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Synopsis

 Devon James is on the run
from a killer who has been hunting her for years. When she
discovers the murdered bodies of two co-workers, Devon knows it is
time to run again. But before she can run, the police arrive and
take her in for questioning.

Jordan Salinger is a Pittsburgh homicide detective on
leave after a hostage standoff left her with a bullet wound in her
shoulder and an even bigger hole in her heart. When she is called
in by her partner to help with an uncooperative witness, Jordan has
no idea that the woman holds the key to the murders and to her
salvation.

With the murderer stalking them at every turn, can
Devon and Jordan overcome the horrors that haunt them in time to
save each other?
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Chapter One

Billy lifted the fork to his mouth, savoring the way
the delicate crust melted on his tongue. He hadn’t had a piece of
apple pie in years. He preferred to eat healthy—chicken breasts and
brown rice, fresh fruits and vegetables, no butter, little fat. He
wasn’t one of those “my body is a temple” nut bags. No, Billy’s
discipline was born of dedication, his body a tool as essential to
his trade as a knife to a chef or a badge to a cop.

He chuckled at that.

But smelling the pie that morning, fresh out of the
oven with just a hint of cinnamon and brown sugar like his momma
used to make, it clawed at his stomach. He’d just had to have a
piece of that pie.

“I have to tell you, this might be the best pie I
ever ate.” He lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper,
talking to the waitress with the golden hair. “Don’t tell my momma
I said that.”

He hummed to himself between bites, a melody of his
own creation, inspired by the morning and, of course, by the pie.
He found that music had a way of coming upon him that way, stirring
up from his bowels, vibrating up and through his vocal cords in
ways he had never contemplated and, he thought, no one else ever
had, either. Sometimes he thought he might be a bit of a musical
savant, a modern-day Beethoven who, if he ever sat down at a piano,
would compose the most fantastic symphony ever heard. Of course, he
never did sit down at a piano. It wasn’t that he didn’t know how to
play—although he didn’t—but more that somehow it seemed like an
utter waste of time.

“This really is good pie,” he said as he chewed,
looking down at his dining companion. “You sure you don’t want
some?”

A pair of lifeless eyes stared accusingly up at him
from the floor.

“Oh, come on now. Don’t be like that.” He laid his
fork beside his plate and delicately wiped his mouth with the
napkin from his lap. The woman—Sally, according to her name tag—lay
on the dingy tile, her glossy curls a pristine halo around her
head. The angelic aura was an illusion, however, undone by her
corneas, which had begun to whiten, and the blood-soaked uniform
covering the twelve ragged wounds.

Twelve was an important number to Billy. Twelve
apostles. Twelve days of Christmas. Twelve years.

Billy swiveled away from the counter so he could
face her directly. His momma had always told him it was rude not to
give a person his full attention when he was speaking to them.
Billy was nothing if not polite.

“It’s not your fault, honey. You just had the
misfortune of working this morning. Couldn’t be helped. It wasn’t
anything personal against you or that cook.” Billy glanced back
toward the kitchen, where the cook was slumped down against the
freezer with his throat slashed open. “Nope, nothing personal
against either of you.”

The gray of early morning was beginning to filter
through the slats of the closed window blinds, and Billy knew it
was nearly time. In fact—he looked down at
his watch—it’s a little past time. He
cocked his head like a mutt puzzling over a scratching within the
walls, listening for the telltale sound of keys scraping against
the lock of the diner’s back door. Instead of the sound he was
waiting for, Billy could detect the incessant hum of the city
waking around him, growing louder with each tick of the clock. Even
though it was past time, he knew there was still time, though it
was growing shorter.

A furious rapping at the door evaporated the time
that was left. Billy sighed.

Of course.

Billy thought sometimes that God had a very
interesting sense of humor.

He looked down again at Sally, the accusation at
last fading from her blind stare. “But they that wait upon the LORD
shall renew their strength,” he said. “They shall mount up with
wings as eagles; they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall
walk, and not faint.”

