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PROLOGUE

SIX MONTHS EARLIER




ONE

I WAS LATE getting back from the men’s jail in San Bruno. I braked the squad car in front of the Hall of Justice, where my good friend Assistant District Attorney Yuki Castellano was waiting at the curb.

She got into the car and asked, “How’d it go?”

Yuki is a prosecutor. Interrogation is her thing.

I said, “An inmate called Brandt got word to me that he knew who shot Holly Fricke and wanted to make a deal. It should have been one-stop shopping, but I had to sign six forms, wait for a free room, wait some more for Brandt to be brought down …”

“And then?” Yuki asked.

“He’s a pathetic liar. I heard him out, laughed, and left. Anyway, sorry, Yuki. You called ahead?”

“Yep, yep, yep. Claire said don’t worry. She and Cindy are having fun. Said something about caviar.”

Yuki grinned into my sour expression.

“Did she tell you?” she asked.

I smiled for real. “Cindy? No. But I have confidential informants.”

Yuki laughed her high-pitched musical chortle.

“It’s going to be great,” she said.

“What part?”

“Allllll of it.”

I agreed. Cindy and my longtime friend and partner, Rich Conklin, had finally both committed at the same time to getting married. It was a bell ringer. The two of them had been living together, playing house, for several years, both in love, but still stuck on an obstacle. Cindy was building her dangerous, satisfying career and didn’t want to have children—yet. Richie was from a big family, and to him children had to happen. The obstacle had somehow been sidelined. But Cindy was keeping the details to herself. Besides, today’s celebration was for Claire.

Cindy, Yuki, and I had saved up for Claire’s birthday, and today was the day.

Yuki was perfectly dressed in a pencil skirt and a blazer over a silk blouse just right for Xe Sogni, the hottest and most expensive place to eat in the entire Bay Area.

I hadn’t had time to change out of my everyday Homicide detective gear: blue pants, button-down shirt, blue blazer, badge on a chain around my neck. I freed my lapel from the shoulder belt and tipped the rearview mirror toward me.

“You look fine,” Yuki said.

I said, “Well, hair and makeup didn’t show up this morning.”

“It’s just lunch. Okay?” she said.

“This time with a cake and candles.”

We both laughed and I turned my mind to Claire. I wanted her to have a birthday she would remember for years. If we got there this year.

As I sweated the noontime rush, traffic slowed even more. Horns blew. I was tempted to hit my lights and sirens, but instead, I pounded the wheel with my palms. “Come onnn.”

Yuki looked at me like, Chill, Lindsay. And just then the traffic moved.

“And we’re off,” she said.

I floored it and five minutes later we saw the restaurant just up ahead, a plain brick building disguising a culinary gem. I pulled up to the curb and valets opened doors and whisked the squad car away.

The restaurant’s main room was dimly lit, banked on our right with an open kitchen, lined to our left with mahogany dining tables and large contemporary artwork. The air smelled indescribably delicious.

Yuki said, “The Women’s Murder Club is in the house.”

I followed her finger and saw Cindy and Claire sitting at a table for four near a spiral staircase. They were both grinning. Claire, dressed in navy-blue silk, had never looked happier. Yuki and I pulled out chairs and joined them. Waiters fussed. As Yuki predicted, we were in time for the caviar course presented with a curl of salmon in a scallop-shell dish.

God, this was good.

We were joking and roasting the birthday girl as the next course was served—then a woman screamed, loud enough to lift the roof.

“Nooooooo!”

Our waiter dropped a water glass. I grabbed his sleeve and showed him my badge.

“What’s up there?”

“Staff ch-ch-changing room.”

I got to my feet, knocking over my chair, and started up the corkscrew staircase. I took two steps at a time, and when I was halfway up, I heard a man shout, “You crazy bitch!”

I pulled my gun and, with my left hand on the railing, I raced to the top of the stairs.




TWO

AS OUR WAITER had said, the second floor was a changing room. It was carpeted, about thirty feet square, densely packed with rows of lockers and benches between the rows. The lockers formed barricades and I couldn’t see between them from where I stood in the doorway. Even though I was armed, it was dangerous as hell to be here without my partner.

I listened as I scanned the maze of a room. I heard nothing, saw no movement, and then a shadow shifted in a far corner to my left. The shadow was a woman, lying on her side with her back pressed against the wall twenty feet away. I saw that, except for her pink bra that had been pushed up above her breasts, the woman was naked. The dim overhead lighting flickered. The rheostat was to my left and so I dialed up the lights. I reached the woman in seconds and identified myself. She didn’t seem to notice.

But I was taking mental notes of her. She was in her twenties; her eyes were puffy and partially closed and she was wheezing out little cries. I spoke to her again, asked her name, but she didn’t respond. That’s when I saw the fresh bruises encircling her neck and wrists.

