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  Dedication


In retirement, I’ve taken to writing—but the stories wouldn’t exist without the people I’ve met along the way. Each of you brought something I’ve quietly admired: a love of books, a generous spirit, honest words, genuine curiosity, or simple, steady kindness. Some offered help without being asked; others listened when it mattered most. You’ve shaped more than you know. 
If you look closely, you might just find pieces of yourselves tucked into my novels—portrayed with the very traits you shared so freely. This story, like many before it, is a small way of saying—I noticed, and I’m grateful.
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Worn but not broken--every struggle shapes a story.
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  Chapter one
The Anatomy of Bone


The studio breathes dust. 
Ashlike marble motes soften the lamplight into a muted haze. Linseed oil lingers—faint, nostalgic. But something bitter coils beneath it—metallic, sweet, wrong. It clings to the air like memory after a scream.
Professor Giulio Moretti sits motionless, fused to the chair’s brittle silence. At first glance, he appears asleep. But his fingers are bound. Feet fastened. Muscles arrested in chemical obedience. Sweat streaks his scalp. Breath shallow. Lips tremble—just short of speech.
A shadow interrupts the candlelight.
The figure moves with reverence, like a disciple approaching a relic. A fractured silhouette spills over scattered sculpting tools and abandoned busts. One hand cradles a scalpel: slender, clean, obscenely elegant.
Not a sculptor’s chisel.
Not tonight.
“Professor,” the voice murmurs. Soft. Warm. Intimate.
Giulio’s gaze flutters. The figure circles him like a curator evaluating a priceless statue. The blade gleams with each step—an orbit of intent.
“Retired and forgotten. But I remember. You taught that the soul of sculpture is found in subtraction. That true form lives in what is removed.”
A pulse twitches in Giulio’s neck. He tries to scream. Nothing obeys.
No gasp. Just blood. Just widening eyes.
The scalpel slides in with surgical grace. Layer by layer, the figure peels Giulio from his own skin while humming peacefully, almost lovingly—as if sculpting the divine in tissue and sinew.
“You worked in marble. Clay. Bronze. But you never saw it.”
The figure pauses, eyes narrowed in admiration at exposed muscle—an archeologist discovering ancient perfection.
“The greatest sculpture hides beneath flesh.”
Giulio jerks once, then sags. Not dead—resigned.
The candle gutterballs. Flame falters.
The artist continues.
Time thickens. Air folds. Giulio remains aware, held hostage by silence and science as his form is reduced to elemental truth.
The moment arrives.
The figure lifts his skull—gleaming, blood-speckled and adjusts the posture. Arms angled. Shoulders squared. The pose—eerily familiar.
Michelangelo’s David.
Reimagined.
Refined.
Purified.
“This isn’t destruction,” the figure whispers. “It’s beauty.”
The candle dies. Silence returns. Sculpted.
It was not the first. The marble dust would settle again. And someone else would be next.






  
  Chapter two
Gatekeepers


The transfer car groans to a stop along a worn stone curb. Tarquinia’s medieval walls rise above Alexandra Stone like a solemn embrace. The air thrums with heat and dust, the sky spilling late-afternoon gold. 
The driver—elderly, linen-capped, with map-folded hands—twists out of his seat and nods silently. His kindness flickers in the way he helps with the bag, fingers brushing against the worn leather.
Alex thanks him softly, pays the fare, and steps out.
She looks wrecked. Her blouse clings unevenly to tired skin; the hem of her pants dusted from travel. Her face, once measured and sharp, sags around the eyes. Grief sits behind every pore—unslept, unwashed, unmended.
The door to Tri Carmini swings open.
Sunlight spills around a silhouette—Federica, dark-skinned, slender, vibrantly alive. Her braid wraps in red silk, her smile blooming before words form.
“Benvenuta! Alessandra Stone, yes? You are finally here!”
Her Sicilian features hint at ancestry, but her cadence and posture speak of Africa. She moves with warmth—bold, generous, loud in the best way.
“I’m Federica,” she says, grabbing the handle of Alex’s bag before she can resist. “This is my home. Now yours, too.”
Her joy rubs against Alex like wool on raw skin. Alex tries to smile. Fails. Nods instead.
Inside, the scent of citrus soap and wild tree heath floats in the air—floral, with honeyed bark beneath it.
“I put fresh branches by the window. You like them? I thought you might.”
Alex glances at the vase. Delicate white blooms hang like stubborn bells.
Her voice barely rises. “Thank you.”
Federica pauses, catches the fragility sitting in Alex’s face, then retreats with grace. “Ring the bell if you need anything. Or nothing. I’m here.”
***

