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Chapter 1


“Zipped up tight, Kate,” Sergeant Fred Hansen said, moving past her, holding his nine-millimeter slanted downward and close in to his body, trigger finger laid along the gun frame. Standing sideways, he peered up the hallway, presenting, LAPD Homicide Detective Kate Delafield thought, an unmissable target for the poorest shooter; his body, bulked up by a bulletproof vest, took up most of the hall doorway.

The team moved quietly along the dingy, dimly lit second-floor hallway of the dilapidated fifties-era apartment building, the intricate, yellowed plaster moldings a doleful remnant of the structure’s former stylishness.

Adrenaline surging through her, Kate reached for the holstered gun underneath her LAPD raid jacket to again test the motion that her own vest would restrict. She nodded to Hansen and to her partner, Torrie Holden, and then stepped in front of Officer Alicia Perez. “Ready,” she said to Torrie.

“Let’s nail this scumbag,” Torrie said with the cockiness of the patrol cop she once had been, a hand in the shoulder bag that contained her gun. Mirroring Torrie, Kate reached into her own shoulder bag, but to touch the arrest warrant.

She braced, reaching for her gun as a door opened ahead of them. She was pleasantly assailed by the oniony vapors of soup as a white-haired old woman clomped into the hallway in ankle-high lace-up shoes. Alicia Perez moved quickly to the woman and spoke to her in a low tone.

The old woman, with hanging jowls and wearing sequined fifties-style glasses, a threadbare yellow sweater pulled over a housedress laundered clean of color, scowled at Perez. “Takin’ men’s work, shame on you,” she pronounced, her jowls quivering, and then she clomped back into her apartment.

Perez winked as Torrie and Kate moved past her. “Forgot to mention my grandma lives here.”

Torrie and Hansen stationed themselves on either side of apartment nine, and Hansen extended an arm and rapped on the door. Kate reached into her jacket, positioning her thumb on the snap of her shoulder holster.

“Who is it?” a querulous female voice inquired.

“Police, ma’am. Please open the door.”

“If it’s Darian you want, he’s not—”

Kate heard a click, and in a blood-freezing instant she understood what it was and that it came from behind her.

Adrenaline kicked in sky-high, but the next events seemed to advance one by one, like frames of a film. Whirling to the sound, at the same time shoving aside Perez, who stood between her and the sound. Snapping open her holster, the restriction of the vest, grasping her .38, ripping the gun from its holster.

Imprinted on her vision as if illuminated by spotlight: glassy blue eyes staring out between dark, greasy strands of hair over a pale forehead. A white shirt so pristine that Crockett must have just donned it. Jeans with a huge silver buckle. New, white jogging shoes adorned with a bright red Nike swoosh. The gun in his left hand silver, toylike.

From somewhere a shout of “Police!” An exploding string of firecrackers splat! splat! splat! splat! filling the hallway.

“Fuck!”

“Jesus Christ!”

A scream.

Crockett flying backward, his white shirt blossoming with red flowers, Nikes lifting off the floor, plaster raining down as his gun spewed fire into the ceiling, his greasy hair flying forward and his head flung backward as if it would detach from his shoulders.

Her shoulder erupting with pain, the impact of the bullet so forceful that she spun in a full circle to once again face Crockett before the whump of his body as he crash-landed onto the hallway floor.

The strength in her legs vaporizing, the floor coming up at her before she could hope to extend her gun hand to brace herself, the dark floor mottled and coated with some sort of sticky fluid as her face struck it…

An instant of silence echoed in her ears like thunder.

“Shit, shit, fucking shit—” Hansen.

“Kate! Oh my God, Kate!” Torrie.

Torrie on her knees beside her, her face filled with such fear that Kate for the first time felt her heart accelerate with alarm at the possible extent of her injury.

A dimming of her senses that was not a drift into unconsciousness but a less distinct awareness of her surroundings. The search for strength in her legs produced nothing more than a twitch, and more alarm: her legs seemed unhurt but she had no hope of getting up. Was she paralyzed? Focusing her willpower into her right arm, she pushed herself over onto her back. Found her voice. “What—”

“Kate, don’t, easy, don’t try to move—”

She managed to move her head to see the rapidly darkening stain on the left side of her tan jacket. How bad am I hit? she wondered. And then: Aimee will have a fit.

