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THE PAIN LAY BURIED SOMEWHERE IN THE depths of Stone Barringtons upper body; a cross between a slipped disc and a coronary, it seemed. It had begun after a phone conversation early in the previous winter. The call, from Arrington Carter, had ended everything. Now she was the wife of another man, living in his house, rearing his son. He would never see her again, except in her husbands company, and he would never think of her again without feeling the pain.

He had never believed it would persist into the following spring, but it had. If anything, it was worse. He saw Dino a couple of times a week, always at Elaines. Dino was his closest friendsometimes, he felt, his only friend. Not true, of course. Elaine was his friend, and the evenings in her restaurant, with Elaine and Dino, were the only bright spots in his week. His law practice had lately been boring, a personal injury suit that dragged on and on, a bone thrown to him by Woodman & Weld, because there wasnt enough meat on it to nourish a firm with thirty partners and a hundred associates. They were ready to go to trial, and the expected settlement offer had not materialized. It was depressing. Everything was depressing. And the pain continued, assuaged only by bourbon, and he had done too much assuaging lately. He sat at table number five, at Elaines, with Dino, and ordered another assuagement.

Lets go to a party, Dino said. Have your next one there.

I dont feel like going to a party with a lot of cops, Stone said.

Its not a cop party.

You dont know anybody but cops, Stone said.

Dino caught the waiters eye and signaled for a check. I know lots of people, he said.

Name three who arent cops or Mafiosi.

Its not a Mafia party, either, Dino said, dodging the question.

Whose party is it?

Its at a deputy DAs.

Oh. Then we get to bring our own booze.

His name is Martin B-r-o-u-g-h-a-m, he spelled, pronounced Broom, and hes got some money, I think.

Isnt he handling the Dante trial? Dante was a crime boss, and his trial was the most important since Gottis.

He got a conviction this afternoon.

I hadnt heard.

Dont you watch the news anymore?


Not much.

The party is to celebrate the conviction.

How come I dont know Brougham?

Because he runs with a classier crowd than youre accustomed to. The only seedy lawyers he meets are in court.

Who are you calling a seedy lawyer?

How many lawyers are at this table?

I am not a seedy lawyer; I just take seedy cases. Theres a difference.

Whatever you say, Dino said, standing up and reaching for his raincoat. Lets get out of here.

I dont want to, Stone grumbled.

You dont want to do anything, you desolate fuck, and I cant stand it anymore. Now put your coat on and come with me, or Ill just shoot you here and now. Nobody would ever prosecute me; it would be justifiable homicide.

Oh, all right, Stone said, struggling to his feet and grabbing his coat. One drink, if the guy serves decent booze. Then Im out of there.



The apartment was a duplex in the East Sixties, definitely not the preserve of an assistant DA.

Youre right, Stone said, as they handed their coats to a maid. Hes got money. Theres at least a million dollars of art hanging in this room.

What are you, his insurance agent? Dino whispered. Try and have a good time, okay?

Tell me more about this guy, Stone said.

Word is, hes up for chief deputy DA, and hes going to run for DA, if the old man ever retires.

Hell grow old waiting, Stone said.

A handsome man of about forty spotted Dino and came across the room, towing a tall blond woman in a Chanel suit.

Dino, he said, shaking hands. Im glad you could make it. You remember Dana.

The woman shook Dinos hand. Whos this? she asked, turning her gaze on Stone.

This is Stone Barrington, Dana. Stone, this is Martin and Dana Brougham.

How do you do? Stone said mechanically, shaking their hands.

Ive heard of you, Brougham said, steering Stone and Dino toward the bar. You were Dinos partner at the Nineteenth Precinct a while back, werent you?

A while back, Stone echoed. After I left the force they had to kick him upstairs; nobody else would ride in the same car with him.

Youre over at Woodman and Weld, arent you?

Im of counsel, to them, Stone replied, but Woodman and Weld would probably rather you didnt know it. It was a remark he wouldnt have made if he had been entirely sober.

Brougham laughed. What are you drinking?

Wild Turkey on the rocks, if you have it.

Brougham grabbed a bottle that looked like a crystal decanter and poured Stone a double. This is Wild Turkey, but its got a leg up on the standard stuff.

Stone tasted the whiskey. The man was right. This stuff cost thirty bucks a bottle; he was beginning to like Brougham.

A couple arrived at the front door, and Brougham went off to greet them. Wander around, he said. Meet some people.

Stone looked around. The room was jammed with people, and somebody was playing the piano rather well. I see at least four cops, he said to Dino.

So what? There are a lot of civilians here, too.

If you consider assistant DAs civilians. Whos the tall guy by the fireplace?

Tom Deacon. He runs the DAs investigative division.

I dont like him, Stone said.

Have you ever even met him?

No.

What the hell is the matter with you lately?

Hes got shifty eyes.

Hes with the DA, isnt he?

The party had clearly been going on for some time, because there was no food left, and everybody had had several drinks. Stone was as drunk as any of them but not as gregarious. He looked for a quiet corner. He left Dino with Dana Brougham and walked through a pair of double doors, into a handsome library. A pair of leather wing chairs faced each other before a cheerful fire, and Stone headed for one. He sat down, glad to be alone; then he saw that the other chair was occupied.