Hours later, Alex sits alone inside Therra Ristorante. A waiter leads her to a cramped table for two—narrow, intimate, reluctant to host one. The wooden chair across from her stays empty, stiff with silence.
Ravioli arrives—pecorino, cinnamon, butter. A dish built for warmth but offering none.
She eats in slow, lifeless motions.
She watches others laugh.
She does not.
A memory unfolds. The schoolyard. Maria—more sister than nanny—waves from the bus, ushering Emma and Josie inside.
Josie, her adopted daughter. Emma, her blood. Hair tangled. Backpacks unmatched.
Emma’s voice echoes: We’ll be back tonight, Mama.
They never return.
Metal shrieks. Fire splits the morning. Maria dies with her arms curled around both girls.
Scorched. DNA fragmented. Just remnants. Just confirmation.
Her fork halts. Her stomach recoils.
White Christmas lights blink from a synthetic pine tree in the corner—absurd, comforting, misplaced. Like grief itself.
Then he enters.
The guitarist.
White-haired. Belly round with wine. Amp strapped like a shield. He sings in falsetto:
“Take on me... take me on...”
Earnest. Every note. Every word.
He believes joy is possible.
She does not.
Her gaze drifts—lovers touching fingertips beneath a breadbasket. Friends toasted over saffron and seafood.
She feels like a shadow—uninvited to the play everyone else remembers auditioning for.
Her Amaro sits warm and forgotten.
She waits.
And waits.
Nothing shifts.
“Il conto,” she says.
***

She walks the cobbled streets alone. Voices drift—football arguments, whispered romance, children chasing shadows. Dogs bark. Laughter echoes.
It should feel like Italy.
It doesn’t.
***

Back in her room, she sits on the bed. Darkness wraps around her like a soaked blanket.
She doesn’t undress.
She doesn’t cry.
She falls backward onto the pillow, eyes open.
And sleeps.
***

Morning comes.
Museo Nazionale di Tarquinia opens like a stone whisper.
Dust floats in fractured light spilling through arched entrances. Outside, the Fontana Monumentale murmurs—stone masks leaking centuries into the basin below. Papal crests curl across its cracked body, proud and misplaced.
Alex lingers beside the fountain, letting its rhythm settle inside her.
***

She enters the Museo.
Ticket purchased. Quiet fingers. A nod to the attendant. Then alone—past Etruscan relics: sarcophagi, mosaics, fragments of forgotten gods.
She climbs the stone staircase of Palazzo Vitelleschi. Gothic-Renaissance grandeur. Arched windows fracture light into delicate geometry. Cool air greets her at the summit. A sacred shift.
Ceilings rise like cathedral vaults. Ornate cornices frame ancient frescoes. The quadrangular loggia reveals Tarquinia’s rooftops and the distant shimmer of the Tyrrhenian Sea.
It isn’t just a museum.
It’s a monument to memory.
She steps into the Hall of Arms.
Then she sees them.
The Winged Horses.
Suspended against black stone. Prancing. Harnessed to a vanished chariot. One fierce. One serene.
Pigments—red, brown, cream—cling to their forms like stubborn memory.
They once crowned the Temple of the Ara della Regina. Excavated in shards. Reassembled. Reborn in stillness.
Alex doesn’t move.
She studies the horses like they might speak.
“They guard more than temples,” says a voice behind her.
She turns.
An older man stands beside her. Linen shirt. Composed posture. A tattoo stretches across his forearm—a charioteer steering two winged horses. One white. One black. Reins taut. Bodies strained.
It isn’t decorative.
It’s philosophical.
“Plato,” she says. “The soul divided. Reason guiding spirit and desire.”
He nods. “Balance,” he says. “Harder to sculpt than bone.”
Her eyes narrow.
He smiles—less for charm, more for clarity.
“Agent Alessandra Stone,” he says. “Though I suspect you’re here as Sasso.”
The name lands like wet granite.
She flinches—quietly, internally.
Sasso. Her true surname. The one her parents, Giancarlo and Patrizia, carried before Michael Thompson—her mentor, guardian, boss—changed it. To protect her from a past soaked in violence. From the truth.
“I don’t use that name,” she says.
Renzo shrugs, reverent. “That doesn’t mean it stopped being yours.”
She turns back to the horses. Their stilled flight feels personal.
“Stone was easier,” she murmurs. “Cleaner.”
“And colder,” Renzo says gently. “But it cracked, didn’t it?”
She exhales. Grief doesn’t recede—it realigns.
“You came here to forget,” he says. “But I think Tarquinia wants you to remember.”
She meets his gaze. “And you are?”
“Commandante Generale dei Carabinieri,” he says. “But here in Tarquinia, just Renzo.”
She folds her arms. “That’s a Rome title.”
“I commute.”
She stiffens. “How did you know I was here?”
“I spoke with someone who wouldn’t betray you,” he says. “Michael Thompson.”
Her breath catches.
Renzo watches her closely. “He said you wouldn’t answer. But you might listen.”
She nods. “That sounds like him.”
“He also said something else,” Renzo continues. “That you protect your peace like you protect your clients. That your silence isn’t distance—it’s loyalty.”
She looks down.
Renzo shifts, revealing the tattoo again.
“So I reached out,” he says. “Because Chiara Rizzo is in town.”
Her gaze lifts. The name stings—Quantico halls, sharp minds over coffee, trust built under fire.
“She wants to see you,” Renzo says. “It’s been a long time.”
“She’s in Bologna.”
“Passing through. Because of the bones.”
Alex frowns. “What bones?”
Renzo’s voice drops.
“They’re turning up across Italy. Milan. Genoa. Puglia. Even Croatia. Posed. Sculpted. Ritualistic.”
She breathes shallow.
One of the Winged Horses—fractured. A chip in the corner. She blinks. It’s gone. Or maybe it never was.
Renzo steps toward the gallery entrance.
“Dinner tonight at Baco Perbacco. Nine sharp. We’ll sit beneath the stars.”
She watches him leave.
Turns back to the Winged Horses.
They hover in stillness.
Gatekeepers.
She doesn’t know what they’re guarding.
But something is about to be let through.