She could scarcely make out Torrie’s face, but saw that she was unhurt. “Anybody else…hit?”

“We’re all okay.” Torrie said urgently, “Don’t move. You’ll be fine, Kate.”

The crackling static of a police radio: “… officer down, do you copy?” Perez’s voice was filled with such rage that Kate scarcely recognized it. From somewhere the piercing wail of a female voice. Doors opening. Screams, male and female. More male voices, shouting orders.

“Crockett,” she uttered.

“Motherfucker bought it good.” The savage growl from somewhere above her, from Hansen.

She closed her eyes. She felt no satisfaction. Only deep, heavy pressure in her shoulder.

Sirens screamed in an onrushing chorus. More commotion in the hallway, shouted orders from Hansen.

When the smooth-faced young African-American man knelt beside her, Kate realized that she had passed out, lost track of time. “You’re gonna be okay,” he said with soft huskiness. She recognized the dark blue uniform shirt: a paramedic. His partner, small and blond, efficiently cut fabric away with angled scissors, packed a pressure bandage into her shoulder.

“Looks to be a flesh wound,” she said to her partner as she worked.

Despite herself, Kate grinned at the woman paramedic, who grinned back and nodded reassuringly. Torrie said in a relieved voice, “Can’t be all that bad if you’re smiling, Kate.”

“A flesh wound,” she managed after sucking in a breath; pain had kicked in full force with Torrie’s words, searing agony that seemed to intensify with every beat of her heart. “When I was a kid…it’s what they said about wounded good guys…in every western I ever saw.” But she could easily be dead, Crockett could as easily have killed her…

“We’ll take good care of you,” the male paramedic said. “Start an IV to help you with that pain.”

“The pain doesn’t need any help,” Kate joked through gritted teeth. She would be okay. She was alive.

“Torrie,” she said.

“Right here, Kate,” Torrie answered from beside the woman paramedic.

“Tell Aimee. You tell her. No one else. Tell her I’m okay.”

“You got it. I’m staying with you. I’m staying right here with you.”

“Get everybody out of here, the scene needs to be protected. Secure the area. Call Robbery-Homicide, they’ll be taking—”

“I think I can handle all that, Kate.” A masculine voice from above her.

“Lieutenant,” she uttered, shocked to see the broad-shouldered figure of Mike Bodwin looming above her.

He hunkered down beside the male paramedic. She rarely saw Bodwin in such casual clothes—jeans and a faded blue polo shirt under a short jean jacket; he must have picked up the radio call and responded immediately. “They tell me you’re gonna be okay.” His eyes were narrowed in concern in his acne-scarred face, but his voice held an easy warmth. “Don’t worry about anything, Kate. Just take care of yourself. You’ll get all the time you need to come out of this good as new.”

I’ll never be as good as new, she thought, never. She would be a symbol of every cop’s nightmare, a cop who got shot.…And her next stop in all this was the Officer Involved Shooting team from Parker Center.

She was lifted onto a stretcher. Carried downstairs, blue uniforms and sympathetic faces all around her, lining the entire path, some of them calling encouragement. Outside, the dark, cold street had become brilliant with flashing light bars on black-and-whites, and was filled as far as she could see with blue uniforms. My God, my whole family’s here, she thought, tears leaking from her eyes. My whole police family is here.

Loaded into the paramedic unit. Torrie climbing in with her, pulling a mobile phone from her shoulder bag as she sat on the bench beside Kate’s stretcher. As the doors slammed closed and the siren opened up, pain declared a temporary truce, and Kate drifted into blackness.



Chapter 2


“The date is February 5, 1996. Present at the Wilshire Division station are Detectives Wayne McMillan and Jim Phillips, to conduct an interview of Detective Kate Delafield. Detective Delafield has waived her right to the presence of a Police Union representative. Would you confirm that that is correct, Detective?”

“That’s correct,” Kate replied.

The three detectives were isolated in the office of Lieutenant Bodwin, who had extended this courtesy for the purpose of the interview. On the table before McMillan lay a stack of files and a tape recorder, its reels moving. They had arrived here from the crime scene on Gramercy, where Kate had quickly led them through the shooting of Darian Crockett.

McMillan said, “Detective, we’d like you to mark on this sketch of the second floor exactly where everyone was in the hallway as Crockett came out of that apartment.”

