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			For the ones who told me I could, you deserve to be proven right. 

			



	

Prologue

			EMMIE SAT on the swings, swinging back and forth, higher and higher; she could almost touch the sky. Swinging so high she could see across the street where Callie was playing baseball with the other boys. Dumb boys. He promised he’d come back and get her after his game. All she had to do was be a good girl and stay in the playground. Stay in the playground he’d said then they’d go get ice cream sundaes with whipped cream and chocolate fudge and sprinkles. Emmie loved chocolate fudge and sundaes and sprinkles. Lots of sprinkles. She’d be a good girl and stay put. 

			He lurked near the trees, just out of sight. He was good at that, being invisible. He could move through a crowd of people, all busy going about their day, and not turn a head. Unseen. Silent. A predator on the prowl. He was the wolf in sheep’s clothing incarnate. The beast that stalks in the night. The beast that came upon a little lamb all by her lonesome, swinging higher and higher. Wind whipping her blonde locks, smile toward the sun. Little lambs shouldn’t be out all alone. Where was the boy he’d seen with her just moments ago? The boy had left this little lamb all by herself. She was in need of protection. He could protect her from the cruel horrors of the world. He could make it so she stayed pristine and innocent forever. After all, what better protection was there from the wolves at the door, than a wolf himself? 

			



	

Chapter One - Calum

			CAL WOKE up in a cold sweat. A glance at the clock told him it was 6:00 am. He’d better get moving. The dream he’d been having was already fading. He couldn’t remember the details, but he knew what it had to be about. When he woke up like this there was only one thing he could be dreaming about, Emmie. His biggest regret, his worst blunder. His parents had made him watch his six-year-old sister that day twenty-two years ago. He’d been ten. He remembered being so irritated with them for making him watch her. There was a scrimmage baseball game that day and he’d promised his teammates he’d be there. His parents hadn’t cared. They’d made him watch her, but he wasn’t about to miss his game either. So, he’d decided to take Emmie to the park with him. That way she could play in the playground across the street while he got to his game. Win-win right? He’d thought it would’ve been fine; he was only across the street. His parents had told him to keep Emmie in sight at all times. His dad had driven that into him so much it sounded like white noise by that point. He’d kept his eyes on her that day for the most part. The baseball diamond was just across the street and there was a direct line of sight to where he’d left his sister on the swings. But, to keep her in his line of sight, he’d have had to stand outside of the dugout. So, he could’ve only seen her when he wasn’t playing. But he hadn’t been paying attention to her. He’d been immersed in the game and not kept up with his regular checks outside the dugout. The game had been close, a tie game for almost seven innings. He’d been engrossed; his team had needed him. He forgot about his sister. The game had only lasted an hour, maybe even less, but when he returned to the playground, Emmie was gone. The swings empty. He’d lost his sister forever for one hour of baseball with his friends. It was the most selfish thing he’d ever done.

			It’s probably why he became a cop. That loss of his sister, the powerlessness he felt that day, and each and every one since, watching his family struggle with the loss drove him to become a cop. But, most of all his guilt had compelled him to push past the breaking point on cases. It wasn’t healthy, and he knew it. To this day, he’d never told anyone that he’d left her alone. Never told anyone that he took his eyes off her for more than a few minutes. He hadn’t wanted to admit his shame. He’d allowed her to get taken. It was his fault. She’d never been seen again. The police had looked for her; his parents were inconsolable. No trace of her was ever found. They didn’t know if she was alive or dead. Cal assumed she was dead, hoped even. His mother had buried an empty casket six years ago. No, what kind of thought was that, hoping his little sister was dead. Of all the horrific things he’d seen happen to children working with the NYPD these past six years, he sometimes hoped she was dead rather than endure all the God awful, twisted shit he’d seen people come up with to do to kids. He had nightmares about it. The same one over and over actually. He’d see her face, still six years old, calling out to him, begging for him to save her. But every time he couldn’t get to her, it was his fault she suffered. He dreamt of everyone he’d ever loved blaming him, accusing him. He’d wake up in a cold sweat, breathing hard, nauseous and sometimes even bad enough that he’d throw up everything he’d eaten the night before. Most of the time he only got a good night sleep if he was too drunk to dream. That way he’d pass out cold, TV droning on in the background to give him some white noise, and if he was lucky, he’d wake up the next morning with a headache having escaped the nightmares, only to have to do it all again the next night. 