  
  Chapter three
Clara Hewitt Leaves Quietly


Clara Hewitt steps out just after six. 
The pavement is silvered with dew. Pale light drizzles across the street. Her suitcase hums behind her—black, compact, silent. She wears a sleeveless top, black with geometric texture. Her watch ticks five minutes fast.
The air smells of toast, diesel, and wet concrete. A fox slips between bins. Mrs. Patel waves from her garden. Mr. O’Connell lifts his mug. Liam and Grace argue about jam. Clara nods to each of them.
She’s the nice girl from number twelve.
She walks with purpose—but today, there’s a fractional tilt in her posture. Something unspoken beneath the calm. Her stride is measured, precise. No wasted motion. Her hair is pulled back—neat, functional. Her silence is practiced.
Everyone knows Clara.
Ilford County High School for Girls. Friends from Caterham still swap recipes and photos. Administrative secretary for the National Central Bureau in Manchester. Travels often. Always polite. Always composed.
No one knows she’s Interpol.
No one sees the pistol nestled beneath her ribcage, tucked behind fabric and certainty. No one sees the weight she carries in her chest—memories, warnings, a message decoded at 2:03 a.m. before sleep could intercept her.
No one knows she’s been called.
Not by name. Just a code. Just a set of coordinates. It came encrypted, routed through two relays, framed as routine. But Clara read between the lines—urgency disguised as protocol. Another operative. Unknown. Unbriefed. Field complications likely. That’s what they sent.
She turns onto Cranbrook Road. A bus exhales at the stop. A cyclist mutters past. A pigeon flutters from a bin lid. She pauses at the school gates—the old red-brick building still locked tight.
Dark windows. Faded mural. The schoolyard is empty.
Memory isn’t.
Laughter. Exams. A fight behind the bike shed. A kiss she never repeated.
Edmund Wright.
Smart. Unshakeable. Too principled to lie, too careful to stray. She liked that about him—liked him more than she should have. He was engaged then. Still is now. Rome, headlines, broadcast urgency. Clara watches each segment like an analyst, but it’s never just professional. Her feelings for Edmund run quiet, buried. Not erased.
If anyone ever traced him back to her—if dots began to connect—everything would unravel.
She walks on.
At the roundabout, Colin and Jamie Wright sit on the low wall, takeaway cups steaming. They nod when they see her. No surprise. No questions.
“Early,” Jamie says.
“Always,” Clara replies.
Colin grins. “Off to Manchester?”
“Same job. Different desk,” she answers.
They don’t press. They never do.
The Wright brothers were her orbit once—chips, debates, whispers. Clara catalogues their faces out of habit. She tracks movements. Stores tendencies. Edmund taught her that. Not in words, but example.
She descends into Gants Hill Station. The tiled walls curve like a whisper. She taps her Oyster card. The gate clicks open.
Three escalators drop into shadow.
She boards the Central Line westbound.
Seat





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
THE FIXER

BONES

0ZZIE LOGOZZO





OEBPS/images/3d73d34b-0092-41d1-ab95-e382e2b2b271.jpeg





OEBPS/images/0da1d3a1-87d6-4421-934c-524fd1a3a4cb.jpeg
THE FIXER

BONES

0ZZIE LOGOZZO





OEBPS/images/f0078e56-2863-47e1-80e1-7fe4bfc78bf4.png