Kate nodded assent to the square-faced, husky blond who addressed her from across the small, round table. To his right, his partner on the Officer Involved Shooting team from Robbery-Homicide at Parker Center sat attentively forward in his vinyl-backed chair. He was considerably shorter than McMillan, a skullcap of black fur lacquering his bulletlike head under the office lights.

With the fleeting thought that McMillan and Phillips’s dark gray suits, blue shirts, and dark ties were similar enough to be considered uniforms, Kate stationed her otherwise useless left arm to steady the sketch on the table and diagrammed with her pen. The two men held notebooks propped against their crossed knees as they watched her; she had neither notes nor notebook to rely on. “Just tell it like you remember it,” Phillips told her.

Remember it she did. The events from the night of February 1—four days ago—held for her the vividness of photographs.

Pointing with her pen to two of the boxes she had inked on the sketch, Kate told McMillan, “Sergeant Hansen was here, to the left of the door to apartment nine, my partner, Detective Holden, to the right. I was just behind Hansen, right here.” She pointed to a third box, placed her initials within it. And a fourth: “Officer Perez was here. Do you want the location of the backup unit?”

McMillan’s square-jawed face was impassive as he asked, “Did you actually see them in place?”

“The backup unit was in direct communication with Hansen.”

“We want to know only what you actually witnessed and what you actually did,” Phillips said.

Perfectly polite, she thought, but the two of them could deflect a heat-seeking missile.

“So all of you were in your assigned places,” McMillan said. “Correct?”

“Correct.”

Phillips asked, “In retrospect, was there anything to warn you that this arrest would be anything out of the ordinary?”

“No. We picked up Simms on a stakeout. But Crockett wasn’t a high-risk warrant. His sheet was all drug possession, not sales. The arrest looked to be routine. Still, it was orchestrated, tamped-down. Tactical.”

“So what happened next?” McMillan asked.

“Before we could act on the warrant, a woman came out of apartment twelve. Officer Perez asked her to step back inside her apartment; she complied.”

Phillips flipped back pages in his notebook. “That would be the charming and lovely Mrs. Corsella. Go on.”

“We approached the subject’s apartment, number nine. Sergeant Hansen knocked, received a verbal response, and identified himself as police. Then,” she continued somberly, “as you know, the subject came out of apartment seven. From behind us.”

“Why wasn’t a uniform stationed at the entry to the hallway?”

Kate was astonished. “You mean an officer wasn’t there?”

“You tell us, Detective.”

“Someone was there,” she asserted. “When Hansen told me everything was set up to go, then everything was set up right.”

“No shots were fired from that area.”

“The officer probably took cover—I don’t know. Look,” she said doggedly, “I’ve worked with Fred Hansen for years. He knows the routine. His tactics are very, very good.”

“Meaning that nothing like this had happened before.”

Don’t be defensive, she told herself. She answered evenly, “Meaning that it was tactically sound.”

“Detective Delafield, did you actually see an officer behind Detective Holden and the suspect? Can you name that person?”

Kate bowed her head to concentrate. In the melee had she seen anyone, anything, any motion, in the hallway door behind Crockett? Just as importantly—and in all objectivity—had the circumstances of this case led her to assume anything, take anything for granted? She remembered thinking, outside the apartment building on Gramercy, that this arrest should be routine. Crockett would be unaware he’d been linked through Willie Simms to a crime that had no witnesses. Even though a print had been lifted from the glass counter and traced through AFIS to career criminal Simms, by itself it was insufficient proof; any defense attorney would argue that Simms could have left the print prior to the holdup. And so two full months had elapsed since the holdup at Pete’s Liquors, the delay caused by the FBI’s Special Photography Unit, which nonetheless had produced results more quickly than an overloaded L.A. crime lab could have, had the equipment even existed at Piper Tech for anyone to perform the necessary work.

Simms had blasted the liquor store’s surveillance camera after first blowing away the victim who had made the mistake of removing a .38 instead of money from the cash register drawer. But bad luck for Simms too, and now for Crockett, the driver of the getaway car: Simms’ shot had destroyed the camera and singed the film, but Kate had sent it to the FBI lab. The lab had managed to reconstruct four usable frames from the tape and had computer-enhanced one to produce an identifiable image of Simms, whose white ‘do rag had framed his face perfectly as he looked straight into the camera, .32 in hand. As part of a plea bargain down from murder one with special circumstances, which carried the death penalty, Simms had fingered Crockett.