She’d been choked and beaten, but she was alive.

I whipped my head around, scanned the area. Where was the damned attacker? Invisible.

I pulled my radio from my blazer pocket, connected to dispatch, and barked out a request for backup and an ambulance. If the attacker was still in the room, he’d heard me and would know that the cops were on the way.

Where was he?

I scoped out the room again from this new angle. There had to be an exit that led down to the kitchen, but I couldn’t leave the victim alone to look for it.

Taking a chance, I stood up and shouted, “SFPD! Step out with your hands in the air.”

That didn’t happen. Restaurant sounds had resumed on the floor below. China clanked, diners laughed. Where was the man who’d cursed loud enough to be heard downstairs over the music and chatter?

And then I saw movement at the far end of a row of lockers. A man was half hidden behind an open locker door. Was this the attacker, or a waiter changing into his work clothes—or one and the same?

With just a sliver view, I made him as a white male, mid-twenties, average height and weight, dirty-blond hair, and he was half naked. The tails of his white dress shirt hung down to mid-thigh, front and back. His underwear and trousers were coiled around his feet.

It was him.

We made eye contact and he panicked, hopping, stumbling, bouncing off lockers as he tried to pull up his pants.

I shouted, “Stay where you are. Show me your hands.”

He stopped and, leaning against a locker, held out his palms. He didn’t have a gun. I let out a breath and said, “Turn around, close that locker, and put your hands on the door.”

“I’m going to get dressed, okay?”

“What’d I just say?”

The subject shut the locker door with a bang, then hesitated. He tried to pull up his pants and I could see him thinking of making a run. I guess I’m psychic. He pushed off from the bank of lockers and, heading away from me, took one step and immediately tripped and fell hard to the floor with a yowl of pain. He was where I wanted him. I holstered my gun and, kneeling alongside him, pulled his arms around to his back and cuffed him.

“Hey,” he said with his cheek pressed to the floor. “Listen to me. She set me up. I want to tell you what happened …”

“You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to an attorney …”

“Am I under arrest?”

“Yes, you are. What’s your name?”

“Tyler. I work here.”

“Tyler what?”

“I’m done talking.”

“Fine. Tyler Doe, you’re under arrest for aggravated assault, other charges pending.”

He spat, “Jesus Christ, what is this? She set me up, goddamnit. I’m telling the truth, okay?”

I finished reading him his rights and he acknowledged none of them. I needed help to get him out of here and the victim needed medical attention.

Where was my backup?




THREE

THE VICTIM LOOKED to be in her late twenties. Her body was marked with fresh contusions and lacerations and the bruises around her neck were livid.

I stooped down and again tried to get a response from her.

“I’m Sergeant Boxer. SFPD. Can you tell me your name?”

She groaned and wheezed. If she’d heard me, she was unable to answer or even look up. I pulled my phone from my pocket and speed-dialed Claire, who was still at our lunch table on the main floor.

When Claire picked up, I said, “There’s an injured woman up here. Yeah, I called it in. Can you come up and take a look? And tell the manager that the locker room is off-limits to everyone but cops and EMTs. Yes, Yuki can come up.”

The victim’s backpack was half buried in a pile of her clothes. I unzipped the bag, saw makeup and pens and an assortment of small office supplies. I rooted around for a moment looking for her wallet and phone, then dumped the whole lot of stuff onto the floor. I opened her wallet and, after finding her driver’s license, compared her DMV photo to her face. The woman on the floor was named Mary Elena Hayes, age twenty-eight.

“Mary Elena,” I said. “Can you tell me what happened?”

Her voice was raspy, but I could make out what she said.

“He raped us.”

What?

“There’s another victim? Where is she?”

Mary Elena struggled to sit up.

“Lie still,” I said. “Help is coming.”

She croaked, “I’m Loretta. My name is Loretta.” She rolled onto her stomach and sobbed onto the carpet.

Tyler was looking at me from the floor. He said, “Let me talk.”

I said, “Hey! We’ll take your statement at the station.”

Claire and Yuki stepped through the locker room doorway and went directly to the victim. Claire spoke first.

“I’m Dr. Washburn. Can you show me where you hurt?”

Yuki grabbed a towel from a stack on a nearby bench and covered the young woman’s body as I asked Ms. Hayes, “How do you know this man?”

Finally, she looked at me. “I just wanted to use the b-b-bathroom.”

“Tyler” had said he was done talking, but he was still trying to get his story out. “Listen. Sergeant. I work here. She saw me, and she followed me. She wanted this. Understand? This was her idea.”

“I hear sirens,” Yuki said. “And Cindy’s heading up.”