Isaiah 40:31. One of Pa’s
favorites. Patience—and faith—would be rewarded.

Billy stood and fished around his front pocket,
pulling out a fistful of change. He sorted through the assortment
of quarters, dimes, nickels, and pennies with his index finger. “I
know it was in here this morning. I really need to…ah, there you
are.”

He lifted up a single penny and inspected it in the
faint morning light. Mr. Lincoln’s profile seemed to have a harder
edge, as if he were expressing his disapproval over Billy’s most
recent activities. Billy turned the coin over and smiled fondly at
the two stalks of wheat lining the sides. He walked over to the
cash register, which hung open and empty save for a few loose bills
and rolls of change, and carefully set the penny down on the
counter next to it, wheat side up.

Billy came back around the counter and squatted next
to Sally the waitress, being careful not to step in the blood
congealing around her. He reached out his hand, brushing an errant
curl from her forehead. He wished he could feel its softness on his
skin, but the best he could do was imagine what it would feel like
without the leather glove.

The rapping at the door began again, this time
accompanied by, “Come on, Sally, open up. I’m starvin’!”

Knowing time was no longer on his side and God
seemed to have plans different than Billy’s, he picked up his
plate, fork, and napkin and took them into the kitchen. He washed
the plate and fork and set them in the drainer to dry. The napkin
he pocketed to throw away later. Then he exited the diner through
the back door, shutting it with a soft click. He stood for a moment
in the darkened alley, thinking maybe, just maybe, this was where
it would happen. But as the morning’s rays began to dissolve the
lingering shadows of night, Billy knew it was not meant to be. Not
yet.

Twelve years and a day longer.


Chapter Two

Devon James ran down Grant Street, weaving between
cranky pedestrians and dodging projectile paper cups and discarded
morning newspapers propelled by the fierce November wind. She was
late for work—again—though it was hardly her fault. The
eighty-seven bus was supposed to run from East Liberty to downtown
every ten minutes, at least according to the schedule. If that bus
showed up once an hour, it was practically a miracle, complete with
burning bushes and choirs of angels. The best Devon could figure,
the folks at the Pittsburgh Port Authority managed their bus
service like an ROTC cadet put in charge of the Normandy Invasion.
They were simply in way over their heads.

Devon had learned quickly upon arriving in
Pittsburgh that when planning her day, it was wise to think of the
buses as operating in dog years—with the occasional leap year
thrown in for fun—where ten minutes in normal, human,
have-to-get-to-work time equaled seventy minutes in
Pittsburgh-city-bus time, except when the buses skipped an hour if
only because they could. So if she wanted to make it to work in
time for her 6:00 a.m. shift, the only sure way to do it was to be
at the bus stop by 4:30 a.m., which, on a double-shift day like the
one she was facing today, was absolutely unthinkable. So she had
convinced herself for what had to be the forty-third time over the
last nine months that just this once the Port Authority gods would
smile down upon her and allow her to catch the 5:22 a.m. bus and
make it to work on time, as advertised.

Which was, of course, how Devon found herself
dodging the aforementioned pedestrians and paper cups in a mad dash
to make it the last four blocks and arrive at work nearly thirty
minutes late. Not that running was going to help matters. Devon was
going to catch hell. Again.

Good thing they’re all bark and no…

Devon skidded to a stop a block from the diner,
brought to a halt by something she had never before seen. The
restaurant appeared to be closed, and there was a line of impatient
customers waiting out front in the cold. She approached the
building cautiously, her instinct for self-preservation going from
zero to sixty in the time it took to blink. Questions swirled in
her mind as she approached the door.

“Hey, Devon, what gives?” one of the regulars asked
as she reached the door.

“Yeah,” another regular chimed in. “What’s with the
locked door? Sally didn’t go and get foreclosed on, did she?”

Devon tuned out the growing muttering of the small
crowd and tested the door. Locked.

“What, you thought we were standing out here for our
health?”