“I can’t tell you that I saw an officer there,” she said to McMillan. “But I know Hansen, and so I know an officer was there.” She was not about to use the all-time cliché that she didn’t notice everything because it all happened so fast.

McMillan said with something close to sympathy, “Everything happened pretty fast, didn’t it.”

Kate could not prevent a smile. “It did.”

“Then what, Detective?”

She quickly sobered. “I heard a click. I knew the cocking sound had to be a gun. I turned, saw the suspect. All hell broke loose.”

“How did you know the click didn’t come from the police officer you claim was outside the hallway door?”

“I just knew.”

“Did you hear the door to apartment seven open?”

“No. It’s a front apartment. Crockett must have seen us on the street. He must have eased it open thinking he could sneak out or—well, God knows what he thought.”

“How did he know you were police?”

“We wore raid jackets.”

“Did you have your raid jackets on before you entered the building?”

“We put them on just inside the building.” Then she remembered: “When Crockett came out, one of us even shouted, ‘Police!’”

“Which one?”

“I don’t know—one of us.”

“Was the voice male or female?”

She remembered. “Male. It must have been Hansen.” McMillan nodded, checked something off in his notebook. “Who fired first?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know why it matters.”

McMillan sat back, crossed his arms. “You don’t? Why?”

She said with quiet force, “I know an investigation is required. I don’t mean to seem…in this particular case, what’s to explain? The suspect had a gun, he opened fire. It wasn’t up to us to introduce ourselves to someone with a gun, to wait until he shot one of us, even though that’s what happened.”

Phillips said, “You did not fire your gun, Detective.”

She focused on the tape recorder. “No, I did not.”

“You didn’t get a chance to get off a shot—correct?”

Poor questioning technique for someone from the elite Robbery-Homicide Division, she thought. Especially for so crucial a part of their investigation. But all to her benefit. “Yes.” Technically, that was true.

“You had your gun in your hand. You fell on it.”

“Correct.”

“We’ll come back to that,” McMillan said.

His eyes, she thought, were so ice blue you could skate on them. Phillips, even with his skinhead haircut, seemed diminished by his partner.

McMillan asked, “What do you remember about being shot?”

“It hurt,” she said with a smile. “It was one hot slug. I did a complete three-sixty.” She touched the healing bruise on her cheek. “Broke my fall with my face.”

McMillan asked slowly, “In your opinion, how did the officers under your command conduct themselves?”

“In exemplary fashion,” she said promptly. She added, “There are always things you think of after the fact that you could have done better.”

“Such as?”

“I’m not in any position to make those judgments, I was out of it too fast, but there’s always something you can critique. I’m sure Detective Holden and Sergeant Hansen have their opinions.”

“You were damn lucky,” said Phillips.

“You’re damn right,” Kate agreed fervently. “They tell me a quarter-inch difference in trajectory and I could have a shattered bone or permanent nerve damage.”

McMillan offered, “You weren’t so out of it that you couldn’t issue orders.”

His smile was too scant to really qualify, Kate thought, but at least it was an attempt, and so she smiled back. “If I was conscious, if I could function at all, the scene was my responsibility. And it was now a homicide scene. But I had a lot of help—Lieutenant Bodwin arrived.”

McMillan indicated the sketch. “Now show us where Crockett was when the shooting started.”

“Right here.” She drew a fifth box in the hallway.

“Detective, on the sketch you show Officer Perez between you and the subject. But you were shot, not Officer Perez.”

Kate braced herself. “I shoved her out of the way.” She assumed that Perez and others had also told the truth of what had happened.

Phillips nodded. “Okay. Why?”

“Pure instinct,” she said.

“Trying to be a hero?” Phillips suggested.

“Not hardly. I wasn’t trying to be anything. The whole thing was over in seconds. Whatever I did, I did by instinct.”

“Detective Delafield.” McMillan raised a pale blond eyebrow. “What kind of instinct would lead you to shove another armed police officer out of the way?”

Kate spread her hands. “It was unconscious. I didn’t know if she’d heard that click. She’s new to the Division—”

“Detective, she’s been in patrol at Central, at Newton—she’s been on the street seven years, she was caught in the riot, in that firefight on Normandie—”

Kate was nodding as he spoke. “I know all that. And I was never in patrol, if that’s what you’re driving at.” She looked pointedly at the files that sat in front of McMillan. “As you know, I was promoted to the detective ranks out of Juvenile.”