I sighed. Cindy is an investigative crime reporter, and although I love her to pieces, she’s dogged, and once she saw this scene she’d call it news and would be working. It was the wrong time to talk to the press.

Tyler Doe spoke. “She said her name was Olivia and that I was hot.”

“No. Did not,” the woman mumbled.

“She did,” said our only suspect. “She said she wanted it hard and fast, and right now. I’m just human, Sergeant. She begged me. And another thing—”

Footsteps pounded up the stairs and two uniforms appeared; Nardone and Einhorn, both good cops I’d known for years.

“Another thing,” Tyler shouted as the two cops pulled him to his feet. “She’s nuts. First, she tells me her name is Olivia. Then, it’s Loretta. Or is it Mary Elena? She lies.”

Nardone got a grip on the suspect’s shoulders while Einhorn hoisted and zipped up the man’s trousers, leaving the belt dangling.

I began opening unlocked locker doors. A jacket hanging from a hook in one of them looked like it could be Tyler’s.

I showed it to him. “Is this yours?”

He looked away from me and Nardone slapped the back of his head.

“Answer the sergeant.”

“Yes. It’s mine,” he said.

Tyler’s wallet was inside his jacket pocket. His ID told me that his full name was Tyler Richard Cates, showed him at five ten, 160, with green eyes and a Gough Street address. I said to Nardone, “Voucher this and take him to booking. I’ve charged him with aggravated assault.”

“So leave him in lockup.”

“You got it.”

As the two officers left with Cates through the rear exit, Cindy, panting from the climb, arrived in the changing room and called out to me.

“Lindsay. What happened?”

“Hey, Cindy. You know I can’t tell you.”

“Off the record?”

“Hah.”

“Okay. I know. Anyway, I’m here to tell you that our waiter needs to clear our table. There’s a cake. With candles. Oh, and here you are, Claire. We didn’t even sing ‘Happy Birthday to You.’”

Claire said, “It’s okay, Cin. Medical emergency.”

The ambulance driver appeared in the locker room with a pair of EMTs who went to Mary Elena Hayes and lifted her onto a stretcher. While Claire filled in the EMTs on her observations, I thought about what Mary Elena Hayes had told me.

“He raped us.” What had she meant by that?

Cindy sighed as the room cleared out, leaving her without a story. She put her arm around my waist.

“Trouble always finds you, Linds.”

I hugged her and said, “Look who’s talking.”

Cindy smiled at her feet, then said, “We can still kinda make this work. Let’s bag the gifts. Box up the cake. Pay up. And then you tell me everything.”

“Girl Reporter,” I said, giving her a squeeze. “You’re incorrigible.”




PRESENT DAY

MONDAY




CHAPTER 1

THE DAYDREAMER WAS ninety feet of streamlined fiberglass, teak, and chrome. I’d never been on a yacht like this, but today was the day. Bob Barnett, Cindy’s agent and lawyer, had treated her to a three-hour excursion on the bay because her just-published book, coauthored with a twisted serial killer, had topped the New York Times Best Seller list.

We grouped around Cindy on the main deck as she read Barnett’s card out loud.

“Writing Burke’s book was an act of admirable courage and determination, Cindy. You’re a winner and your book is a new true crime classic. Promise me that you’ll relax and have fun today. Try, okay? Love, Bob.”

Cindy called out, “Thank you, Bob. Wherever you are.”

I seconded that emotion.

A ship’s officer showed us through the lounge and passageways to the aft deck, where a cushioned bench rounded the stern and lounge chairs were set up under the shade of the overhanging deck.

As the yacht cast off, Cindy took a lounge chair at the center. Claire and Yuki settled into the chairs flanking hers and I stretched out on one of the long side benches across from them. We were all beaming. It was a picture-worthy moment.

I took a selfie with my friends waving their hands behind me. Phones were passed around for portraits of a memorable day and the breeze blew away the worries of the last week. Yuki lifted her glass, saying, “To a life of happy days.”

“Hear, hear.”

Claire reached her hand over to Cindy’s chair, saying, “So we’re soon to become the Women’s Married Club.”

“Who told you?” Cindy joked.

Claire laughed. “Let’s see that blinding green bling on your finger again.”

Cindy stuck out her hand theatrically and Claire said, “Wow oh wow.”

Yuki said, “Let me see,” and Cindy showed her, too.

“It’s too gorgeous, Cindy. It’s stunning.”

“He bought it for me. I don’t even want to know what it cost him,” Cindy said, first time I’d ever seen her looking shy.

“Really suits you, Cin,” I said. I’d first seen the ring years ago. When Rich asked me what I thought of the square cut emerald I’d said, “It’s perfect!” The next day, he’d proposed to Cindy at Grace Cathedral. She’d said yes but then later changed her mind.