			He sat up in bed, swung his legs out and winced as his feet touched the cold floor. Rubbing his hands over his face and hair to wake himself up, he tried to shake off the nightmare. At least he’d made it to the bed last night. His nightmares had been worse lately and he’d been falling asleep in the recliner in front of the TV with a bottle close by. Standing, he shuffled his way to the sparse kitchen for some coffee. Emmie had been on his waking mind more than ever; usually she only haunted his dreams. But ever since he’d met Rylee Scott and she’d read his mind, revealing his deepest shame, Emmie had haunted him more than ever before. It had been six months since he’d met psychic PI Rylee Scott, aka Scotty, and she’d been consulting full-time with the NYPD as his partner ever since. 

			Scotty had his back when things went south, and they made a pretty good team. They still taunted each other mercilessly, though, it was just part of their dynamic now. Despite how close they had become over the past six months of working together, he hadn’t divulged the secret of his role in his sister’s disappearance to her willingly. She read that secret from his mind and that was the only reason he could believe that she was legitimate. He’d never uttered that secret aloud in his entire life. Only his conscience knew the truth of what happened. He’d been too ashamed to breathe a word of it to anyone that day, and every day that passed made it harder to come clean. It was a regret he thought he would have to live with alone until the day he died. 

			In the kitchen, he started the coffee maker, then opened the drawer to grab one of the sugar packets he kept tucked away. Cal always drank his coffee black and strong, with a little bit of sugar. He truly believed Emmie was dead, because the alternative meant his silence was that much more damning. No, she was dead. They just had yet to find the body. Maybe Scotty could locate her body? She’d located the living victims of the Toy Maker killer six months ago and had been invaluable at countless crime scenes since. He’d been debating whether to ask for her help. He knew she’d do it, no questions asked. Yet, he was afraid to pull off the scab of this old wound, for fear he would never be able to stem the bleeding. It terrified him. What if he did ask Scotty for her help and she said yes? He knew she would say yes. She wouldn’t deny him this. Picking off the precarious scab that had built up over this secret could let him bleed out; he didn’t know if he could staunch it. He didn’t know if he’d survive the outcome. But what if Emmie was still alive? What if this wasn’t a search for a body? What if this was a search for his sister who was very much alive? Could he be brave enough to try, despite the consequences to himself? For Emmie he had to try. Fuck the consequences. 

			Mind made up, he gulped down the dregs of his coffee and put the dirty mug in the sink. He knew Scotty took most weekends off, at least she planned to. Often, she would find herself working private cases, NYPD cases or in the gym. He knew she had trouble sitting still. So did he. They made a good pair that way, always keeping each other on their toes while also holding the secret to each other’s destruction. It forced them to trust each other, something they both struggled with, having to lie to everyone in their lives about their secrets. It was what caused him to trust her in the first place, well that and the fact that she did everything possible to save the victims of the Toy Maker killer when he was terrorizing the city. His trust wasn’t earned easily, and neither was hers. 

			Cal flitted around his apartment getting ready and sending Scotty a quick text to meet up. He was going to finally ask her for her help on this. No more wavering. He knew she’d agree, but he hated admitting to failure and dragging up the past. Ghosts lived in his head, and he’d prefer if they stayed dead. But he would never have an opportunity like this again. Scotty’s abilities could get him and his family answers and maybe he could put those ghosts to rest once and for all. She texted him back to say she was having brunch with friends. Scotty had as many friends as Cal did, one. They were both loners. He knew if she said friends it had to be Brianna and Bobby Stephens. Bobby had been Scotty’s client. He’d hired her to find his sister Brianna when she went missing. Brianna had been abducted by the Toy Maker killer but had survived thanks to a joint effort by the NYPD and Scotty. He figured he’d make his way across the city and meet up with her after she finished brunch. They could go for a walk and he could ply her with coffee and donuts to agree to help with this cold case. The worst that could happen was she would find nothing. It was a twenty-two-year-old cold case with no leads. He was just asking, so he could stop the dreams. He hoped this would do it.

			As he made his way to the parking lot near his building, he got a call from the Captain. He answered on the second ring.

			“Reese,” he said, still walking to where he’d parked his car the night before.

			“Reese, we’ve got a situation at Rikers,” the Captain said stoically. “Johnny Terrence has been murdered in prison.”

			“Shit,” said Cal. “He was supposed to testify at Simmons’ trial.” 