A chestnut-haired woman in a pin-striped suit sat with her legs pulled under her, reading by firelight from a leather-bound book. She glanced at him, raised her glass a millimeter in greeting, then went back to her book.

Youll ruin your eyes, Stone said.

She gazed at him for a moment. Youve changed, Mom.

Sorry. What are you reading?

Lady Chatterleys Lover.

I havent read that since high school, he said.

I havent read it at all, she replied.

It seemed terribly erotic at sixteen, but then almost everything did.

She smiled a little but didnt look up. I remember.

Where were you when you were sixteen?

At Spence.

Spence was a very tony Manhattan private school.

And after that?

Yale.

Law?

Yes. I work for Martin.

Funny, you dont look like an assistant DA.

Thats the nicest thing anybody has said to me this year.

Then youve been seeing the wrong men.

Youre not only courtly, youre clairvoyant.

I cant divine your name.

Susan Bean.

Of the L.L. Beans?

No, and not of the Merrill, Lynch, Pierce, Fenner, and Beans, either. Of the entirely undistinguished Beans. And you?

Stone Barrington.


I believe Ive heard the name. Of the Massachusetts Great Barringtons, I presume?

Stone shook his head. Of the Massachusetts Lesser Barringtons.

And how did you come to be in the big city?

It was easy; I was born here. After my parents had bailed out of Massachusetts.

Are you hungry?

To his surprise, he was. Hed hardly touched his dinner at Elaines. Yes.

The canaps were already gone when I got here. You want to get some dinner someplace?

I do.

She stood up, and she was taller than he had expected. Quite beautiful, too. Stone got out of his chair. Did you have a coat?

Yes.

Lets go find it.

He took her arm, and, just for a moment, he thought the pain had gone away. Not quite, but a little. He steered her toward the front door, avoiding their hosts. Dino gave him a surreptitious wink, and a moment later, they were on the sidewalk.

Its nearly eleven, Stone said, glancing at his watch. I wonder if anyplace is still serving around here.

My apartment is only a couple of blocks away, she said, and theres a good Chinese place that delivers.

Perfect, he said.

Its not perfect, but it delivers.

I wasnt talking about Chinese food.










2




THEY WALKED AT A LEISURELY PACE, CHATTING idly. Her voice was low and musical, and Stone enjoyed listening.

I recall that you are a lawyer, but I forget with whom, she said.

Im in private practice.

She laughed. At Yale law we were taught to believe that private practice meant you couldnt get a job with a good firm.

Thats probably a fair characterization, but my excuse is that I was a cop for fourteen years and came to the practice of law, as opposed to the upholding of it, late in life. Im of counsel to Woodman and Weld, but I work out of a home office.

She wrinkled her brow. Thats kind of weird, isnt it?

Yes, it is, I guess.

Oh, I get it; you do the dirty work, the stuff they dont want to be seen to handle.


Youre very quick.

Thats what they say about me down at the DAs Office, she said. Susan Bean is very quick. Of course, thats not all they say about me.

They stopped for a traffic light. What else do they say?

Some call me the conscience of the office; others call me a pain in the ass. I guess its pretty much the same thing.

What are you working on now?

I was second chair to Martin Brougham on the Dante case, she said.

Congratulations, Stone replied. That was a big win.

I guess so.

You dont sound very happy about it.

Oh, Im glad we won, she said. Im just not very happy about how we won.

He was about to ask her what she meant when they arrived at her apartment building. She dug for a key and let them in; they took the elevator to the top floor, which was marked PH on the button.

The penthouse? Stone said. Pretty fancy for an ADA.

Its the top floor, the twelfth. Thats its only qualification as a penthouse.

They rode up, and she opened the door to the apartment. It was smallliving room, a dining alcove, bedroom, and kitchen. There was a small terrace overlooking the street. Any skyline view was blocked by a taller building across the street.

She went into the kitchen, dug a menu out of a drawer, and picked up the phone. Trust me on the selections? she asked.

Sure, but nothing too spicy for me.

She dialed the number and read off a list of dishes. How long? she asked. She listened, then covered the phone. The delivery boy is out sick; would you mind picking it up? Its not far.

Glad to, Stone said.

How long? she asked again. Okay, twenty minutes. She hung up. Can I get you a drink? Twenty minutes really means thirty.

Maybe some wine?

She dug a bottle of chardonnay out of the fridge and handed it to Stone with a corkscrew. You open it; Im clumsy.

Stone opened the bottle and poured them a glass. He threw his coat on a chair, and they sat on the sofa.

That was quite a list of dishes you ordered, he said.

I exist on leftovers from takeout, she replied. So what fascinating dirty work are you doing for Woodman and Weld at the moment? she asked.

A personal injury suit, he replied. Dirty work isnt always fascinating.

Is it a fascinating injury?

Not in the least. A Woodman and Weld clients daughter was hurt in an automobile accident, and the other drivers insurance company has been recalcitrant about paying her for her pain and suffering.

They usually are.

Whats next for you at the DAs Office, now that youve put Dante away?