“So why use the excuse that she was new?”

“I’m not using any excuse,” she said heatedly. “She was new to me. I
work with a detective partner, we know each other’s judgment and reaction levels. In that instant, all I knew was that I didn’t know hers.”

“She’s an Academy-trained police officer, she’s—” Phillips began, then asked, “Were you trying to be chivalrous?”

“Was I trying to be what?” She told him with undisguised contempt, “That’s ludicrous.”

He said, almost idly, “The fact of the matter is, three of the four police officers involved in this shooting are women.”

“Meaning exactly what?”

Phillips said with a bland smile, “I was simply stating the obvious.”

Baiting me, the turd. She struggled to control her ire at Phillips and at herself for falling into such an easy trap.

McMillan had been writing in his notebook. “But you knew your own reaction level,” he said to Kate, as if he hadn’t heard the exchange between her and Phillips.

“I knew my own,” she said.

“Do you think shoving Officer Perez aside cost you a shot?”

“No, I don’t.”

Because at that point she was still yanking her gun from its holster. A fact known only to herself—and to a dead man. Hansen and Torrie had been in front of her, their attention focused on the door to apartment nine. Perez had been in no position to observe much of anything. She had been behind Kate, and then Kate had turned and flung her aside.

“But you didn’t fire,” McMillan said.

“I didn’t have to, as it turned out.”

“But you did draw your weapon.”

“You know very well that I did.” But only as she was confronting Crockett…

“No one drew it for you, after the fact?”

“Is that a serious question?”

“Answer it, Detective.”

“No.”

“Did Detective Holden have her gun in her hand?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not what she told us.”

“My recollection is that she had her hand in her shoulder bag where she carried her gun.”

“Detective, that’s not the same thing as having her gun in her hand.”

“You’re right. It’s not. She did not have her gun drawn.” Of course it wasn’t the same thing. Having to yank a gun out of a shoulder bag took just that extra split second. As did having to pull one out of a shoulder holster.

“Did you do the same thing—have your hand on your gun in your shoulder bag?”

“No, I did not.”

At one point she’d indeed had her hand in her shoulder bag, on the arrest warrant. But she had nothing more to say to these two detectives. She should have had her gun drawn when Torrie knocked on that door. She’d taken a bullet for her lapse; she deserved to. The situation could have turned out much worse; she was grateful it had not. She’d paid dearly enough. She wasn’t about to let herself be pilloried in the public square because these two men thought it was a good idea.

“Why are you trying to cover for Detective Holden?”

She said emphatically, “I wouldn’t do that, and she doesn’t need me to. She did have her hand on her gun—it’s all just semantics.”

McMillan said, “I hope you’re not shading any of your other answers with what you justify as semantics.”

She stared at him in open animosity. He held her stare. She had conducted hundreds of interviews and interrogations during her career, had withstood the most abusive cross-examinations from defense attorneys in court proceedings. Never had she dreamed that she would be on the receiving end of so hostile a grilling from her own people. She said, “I’m a police officer—”

“A man is dead from police bullets,” McMillan countered sharply. “Police officers aren’t exempt from tough questions, and under no circumstances should they be. They should be questioned more thoroughly than any civilian.”

“You’re right,” she conceded, a thread of respect for him glimmering though her antipathy.

Phillips said with a half-smile, “It’s hard for anyone to contend with criticism, Detective, real or implied.”

“Something doesn’t add up in all this,” McMillan said.

Kate shook her head. “If I may say so, I can’t figure out where you’re coming from.” She looked at the tape recorder, then pushed on. “Granted, you have to thoroughly investigate any officer-involved shooting. But this is cut and dried.”

“Okay,” McMillan said reasonably. “You’ve had a few days to think about it, you tell us how cut and dried it is.”

She pointed to the sketch. “We were all in place, with a properly executed warrant. Sergeant Hansen sought entrance to apartment nine. The subject came out of apartment seven, behind us. A cousin lived in that apartment. We had no way of knowing that. Crockett had a gun, he cocked it, I heard it. I turned to him, he shot me in the shoulder, Hansen and Torrie Holden shot Crockett.”

McMillan did not change expression. “As such things go, do you think this was a good shooting?”

Kate sighed, looked down at her useless left arm. “Darian Crockett was seventeen years old.”