			Frank Simmons was the real name of the Toy Maker killer. Johnny had been an accomplice to many of the kidnappings of the victims and was a key witness for the prosecution. The case largely hinged on his testimony as the majority of the other evidence was merely circumstantial.

			“That’s not even the worst part. The crime scene is…” the Captain trailed off. “Well, let’s just say there are some definite similarities to Simmons’ other victims… I’ve texted you some crime scene photos.”

			Cal stopped walking. Standing next to his car, he pulled his phone away from his ear to check his messages. The photos clearly showed Johnny’s upper body sticking out of a dryer, dangling backwards with his arms on either side of his head like he was jumping out at you. His neck had been broken. His legs were obviously broken in several places and folded up like an accordion. But what struck him as the worst was the blood on his face. It wasn’t splattered or dripping. It was clearly painted on in a pattern like a clown at a child’s birthday party but done in blood. It was a sickening reddish-brown color. This kill had Toy Maker killer written all over it.

			“Jesus,” said Cal, putting the phone back up to his ear. 

			“Exactly,” said the Captain. “I need you to get Scotty and get out to Rikers to investigate. Simmons is in solitary, so there should be no way he could get to Johnny. The Mayor is going to be livid when he hears about this. I need you on this one Reese. We can’t let this guy walk on a technicality.”

			“Understood Cap’, I’ll loop Scotty in and head out there straight away,” Reese said, opening the car door and sliding behind the wheel.

			“Good, keep me updated,” the Captain said, hanging up.

			Cal could hear the stress in the Captain’s voice; this wasn’t going to be easy for anyone. He sent Scotty a text to warn her he was coming to get her for a case but didn’t receive a response right away. Pocketing the phone, he started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. Another Toy Maker killing, even behind bars, would set the city in an uproar all over again. The original spree had been flashy and sensationalized in all the media. The Toy Maker killer or TMK for short had become a household name like Bundy or Dahmer. He’d gained quite a following. Serial killers always attracted attention, but this was over the top. Cal didn’t know how Simmons got to Johnny, or if it was Simmons at all. It was obviously someone killing in the style of Simmons. Maybe a fan? Maybe it was a hit? Simmons benefited most from this kill; it severely harmed the prosecution’s case. 

			About thirty minutes later, he strode into a nice restaurant in his jeans and blazer, looking like the country boy he was at heart. He interrupted the meal as politely as he could.

			“Hey guys, sorry to interrupt but we have a case, Scotty,” he said smiling tightly. 

			He knew that Scotty would pick up his uneasiness. She excused herself, paid the bill and followed him outside the restaurant.

			“What’s going on?” she asked seriously.

			“Shit’s going down at Rikers,” Cal said sternly.

			“Get to the point Cal,” she said abruptly. She felt his hesitation. She knew it was bad, and she wanted him to rip off the Band-Aid quickly.

			“Johnny won’t be able to testify at Simmons’ trial. His body was found this morning,” Cal said stoically.

			“And?” Scotty said. “What aren’t you telling me?”

			Cal sighed and said despondently, “the way they found his body is what’s concerning.”

			He showed her the photo on his phone. He looked at it again as he showed it to her for the first time. It still looked to him like a bloody mutilated interpretation of a Jack-in-the-box. He watched her reaction closely. Her eyes narrowed as she studied the photo.

			“Do you think this is what he was talking about in the manifesto? ‘His children’? He wouldn’t kill like this; it’s too gruesome,” she said, shaking her head.

			“You still think he had another accomplice?” Cal asked.

			“Yes,” Scotty said with certainty. “It makes sense. How would Simmons even get to Johnny? Simmons is in solitary.”

			“That’s what we need to find out, but in the meantime at least your accomplice theory finally gained some legs,” Cal replied.

			“I told you he wasn’t working alone,” Scotty said smugly.

			“Yeah, yeah, you and your hunches,” Cal said, waving his hand at her as he turned and started walking toward the car.

			“It wasn’t a hunch. It was just pure old fashioned detective work Tex,” Scotty said snarkily, skipping along behind him. 

			“I’m from Georgia,” Cal said, leaning against the car, door open, giving her a stern look over the roof of the vehicle. 

			“Same thing,” Scotty said smiling, hand on the door handle. 

			“It is not—” he said pinching the bridge of his nose. “Would you just get in the car?” said Cal.

			“Sure thing partner!” said Scotty, getting in the passenger seat. 

			Cal got in the driver’s seat with a sigh. “Here we go again,” he said under his breath, hiding a smile.

