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	Ten years ago, August Greystone’s adolescent brother was brutally murdered and dumped in Blood Pond. And the one person he is sure can identify the killer is on the run...

	Bruce Monkton can’t escape the horror of what he experienced the night his friend, Tommy Greystone, was slaughtered in front of his eyes. Although Bruce somehow survived the vicious attack, he is still fleeing from shadows, from the haunting memories and his own demons, so the last thing he wants is to come face-to-face with his greatest nightmare—the older brother of his dead boyhood crush, the man desperately seeking closure to his brother’s murder.

	August has given up everything, including his career as a law enforcement officer, to locate Bruce because he’s sure the young man is the key to helping him find what he seeks. But can Bruce really aid August when it comes to locating the elusive killer, or will the answers to the mystery be buried forever at the bottom of Blood Pond?
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	To those who have fallen victim to the faceless killer, the one who may still be out there.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	He was close. He could feel it. A guy who fit Monkton’s’ description had been held overnight at the local jail only two days ago.

	“It’s not really right, me telling you this.” Officer Beaumont shook his head, the file between his fingers. “It’s confidential really.”

	August studied the middle-aged cop standing behind the counter. He was a simple guy with a quiet life. The extra weight he carried around the middle testified to the fact that he wasn’t used to seeing much crime in this little town. He could have been Beaumont in twenty years. “I really appreciate it,” he said as he folded the faded photograph and put it back into his wallet.

	“It’s only because you were on the job before. What was it like being a big city cop up in Manchester?”

	August tried not to think about that most days, think about what he’d left behind a few months ago. None of it mattered anymore anyway. “He didn’t happen to say where he was going, did he?”

	The seconds ticked by steadily on the clock overhead. The shrill ringing of a phone somewhere in the background echoed in his head, momentarily distracting the officer.

	“Nope, can’t say that he did. He was hungover-like. Didn’t say much of anything, just looked kind of lost. I gave his personal belongings back. He didn’t have much, mostly the clothes on his back. About twenty dollars and some change. That was it. We had nothing to hold him on once he’d sobered up. What’s he wanted for?”

	“Nothing, that I know of. Look, I saw a Bed and Breakfast up the road when I rode in. Is it open? I need to rent a room, somewhere I can sleep, get something to eat.”

	“Not anymore. Mr. Buckner moved away to be near his daughter in Newport, but there’s Franklin House, just as you leave town. Not fancy, mind you, but Sharon is a good little cook. She’ll whip you up something if you ask her.”

	“Is the price reasonable?” Last he’d checked, his funds were at an all-time low. He was still waiting on a payment from the insurance case he’d closed. “Let me call on over there, see what I can do.” Beaumont offered.

	“I’d appreciate it.” He was weary and broke, and battling this depression that reached out and gripped him so hard at times, it felt as if he was gasping for breath. He would have liked nothing more than to sleep for three days, but that wasn’t going to happen.

	Bruce Monkton had been spotted several times in this area of Vermont. He couldn’t waste too much time sleeping.

	The cop was speaking on the phone to someone about the room. August walked over and studied the bulletin board. There was nothing there of interest, but then why should there be? No one knew what he looked like; no one except Monkton.

	“Mr. Greystone?” Phone at his ear, Beaumont motioned to him.

	August pushed his hands into the pockets of his leather jacket and walked over to the counter. “Yeah?”

	“Sharon has a good room for you and a chicken in the oven. Give you a good rate, guaranteed, three meals thrown in for fifty. How’s that suit you?”

	“Suits me fine, thanks.”

	The cop spoke into the receiver a few more minutes, then hung up. “She’ll be expecting you.”

	A few minutes later, August walked across the parking lot to his beat-up old Toyota. Every day, he prayed it wouldn’t break down. It surprised him every time the engine roared to life.

	He followed the road that led out of town and turned off onto an unpaved driveway which led to the Bed and Breakfast. There were no other guests, but then, it wasn’t tourist season. The leaves on the trees were already beginning to drop off, and soon the snow would cover the ground.

	The Franklin House was a typical New England style house with the large verandas and green shutters. The room Sharon Franklin gave him wasn’t fancy, but it was clean and warm. He wolfed down the food the elderly woman prepared, apologizing every few minutes for his haste. God, that tasted good. He hadn’t eaten like that since before his mother died. “I haven’t eaten in a while.”

	“Young man,” the grey-haired woman touched his hand, “where is it you come from, dear?”

	“Manchester.”

	“You’re a little out of the way, aren’t you?”

	He smiled faintly. “A little.”