Devon ignored the sarcasm, entirely focused on the
locked door and what it could mean.

Maybe Sally and Chuck overslept. Maybe they decided
to take an impromptu vacation. Maybe Sally’s visit to the bank
yesterday didn’t go well.

They were all reasonable guesses, except that in all
the months Devon had worked at the diner, she had never known Sally
to miss a day of work. Or Chuck. And Sally, who both owned the
place and served as its main waitress, wouldn’t have asked Devon to
work a double if she’d had any inkling the diner would be taken
away. In fact, Sally had sounded downright upbeat about the future
when she’d called Devon the day before.

 


“Shoot, you think I’m going to let those greedy sons
of bitches take away everything I’ve worked for?” Sally said. “Not
as long as there’s any breath left in this ol’ bag of bones.”

“You’re far from old, Sally,” Devon scoffed. Sally
was only about ten years older than Devon. She hadn’t even turned
forty yet.

“You’re damn right. And still hotter than a whore in
church on Easter Sunday.”

 


Sally was nothing if not forthright. She was also
demanding, hardworking, infuriating, and the closest thing Devon
had—or would let herself have—to a friend.

“You gonna let us in or what?”

Devon shook herself out of the haze of memory and
reflection and pulled the keys out of her bag. She unlocked the
door and pulled it open, the bell above it chiming its cheery
welcome. She stepped over the threshold. It took her a minute to
adjust to the faint morning light pushing into the gloom.

“Holy Jesus.”

Devon barely registered the voice behind her. She
was too focused on the body of her boss lying on the worn tile, the
crimson gashes screaming at her in warning.

Dear Lord, please no.

All the convenient explanations she had come up with
moments earlier vanished in an instant. Not that she had really
believed any of them were true. Deep down, she had known what she
would find when she stepped through that door.

She moved closer, her vision fixed on Sally. She
didn’t see Chuck but she knew he, too, was dead. You didn’t need to
feel the blade at your throat to know it was going to kill you.

The diner’s patrons called to her from the doorway,
but she paid them no mind. Her gaze lingered on Sally a moment
longer, a simple act of respect for one who had deserved better,
and then it moved across the floor. Scanning. Seeking.

The voices behind her whispered urgently. She could
hear their fear that whoever had done this terrible thing might
still be within. But the killer was gone. She could feel it.

Finding nothing on the floor beyond body and blood,
Devon edged around all that remained of Sally Pendleton. She moved
instinctively toward the counter, noting the open and empty cash
register. But Devon wasn’t interested in what had been taken, or
even what remained. She was interested in what she knew had been
left.

The penny shone like a lighthouse against a starless
night, luring her in with its siren song. She knew before looking
any closer, but she looked closer anyway. Two stalks of wheat lined
the edges, mirror images bordering the words one
cent in the upper center. Devon had seen many such pennies
in her life. To some people, they were collector’s items. To Devon,
they were the tangible proof of her eternal damnation.

Adrenaline surged in Devon’s veins, screaming at her
to move. She began to backpedal, her limbs knowing what to do
before her brain sent the signals. The adrenaline worked its will,
lifting the fog from her mind until she could finally hear the
voice screaming inside her head.

Run!

Devon turned, surging for the door, bursting through
the crowded doorway and straight into the eye of a hurricane.

The cops had arrived. There was no escape.


Chapter Three

Despite the heavy clouds and cold wind that had
overrun the city early that morning, it was turning into a
surprisingly mild day. Jordan Salinger was grateful for the
deviation from Pittsburgh’s normal November chill, for it enabled
her to shed her coat while she carried the last box from the house
to her black Jeep Cherokee.

Max, her faithful nearly one-and-a-half-year-old
German shepherd, sat watching her in the yard. He had no tether,
and he didn’t need one. Jordan had trained him too well to worry
about him running off. The only time she even used a leash on Max
was to comply with the city’s leash law when they walked down at
Point State Park.