			



	

Chapter Two - Scotty

			SHE WAS shocked by the photos. It definitely looked like a TMK kill. Also, Johnny had been the star witness in Simmons’ upcoming highly publicized trial. She didn’t know the justice system the way Cal did, but she knew that Johnny’s evidence was crucial to a conviction, especially when much of the other evidence was what Cal called “circumstantial” without her psychic leaps connecting the dots. Scotty knew that Brianna wasn’t going to handle this well. She hadn’t seen the face of Simmons or Johnny at all during her abduction. She could only talk about the lead up and aftermath. Scotty couldn’t even begin to process the fact that Simmons might walk away as a free man after everything they went through to catch him. 

			The ride to the prison was a quiet one, neither of them breaking the tense silence. Even though she’d been all quick wit and one-liners before she got in the car, once they started driving the reality of the situation hit her like a semi-truck. She could feel Cal’s anxiety rolling off him beside her, as well as read his tension in his tight grip on the wheel. This wasn’t good.

			When they arrived at the prison, they were met by Warden Sorenson who immediately took them to the crime scene. The coroner, Dr. Meisner, and his team were already on site. Meisner was a tall man, almost as tall as Cal. But, where Cal was muscular with wide shoulders like a football player, Meisner was thin and nearly skeletal in his thinness. His chin length jet black hair and pale complexion made him look like a shoo-in to play a vampire in a B horror film. Despite his dark aesthetic, the man had a bubbly personality and was positively cheery at grisly crime scenes, much like the one they’d just walked into.

			It was gruesome, even more so than the photos had revealed. Johnny’s body was not just stuffed into the dryer but folded. Scotty didn’t realize it was possible to position a human body like that, but Johnny’s legs were grotesquely broken in maybe four separate areas and folded up like an accordion. Some of the sharp breaks protruded through the skin, others were mottled and discoloured but the skin remained intact. His torso arched out of the eye-level dryer painfully, arms extended towards the floor as if he was springing out of it like a jack-in-the-box. His throat had been cut, but no blood ran downward towards his face. In fact, the blood had soaked the chest of his prison uniform. Probably done before the staging then. Using the blood, the killer had painted triangles around Johnny’s eyes and overlined his lips, like face paint on a clown. This kill was enough to turn Scotty’s stomach. She had to look away to compose herself, as echoes pressed heavily upon her. Echoes were the psychic residue left behind by living things. She couldn’t afford a vision in front of the team; she had to stay present.

			“Scotty, Reese! Good to see you,” Meisner said cheerily. Giving a friendly wave, his tall lanky frame always looked like his police issued forensics uniform was hanging off him. She had no idea how he stayed so thin, but she couldn’t remember seeing him eat so maybe that was it. Vampire was still a possibility though. Hey if psychics were real what else was? Stop, don’t even joke about it. That’s the last thing anyone needed with their star witness dead.

			“What have we got Meis?” Cal said, getting to the point.

			“COD was likely the throat slash. Blood didn’t run down onto his face, so that tells us our vic was staged after he’d bled out. Large pool of blood on his chest and the floor on the other side of the room, so he was likely killed there then moved over here. Without an autopsy it isn’t possible to tell whether the breaks to the legs were ante or post-mortem. Rigor mortis has set in which is going to make this tricky to get him out of the dryer. But it also tells us this body is at least an hour old, but no more than about four hours old based on body temperature. I’ll have more after I get him back to the lab. This is quite the unusual scene, quite the prospect,” Meisner finished sounding upbeat, bouncing forward on his toes.

			Cal nodded, seemingly immune to Meisner’s antics, and began to scan the room. Scotty still fought against the echoes. She couldn’t see them, but she felt their tendrils caressing her skin luring her toward a vision. It made her chest tight, like it was hard to breathe around them. She wanted to give in to them just as much as she wanted to hide from them. It was an odd sensation that she’d never fully gotten used to around corpses. There were always strong echoes around them, left by witnesses, killers or the victims themselves. She felt a sense of satisfaction as she looked at Johnny’s corpse, pride even. He’d felt such fear and pain while she’d mutilated him. It was exhilarating. It buzzed through his veins. What a rush! His? Wait…He towered over Johnny. The skinny man lay helplessly on the floor, clutching his throat, trying unsuccessfully to stem the flow of blood. Fear in his eyes. He basked in the power rush. He brought down his large foot on Johnny’s legs, relishing in the loud cracks of his bones. He stomped his legs over and over again, laughing as he did it. It was amazing, it was brilliant, his chest was heaving, he was rock hard.