She sighed. I dont know; Im thinking about giving it up. It wears on me, you know?

I think I do, but it sounds like Brougham is on his way up. Wont he take you with him?

Yes, but Im not sure I want to go. When I joined the DAs Office I was pretty idealistic, I guess. I saw it as the good guys against the bad guys, but now Im not sure there are any good guys.

Life is a gray area, Stone said.

Its charcoal gray and getting darker, she said. Did I ask you if youre married?

No; Im not.

Divorced?

Nope.

A lifelong bachelor? My God! Are you gay?

Nope.

Why did you never marry?

Just lucky, I guess. He had been using that answer for a long time. What about you?

A spinster at thirty-two, she replied.

Not for want of offers, I suspect.

Ive had my moments. She looked at him oddly. May I kiss you?

Stone laughed. Ive been kissed, but Ive never been asked.

May I?

You dont need to ask, he said.

She leaned over, put her fingertips on his face, and drew him to her.

Her lips were firm and purposeful, and her tongue lay in waiting, darting into his mouth from time to time. He snaked an arm around her and pulled her closer, but she broke off the kiss and looked at her watch.

Uh-oh, our dinners getting cold. She stood up and threw him his coat. To be continued after Chinese food. Ill set the table and make some tea. Hurry.

Stone got into his coat.

Here, she said, take my key, so I wont have to buzz you in. She handed it to him.

Stone pocketed the key, kissed her quickly, and left the apartment. It was a block and a half to the restaurant, and he had to wait a bit for the food. It came in a large paper bag, and he paid and left, walking quickly back to the apartment house. He let himself in, went to the elevator, and pressed the button. He looked up at the lights and saw that the elevator was on the top floor. Shortly, it began to move. Elevators in short buildings moved slowly, he reflected. It stopped on the sixth floor, then began moving down again, finally reaching the ground floor. Stone pressed PH and the car crept upward.

He let himself into the apartment. Music was playing, and a loud whistling noise emanated from the kitchen. The kettle was boiling. He set the food down on the dining table, shucked off his coat, and walked toward the whistling noise. The kitchen light was off, and the single living-room lamp didnt offer much illumination. He groped for the light switch but couldnt find it. Blindly, he groped his way toward the stove, aiming at the gas flame. Susan must be in the john, he thought. Now that he was closer, the kettles whistle had become a scream.


He took another step, and, suddenly, he was slipping, falling. He hit the floor with a thump, groaning, as his elbow took most of his weight. He put a hand on the floor to help himself up, but it was slippery, and he fell again. She had apparently spilled something on the floor. The kettle screamed on.

He grabbed hold of the kitchen counter, hoisted himself to his feet, and turned off the gas jet. Slowly, the scream died. He groped his way back toward the kitchen door, holding on to the counter, and felt again for the light switch. This time he found it and turned it on.

He looked at his hands, dumbfounded. They were covered in red paint. Slowly, still holding on to keep from slipping, he turned and looked back into the kitchen. The paint was everywhere, but it wasnt paint.

Susan Bean lay on her back next to the wall, staring at the ceiling. Her throat gaped open. He made himself move toward her, knelt at her side, and felt her wrist for a pulse. Nothing. There was no point it trying CPR, he realized. Close up, he could see that she had been very nearly decapitated.

Stone got shakily to his feet, holding on to whatever he could for support. He made it to the kitchen phone, picked it up, and started to call Dinos cell phone, then he stopped.

No, he said aloud. He dialed 911.

What is your emergency? a womans voice said.

Is the tape rolling? he asked.

Youre being recorded, sir; what is your emergency?


My name is Stone Barrington; Im a retired police officer. Ive got a homicide in the top-floor apartment at He looked around for something, found a gas bill, and gave her the address. White female, age thirty-two, name of Susan Bean. I need homicide detectives and the coroner.

Ive got it, Mr. Barrington.

Ohtell the squad car that the perpetrator is probably a lone male, on foot, and that hes probably still in the neighborhood.

Got it. Theyre on their way.

Stone hung up and dialed Dinos cell phone.

Bacchetti, Dinos voice said. There was party noise in the background.

Its Stone; Im sitting on a homicide about three blocks from the party. He read the address off the gas bill again.

Have you called nine-one-one?

Yes.

Ill be there as fast as I can.

I think the perp was in the building when I got here, and Ill bet hes still in the neighborhood.

Ill keep an eye out. Dont start working the scene, Stone; let my people do that.

Right.

Im on my way.

Stone hung up, sat on a chair at the dining table, and tried not to think about what was in the next room. He was badly shaken. Hed seen a lot of dead bodies in his years as a homicide detective, but never one that had just kissed him.
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TWO DETECTIVES ARRIVED FIRST. STONE let them in and pointed at the kitchen. Shes in there, he said, then sat down at the dining table again. They went into the kitchen, then came right out again. One was a big guy, six-three or -four; the other was much shorter, stocky, florid-faced.

Stand up, the shorter one said to Stone.

What?

Stand up!

Stone stood up.

The shorter cop swung a right and caught Stone under the ear.