Max had been a gift a year earlier from her
partner—well, former partner, really, though she had to force
herself to think of him that way—Henry.

“Maybe taking care of him will help you take care of
yourself,” he’d said. She’d bitched him out for interfering in her
life and continued to grumble about it for months afterward, but
he’d been right. Of course he’d been right. He usually was.

She’d expected her mother to have a problem with
having a dog in the house, but to Jordan’s surprise, she’d been
delighted. Jordan was convinced that Henry and her mother had
conspired against her, but they never admitted a thing. Sometimes,
when Jordan was feeling less suspicious, she thought that maybe her
mother just enjoyed having another guest in the house—even the
four-legged variety—and that maybe it made her feel less lonely.
Her mother hadn’t shared a house with anyone besides Jordan since
her father had died. Jordan had been a teenager then.

Last week, Jordan’s mother had left for Florida to
spend the winter with Jordan’s aunt in West Palm Beach. She’d been
making the trip every year since retiring from teaching seven years
earlier. It helped her fight the loneliness. She hadn’t gone the
year before. Jordan wasn’t going to let that happen again.

 


“I don’t have to go.”

“I’ll be fine, Mom.”

Abigail Salinger looked disapprovingly over her
reading glasses as Jordan pulled the suitcase from the high shelf
in the closet.

“Jordan, be careful. Your shoulder—”

“Is fine. All healed up. See?” Jordan dropped the
suitcase on the bed and started swinging her arm up, down, and
sideways. “Good as new.”

“You might fool your doctors, Jordan Denise
Salinger, but you can never fool your mother.” Jordan cringed at
the use of her middle name, both because she hated it and because,
as with most mothers, it meant her mom was actually upset. “I see
you grimacing when you’ve overdone it and you think I’m not
looking.”

Jordan swallowed the sarcastic comment that popped
into her head. Her mother was worried about her and Jordan was
grateful for her concern, even if it drove her a little crazy
sometimes. She sat on the bed and took her mother’s hand.

“Seriously, I’m okay.”

“I really don’t have to go.”

“Yes, you do.” Jordan patted her mother’s hand and
then let it go. She went to the dresser and began pulling out
clothes. “You go every year. And you’ve been looking forward to
seeing Aunt Martha for weeks.” She glanced back at her mother.
“You’re not the only one with keen observational powers, Mom.”

Abigail smiled but still looked uncertain. “Are you
sure you’ll be all right? This is the first time you’ll have been
alone for any length of time since you…got out of the
hospital.”

“You missed last year because of me. There’s no need
for you to miss this trip. I’ll be fine, Mom.
Promise.”

She hadn’t missed how her mother’s voice had faded
at the end, an echo of just how close she had come to losing her
daughter.

Jordan had moved in with her mother four months
after she’d been shot. Her rehab had been lengthy and difficult.
The hollow-point bullet had hit her between the left shoulder and
breast and had shattered bone, shredded muscle, and sliced a major
artery. The initial surgery to fix the artery and save her life had
been followed by three more over three months, to repair what the
bullet had destroyed.

When she was released from the hospital, she’d
returned to the apartment she shared with Caroline, her partner of
six years. But within a month, Caroline was gone. She couldn’t take
Jordan pushing her away anymore, she’d said. Jordan didn’t deny the
accusation and didn’t blame her for leaving. The truth was, they
had been growing apart long before she’d been shot.

But with her arm needing to be in a sling and the
weakness and fatigue that made simple things—like brushing her
teeth and cooking meals—infinitely difficult, Abigail and Henry and
Ella, Henry’s wife, had insisted Jordan move in with her
mother.

Jordan had only been at her mother’s for a few weeks
when Henry brought her Max.

It took months of arduous physical therapy to
rebuild her muscles. Her shoulder still ached from time to time,
whenever she pushed too hard and especially when it rained, but for
the most part, Jordan was healed. At least physically.

Jordan secured the box in the back of the SUV and
closed the tailgate. Max recognized the action for what it was and
stood, his tail swishing back and forth as Jordan approached.