			Scotty shook herself, coming back to the present. She’d been unwittingly sucked into the killer’s echo. Her heart was racing, palms sweating and she felt turned on. Ew! Eyes darting around, she quickly glanced around to check if anyone had noticed, but everyone seemed to be going about their business besides Cal. He was looking directly at her with an eyebrow raised. She nodded answering his silent question. Yes, she had just had a psychic experience and yes, she was okay. He wouldn’t draw attention to it; they had developed a rhythm in their partnership now. He nodded to the door imperceptibly. She nodded in response. 

			“Scotty and I are going to interview Simmons. Call me if you get anything else,” Cal said.

			“Of course,” Meisner said nodding distractedly, absorbed in the crime scene as he was, his fingers tapping together in silent excitement. Scotty figured she could have fell to the floor, writhing around through the vision and Meisner wouldn’t notice at this point. Best not to push their luck.

			They left the laundry room, following a guard by the name of Macintosh to head to where they’d be interviewing Simmons. Macintosh led them through winding corridors; everything was dreary grey and poorly lit. She stuck close to Cal, something about this place made her uneasy. There was so much despair and anger hanging in the air, pressing against her skin. After a few minutes they got to a set of large heavy metal sliding doors with a window at the top.

			“These next hallways we’ll be going past inmates. We’re going in single file. Keep your arms and legs on the ride at all times folks,” Macintosh said chuckling.

			By the confused look that must have been on her face, he elaborated.

			“Keep your hands to yourself little lady, don’t go sticking out anything you don’t want grabbed. You got me?” Macintosh said.

			Who was he calling little lady? Why she ought to give him a piece of her mind. She was opening her mouth to do just that when she felt an elbow hit her in the ribs. She looked to her left and saw Cal eyeing her as if to say ‘cool it’. Scotty took a breath and realized all the echoes in here were getting to her. She needed a cooler head.

			“I got you,” she said tensely.

			Cal nodded at Macintosh. The guard turned around to face the door and started speaking into his walkie. Behind his back, Cal gave her another look with a raised brow.

			“I’m good,” she mouthed silently.

			He nodded and whispered, “you pick up anything back there?”

			She nodded and said, “killer was big, stomped the shit out of Johnny’s legs. It was huge. He got off on it too.” She paused and Cal looked at her weirdly.

			“You sayin’… you saw him… jerk off on…” Cal said quietly looking disgusted.

			“No, I didn’t mean that ‘it’ was huge, I meant his foot was huge. Like he’s a way bigger guy than Simmons. This didn’t feel like Simmons; this guy enjoyed inflicting pain. I just saw him stomping and enjoying it and he was aroused by it,” she said in a hushed voice.

			“Could be just Simmons really enjoyed getting revenge on the guy who sold him out?” Cal posited, but even he didn’t seem convinced. 

			“Maybe,” Scotty said sceptically. 

			She’d been inside Simmons’ mind, this felt different.

			There was a ringing sound, like a big metal bell and then the door in front of them slid open noisily to reveal a long hallway lined with cells. Men of all shapes and sizes were behind each set of bars as they walked past. She endured whoops and cat calling of various levels of imagination. Things she couldn’t even come up with. Scotty stuck close to Cal, who had put her between him and the guard. She recognized it for what it was, a strategic move and she was grateful for his concern. She felt exposed walking down that hallway, like prey parading in front of a dozen hungry predators. That’s what she was though. She kept her head down and followed Macintosh to the end of the hall where thankfully they were back to just empty corridors again. She breathed a sigh of relief as they continued.

			It took nearly fifteen minutes to get from the laundry room to the interview area where they’d be meeting Simmons. She wondered if it would even be possible for Simmons to get from one end of the prison to the other without being caught to kill Johnny. Not without help at least. All that distance to cross would be next to impossible for him to make it unseen. Macintosh sat them at a metal table, quite like a picnic table and took his post by the door. They waited a few minutes, in tense silence, for the guards to bring in Simmons. Cal had indicated that he wanted to take the lead on this interview, Scotty agreed for now, mostly because it would allow her to scan Simmons during the interview. He was an experienced liar and Scotty believed him to be a sociopath as well; both made him very difficult to read. Before they caught him six months ago, Scotty had been able to psychically link to him without direct physical contact on two separate occasions. She hadn’t been able to recreate that effect again, with anyone and was anxious for the opportunity to try it again. Maybe it had to do with Simmons himself? She wanted to find out.