Stone spun to his right and fell onto the tabletop. Before he could move both cops were on him, handcuffing him. What the hell are you doing? Stone demanded.

They sat him back in the chair, and the short cop hit him again. Murdering bastard! the cop said, and then his larger partner restrained him.

Easy, Mick, the bigger man said. Youll mark him, and we dont want that.

Stone sat still, saying nothing.

Whyd you kill her? the short one demanded.

I didnt kill her; I found her as she is, Stone said.

Then why is her blood all over you? he said, raising his fist again.

The bigger detective caught his wrist. Mick, he said quietly, dont make me cuff you.

The smaller cop shot him a murderous glance. Just try it, he said.

Stand away from him, the bigger man said.

Reluctantly, the short cop backed away.

Sorry about that, sir, the large cop said. Im Detective Anderson, and this is Detective Kelly. He took out a notebook. What is your name?

Stone Barrington.

Anderson looked up from his notebook and paused for a moment. You want to tell me what happened here, Mr. Barrington?

I went out for Chinese food; I came back and found her as she is. I slipped on the kitchen floor and fell, thats why Im bloody. I called nine-one-one.

Lying fuck! Kelly said, and started toward Stone again.

Anderson put a hand on his chest and pushed him against the wall. Im not going to tell you again, Mick.

There was a loud hammering on the door.

Get that, Anderson said to his partner, shoving him toward the door.


Kelly yanked open the door and Dino Bacchetti walked in. He looked around. Wheres the corpse? he asked.

In there, Lieutenant, Kelly said, jerking a thumb in the direction of the kitchen.

Stone, are you okay? Dino asked.

Im cuffed, Stone replied.

Kelly, get the cuffs off that man, Dino said.

But Lieutenant

Do it.

Kelly dug out his keys and took the handcuffs off.

Stone stood up, rubbing his wrists; then he hit Kelly squarely in the nose, sending him sprawling.

All right, Dino said, everybody calm down. Kelly was scrambling to his feet, blood streaming from his nose, heading for Stone. Dino hit him in the forehead with his open palm, knocking him down again. I said calm down. Kelly got up more slowly this time. Dino turned to Anderson. Did you see any of that, Andy?

See what? Anderson asked.

Dino walked over to Stone and examined his jaw. You okay?

Im okay now, Stone said.

Youre covered in blood; any of it yours?

No.

All right, everybody take a seat, and lets find out what happened.

The four men sat down at the table.

Kelly dabbed a handkerchief at the blood on his face. I think he broke my fucking nose, he said to nobody in particular.


Good, Stone said.

Andy, Dino said.

Anderson placed his notebook on the table. Lets start again, he said. Can I have your address, Mr. Barrington?

Stone gave him his address, then began at the beginning, at Martin Broughams party, and brought everybody up-to-date. While he was talking, two uniformed cops arrived, along with two EMTs and somebody from the medical examiners office.

Anderson reached over to the bag of Chinese food, ripped off the check stapled to the bag, and handed it to a uniform. Go over to this restaurant, find out who ordered this food and when, who picked it up and when, and get a description, he said.

The cop left with the check.

Stone resumed his story.

Anderson waited for Stone to finish. Is that it? he asked.

One other thing: I think the perp was still in the building when I got back with the food.

Why do you think that?

When I rang for the elevator, it was on the top floor, and this is the only apartment on twelve. The elevator moved down to six, stopped, then continued to the ground floor. Where was it when you got here?

On the ground floor, Anderson said.

Then, unless another tenant or a visitor used the elevator between the time I got to this floor and the time you arrived, the perp waited on six until the car stopped up here and I got out, then he rang for it again and rode it down to the ground floor.

Pretty cool, Dino said.

Yes, pretty cool, Stone agreed.

The uniformed cop returned. A Miss Bean ordered the food by phone; the time is written on the check, right here, he said, placing the check on the table. A man arrived to pick up the food half an hour later, waited five minutes, paid for it, and left. He was over six feet, blond hair, medium to heavy build, dressed in a raincoat.

Anderson looked at the check and did some mental calculating. That checks with your story, Mr. Barrington, he said.

Measure the water in the kettle, Stone said.

What?

When I left, Susan said she was going to make some tea. Lets find out how long it takes for the same amount of water to boil. That might help with the time frame.

Do it, Mick, Anderson said. Kelly got up and went into the kitchen.

They continued talking until the kettle started to whistle. Anderson looked at his watch. I make it three and a half minutes.

How much water was in the kettle? Stone asked Kelly.

A little under three cups, Kelly replied sullenly.

Heres one scenario, then, Stone said. The killer arrives shortly after I leave. Within three and a half minutes. He kills her, then the kettle starts whistling. He turns off the kettle.

Why? Kelly asked.


Because nobody can stand around and listen to a kettle screaming like that, Stone said. Lets see, five minutes for me to walk to the restaurant, I wait five minutes, and five minutes to come back, say fifteen to eighteen minutes. And when I get back, the killer is still in the apartment, maybe. So if he is, what does he do for fifteen minutes?

Searches the place, Anderson said. A robbery, maybe.