	“Had a fellow here yesterday, came from Manchester too, I think. He was a quiet young fellow, a...”

	August jumped up from his chair and whipped out his wallet. His fingers fumbled for a moment while the older woman watched him curiously. He pushed the picture in front of her. “Was that him? Was that the guy who was here, the one that’s on the left?”

	“Well... I... I...” She seemed flustered as she picked up the picture.

	“Please, it’s important.”

	“It’s an old photograph. It’s hard to make it out. This fellow was older but had the same fair hair.” She put it on the table. “Needed a haircut if you ask me. These young men wear their hair so long these days. In my day—”

	“Please try to remember,” August insisted.

	“I couldn’t say really.” She shook her head.

	“Please, take another look.”

	“I’d need my glasses.” She stood up. “Hold on a minute.”

	He waited impatiently while she hunted for her glasses. If Monkton stayed here last night, right after he got out of jail, it meant he was closer to his tail than he thought. The minute she returned, he asked, “What did he say his name was? Was it, Bruce? Did he call himself Bruce?”

	“No, not Bruce,” she mused. “He said Clay something or other, never did tell me his family name.” She lowered her voice. “I didn’t know until after he’d left that he was fresh out of county jail. It was nothing to worry about. He said he drank too much. My late husband liked to tip the bottle a bit too.”

	August took back the photograph and slid it inside his wallet. “Did he say where he was going?”

	“Well, let me think... yes... said something about going up to Canada, Montreal maybe.”

	August sat back down. Montreal. That would make sense somehow.

	“Is that some help to you?” Mrs. Franklin asked.

	“Yes. Thanks.”

	“What do you want him for? I mean, not my business but... is he kin of yours?”

	“No, not kin.” He picked up his fork again but didn’t eat. His appetite had left him. August accepted more coffee, then went to the room, showered, and lay down on the bed.

	He took out the wrinkled photograph again and stared at it like he usually did when he couldn’t sleep. Two gangly, good-looking young boys in their bathing trunks; Tommy, dark-haired like himself, with their mother’s dark brown eyes; Bruce Monkton, blond and tanned. He had his face turned to the side, but there was still enough of his profile to be able to make out his features. They were lying in the grass in front of Blood Pond. It was only a short bike ride away from their parents’ summer cottage in the White Mountains. Bruce was on his stomach. His brother had turned his face to the camera, staring at something or at someone.

	That old picture had been taped to the mirror of his brother’s bureau. He’d found it on the day of the funeral. The image of his brother’s face in that photo haunted him. Maybe it was just the flash of the camera or a movement in the bushes. The photograph was taken just two days before Tommy was murdered.

	“Who is that boy in the picture with Tommy?” he’d asked his mother later that day after all the people had left.

	He didn’t get much of an answer. A few days later when he asked her again, she said his name was Bruce. He and his mother had rented a cottage across the lake for the summer.

	“Who took the picture, Mom?” he’d persisted. “Did Tommy mention who had taken this picture?”

	There was an ominous silence. A chill went up his back when his mother looked at him and whimpered, “God, August, I don’t know.”

	He’d given that picture to the police, but it had been taken with a cheap Polaroid camera and wasn’t of any use to them. At the end, August had taken it back.

	It was after midnight when sleep finally claimed him. He awoke off and on, thinking he really should head out to Montreal, but sleep pulled him down, again and again, pinning him to the mattress. When he opened his eyes in the wee hours of the morning, this time, he was in a panic. He thought he’d forgotten where that photo was. What had he done with the picture? He searched blindly on the bed in the dark as his forehead broke out into a sweat. He leaned over and tried to turn on the reading lamp. It fell unbroken to the carpeted floor.

	He picked up the lamp and switched it on, suddenly spotting the photograph lying on the faded blue carpet beside the bed. He reached out for it, picked it up and slid it back into his wallet again.

	He forced himself out of bed. He would have liked to have showered again, but he didn’t want to wake up Mrs. Franklin.

	Dressing, he left the money he owed and wrote her a brief note, thanking her for her hospitality. In the car, he set his GPS for Montreal, cranked up the radio to some tune by CCR, and spun out of the yard.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	It was freezing in the truck. The rain was coming down in sheets, getting heavier the closer they got to Montreal. It was cold rain, mixed with ice, and the driver hadn’t bothered to slow his pace at all since it had begun.

	“Ay,” he said, his French accent seeming more pronounced than it had been an hour ago, “nervous, toi?”