It had killed Richie, but he’d hung in for love.

Now, Cindy was wearing the ring again. She was getting married.

And she was marrying the perfect man.




CHAPTER 2

CLAIRE PROPPED HERSELF up on the chaise and asked Cindy, “So, tell us again, but this time fill in some details. The juicier the better. What did Richie say?”

“Aw, I don’t think I can tell you that.”

Yuki said, “You can tell us, Cindy. It’s off the record.”

We all laughed, Cindy included. So many times we’d discussed a case in front of her and she’d started taking notes. One or all of us would shout, “Off the record.”

I said, “Not fair, Cindy. Come on. We’ve been talking about you and Richie for years.”

Cindy said, “Okay, okay.”

She let it all out and we didn’t interrupt. She said that the other night she’d opened the bedroom closet door and a pile of gun catalogs had slid down from the top shelf, hitting her in the face. Rich was asleep but when she grabbed up the catalogs and dropped them into the trash, the noise woke him up.

“We had a shouting match about whose closet it was—his—and how sick I was of living in that dark hole with him, and I threatened to move out.”

Claire said, “But this was bull, right? You were fighting about something else, am I right?”

Cindy nodded her head. “I was fuming, packing up, and wondering what the hell I was doing when Rich sat me on the bed, grabbed my hands, and said, ‘I want to marry you, Cindy.’” She stopped to cough, then went on.

“He said, ‘I love you more than anything, more than closet space, more than a clean fridge, more than a dozen kids.’ Something like that,” Cindy said, looking at each of us. “And he said, ‘Marry me? Will you please?’”

We swarmed over her, congratulating her, practically pulling her finger off her hand to see the ring. One of us was crying. I think it was me.

About then, the waiter came out and said that lunch was served. We four grabbed onto one another and staggered against the surprising roll of the deck.

Claire said to Cindy, “By the way, Cin. This is what marriage is like.”

We were all still giggling when we reached the dining salon. A large round table was set for eight in the center of the room and four of the places were taken.

It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the darkened interior, and by then, the men at the table had gotten to their feet. They were grinning because they’d totally blindsided us.

“How’d you get here without us seeing you?” I asked Joe, my dearly loved husband.

“I’m a G-man, remember?” he said.

We reached out to our husbands. Cindy hugged Rich, her husband-to-be. Claire gave Edmund a big smack. Joe hugged me and got in a butt grab while he was at it. Yuki’s husband, my commanding officer, Homicide Lieutenant Jackson Brady, swept Yuki off her feet—literally—then toasted the newly engaged couple.




TUESDAY




CHAPTER 3

AT SEVEN THE next morning, Yuki sat in the small conference room in the DA’s suite of offices at the Hall of Justice. Tyler Cates’s trial would begin tomorrow, and she was polishing her already buffed opening statement.

There was a mug of black coffee at her right hand and her laptop was open to the voluminous Cates folder, filled with depositions and videos and her own notes.

The note on the first page of the folder was the key point of her case against Cates: “Show that Tyler Cates knew that Mary Elena Hayes has a severe mental disorder known as dissociative identity disorder (DID), and therefore cannot, could not, give informed consent to sex.”

Yuki had put a star next to this point because it was critical to her case. She would maintain that Cates knew Hayes had a mental condition, and she also knew that Cates’s attorney would challenge this claim to the bitter end.

Yuki had listed the proofs of rape in bullet points: That although Mary Elena had no firsthand memory of the event, there was abundant medical proof that Tyler Cates had raped her: The bruises, the vaginal tearing, Cates’s semen inside her body. The screams of protest witnesses heard down on the ground floor, rising above the ambient sounds in the restaurant. Cates’s admission to Lindsay that he’d had sex with Hayes at the scene of the crime. And that the woman he’d had sex with had said her name was Olivia, while the woman who told Lindsay she’d been raped said her name was Loretta. Anything else? Cates had ignored his victim’s multiple names and identities, and instead had congratulated himself that he was having a lucky day.

Yuki’s second chair, Nick Gaines, pulled open the conference room door, and took a seat beside Yuki.

“I read it. I like it,” he said of the draft of her opening statement.

“You only like it? Not love it? You’re not blown away?”

Gaines had been Yuki’s second chair on dozens of trials. Based on his GPA from Harvard Law, he could have been fast-tracked up the ladder at any prestigious firm, but that’s not who Gaines was. He was sharp, insightful, had attack-dog instincts and a genuine soft spot for victims of violent crime.

He said, “I’m this close to being blown away, Yuki. I don’t doubt you. It’s Mary Elena and company. I don’t know if there is a defense against Olivia. From the tapes, she’s charming and likable. If Olivia comes forward when Mary Elena is on the stand, the jury will love her, and she’ll say she was crazy about Cates.”