The second uniform spoke up. I had a look in the bedroom, he said. Neat as a pin. Theres a jewelry box on the dresser with some nice-looking stuff in it.

So it wasnt a robbery, Anderson said. What was he looking for?

Something of value only to him, Dino replied, standing up and walking to a desk in the living room. He opened the drawers one at a time, including a file drawer, then came back. Everything is neat. No way to tell if the killer found something.

Kelly spoke up. And the killer turned on the kettle again before he left? What for?

To screw up our timeline, Stone said. He wanted us to think that he killed her, then left immediately. I think he followed us from Broughams place, or at least, picked us up on the street en route.

Did you see anybody? Dino asked.

No, but it seems to me that he followed us, waited for me to leave, then went upstairs.

Howd he get in? Kelly asked.

Rang the bell; maybe she thought it was me, even though she had given me the key.


And she let him in?

Maybe he forced his way in, or maybe she knew him, Stone said.

Howd he know when you were coming back? Kelly asked.

He didnt; he thought Id left to go home. He got lucky. Ill bet he was getting on the elevator when I rang for it. Must have scared him.

Maybe, Dino said. Andy, send your patrolmen to talk to everybody in the building. Find out who came and went, and what time.

Right, Lieutenant, Anderson said.

Dino looked at his watch. I think its time to wake up Martin Brougham, he said.

The DA guy? Kelly asked. What for?

I want to take a look at her office, Dino said. Come on, Stone; Ill drive you home; we cant have you out on the streets with blood all over you. Youd just get arrested. He turned to Kelly. Apologize to Mr. Barrington for your behavior.

Kelly turned beet red. I apologize, he said. I thought you were the perp.

Something you should know, Mick, Anderson said. Mr. Barrington used to be a detective in the Nineteenth; he was Lieutenant Bacchettis partner.

Kellys face fell. I really am sorry, he said, looking at the floor.

Sorry about your nose, Stone said. He took care not to sound as if he meant it.
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STONE WAS AWAKENED BY A RINGING telephone. He rolled over, opened an eye, and looked at the bedside clock. Just past ten. He sat up on one elbow. He had been wide-awake until at least four, unable to sleep with the picture of Susan Beans body stuck in his mind. Finally, he had drifted off and overslept. He picked up the phone.

Hello?

Its Dino.

Morning.

You get any sleep?

Some. You find anything in Susans office?

Everything was neat as a pin, just like the apartment; nothing missing that anybody could figure. Brougham was pretty upset. Apparently, he depended on her a lot.

Anything on the murder?

Nothing yet, but whoever used the elevator when you came back was the perp. Nobody else in the building had budged from their apartments.

Not that it does us any good.

No. There were no prints, no evidence of any kind.

He had to have a lot of blood on him, Stone said.

Youre right, but the patrol cars didnt come across anybody. Listen, theres something else.

What?

Wheres Alma?

Alma was Stones secretary, who had worked for him almost since the moment he had begun to practice law, after leaving the NYPD. She should be in her office, Stone replied.

Put me on hold and call down there, Dino said.

Stone pressed the HOLD button, then dialed Almas extension. There was no answer. He pressed line one again. Shes not answering. She worked late last night, typing up a brief for me, so she could have overslept, I guess.

A woman matching her description was attacked on the sidewalk in your block last night sometime after midnight, when we were at the Bean apartment. She took something like a claw hammer in the head.

Stone sat up and put his feet on the floor. Where is she and how bad?

Lenox Hill, and it doesnt look good. Does she have any family?

A sister in Westchester, and thats it, Stone said.

She wasnt carrying any ID, but she was wearing a Cartier watch that sounds like the one you gave her.


Ill get up to Lenox Hill right now, Stone said.

Let me know if its Alma, Dino replied, then hung up.

Stone got dressed in a hurry, gave his bloody clothes from the night before to his housekeeper to take to the cleaners, took a cab up to Lenox Hill Hospital, and presented himself at the main desk.

My name is Stone Barrington, he told the woman behind the desk. The police called me this morning to say that a woman answering the description of my secretary was admitted last night with a head wound. Id like to see her right away.

Just a minute, please, the woman said. She dialed a number and spoke for a moment, then hung up. Dr. Thompson will be with you in just a minute, she said. Please have a seat.

Stone paced until the doctor turned up five minutes later. They shook hands. Id like to see the Jane Doe brought in last night, he said. She may be my secretary, Alma Hodges.

Describe your secretary, the doctor said.

Five-seven, a hundred and forty, early fifties, dark hair going gray, wearing a pin-striped suit.

The doctor nodded. Sounds like her. Im sorry to tell you she died twenty minutes ago.

Stone slumped.

Her injuries were massive, the doctor said. She was struck at least half a dozen times with a blunt object, perhaps a hammer. The police thought it was a robbery, since she had no handbag or identification.

Id better see her, Stone said.

Ill walk you downstairs, the doctor replied.


They rode the elevator down to the basement, and the doctor led the way to the morgue. The tray was pulled out of the refrigerator and the sheet pulled back.

She looked utterly peaceful, Stone thought, and quite beautiful. He was glad he didnt have to look at the back of her head. He nodded. Thats Alma Hodges, he said.

