cases of murder, of fraud in high places, of sex scandals in Washington, and of Mafia drug-running in Miami.

She was famous for taking up the causes of forgotten murder victims, after public outrage had died down and the media had gone on to the next sensational case. With the assistance of the DA, she would delve out every detail, then reenact the crime on TV, jogging the memories of potential witnesses who might just remember something crucial.

The public was riveted by her. She had her finger on the nation’s pulse. She knew what was bothering them and she showed them why.

It was debatable whether Mallory Malone was a beauty. Sometimes she looked breathtaking; at others she looked downright plain. It all depended on her mood.

When she was up and hot on a case, waves of energy lit up her face with a thousand watts of candlepower, giving her skin a golden glow and turning her eyes luminescent with concern. And at television award shows and dinners, she was ravishing in her trademark plain evening dresses in her favorite muted colors, the low necklines showing off her pretty shoulders and breasts.

On other days, less frequent now, Mal Malone, the famous TV personality, seemed to disappear into the background. She could walk down Fifth Avenue and not a head would turn in recognition. The golden hair would be slicked back, lacking life and luster. The expensive jacket would somehow look as though it had come from the bargain sale racks. And the glow of vitality, the curiosity, the intelligence that had propelled her into the spotlight would be dimmed like a TV screen fading into a pinpoint of light before being extinguished altogether.

Nobody but Mal understood the phenomenon, and she chose not to explain it to anyone. She was a woman who kept her own secrets, but it was an image that haunted her.

Most days, however, Mallory Malone was on top of the world. This morning, she was on her way to London to interview a voluptuous young American actress who had just become engaged to a man four times her age: a billionaire with a not-too-perfect past and a hunger for more future than was left to him.

Mal had charmed the happy couple into appearing on her show, knowing that the actress was eager for publicity. She was flattered to be interviewed, though Mal had warned her that she would be asking some “impertinent” questions of a personal nature.

“Oh, I know what you mean,” the young actress had cried, delighted. “Like, am I marrying him for his billions? Well, I can answer that right now, Mal. Truthfully. I’m a woman in love. It’s as simple as that. And if you knew him, you’d understand why.”

Actually, Mal was not about to ask anything so obvious. Instead, she intended to ask what the rest of the world was asking: Does the lovely twenty-three-year-old have sex with this unpleasant man in his eighties? And if so, what is it like? And if he were not a billionaire, would she even contemplate having sex with him, let alone living out the rest of his days with him?

Mal intended to interview the billionaire separately, have him take her on a tour of his enormous country estate and his palatial London house. She would ask him about his private jet, the suites he kept at the grand hotels around the world, the yacht berthed in Monte Carlo, and the Swiss hideaway where he lived most of the year.

She would draw him out about his achievements, and he would tell her about them because he was a very ruthless old man who really cared for nobody but himself. And then she would ask him, so very gently, about his first wife. The girl from the poor London suburb who had worked at his side in those early years, when they were running a workingmen’s café in London’s East End, before they created their restaurant and hotel empire.

“What happened to that young woman?” she would ask, though of course she already knew. And after his lies and smooth coverup, she intended to confront him with the facts: that as his empire and his wealth had grown, he had no longer considered his wife a suitable consort for a king of business. That his desertion of her and the cruel divorce had left her destitute. And she would ask him about the “accident” at his country home when his ex-wife had gone to beg the business monarch for financial help, a few crumbs from his brimming plate.

The same accident that had left her brain-damaged and in a state mental institution for over thirty years. Alone, with never a visitor, nor a luxury to ease her pain.

“About that accident,” Mallory Malone would say, smiling. “It seems there were two witnesses to your wife’s ‘fall’ down that magnificent Jacobean oak staircase. How is it they have never come forward to tell what they saw?”

She imagined how his face would redden as he blustered his arrogant way around this. And she would smile and say, “Well, here they are now. Ready and willing to testify that you paid them good money not to say what they saw. That you pushed her down the stairs. Now they’ve changed their minds.”

And then we shall see what Little Miss Mercenary has to say about how darling her billionaire was, she thought grimly. How virile and charming and generous. And how lovable.

Odds were, they deserved each other. He had bought the actress on the commodity market, not to line his coffers but to enhance his image. And she had sold her youth and undoubted beauty for the temporary fame and the power of being a rich man’s wife—as well as for the millions she hoped to reap in the divorce court after a couple of years. Unless, of course, he died conveniently before that and left it all to her. Mal doubted that he would.

She stared out the limo’s window at the snarled traffic edging slowly up the expressway, thinking of the report about the rape and murder of Summer Young. The student was almost the same age as the young actress. She too had had all her life in front of her. Until some bastard had put a stop to it.

It was a pretty name: Summer Young. Mal wondered what she had been like, about her ambitions, her family and friends. Perhaps she had been a loner, dedicated to her studies, determined to make her own way in the world. She shivered, thinking about the horror of what had happened to her.

Lifting the telephone receiver, she dialed her office.

“Beth Hardy here,” her assistant answered promptly on the first ring.