“You’re ready to go to the cabin, aren’t you,
boy?”

Max chuffed and ran ahead of Jordan into the house,
as if he were about to grab her keys and coat so they could get on
the road.


Chapter Four

Lieutenant Henry Wayne exited his car, annoyed but
unsurprised by the chaos before him. The beat cops were doing their
best to secure the scene, but the large crowd of gawkers pressed
against the crime-scene tape, unconcerned with whatever evidence
they might be about to trample.

“Sergeant! Move that crowd back!”

The woman nodded at Henry, grabbing the closest two
officers and ordering them to push the onlookers back and reset the
crime-scene tape ten feet farther away from the diner.

Henry spotted Detective Martin Lawson and strode
toward him.

“Hey, Lieutenant,” Lawson said as Henry reached him.
“Come to check up on me?”

Lawson had only been with homicide for six months
and had shadowed Henry when he first arrived. Normally a new
detective would stay with a mentor for at least four months, but
not Lawson. Within weeks, Henry had known Lawson had the makings of
an outstanding investigator. The rookie had sharp instincts and a
nose for bullshit but was also affable and empathetic—essential
tools for getting witnesses to open up. Lawson reminded Henry of
another fine detective, one whose ability to find the truth was
outshone only by her compassion.

The thought of his partner made Henry sad. He missed
her, but more than that, he worried about her. One of these days,
he was going to get her to see reason.

He shook off his melancholy, turning his attention
back to the rookie detective. “I don’t know, Lawson. You need
checking up on?”

“Always.”

“So what have we got?”

Lawson talked as he led Henry into the diner. “Two
Caucasians, one female, one male. The woman has multiple stab
wounds. The man had his throat cut.”

Henry crouched next to the female, his experienced
eyes traveling over the body as Lawson continued.

“Sally Pendleton. Thirty-nine. Owner of the diner
along with her husband, Chuck. He’s the one dead in the back.”

Henry scanned the scene. No footprints. No drag
marks. No blood other than that on her clothes and around her. She
had died where she’d fallen.

“According to the regulars, Sally and Chuck usually
arrived around four thirty to open the diner at six. There’s
nothing to indicate today was any different.”

“Who found them?” Henry stood, carefully stepping
around the body to approach the counter. He noted the mostly empty
cash register. He didn’t think they’d find the killer’s prints, but
they’d dust it anyway. They’d dust everything, for whatever good it
would do. The busy diner was bound to have hundreds of prints, no
matter how good they cleaned the place at night.

“A waitress, Devon James. She was supposed to be
here by the time they opened, but she was running late.”

“Might have saved her life. Why was she late?”

“Bus.”

Of course.

“Forced entry?”

“No signs of it, front or back. Front door was
locked when Ms. James arrived. Only way to lock it is with a key,
and there was a set in Sally’s purse and in Chuck’s coat
pocket.”

“Killer might have used them and put them back, gone
out the other door.” Henry thought the possibility was unlikely,
but a good detective had to explore every alternative, even if only
to knock them down. In his more than twenty years as a detective,
first with narcotics and then homicide, Henry had learned that even
the unlikeliest of possibilities was sometimes true.

“For a robbery? What thief do you know that locks up
and returns the keys before he leaves? Especially after he’s
murdered two people?”

“Hmm.” Henry inspected the cash register. The drawer
had been mostly cleaned out. He dug inside his jacket pocket for a
pen and used it to sort through what was left in the register.
Three one-dollar bills and a five sitting neatly in their slots,
and two rolls of coins, one pennies and one dimes.

“What about the back door?”

“Also locked. But that one is a fire door. Locks
automatically when it closes. Killer probably went out that
way.”

A small object on the counter caught Henry’s
attention. He peered closer. He hadn’t seen a wheat penny in years.
Between the Treasury and the collectors, they had mostly fallen out
of circulation.