Did she have any family? the doctor asked.

A sister. Ill speak to her; then Ill make some arrangements.

An autopsy is scheduled for this afternoon; I should think the body will be ready for release first thing in the morning.

Stone thanked the doctor and left the hospital. He took a cab home and went down to his office. Almas desk was in perfect order, his brief stacked neatly on top, with a note saying, SEE YOU IN THE MORNING.

Stone sat down heavily at her desk, found her phone book and her sisters number. He broke the news as gently as he could and said hed be glad to see to the arrangements. The woman thanked him and said that her brother-in-law was a mortician and shed have him take care of it. Stone expressed his condolences and told the woman how loyal and valuable Alma had been to him and how much he would miss her. Finally, he was able to hang up, drained from the experience. The phone rang almost immediately.

Stone Barrington, he said.

Morning, Stone, its Frank Maddox, a mans voice said. Maddox was the attorney for the insurance company Stone was suing.

Yes, Frank?


My client has authorized me to offer your client half a million dollars.

Unacceptable, Stone said. He had already thought out his strategy in responding to an offer. Im ready to go to trial. He was anything but ready, he thought. Ill pass your offer on to my client, but with a strong recommendation that it be rejected.

Maddox sighed. Whats it going to take, Stone? Give me a realistic number, and Ill go back to my client.

Its going to take a million dollars, plus a three-hundred-thousand-dollar attorneys fee, and thats bottom line, Frank. Dont bother with a counteroffer; just show up in court tomorrow.

Hold on, Stone. Maddox punched the HOLD button.

Stone waited. Maddox was obviously with his client.

Shortly, the lawyer came back on. Done, he said.

Ill want your check by close of business today, Stone said. Im not canceling our court date until the money is in the bank.

I think I can arrange that, Maddox said. Ill messenger it over to your office this afternoon.

Send it to Bill Eggers at Woodman and Weld, Stone said. I may be out this afternoon, and my secretary isnt in today.

Fine; Ill include the usual release. Maddox hung up.

Stone called Woodman & Weld and asked for Bill Eggers, the managing partner.

Bill Eggers.


Bill, its Stone.

Morning, Stone. You going to trial tomorrow?

Theyve just settled for a million, plus my fee. The check is coming to you this afternoon. Will you let the client know? Id call her myself, but its a very bad day.

Sure, Ill call her. I think its a hell of a settlement. Whats wrong?

Alma was attacked on the street last night, after leaving work; she died this morning.

Oh, Jesus, Stone, Im so sorry. I know how close you were.

Yeah, Im pretty shaken. I think Im just going to shut down the phones and take the day.

You do that. You want me to find somebody to help you out with the work? I can speak to our personnel director.

Thanks, Id appreciate that, Stone said. But dont send anybody until tomorrow.

Fine. Again, Im sorry, Stone. You take it easy.

Thanks, Bill. Stone hung up. He should have been elated at the settlement and a rich fee, but he felt nothing but depression. Two women he knew, one of whom he had been very close to, had been murdered within twelve hours of each other. He switched on his answering machine and recorded a new message. This is Stone Barrington. I wont be taking any calls today, but if youll leave a message, Ill return your call tomorrow.

He trudged back upstairs, switched off his phone, and fell into bed, exhausted.
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STONE GOT UP AS DARKNESS WAS FALLING. He got into some khaki trousers, a shirt, and some moccasins, then went to the kitchenette in the master suite and made himself a cup of tea, with a large dollop of honey. He took the mug down one floor to his study and sat in one of a pair of wing chairs before the window overlooking the garden. The doorbell rang; Stone picked up the phone beside his chair. Yes?

Its Dino.

Come on in; Im in the study. He pressed the button on the phone that opened the front door.

Dino walked into the study and threw his coat on the sofa.

Hi. Want a cup of tea?

I want a cup of scotch, Dino replied.

Help yourself.

Dino went to the little wet bar concealed behind a panel and fixed himself a scotch on the rocks, then came and sat down in the chair next to Stones. How about some lights? Dino said.

I like it this way at dusk, Stone replied. Leave it for a few minutes.

How are you feeling?

Like somebody worked me over with a baseball bat.

You went to the hospital?

Yeah; it was Alma. Sorry, I forgot to call and tell you.

A citizen found her handbag in a wastebasket a couple of blocks away. There was over a hundred bucks in it, plus her credit cards.

Nothing at all taken?

Not that we can figure.

Doesnt make any sense.

I know.

She was such a happy person, Stone said. Didnt matter if I was having a grumpy day; she just took it in stride. Always managed to cheer me up.

She was a nice lady, Dino said. I always liked her.

They sat quietly for a while, watching the garden grow dark and the lights come on in the other houses in Turtle Bay, all of which backed up onto the same garden.

Stone, Dino said finally.

Yeah?

You see any possible connection between these two killings?

I thought about that; the only connection is me.


I thought about that, too, Dino said. Think for a minute: Is there somebody out there who hates you enough to want to kill people you know?

I thought about that, too; couldnt think of anybody.

Neither could I.

They cant be connected, Stone said. Its just an awful coincidence.