“Schneider will underscore that on cross and we’ll have to cancel out our own witness on redirect.” Yuki sighed, continuing Gaines’s line of thought.

But could she redirect if the house was on fire?

Gaines handed over the thumb drive of interviews psychiatrists had done with Mary Elena, and said he was ready to meet her.

“If you don’t mind, Yuki, I want to push her buttons a little.”

Yuki thought about it, said, “Risky. But maybe it’s worth trying before we go to court.”

Gaines said, “Send me the Cates transcripts and video again, okay?”

Yuki tapped some keys on her laptop as Gaines got out of his seat. “Done,” she said.

She was gathering up her laptop, handbag, and coffee mug, planning to go back to her office, when her boss, Len Parisi, walked through the conference room door. Yuki sat back down.

San Francisco district attorney Leonard Parisi was known as Red Dog for his grizzled red hair and unflagging “winners win” mentality. As he took a chair across from Yuki, saying, “How’s it going?” a cell phone rang. “Wait a second. I have to take this.”

Parisi put his phone to his ear, giving Yuki another few moments to order her thoughts. The boss got snappish if she didn’t give him a clean-to-the-bone summary of the matter at hand.

Red Dog growled into the phone, “Right. Call me when you have something real,” and hung up.

“Sorry, Yuki. This day is shaping up to be a multicar pileup on Route 101.”




CHAPTER 4

YUKI CHECKED HER watch. Eight fifteen already.

She said, “It’s complicated, Len. Mary Elena has dissociative identity disorder, formerly and still commonly called multiple personality disorder. Much of the time, she’s like the rest of us. Has a job, memories—”

Parisi said, “I know, you’ve told me this before. Several times.”

“This time I’m telling you as if you’re a juror. See how it plays.”

“As I’ve been saying for months, Yuki. This is a weak, circumstantial case. Your best witness is Tyler Cates and he’s not going to convict himself. So, you’re at the mercy of Mary Elena’s invisible friends.”

Parisi had made his point, but she still wanted his support. A loophole. Or a story of a no-win case that he’d turned into a touchdown. But he wasn’t going there. He was itemizing all the reasons the Hayes case was doomed. Yuki listened while looking Red Dog in the eye.

When Parisi ran out of gas, Yuki said, “Hear me out, Len. I was with Mary Elena immediately after she was raped. She’d been choked and punched, and fingerprint-shaped bruises were coming up on her inner thighs. The DNA inside her body matched Cates’s DNA. We need to convict him—”

Parisi cut her off, saying, “Olivia was behind the wheel when Cates got busy.”

“True.”

“And she may have seduced him.”

“That’s what he says. But there’s more to it than that. How much time do you have?”

“You’ll have to discredit Olivia without discrediting Mary Elena. How are you going to do that?”

Yuki pictured it. Cates had told Lindsay that he’d had sex with Olivia and only heard the name Loretta after the fact. Still, it was indisputable that sex had been forced. Though Cates would say Olivia directed him to be rough.

Parisi cut into her thoughts. He said, “Can you bring out the personality who took the attack? Loretta?”

“If only,” said Yuki. “It doesn’t exactly work that way with Mary Elena. If I stress her out—or Cates’s counsel goes after her, accuses her of being a liar, say—in that case, one of Mary Elena’s alters might step in to protect her, but we don’t know which one. More than one could front her on the stand.”

“What’s ‘front her’ mean?”

“Become the dominant personality.”

“Okay. So, you’re saying that Loretta or Olivia could come out, and Mary Elena wouldn’t be there. Consciously. Or another of her alternate personalities could take control, a personality that you don’t know?”

“Possibly.”

“I don’t like this, Yuki.”

Yuki thought that was at least the fourteenth time he’d told her that.

Parisi slapped the conference table and stood up.

“You want to ride this case into a box canyon, it’s your horse. Go right ahead. I have a meeting.”

Yuki nodded and Len Parisi left the room. He was a great prosecutor. He’d never told her she was crazy to take on a case before, no matter how bad the odds of winning. But this one was brand-new territory. She didn’t know a single prosecutor who’d ever been dealt a stack of wild cards like this one.

Then again, she’d never had an easy case in her life.




CHAPTER 5

MARY ELENA SAT in a visitor chair across from Yuki’s desk, relating a dream she’d had.

“We’re in court,” Mary Elena said. “TV movie–type courtroom. I’m sitting next to you and someone says, ‘Has the jury reached a verdict?’ And the jury foreman says, ‘We have, Your Honor.’ The foreman looked like Sean Penn and I woke myself up like three times.”