“Make sure you bag this,” Henry said, not waiting
for a response. He headed for the kitchen. Lawson followed.

“Chuck Pendleton. Thirty-seven. He and Sally were
married for eight years. Have owned this diner for the last
five.”

Chuck was propped up against the freezer, his throat
a gaping wound. Blood soaked the front of his otherwise pristine
white T-shirt and apron. The floor between and in front of Chuck’s
legs was sprayed with red, like a macabre, monochromic Jackson
Pollock painting. Unlike Sally’s twelve stab wounds, the cook had
none. Not that any had been necessary.

“Theories?” Henry asked.

“Killer came in through the back door. Locks don’t
look tampered with, but there’s a lot of wear. The techs are
checking. Maybe he had a spare key, maybe he knew them. Killed
Chuck first, likely from behind. Looks like the carotid is cut, so
he probably bled out fast. No signs of a struggle either here or in
the dining room, so Sally probably wasn’t in here when it happened
and didn’t hear anything. Then the killer went for her. No
splatter, no smears. He killed her quickly and efficiently. My
guess is the ME will find the first thrust killed her, and the rest
were done while she was on the ground.”

Henry thought about it. “Maybe.” He looked over the
rest of the kitchen. He noticed a single plate and fork in the
drainer and a pie resting on the counter with one slice missing.
“We don’t know it was a him,” Henry said, eyeing the plate.

Lawson chuffed. “What woman you know can take a big
guy like Chuck?”

Henry said nothing. He knew that despite Lawson’s
response, his point had been understood. Leaps of logic were fine,
even necessary, but assumptions could make you miss things, like a
horse wearing blinders. They needed to follow the evidence.

Henry held his hand out about an inch above the pie.
It was still minutely warm, like it had been baked that morning. He
supposed either Chuck or Sally could have had a piece for
breakfast, but somehow he doubted it. Thirty-two years of his
wife’s baking had taught him a thing or two about pies. Assuming
Chuck or Sally had started making it as soon as they’d arrived,
that pie couldn’t have been done much before five thirty. That
would be awfully close to opening time for either of them to sit
down and eat a slice.

He sure did miss Ella’s pies.

“Bag this plate and fork, too,” Henry said. “So
where’s the waitress? Ms. James?”

“Uniforms have her out front.” They stepped outside
beneath a bright blue sky. Pittsburgh weather was often like that.
Blustering and overcast one minute, crisp and clear the next. Henry
reached for his sunglasses, but then thought better of it. He
generally saved the shades for when he wanted to come off like a
hard-ass.

 


*

 


Devon watched Detective Lawson walk toward her,
followed by another man. She assumed he was another detective and
mentally braced herself for more questions. It wasn’t the first
time she had been questioned by the police about a murder. Devon
knew the routine. Right now, they were trying to piece together the
basic facts and an approximate timeline. The real questions—the
hard ones—would come later. She didn’t plan to be around when that
time came.

Devon eyed the new man, sizing him up as he
approached. She had gotten pretty good at that over the years,
though she knew that first impressions weren’t always the right
ones. He was African American, stocky without being fat, like maybe
he had been a football player once upon a time. He appeared to be
in his midfifties, a touch of gray at his temples. His eyes seemed
kind, brown pools devoid of malice or duplicity. You could tell a
lot from someone’s eyes, though, like first impressions, they could
also be misleading.

Detective Lawson made the introduction. “Ms. James,
this is Lieutenant Henry Wayne. He’d like to ask you a few
questions.”

“Ms. James,” Lieutenant Wayne said, nodding his head
slightly in greeting.

“I don’t know what else I can tell you, Lieutenant,
that I haven’t already told Detective Lawson,” Devon said, careful
to keep the urgency from her voice. The sooner they’d finished with
her, the sooner she could disappear. But she wouldn’t be going
anywhere if they suspected she was anything more than a waitress
who’d had the misfortune of discovering two bodies. “But I’m happy
to tell you anything I can.”