I think youre right; I just had to explore the other possibility.

I know.

When youre a cop, or when youve been a cop, its always hanging over your head.

What is?

Dino sighed. The other possibility. The idea that somebody youve busted and sent up will come back to haunt you, to get even. I think that, after getting killed in the line of duty, its every cops worst fear.

I never thought about it until this minute.

Stone, what did you and Susan Bean talk about last night? We never got into that.

Just first-date chitchat, Stone said. What do you do? Where are you from? Like that. She didnt seem to be happy in her job.

How so?

She said she was thinking of leaving the DAs Office.

From what Martin Brougham told me last night, she was on her way up.

She said that, but it didnt seem to matter. I think she was just disillusioned with the system; she didnt like the way she had to do her job.


What do you mean?

I dont know; it was just something she said. We never had time to go into it. You know how it is, Dino; a lot of idealistic people dont like an up-close view of how the justice system works. It takes a pretty thick skin to live with it every day.

Yeah; I had a hard time with it at first, too.

You? Im surprised.

What? You think Ive always been the tough-but-honest, cynical cop you see before you? I had to grow a thick hide, just like you had to.

If you say so.

Across the garden a light came on in a house directly opposite Stones, and a woman in a business suit walked into a room framed by a large picture window.

Watch this, Dino, Stone said.

Watch what?

The woman across the way.

What about her?

Just watch. I think youll find this interesting.

The woman, who was tall with long red hair, began to undress.

Youre right, Dino said, this is interesting.

Just keep watching, Stone said.

The woman carefully hung up her suit, then stepped out of her half-slip, unhooked her bra, and slid out of her panty hose and panties. She dropped the underwear into a hamper. Now she was completely naked, exposing a slender but shapely body with high, firm breasts.

Wow, Dino said softly.


Shes something, isnt she?

Now the woman went to a closet, took out a vacuum cleaner, plugged it in, and began to vacuum the room.

What the fuck is she doing? Dino asked.

Shes vacuuming. She does this two or three times a week; she comes home from work, takes off her clothes, and vacuums her bedroom. Then she disappears for a while. I guess shes vacuuming her whole apartment. The she comes back into the bedroom, puts away the vacuum, and disappears again. Sometimes she gives a little wave.

You mean she knows youre watching her?

I expect half the neighborhood is watching her, Stone said.

Dino abruptly sat up straight in his chair. Look at that, he said.

I am looking at it, Stone replied.

No; theres a guy.

Where?

Standing in the bedroom door.

Stone looked. Dino was right; a shadowy figure stood in the half darkness of the doorway. Her boyfriend, maybe?

No; not the way hes standing. She doesnt know hes there.

She hasnt seen him, and she cant hear anything over the vacuum noise.

The woman continued to vacuum, turning toward the window. The man began to move toward her. He was short and slender, with bushy, dark hairalmost an Afro, though he was white.


Oh, shit, Dino said. Hes got a knife.

Stone saw that Dino was right. The man walked up behind the woman, snaked an arm around her neck, and yanked her backward, pulling her chin up.

Dino was on his feet, unlocking the window, shoving it open, grabbing the pistol at his belt. Dont you do it, you son of a bitch! he screamed.

Stone sat, riveted to his chair. The man was looking directly at them.

Dino raised his pistol and fired twice. Two holes appeared in the upper left-hand corner of the window.

Youve got his attention, Stone said.

It didnt seem to matter that he knew he was being watched. The man drew the knifes blade across the struggling womans neck, and blood began to spill down her naked body. She collapsed, but he held her up with the hand under her chin, widening the wound in her neck.

Let her go, and Ill shoot you where you stand, you bastard! Dino screamed.

Instead, the man began to walk backward toward the door, dragging the dying woman, holding her up as a shield. Then he dropped her and left the room.

Call nine-one-one! Dino said, grabbing his coat. Im going over there; do you know the address?

I dont know the number; youll have to guess, Stone replied, picking up the phone.

Wait here and make sure he doesnt leave the house through the garden, Dino said, running for the door.

Dino! Stone shouted, stopping him in his tracks.


What?

I know the guy, Stone said. I know the killer.

Later, Dino said, running down the stairs.

Stone reported the homicide, then unlocked a cabinet, took out a pistol, and stood, watching the back of the house. Maybe he could get a shot at the guy. Two minutes passed, then Dino appeared in the womans bedroom, followed by a uniformed officer. He gave the uniform some instructions, and the officer left the room. Dino picked up the phone and dialed a number.

Stone saw the light on his phone flash. He picked it up. Dino?

Get over here, Dino said, then hung up.

Stone stuck the pistol in his belt, grabbed a coat, and ran out of the house.
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STONE JOGGED QUICKLY AROUND THE BLOCK, looking at every person he passed, hoping to see the frizzy-haired perpetrator. Finding the house was easy; two black and whites were double-parked outside, their flashers working. A uniformed cop stood guard at the top of the houses steps. Stone flashed his retired officers ID and was admitted to the house.

He could see by the mailboxes that the original town house had been divided into apartments; the door to the ground-floor unit stood open, and he walked in, breathing hard. Two uniformed patrolmen stood in the entrance hall. Is Lieutenant Bacchetti upstairs? Stone asked, flashing his ID.