“Beth, it’s me. I’m on my way to JFK. Did you catch the report on the rape and murder of the young student at BU?”

“I sure did. That’s my own alma mater, remember? My God, Mal, what’s the world coming to? If only she had called for a student escort! But I know that parking lot—it’s only five minutes away from the library. She probably didn’t think it was worth it, that there was no danger. Poor kid.”

“The police are linking it to two similar incidents in the past eighteen months. Have someone dig out the facts for me, Beth, would you? See what we can get on it.”

“Is this going to be a feature, then?”

Mal stared moodily in front of her. The outlying areas of the airport were coming into sight. “Maybe. It’s a thought. Let’s find out if there’s a story lurking under the surface that the police are keeping to themselves. A serial killer on the loose? That kind of thing.” She frowned as the phone crackled with static. “I have to go now, Beth. Talk to you from London.”

“Bon voyage,” Beth called. “Give a good interview.”

Ten minutes later, Mallory Malone was being VIP’d straight through to the Concorde lounge, where she boarded the flight immediately.

Fifteen minutes later she was airborne. Refusing a glass of champagne and orange juice, she sipped a cup of tea. The man sitting beside her seemed eager to talk, but she ignored him.

Thrusting Summer Young from her mind, she took out her papers and went over the questions she would ask in the interview.

The flight was almost over before she knew it. She went to the bathroom, flicked powder over her nice but slightly bumpy nose, slicked the MAC mocha lipstick over her mouth and brushed her short blond hair. Out of consideration for her fellow passengers, she did not spray Nocturnes onto her pulse points or into the soft hollow between her breasts.

She stared at herself in the mirror, feeling the aircraft move beneath her feet. Here she was, plain little Mary Mallory Malone, a nobody from a small town in Oregon, flying faster than sound and about to meet one of the richest villains in the world. She smiled. Sometimes she didn’t believe herself.

A short while later she was wafted through immigration and into a waiting Rolls, on her way to London and the luxurious Lanesborough Hotel, where she would have a large suite, complete with her own butler.

“Oh, Mary Mallory,” she said to herself, awed. “You’ve come a long way from those all-night buses and the rusting turquoise Chevy with the chrome fins.”
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“Gotta give you A for effort, Prof,” Rossetti said six hours later, on their way back to Boston. They were at a roadside café eating either breakfast or lunch—he wasn’t sure which, because by now he had lost track of time.

“Thanks. It’s not great, but at least we got the framework of a likeness from them.” Harry stared at the photofit picture of the killer. Caucasian, narrow face, big mouth with thin lips, broad forehead, a shock of dark hair. And those staring eyes that had burned into his victim’s memory.

It had taken four hours of intense work to delve from the minds of the two shocked fishermen the vague memory of a man they had glimpsed only for a couple of seconds. At first they had insisted they didn’t recall a thing: it had been too dark, too quick, and he had been gone almost before they registered he was there. But then Harry had gone to work on them, leading them back into the moment before they saw the girl, those vital seconds when their brains had taken an instant flash photo of the killer.

He had told them what the victim had said about the man’s eyes, and they had choked up when he said they were the last words she spoke. They were decent guys, eager to help. Then Latchwell had gone to work, and now they had a probable description.

“ ‘Medium height and build,’ ” Harry read again, “ ‘thin-faced, clean-shaven. Prominent eyes with heavy brows. Thick dark hair, the bushy kind that stands on end. Wearing dark clothing. Driving a small dark-colored truck or a wagon.’ ”

He said, “It’ll be front page in the Herald and the Globe, and in the morning tabloids, and maybe the nationals.”

Rossetti shrugged—he didn’t expect much from the publicity. “We’ll see what it trawls in besides the nuts looking to get in on the act and for a moment of glory. And the little old ladies who are sure he was hiding in their closet last night.”

He slurped his coffee noisily, and Harry glared at him. “You should quit drinking that stuff. Your stomach must be lined with caffeine.”

“Think how ugly I’d look if Doc Blake took his forensic scalpel to me.”

“He’d be afraid to cut you open. There’s coffee in your veins, not blood.” Harry’s eyes met his. “He’s doing the autopsy on Summer Young at six.”

“You going?”

Harry nodded.

“Count me out, man. I can’t take that cutting-open business, weighing the hearts and livers, and all that horror stuff. Tell me, Prof, what makes a guy become a forensic expert, anyway?”

“It’s a science. Without doctors like Blake, we might never know what really happened. He’s a detective, only his detecting is done after death.”

Rossetti shivered. “Yeah, well, I’ll stick with the living, thanks.”

Harry laughed. “Not if you keep on drinking that coffee.”

“So? And speaking of health, when did you last have a real meal? And I don’t mean at Ruby’s.”

Harry thought about it. “Three weeks ago. At Marais, in the company of a delightful woman—unknown to you, so I won’t bother telling you her name—whom I was supposed to call back.” He shrugged regretfully.