			Her thoughts were interrupted when two guards flanked Simmons as they brought him into the interview room. His hands and feet were cuffed and chained together, causing him to move with an awkward shuffle. The grey-haired man took the seat across from them, adjusting his horn-rimmed glasses to sit higher up on his nose. He looked pleased; he felt pleased as well. Scotty was picking up his emotions faintly but didn’t lock into his mind. She would keep trying but reading sociopaths was difficult. They didn’t feel the same, they were emotionally distant or numb. Sometimes she’d feel nothing at all or just enough to think there was nothing suspicious. They were experienced liars and the deception ran deep, even as deep as their psyches. 

			Simmons sat across from then, a neutral look on his face but a dangerous gleam in his eye. 

			“Detective Reese and the lovely Ms. Scott, what do I owe the pleasure?” Simmons said charmingly. 

			“Johnny Terrence is dead,” Cal said coolly.

			Simmons feigned surprise, Scotty could feel it. Or rather she didn’t feel his surprise. 

			“Oh, that’s too bad. I’m afraid I’ve never met anyone by that name but let me say that I am sorry for your loss Detective,” Simmons said impassively. 

			“Someone folded him up in a dryer like a jack-in-the-box, fits your MO Simmons,” Cal said trying to provoke some type of reaction.

			Simmons didn’t bite on the bait. 

			“I don’t know why you’ve got this stuck in your head Detective, I am not the Toy Maker killer. I told you the first time we spoke that I’d been pressured into delivering a young woman to Beton. Thank God you found her in time before something dreadful happened to her. I’m sorry for my part in it, but I am not the monster you’re looking for,” Simmons said.

			Ever since they found the workshop, Simmons had reverted to his ruse of coerced accomplice. It might have a chance of success at trial with Johnny now unable to testify.

			“He’s right,” Scotty said. 

			Cal and Simmons looked at her surprised. 

			“He’s not a monster; he’s a craftsman,” she continued.

			Cal schooled his features. Simmons looked intrigued.

			“The real Toy Maker killer wouldn’t have been so sloppy with the staging,” she said, feeling that it was true as she said it. She was on the right track, Simmons’ slight eyebrow raise at the word sloppy confirmed it for her. He didn’t do this kill; she could feel it. She knew it just as she’d come to many conclusions in her life, one part detective work, one part psychic intuition. 

			“Let’s not waste any more time here Reese,” Scotty said, getting up from the table.

			Cal followed her lead without question. They’d come quite a ways in their partnership in the six months of working together. When Scotty went off book, Cal would follow her lead, accepting that there was something he wasn’t privy to. It took some trust and having the information for mutually assured destruction for them to so quickly form a bond that neither had experienced before. They were still navigating the new terrain, but their partnership was working.

			“Wait!” Simmons said quickly. 

			Scotty looked at him, feigning irritation. 

			Cal mirrored her and said, “something to say Mr. Simmons?”

			“You accuse me of a crime, but don’t even show me a picture?” Simmons said, feigning disinterest.

			Scotty knew they had him. He was intrigued by the copycat kill. Maybe it was done by a fan? It definitely wasn’t done by Simmons himself. She looked to Cal, trying to decipher his thoughts, but she unfortunately wasn’t a mind reader. Cal must’ve decided it was worth seeing Simmons’ reaction to the crime scene photos, because he pulled out his phone and showed him one snapshot. Scotty felt the distaste from Simmons the moment he laid eyes on it. She had no doubts she was right about a copycat killer now. Simmons didn’t do this. He prided himself on creating pristine masterpieces; he wouldn’t make such a mess of a crime scene. He also was in solitary confinement at the time, so it was nearly impossible for him to have killed Johnny himself. He also wasn’t a particularly large man. Simmons was a head shorter than Cal, an average build man in his fifties. He wasn’t likely physically fit enough to pull off such a brute force heavy crime. Furthermore, any suspicion Scotty had about him orchestrating Johnny’s death went out the window with his reaction. Simmons was not pleased with the photos, probably because he wasn’t a sadist like Johnny’s killer. Was he involved in some way? She couldn’t tell, but the staging of the body was enough to stop her from disregarding Simmons’ involvement altogether. Maybe he knew the killer? Maybe the killer was a fan of Simmons? Only time would tell.

			She looked up at Cal and said, “I think we should be going now, don’t you?”

			He nodded and they left the prison together in silence.
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