Yeah, one of the men said.

Stone ran up the stairs. He was met by another uniform and by the two detectives he had met at Susan Beans, Andy Anderson and Michael Kelly.

What are you doing here? Kelly demanded.


Stone ignored him and walked toward the rear of the house. He was on the upper floor of a ground-floor duplex, handsomely decorated. He emerged from a hallway toward the womans bedroom. Her body lay on the floor in the doorway, uncovered, her skin dead white, her throat gaping.

Dino looked up. Its a lot like the way Susan Bean was done, he said to Stone. Right-handed perp, knife drawn from left to right, very deep.

Any luck on finding him? Stone asked. He didnt come out the back, and I didnt see him on the street on the way over here.

No, Dino said, picking up the dead womans handbag from a chair and stepping over the body into the hallway, taking care not to step on the blood-soaked part of the pale carpet. Come in here for a minute, he said, leading the way down the hall and into a study. The room had bookcases on one side and was hung with good pictures on two other walls. An antique desk faced the second-story windows, looking out onto the street. Sit down, Dino said, opening the handbag.

Stone took a seat. Whats her name? he asked.

Dino was looking in her wallet. Miranda Hirsch, he said, handing Stone her business card. Executive VP in charge of loan operations at the Manhattan Bank.

Big job, Stone said, looking at the card.

Did you know her at all?

Only what Ive seen of her through the window, Stone said.

While you were playing Peeping Tom, did you ever see a man in the place?


Stone shook his head. Not until tonight. After the performance with the vacuum cleaner, she always closed the curtains.

Downstairs, too?

Yes.

How many times did you watch her undress?

A dozen, fifteen, I guess.

Youre lucky I was with you tonight, Dino said, or Kelly and Anderson would be pulling you in, making a case for how you were overcome with passion by her performance.

Thats not a bad line to pursue, Stone said. They should be canvassing my side of the block; the perp could be living over there, and Ill bet there were other witnesses.

Could be, but nobody called it in. You said something before I left your house; you said you knew the perp?

I do, but Im damned if I can remember where from.

Come on, Stone, think.

I am thinking, Stone replied testily. He looked at his feet. We were together on it, I think.

On what?

On this guy. We arrested him for something, Im sure. A long time ago.

Well, come on, give me a hint.

I just cant put it together, Stone said. Give me a minute, will you? The two were quiet for a moment.

Mitteldorfer, Dino said suddenly.

What?


Mitteldorfer; that was his name. Accountant; killed his wife.

Herbert Mitteldorfer! Stone exclaimed. How the hell did you remember that?

He cut her throat, Dino said. Thats how I remembered. How long ago was that?

Eleven, twelve years ago, Stone replied. There was no death penalty then; he got life.

There was no life without parole, either, Dino said. Hes been in long enough to get paroled.

Where was he sent?

I dont remember. Dannemora, Attica?

I dont remember either. Find out.

Dino got out his cell phone and started dialing, then stopped. Stone, are you sure it was Mitteldorfer? Im damned if I can remember exactly what he looked like.

He looked just like the perp, thats what he looked like.

Dino resumed dialing. This is Bacchetti. Dig up a record on a Herbert Mitteldorfer. He spelled it. Sent up eleven or twelve years ago for murder. I want to know what joint he was sent to and what his current status is. Ill hold. He looked up at Stone. Twoll get you ten he was paroled last week.

I wouldnt be surprised, Stone said.

You remember much about this guy? Dino asked.

Not much. Not very big; tightly wound; borderline psycho, Id say.

But what the hell would he have against you?

I arrested him, remember?


Yeah, but so did I, and so far, he isnt out there killing people I know.

So far, Stone said.

Dinos face fell. Oh, Jesus, he said.

Stone muttered something.

What did you say?

I said, worst fears realized.
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DINO WAS DOING A LITTLE OVER A HUNDRED miles an hour on the New York State Thruway when the flashing lights appeared in his rearview mirror. Stone reflected that Dino always drove as if hed just stolen the car.

Well, shit, Dino said. He dug into the glove compartment for his flasher, set it on the dashboard, and plugged it into the cigarette lighter. When he saw the flashing light, the state trooper turned on his whoopers.

Dino slammed on his brakes, nearly causing a rear-end collision, then, in a spray of gravel, ground to a halt on the shoulder. He got out his badge, rolled down the window, and waited for the trooper to come to him. The man was on the radio, obviously checking Dinos plates.

Dino, Stone said wearily, the speed limit on the thruway is sixty-five miles an hour. Why cant you drive seventy-five or eighty, like a normal human being?


Like you never drive fast, Dino replied.

The beefy young trooper appeared in the drivers window.

Dino held up his ID. And what the fuck do you want? he asked pleasantly.

I want your drivers license and your registration, the trooper said, not quite as pleasantly.

Youre looking at the only ID youre going to get from me, Dino said. If you can read, youll see that Im a lieutenant in the New York City Police Department. Im on my way to Sing Sing on official business.

Your license and registration, and dont make
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