Rossetti stared curiously at him. “A good-looking guy like you, Prof. With your education and that fancy apartment. Women must be fallin’ over themselves to get into your bed.”

Harry laughed again. He stood up and slapped him on the back. “Thanks for the compliment. But a person needs time to build a relationship. I called, she called back—we had a drink, an evening here, an hour or two there. It’s just not enough.”

He called for the check, laid the money on the table and added a five-dollar tip. He had a soft spot for waitresses—they worked hard for their money, and he knew most of it came from tips.

The young woman smiled appreciatively at him as she scooped it up. “Thanks a lot,” she called. “You have a good day now.”

Rossetti turned and gave her a wink and she laughed.

“See that,” he said to Harry. “One encouraging word and you’d have had yourself a date.”

Harry sighed exaggeratedly. “Rossetti, Rossetti, you’re the self-confessed Casanova, not me. It was you she was smiling at. Besides, she probably has a husband and three kids.”

“Since when was that a problem?” Rossetti looked smug.

Harry laughed. “Shame on you, a good Italian Catholic boy. If only your mama could hear you. And your priest.”

“Believe me, he hears it all. Including how I feel about rapists and killers and how I want to rip the balls off them.”

Squeeze was tied to the post outside the café next to an almost-empty dish of Alpo. Harry unhitched the leash. “Meet you back at the car,” he said to Rossetti.

“Sorry about this, boy,” he muttered as the dog tugged him down the road. “But it’s been a tough couple of days. I’ll make up for it with a good long run later.”

Squeeze wagged his tail, sniffed the grass, and did his duty. Harry guessed that whatever went down it was all right with Squeeze.

In the car, driving back to Boston, he thought about the woman he had taken out to dinner three weeks ago. She was attractive, charming, cultured and very self-assured. She came from a good Boston family and her parents knew his.

“It’s a put-up job between them,” she had said when she called and left a message on his machine. “I’ve been away, working in Paris for a couple of years, and my parents think I’m out of the social swing. And your mother seems to have given up all hope. This may be our last chance as far as they’re concerned, so why don’t we make them happy? Won’t you please have dinner with me, one evening next week?”

He had been charmed when he played back the message, and charmed by her. She was tall and slender with a good body, and she wore her long dark hair pulled back, Spanish style, in a knot at the nape of her creamy neck. Her brown eyes sparkled and so did her wit. Dinner had been fun, and so had the drink a couple of nights later at her place. But he had pulled the eight-to-four shift and had to run. He had seen the regret in her eyes and heard it in his own voice.

His mother had called the other night to say that the woman was seeing an old friend from college and they seemed made for each other.

Harry shrugged. Such was the life of a busy cop—especially a dedicated one.

He glanced at the clock on the glossy burled-walnut dashboard of the Jag. If he put his foot down, he might have time to take a shower and change before he went back to the hospital for the autopsy.
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A few days later, at seven thirty in the morning, Harry was in the squad room, his hands clasped behind his head, his feet propped on the desk, his eyes closed. He was thinking about Summer Young.

He and Rossetti had just emerged from a grueling meeting with the irate police chief. He had said the mayor was getting restless, he had to answer to the public. Was there a serial killer on the loose in his city? If so, what were the police doing about it?

“What does he think we’re doing? Sitting on our butts? Just letting the guy get away with it?” Rossetti demanded indignantly.

Harry sympathized. They were both feeling the pressure. “We’re doing everything we can,” he had told the chief. “We’re doing our best to catch the bastard.” He would never forget that “bastard” was what Summer had called her killer just before she died.

“Yeah.” The chief was upset. “Well, Harry, your best is just gonna have to get better. And fast. The mayor wants this killer caught. Boston is famous for its colleges and he needs their image kept clean. He doesn’t want college girls raped and slashed and dead. Besides, he has a girl of his own at Northeastern. He has a personal concern, you might say. He wants action, Harry. Now.”

Harry swung his legs off the desk and switched on his PC, summoning up his list of evidence.

The local crime-scene officers had done a thorough job. They had found kneeprints in the sand where the killer had crouched over his victim. From them they had been able to deduce he was a short, stocky man, possibly five foot seven or eight.

They had also found traces of skid marks where the killer had gunned the car in his escape, but the area was too sandy to leave much impression. The crime lab was analyzing the minute particles of rubber that had been scraped from the road, but they didn’t hold out much hope for matching tires from them. As for the parking lot near the college, it too had shown a dusty scuffle of unidentifiable tire marks.

But Summer’s car told a whole other story. They knew that the killer had hidden in the back of the Miata. He had taken her by surprise with a karate-type blow, evidenced, the police surgeon told them, by the purple bruises on her neck over the carotid artery and on her forehead, where she had fallen forward and struck her head on the steering wheel.

Forensics was leaving no stone unturned. The whole basis of forensic science was that a criminal always leaves something of himself at the scene of the crime. And that he always takes something from there, on his clothing or on his body: minute particles of skin or dust, a thread, a hair, a flake of paint. Forensics looked for evidence in impossible places.

They had hoped to raise a footprint
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