	“No, no, I’m fine,” Bruce told him, but his hands gripped the sides of the passenger seat. It was worse sitting so high up. He felt as if the rain would suddenly burst through the window and swallow him whole. “Really coming down.” When the driver didn’t appear to understand that idiom, Bruce pointed to the windshield. “The rain, man. It’s really... ah... fort. Strong!”

	He laughed and shrugged as if he’d seen it all before. “Okay, okay.” He waved. “Big, me. I big with... have big truck!”

	Bruce smiled faintly and tried to relax. He knew a big truck like this could hug the road quite well. He’d hitched a ride in plenty of them, and even in the worst snow storms, they’d barrel on through while other smaller vehicles were relegated to the ditch. But it didn’t take much to get him stressed out.

	He’d gotten lucky with Jean-Pierre. The transport driver had seen him hitchhiking near the truck stop and pulled over. He wasn’t supposed to take anyone in the cab for insurance purposes, but he wanted to practice his English. And amazingly enough, that’s all he wanted, no blowjob, or screw in the back of the cab. That was a relief.

	On the way to Montreal, Jean-Pierre talked about his kids, showed him pictures of a son a few years younger than Bruce and a grown daughter with two babies. His wife’s picture was pinned up above his visor; a plump woman with a generous smile. Bruce almost envied him.

	“Why you go to Montreal?” he asked him as the Champlain Bridge came into view.

	“I don’t know,” Bruce said. “I need a change I guess.”

	“You need change... what for, young like you? I need change.” He laughed. “I’m old man.”

	Bruce looked out the window. He could see a huge Ferris wheel and, beyond that, a huge metal globe. “Expo, right?” he looked at the driver.

	“Um, before you, jeune homme.”

	“Were you there?”

	“Oui, nineteen... how you say that, six and seven?”

	“nineteen sixty-seven,” Bruce told him.

	“It was good, fun. I was like you, jeune homme.

	You meet a person here, family, amie?”

	“No. I’ll be okay. Where are you taking all the frozen stuff, you’re transporting?”

	“Entrepot, ah... house store?”

	“Warehouse.”

	“That’s it. Where you go?”

	“Can you leave me downtown... ah... Centreville?”

	“Sure?”

	“Sure.” Bruce nodded.

	The rain had slowed, but not much. Bruce threw the hood of his sweater up over his head. If he stayed here through the winter, he’d have to find a coat, and some boots too. He hoped he could get a job, something that didn’t require identification papers. He had no visa to work in Canada.

	Jean-Pierre seemed reluctant to let him leave. He offered to buy him breakfast at a fast food place, and they ate in the parking lot, gulping big cups of coffee and munching on sausage and egg sandwiches.

	“You live in Montreal, Jean-Pierre?” Bruce asked him, scrunching up the garbage and putting it into a bag.

	“Dorval,” he said. “I go home by,” he checked his watch, “ten this morning. I leave truck. My car is at the ...” he paused and grinned, “waring house.”

	“You get home at ten... and it’s warehouse.”

	“Right. Merde. warehouse, and get home. I don’t take out the box at the... the warehouse.”

	“Ah, that’s good,” Bruce told him. He looked around. The street sign said Ste. Catherine. “I’m going to get going, Jean-Pierre,” he said. “Thanks for the food and the ride. You take care.” He held out his hand.

	The trucker shook it. “Toi aussi,” he said. “Salute,

	Clay!”

	“Salute.” Bruce opened the door and dropped down to the pavement.

	He pulled the sweater around him. The rain had slacked, but it was cold. He could feel the wind coming off the St. Lawrence River. There was no sun, but the dawn had broken. The stores along Ste. Catherine hadn’t opened yet, but the restaurants were already serving breakfast.

	He kept his hands in his pocket as he walked, not sure where he was going. He just knew he needed to move. Maybe he could lose himself here on this island where people from many different ethnic groups appeared to live together peacefully. Maybe he was here too, waiting tables in a restaurant on Prince Arthur, playing music in the gay village... just watching... waiting...

	An hour later, he sat in a coffee shop near McGill

	University on Sherbrooke, looking through the wanted ads in The Gazette. A few students sat around a corner table, knapsacks at their feet, drinking cappuccino.

	After the coffee, he had twelve dollars left in his pocket, hardly enough to get him a room for the night. It was cold, and he wasn’t looking forward to spending the night in a park, but he would if he had to.

	Busboy, waiter, bartender, trucker, dancer... All of them would require identification. None of them would earn him money right away or give him a place to sleep tonight.