“How did you feel in the dream?” Yuki asked.

“Scared, I guess,” she said. “Who wouldn’t be?”

Yuki nodded. Mary Elena said she was “grounded,” but Yuki saw fear in her eyes.

“It’ll be all right, Ms. Hayes. I read that Sean Penn is shooting a movie out of the country.”

Mary Elena grinned and said, “My grandmother called me Mary Elena.”

Yuki said, “My grandmother called me chiisana neko. Which means ‘little cat,’ but you can call me Yuki.”

They both laughed and then Yuki said, “I’d like you to meet Nick Gaines. He’s working with me as second chair in our case against Mr. Cates.”

“He knows all about …?”

“Absolutely. And he’s got a few questions for you.”

Yuki grabbed the desk phone and called Gaines. He picked up, and, by the time Yuki had clicked off, was at her open door. He pulled the second visitor chair around so that he triangulated both Yuki and Mary Elena.

He smiled, said, “We have a good case, Mary Elena, but the defense is prepared and they’re going to try to win. Here’s what we figure is going to be the defense’s position. Shall we talk about it?”

“I’m ready. I think.”

“Nothing to worry about. This is just you and your legal team doing a practice run. Not a problem, right?”

“Okay.”

Gaines said, “Good,” and kept going. Yuki thought Mary Elena was not exactly okay, but she let it go. Gaines was smart and even if Mary Elena didn’t know him, this was a safe place.

“Here we go,” Gaines said.

Yuki saw Mary Elena’s face flatten and she heard Parisi’s warning in her mind.

This is a weak, circumstantial case … You want to ride this case into a box canyon, it’s your horse.

Yuki watched Gaines lean closer to Mary Elena, who, under the force of his stare, pushed her chair back flush against the wall. If Gaines felt her withdrawing from him, he showed no sign.

“Now, Mary Elena. Ed Schneider, Tyler Cates’s attorney, is a pit bull.”

Mary Elena said, tersely, “I heard.”

Gaines nodded and went on.

“The jury is going to want to hear your side. Schneider may call you to the stand and pummel you with questions. So, it’s far better if we call you. The defense will still question you, but they won’t have as much control.

“Now, according to Cates, you followed him to the second floor. You asked him for rough sex, then when he hurt you, you said that he raped you. Schneider is going to push hard on that. Quoting his client, he’ll say that Cates met a woman named Olivia who told him, ‘I want you to take me hard and fast and now.’ In other words, the defense position will be that the sex was your idea but that you changed your mind after the fact. And that you were in full control of Olivia.”

“I didn’t know she was out,” Mary Elena said. “She doesn’t talk that way. I only remember that when I went into the room and was looking for the ladies’ room, that guy asked me who I was. I said, ‘Elena.’ I don’t remember anything else until the police came.”

“This is important, Mary Elena. Did any of your alters tell Cates that you have DID?”

Mary Elena said, “I can only tell you what I know and what I’ve said. I went into Xe Sogni to use the ladies’ room. A waiter said it was upstairs, so I climbed that spiral staircase. Then I woke up on the floor, naked and hurting everywhere.”

Gaines said, “You told Sergeant Boxer that your name was Loretta. You told her, ‘He raped us.’ You’ve just said that you were on your way to the bathroom, then woke up on the floor without memory of this rape. That’s a contradiction, isn’t it?”

“Noooo. I remember going up to the ladies’ room. I remember being on the floor. I remember hurting. But I don’t remember talking with Sergeant Boxer.”

“So, it was a different personality—Loretta—who was attacked by Cates? Where was the personality called Olivia? Did either one of them tell Cates that you have dissociative identity disorder?”

“I don’t know. Do you understand, if an alter comes out, she is protecting me? I don’t know what happened when Olivia or Loretta were fronting. But I knew from the pain that I had been raped and beaten. And that had happened. Do you understand that?”




CHAPTER 6

THE ATMOSPHERE IN the room was still quivering in the wake of Mary Elena’s anguished protest. Yuki tried to signal Nick Gaines to take the intensity down, but he didn’t see her. His eyes were fixed on Mary Elena and he kept talking at her.

“Schneider is going to try to trip you up, Mary Elena. You said, ‘He raped us.’ Forgive me for saying so, but while your body bore the physical evidence of rape, you don’t remember a thing about that attack, who said what to whom, if another person was present, if that person was a facet of you, or even if Cates got Olivia’s okay. You don’t remember what happened in that room, isn’t that right?”

Yuki was as transfixed as Mary Elena, who stared at Gaines with her mouth hanging open. She pushed up against the back of her chair, pulled her legs up to her chest, gripped them hard with her forearms—and then blasted Gaines.

“Who are you?”