“This should only take a few minutes,” the
lieutenant said, his voice a rich baritone. “I know it’s been a
rough morning.”

Lieutenant Wayne placed his hand on Devon’s elbow
and guided her away from the diner and the crowd, toward a small
alcove made by two police cars and what had turned out to be an
unnecessary ambulance. Detective Lawson followed silently. Devon
thought she detected a deference in Detective Lawson’s actions, not
out of duty but out of respect. Clearly this was Lieutenant Wayne’s
show now.

“Can you tell me what happened?”

“I was running late this morning. My shift started
at six but I didn’t get here until about six thirty. When I
arrived, there was a group of customers waiting outside. They said
the door was locked.”

“And you unlocked it?”

Devon nodded. “The main lights were off. For a
minute I thought maybe Sally and Chuck had overslept.”

“Were they often late?”

“No. Never,” Devon said. An image of Sally’s smiling
face filled her mind, and a wave of sadness rose up within her. She
pushed it back down.

“Did you go inside?”

“Yes. I know I shouldn’t have, but I had to—” Devon
caught herself before she slipped completely. I
had to see if they were dead. I had to know if it was him.
“I didn’t think it might be dangerous.” She couldn’t tell if he had
caught her self-censorship.

“Then what happened?”

“I saw Sally.”

“But you didn’t try to help her?”

The question caught Devon off guard. Of course she
hadn’t tried to help. There had been no help to be had, no
mistaking the pool of blood or Sally’s lifeless baby-blues glazed
over in death. She had known Sally was dead before she opened the
door, despite all the plausible explanations that had rolled
through her head. But did Lieutenant Wayne know that? How could he?
Her mind raced for an explanation, and she searched the
investigator’s face for some sign there was more than curiosity
behind his question. Her instinct for self-preservation on
overdrive, Devon told a half-truth.

“I was in shock, I guess. She was staring up at the
ceiling, and there was so much blood.”

The lieutenant’s expression never wavered, and he
nodded like he believed her. Devon suspected, though, that he
didn’t. Her heart started to race, and she tried to quiet it.

“What else did you see?”

“I noticed the cash register was open, but that was
about it. Then the police arrived.”

“You didn’t call them?”

“No. One of the customers must have.”

Henry nodded again, though Devon didn’t think he was
confirming her statement. In fact, Devon thought he probably would
have known who called the police before he asked the question.
Devon didn’t think he was trying to manipulate her, but she
couldn’t be sure. Past experience taught her to assume the
worst.

“Did you go into the kitchen?”

“No. Once I realized what was happening, I got out
of there. I didn’t want to destroy any evidence or anything.”

Devon regretted the words as soon as she said them.
Lieutenant Wayne’s eyebrows rose ever so slightly, in a gesture few
would notice if they weren’t really looking. But Devon saw it clear
as day.

The lieutenant closed his notepad and tucked his pen
into his breast pocket. Detective Lawson stepped forward, awaiting
instructions.

“Is there anything else, Lieutenant? I’d like to go
home. It’s been a…horrible morning.” Devon tried to keep her voice
neutral.

“I think we should continue this down at the
station,” Lieutenant Wayne said. He smiled, nodding his head toward
the crowd on the other side of the police tape. “I’m having a hard
time thinking with all this racket.”

Devon fought the panic welling up inside. “I don’t
know what else I can tell you. I wasn’t here when it happened.”

“I know,” he said reassuringly. “And I’m sorry to
delay this any further. I know it’s hard and you want to go home.
But I’ve got a few more questions I need to ask. Just to make sure
I’ve got everything I need to catch whoever did this.”

Over the lieutenant’s shoulder, Devon noticed a look
of surprise flash across Detective Lawson’s face. As quickly as it
appeared it was gone.

“Detective Lawson will take you to the station. I’ll
be right behind you.”

