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Chapter 1

Kennedy and I head over to Central Park, dispatched there because a young man died shortly after receiving an injection in his doctor’s office. We duck under the crime scene tape and approach the officer who called it in. “What do we know?” I ask.

“Young black girl and her boyfriend just got to the park, were kissing, then he collapsed. Girl tried to call 911, but no service. Tried CPR, but no use.”

We sidestep a few barren tree branches, twigs crunching under my boots as we approach the body. Kennedy stands to the right of the body, notepad in hand, as I kneel on the left side and survey the deceased, head to toes. Blotchy hemorrhages cover the entirety of the vic’s body, just like with Malekoviec. I point to one of the lesions. “Same as with Irina, and no signs of injury or a struggle.” I nod my head as I flip him over and continue my exam. Got to be the same killer. Finishing up, I say, “We’ll see what McGowan comes up with.” I look over at the officer as I rise up. “Where’s the girl?”

He jerks his head to the right where a distraught young African-American woman stands with two other officers.

I flash her my badge as Kennedy and I approach. “Detective Ravello. You are?”

“Shanteel St. James.”

Recognition flashes across Kennedy’s face. “Your mother works for a Doctor Hyslop?”

Surprise. “Uh, yeah, why?” she says with confusion.

Kev glances at me. “Detective Kennedy. I spoke with your mom the other day as part of another investigation.” He points his thumb toward our vic. “Tell us what happened.”

“Jamal and I was at his doctor’s office. Jamal’s got real bad diabetes.” She shakes her head as tears fill her eyes. “Messed up his eyes and stuff. We was trying to get him better, using some experimental stuff Doc thought would help.” She sniffles. “I knew we shouldn’t a come up here. Doc said to stay close, just in case.”

“Which doc?” I ask.

“Gorelick, that’s his name.”

My eyes dart to Kennedy’s.

I pull out a packet of tissues, handing it to Shanteel. “Tell us about the treatment Jamal received with Doctor Gorelick.”

She dabs her eyes, then her nose. “He got his second injection today. Didn’t do much, but Jamal felt better. Doc let him go a little while later but told us to stay close by in case—”

“Shanny! Me baby!”

We all turn toward the voice, a solidly built black woman emerging through the tree limbs. The woman rushes over. “Mom!” Kennedy and I clear a path so they can embrace. The woman pulls back as she partially shields her daughter from us. She focuses on my partner. “Detective Kennedy?”

He nods. “Hello, Ms. St. James.”

“Police call me ’bout Jamal, told me where you was.” She shakes her head, then eyes her daughter. “Ya okay, baby?”

Shanteel holds back the tears, her mother speaking for her. “Can we do dis a bit later?” She side hugs her daughter. “Me girl is cold, tired, upset.”

I nod at them, handing her my card. “Sure, meet us at the station in about an hour. We can take Shanteel’s statement then.”

“Dank you, Detective...”

“Ravello.”

“We see you dere in a bit.”

Mother and daughter depart as Kennedy and I fill in the timeline and details with the officers on the scene. “So Shanteel said one minute Jamal’s fine, the next he’s all sweaty and shaking and passes out?”

He snaps his fingers. “Yeah, fucking weird, happened just like that according to her.”

Kennedy blows on his hands. “What do you make of it, Chris?”

I smile. “Diabetic, sweating on a day like today. Only one thing explains that...”


Chapter 2

The New York 1 TV anchor’s indignant voice continues on in the background. “...linked the murder of a Russian piano teacher from Little Odessa to that of a young African-American male who died just hours ago in Central Park. Reports have it the DA’s office refused to cut a deal with an informant that could have everted the second murder.”

New York City District Attorney Morgan Jackman snaps off the television with the clicker, slamming it on his desk as he barks at his senior assistant district attorney. “What the hell is this all about?”

“The informant is Durand. He wanted to be on a supervised release for forty-eight hours to help with this investigation, in exchange for taking the death sentence off the table.”

“Christ, the baby-killer is looking for leniency? What the hell is the world coming to?”

Byrne shakes his head. “I figured Durand was bluffing. Holed up in Rikers, how could he possibly know about a murder that hadn’t even happened yet? That’s why I didn’t even bring it to you.”

Jackman nods. “Well, they’ve forced our hand now. Who brought this to you?”

“Ravello and Kennedy.”

Jackman’s right eyebrow arches. “Ravello? Couldn’t stay away after all.”

“Guess not.”

Jackman’s hand runs over the blotter on his desk as he deliberates. “We can use that to our advantage. Cut the best deal you can with Durand. Make it clear to Ravello and Kennedy, Durand is their problem while he’s out. He causes any issues, anything at all, they’re taking the fall, not my office.” Jackman flips the TV back on. “In other news, incumbent DA, Morgan Jackman, trails his challenger, Cliff LeFevre, by six points in a recent Gallup poll.”

The DA grumbles to Byrne. “Make it happen quickly, Kiernan. I’ve got more pressing concerns to deal with.”


Chapter 3

Kennedy and I sit across from Kerline and Shanteel St. James. Kennedy filled me in earlier on Kerline’s antipathy toward Jamal Richards. That her role in Hyslop’s lab, and her feelings about Gorelick make her a person of interest in both the Malekoviec and Richards deaths. But we’ll take the soft approach, see what we can tease out without getting confrontational.

“My condolences for your loss, Ms. St. James. We understand you and Jamal were very close.”

I study the young woman, who’s much more composed than earlier. “Thank you, Detective. Yes, we were thinking about getting married as soon as Jamal was feeling better.”

Kerline grimaces, then masks it.

“I see. What do you know about Jamal’s condition, about how bad his diabetes was?”

Shanteel nods. “Was a real bad case.” She gives a glancing smile toward Kerline. “That’s why my mom referred us to Doctor Gorelick. The diabetes was hurting Jamal’s eyes, making it hard to focus. Was damaging his kidneys and messing with the feeling in his feet. He was gonna need dialysis soon if Doctor Gorelick didn’t straighten him out.”

“Who can get us a copy of Jamal’s medicals? His mother? Father?”

“I can. Jamal gave me power of attorney. His folks are really messed up. Didn’t want to leave them in charge in case anything happened, and he’s got no brothers or sisters.”

“That makes it easy. We’ll have you sign some releases
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