	He finished his coffee and left the café. He headed back to Ste. Catherine Street and then made for the village and those distinctive bars and restaurants that lay between Papineau and Berri, marked by the rainbow flag hanging over Beaudry Metro station. The Club Sandwich, the Cabaret Chez Mado, Le Parking, and a number of other clubs, saunas, and restaurants all vied for the patronage of the gay and lesbian population. Last time he was here it had given him comfort, shelter, and a job.

	When he climbed up the familiar carpeted steps of the empty club, the first person he saw was Karl. Bruce was happy to see him standing there, wiping glasses with a towel, and even happier when Karl recognized him. “Clay!” he shouted. He threw down the towel and came to plant an affectionate kiss on both cheeks. “I never thought you’d come back. How long has it been?”

	“Almost two years,” Bruce told him. “How are you?”

	“Fantastic. Stephen and I got married.” He showed him his gold band.

	“Congratulations. Karl, you wouldn’t have a job for me, would you? I’d do anything.”

	“Anything?” He chuckled. “Don’t let some of the horny old queens in here hear you say that.”

	Bruce smiled, nervously entwining his fingers. “I don’t want to sleep outside tonight.”

	“Come to the bar. What are you drinking?” Karl asked, setting a glass in front of him.

	“Ah, just Coke, okay?”

	Karl eyed him. “Are you on the wagon? I seem to remember you tying on a couple when you were here.”

	“Yeah, I wanted to say sorry about that, and about the damage. I—”

	Karl poured him some Coke. “Never mind. You dry for real?”

	“I’m trying. I can’t guarantee anything.”

	Karl sighed. “I don’t know what I can do, my friend. Stephen was pretty pissed about what happened... and when you fell off the stage that time. We did take a risk hiring you, since you’re illegal and everything. Inspectors are strict now, especially in the village. You know.”

	“I have nowhere else to go.” Nowhere to hide, do you?

	Karl nodded. “You eaten?”

	“Yeah, this morning.”

	“Well, now it’s afternoon. I’ve got some sandwiches in the fridge. Chicken or tuna?”

	“Doesn’t matter.”

	“I’ll be right back,” Karl said.

	Bruce sipped his Coke, eyeing the bottles of liquor that lined the back of the bar. He turned away and scanned the large room. It was a small bar by most standards, holding a hundred at the most. It had a certain class, white tablecloths on the tables, candles, and they served some fast foods, as well as drinks.

	The stage was upfront, a disc jockey station to the left, and a small dance floor to the right.

	The strippers were usually hand-picked and gorgeous. There was a cover charge or used to be. Karl and Stephen had done some redecorating; wallpaper with statues of Adonis or was it, David—he could never tell which—adorned the walls, and the trim was lavender of course.

	“Here you go.” Karl handed him a sandwich.

	Bruce turned around and took it. “Thanks. I like what you’ve done.”

	“Stephen’s the artistic one. Great, isn’t it?”

	“Yeah. Still charge to get in?”

	“You bet. We’re full every night too.”

	“And the dancers... do you... can you give me a spot, maybe advance me a few dollars so that I can get room?” He knew Karl had a soft spot for him. When Karl gave him a job last time, he and Stephen were going through a hard time. Karl had fucked him one night in the stock room after an argument. Bruce didn’t remember it much. He’d been drunk most of the time anyway. But he’d been counting on the fact that maybe Karl remembered.

	Karl reached over and covered his hand with his. “Look, I’ll talk to Stephen. He can’t deny you really could bring in the crowd. And if you promise to—”

	“I will,” Bruce said quickly. “I’ll be good. You have my word.”

	“Look, we got an empty room upstairs. No one’s staying in it. Why don’t you go on up, take a shower? Get some sleep before the crowd comes in. Let me break it to Stephen before he sees you, okay?”

	“I don’t know how I can repay you, Karl.”

	“No payment necessary. I’ll give you a spot on the weekend, okay, see if I can’t advance you a few dollars in the meantime.”

	“I can clean up, serve food.”

	Karl nodded. “You got a winter coat?”

	“No.”

	“I’ll see what I can dig up. Clay?”

	Bruce looked at him. “Yeah?”

	“I really hoped you’d have your life together by now. What’s going on with you? You’re smart and good-looking. You shouldn’t be back here. Maybe you’ll tell me finally what you’re running from?”

	Bruce finished the Coke and left his half-eaten sandwich on the bar. “I’m not running from anything, really. I just can’t seem to catch a break, that’s all.”

	Karl nodded. “Come on, I’ll take you upstairs.”

	The room was small, sparsely furnished, but it had its own bathroom and
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