Shockingly, her voice had changed. To Yuki, she sounded like a very young girl.

Yuki said, “Mary Elena?”

Without looking at Yuki, Mary Elena shouted at Gaines. “You’re baddddd. Mama and I don’t like you.”

Gaines put out his hand to stop Yuki from interfering.

“Who are you?” he asked Mary Elena.

“I’m Lily. You know I’m Lily. Don’t talk to my mama like that.”

Yuki said, “Nick, I’ll stay with Lily.”

Gaines gave Yuki a look like I’ve got this, but Yuki said his name again, louder. He stood up and left the room, closing the door behind him.

Yuki turned back to the formerly composed woman of twenty-eight, now crouched in a desk chair, panting like a frightened child.

“Lily, I want to help. What can I do for you?”

“Go away. Leave me alone.”

“Okay. I’ll be right outside the door.”

Lily didn’t answer. Yuki didn’t want to leave Lily alone, but witnessing Mary Elena assume a new persona while sitting across from her was unnerving. She needed a plan.

Hesitating, Yuki left Lily in her office and closed the door. She startled when she saw Gaines standing only feet away.

He said, “That wasn’t pretty, but we know a lot more about Mary Elena now, don’t we?”

“Yep. If she freaks on the stand …”

“Our case flames out of control.”




CHAPTER 7

YUKI’S MOTHER HAD once said, “Yuki-eh, you have three trains of thought at same time.”

It was true enough. At the moment, those three trains were on parallel tracks, converging on a one-track tunnel. Yuki told Gaines she’d get back to him in a while, then slid into an empty cubicle. Phone in hand, she took her best shot. She called Mary Elena’s psychiatrist, Dr. Stuart Aronson.

By the fourth unanswered ring, Yuki prepared herself for a useless, leave-a-message recording, but before that happened, a masculine voice growled in her ear, “Stu Aronson.”

Yuki said, “Doctor, this is ADA Yuki Castellano—”

“I’ve got a patient in the waiting room,” Dr. Aronson said. “I’ll call you back—”

“I’ve got an emergency here and need direction,” Yuki cut him off.

“Make it fast,” said the doctor.

Yuki explained Mary Elena’s immediate condition quickly and finished with “What should I do?”

“Put her on the phone. Has to be quick,” Dr. Aronson said. “I can only give her five, six minutes.”

Mary Elena was still curled up in the side chair, but she looked more relaxed. Her eyes were closed and one foot touched the floor.

Yuki said, “Mary Elena?”

She opened her eyes. “Did I fall asleep?”

“Yes and that’s okay. But I was worried about you so I called Dr. Aronson—”

“You called my shrink?”

“Yep. He’s here on my phone right now.”

Mary Elena unfolded her limbs and sat up in the chair.

“But why? He’s very busy.”

“He’s free now for a few minutes.”

Mary Elena said, “I’ve never spoken with him on the phone before. Why did you call him? I’m okay.”

Yuki said, “If I say you were speaking as Lily, do you know who I mean?”

“Oh. Lily. She thinks of me as her mother. Did something happen?”

“I think so. I want to be sure you can go through this trial without harm. I’m on your side entirely, and so is Nick. Do you remember Nick?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Please take the phone. Speak with your doctor.”

“And say what?”

Yuki said into the phone, “Dr. Aronson, Mary Elena is here. Please ask her to hand you off to me before you go. I would appreciate it.”

She passed her phone to Mary Elena, and leaving her office, Yuki went back to the empty cubicle. Gaines peered over the top of the partition, and said, “Hey.”

Yuki looked up and said, “She’s talking to Dr. Aronson. She doesn’t remember you, so probably best if you …”

“Got it.”

Gaines was back in his office when Mary Elena appeared and said to Yuki, “Dr. Aronson didn’t have time to talk with you, but he says he sent you something by email. A video. I told him it was okay.”

After Yuki had walked Mary Elena to the elevator, she stopped off at Gaines’s office, saying, “I need you, Nicky. We’ve got work to do.”

Yuki woke her computer and clicked on the email from Dr. Aronson.

“It’s a therapy session,” Yuki said as Gaines pulled up a chair. “Dated a month ago.”

“Aronson sent this to you?”

“With Mary Elena’s permission.”

Yuki opened the attachment and a video began playing. Dr. Stuart Aronson sat in an easy chair. Mary Elena was in a chair across from him, talking.

Yuki and Gaines watched as the session streamed.




CHAPTER 8

CONKLIN’S FOOT WAS heavy on the gas as we sped to the scene of a fatality on Pacific Avenue. The victim had been identified as James Fricke III: well-known billionaire, middleweight philanthropist, sole owner of a Belgian soccer team, and a narcissistic SOB. The man in his early sixties was now a deceased SOB, shot in the street a block away from where his wife, former Olympic gymnast Holly Bergen Fricke, had been killed six months before.