Knowing objecting any further would only raise
Lieutenant Wayne’s suspicions, Devon agreed. She told herself it
was simply a matter of routine, that it meant nothing and in a few
hours she’d walk out of the police station and leave Pittsburgh far
behind. She told herself these things as Detective Lawson led her
to his car, but she didn’t believe them. She could feel the walls
closing in around her.

 


*

 


Billy stood at the back of the crowd, watching the
police flittering about, throwing their weight around. He knew
police, knew their routines and their predilection to act like they
had everything under control amidst a sea of chaos. He wondered
what they thought of his work, whether they had any idea this was
anything but a standard robbery-homicide.

They don’t have a clue.

He took it all in from behind the indistinct and
faded ball cap pulled low across his forehead. Despite the sun’s
glare, he did not wear sunglasses. The combination of the hat and
glasses might draw unnecessary attention, whereas the hat by itself
was like a dozen others in the crowd.

Although it was amusing to watch the police run
around like ants that’d just had their anthill kicked over, Billy
was not some run-of-the-mill killer who hung around at the crime
scene to marvel at his own handiwork, and he had no real interest
in this particular police investigation. He was there for one
reason and one reason alone.

He had watched some uniform bring her a bottle of
water, watched as she was questioned by first one detective and
then another. But his eyes narrowed as the first detective led her
over to his car and helped her inside. Billy had not expected that,
and it changed things.

He was not close enough to his own car to follow
them, so he would have to improvise. He was good at improvising. He
was even better at tracking prey that had escaped his sight.

 


*

 


Devon sat in a small conference room and watched the
flurry of activity on the other side of the window. At least they
hadn’t put her in an interrogation room. The small, windowless
rooms were good at accomplishing their intended purpose:
intimidation. Fifteen minutes in one of those rooms, with the cops
hunched over you, flinging questions like accusations, and you were
ready to climb the walls. An hour, and you were ready to confess to
the assassination of Abraham Lincoln if it would get you out of
that room any faster.

She’d been sitting alone in the conference room for
more than twenty minutes, watching the unit’s detectives work their
cases, make phone calls and take statements, search through
computer records, and write up reports. But most of her attention
had been focused on Lieutenant Wayne, who had arrived shortly after
she was shown into the conference room by Detective Lawson. The
lieutenant had spent some time at his computer—doing what, Devon
didn’t know—and now was talking to Detective Lawson on the far side
of the squad room. She couldn’t hear what they were saying,
obviously, but given their surreptitious glances in her direction,
it wasn’t too difficult to determine that they were talking about
her.

Devon rubbed her hands against her arms, trying to
ward off the chill that had nothing to do with the temperature in
the conference room. She couldn’t believe it was happening again.
What had she done wrong? How, after all this time, had he found
her? Over the past ten years, she had moved nearly a dozen times.
She’d changed her name so often she could barely remember the one
she was born with. She’d had so many hairstyles and colors that
sometimes when she looked in a mirror it took her a few minutes to
recognize her own reflection. She’d had more social security
numbers than one human being could possibly be expected to
remember, only used cash, didn’t have a bank account, and kept
everyone at a distance. She carried everything that mattered to
her, everything she needed, in her shoulder bag. She rarely went on
dates and, if she did, never got past a second date. She had sex on
occasion, when the need for some kind of intimacy built to the
point that she was crawling out of her skin, but she hadn’t held a
woman or let herself be held in too many years to count.

Devon lived a terribly lonely life, though she
almost never allowed herself to think about it. She had no other
choice. She had to keep running, keep hiding, keep people from
seeing any part of herself that might somehow lead him to her. It
was exhausting, this life. Always looking over her shoulder, always
keeping herself apart from anyone who might actually come to care
about her and about whom maybe she could care in return.

But despite everything she had done, everything she
had gone through and given up, he had found her once more.

She saw Lieutenant Wayne heading toward her, and she
quickly slid her wall back into place. She was Devon James, a
simple waitress who had been late to work, hadn’t witnessed
anything, and had no story to tell. She would answer their
questions and then she would be gone. And she would not look
back.

cover.jpg