We still had no leads in Holly Fricke’s murder investigation, and I was willing to bet that soon we’d be looking at another no-clue homicide—the kind of crime that would go unsolved for years, then become a cold case that haunted good cops and turned them into humorless drunks.

Conklin’s mood mirrored mine, but he was expressing his frustration out loud, ranting that Jamie Fricke, the most likely suspect in his wife’s death, had gotten himself killed “on purpose.” Richie’s uncharacteristic outburst shifted into overdrive when traffic suddenly stopped, boxing us in at the intersection of Franklin Street and Geary Boulevard.

My partner swore, got out of the car, and took off at a run toward the bottleneck. I stayed in place with the radio and thought about Holly Fricke. I’d been a fan. I’d cheered her on when I was in high school and she was in the Summer Olympics, picking up the gold medal in gymnastics for Team USA.

I’d followed her when she founded Spike, a women’s sports magazine, and became a familiar face on late-night talk shows. Then Holly married Jamie Fricke. He was a large man, square-faced, dark-eyed. He exuded power the way Holly radiated goodness. They’d looked happy together. And although they hadn’t had any children, babies were named after Holly and deserving high schoolers went to college on her dime.

But now we still didn’t know why Holly Fricke had been killed or by whom, though Medical Examiner Claire Washburn had told us how. Holly’s cause of death was an onslaught of .40-caliber rounds from an unregistered handgun, every shot fatally precise. Neither her new Bentley nor the jewelry she’d been wearing, estimated to be worth a low seven figures, had been recovered.

Unofficially, we’d chalked up Holly Fricke’s murder to armed robbery, but privately none of us really bought that. It was excessive. Holly had been shot in broad daylight. No witnesses. Nothing from her husband or friends. Now that Jamie had been killed the same way, I knew we’d missed all of it: means, motive, opportunity—and suspect.

On day one, Holly’s case had been assigned to senior Homicide team sergeants Cappy McNeil and Paul Chi.

Cappy is a wise old hand, a walking chronicle of murders in San Francisco over the last twenty years. His partner, Paul Chi, is as thorough and obsessively detailed an investigator as is humanly possible. It’s said he can find a hair in a haystack. Yet a thousand cop-hours spent working her homicide had yielded zip, not even a theory. If Cappy still had hair, by now he’d have torn it all out. Chi had gone dark and quiet, as though in some fathomless funk.

Conklin and I had been brought in to back up this first-class team, but all we’d been able to surmise was that Holly’s killer knew her movements, had a strategic mind, titanium nerves, and perhaps, a cloak of invisibility.

When questioned, Jamie Fricke had told us as little as possible. He didn’t like cops, which he made clear with his clipped answers and negative attitude. He’d previously been accused of sports crimes, but had skirted the law with handshake deals and payoffs. He brought in his squadron of high-priced lawyers and threatened to hire private investigators.

Somehow, Cappy and Chi had kept the PI threat at bay. But Fricke had offered a quarter of a million dollars as a reward for evidence leading to the arrest and conviction of Holly’s killer, which opened our hotline to an unending plague of useless tips.

My thoughts were derailed as horns blew behind the squad car. Conklin came back to the car and got behind the wheel, released the brake, and I called dispatch to say we would be at the crime scene in ten minutes.

I hit the switch that loosed the lights and siren.




CHAPTER 9

CONKLIN PULLED OUR car over on Steiner Street, at the intersection of Steiner Street and Pacific Avenue. The smart, well-kept homes and small businesses in this upscale neighborhood were now penned in by cruisers with flashing lights, the ME’s stolid van, and the CSU mobile with its panel doors wide-open.

“Ready?” Conklin asked me.

Ready or not, I opened my door.

Walking toward the barrier tape, I saw CSU investigators in hazmat suits pitching an evidence tent and placing halogen lights around the perimeter for the night shift. Techs put out markers, snapped shots of shell casings, close-ups of the deceased, and of faces in the gathering crowd.

It was only nine thirty in the morning, but from the amount of manpower working in and around the scene, it was clear to me that CSU would be here throughout the night.

Jackson Brady glanced up when Conklin and I ducked under the tape and became part of the too-real crime scene. Conklin and I stepped gingerly around the inner perimeter until we were a few feet from the bloody corpse of James Fricke III.

Claire stood up from where she’d been crouched beside the victim.

She said, “In my professional opinion, he’s dead.”

I said, “Duly noted.”

She went on, “The shooting was called in by a bystander about an hour ago, so that’s our approximate time of death. I count five bullet wounds, one each to head, heart, liver, back, groin. The head shot was
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