“Exactly seventeen,” Phillips said. “It was his birthday. The white shirt he wore was a gift from his mother.”

His words had been spoken paternally, with an overtone of sadness. Kate looked at him to see that he wore a wedding band.

“Answer the question, Detective,” McMillan said. “Was this a good shooting?”

McMillan also wore a wedding band, Kate noted. She wondered what kind of woman would marry so robotic a man, and if he had any children. She said, “It was in policy. Crockett fired his weapon at us. As such things go, and if anything could be called a good shooting, I guess this one could.”

“What if we told you that Crockett wasn’t the one who shot you?”

She sat perfectly still.

“The hit in your shoulder was through and through. The emergency room doctor told us the entrance wound was at the back, exit wound in the front. Holden, Hansen, and Perez support your account that they were all behind you when you faced the subject. You were hit by friendly fire.”

She was stunned. It had never occurred to her to question any of her doctors about the physiognomy of her wound. “You’re telling me that Fred Hansen or Torrie Holden shot me.”

“Or Alicia Perez. Despite your action against her, she also fired her weapon.”

“Do they know about this?”

“Of course they know. They’re a little anxious about how you’ll react now that you know. So,” McMillan asked in a passable imitation of James Cagney, “you gonna take revenge?”

“They’re dead meat,” Kate said in matching vein. McMillan’s appreciative chuckle was low and oddly attractive.

She was still trying to harness her emotions. “Who—”

“We don’t know who shot you yet. We dug slugs out all over that hallway. We’re still running tests. All three officers fired nines. Crockett’s weapon was a .38, like yours.”

“I’m old-fashioned, I guess,” Kate muttered. The Smith & Wesson had always been her only gun; she had resisted the department-wide rush to greater firepower to compete with the arsenal that was out on the street. She said slowly, “I don’t know why I’m surprised. I don’t know why I hadn’t considered the possibility…I guess you always figure it’s the bad guy. Being shot by your own people, you just…But still…I was in the line of fire.”

McMillan leaned forward. “Given this information, are you clear in your own mind that it was an accident?”

She sat back in her chair. “Are you serious? Are you implying that one of my own people took an opportunity to settle a score?”

“A fragging, you Vietnam vets would call it,” Phillips said, drumming his blunt fingers on the table until McMillan frowned and inclined his head toward the tape recorder.

“I feel reasonably confident it wasn’t a fragging,” Kate said dryly.

“You never know,” McMillan said. “Everybody has enemies.”

Yours would line up around the block twice, she thought. No one from OIS would ever win a popularity contest.

McMillan asked, “How do you feel now toward your partner? Not to mention Hansen and Perez?”

“I wish one of them had been a better shot,” Kate said.

McMillan again gave her his chuckle. He tapped the top file in the stack in front of him. “Fourteen years in homicide, hardly any paper on you. Lots of commendations.”

McMillan seemed to appreciate deadpan, so she tried more of it. “I’m just your friendly garden-variety homicide detective.”

But McMillan did not react to it. He leaned forward and shut off the tape recorder. “You’re damn lucky. They’ve finally stopped calling us out every goddamn time a cop pulls the trigger, even if nobody gets hit. IAD’s still up to their asses in bullshit complaints. Everybody’s getting them these days.”

Kate nodded. Civilian complaints had escalated against patrol officers and the detectives on all the tables. In these days of continuing damage control post–Rodney King, post–O.J. Simpson, the embattled LAPD was particularly sensitive to complaints against its officers and Internal Affairs investigated the most frivolous allegation. Some people were using the complaint process as a weapon of revenge against law enforcement. The record of an investigation in an officer’s file, even if he or she was cleared, meant some trace of the mud would remain.

Phillips said, “You’ve never even had a stress leave.”

“You know what a picnic it is for homicide cops,” she offered. What did he expect her to say? Her shoulder was beginning to hurt.

“Yeah, you should hear the guys in Robbery-Homicide these days,” McMillan muttered.

Kate did not pursue the comment, she did not need to. It was common knowledge that after the savaging administered at the O.J. Simpson trial by defense attorneys on the case detectives, morale had hit rock bottom among LAPD’s elite homicide unit at Parker Center.

Phillips turned the tape recorder on again. “You’ve been a cop a lot of years not to have a stress leave,” he said.

And there I was, she thought caustically, one of the three obviously inferior women involved in the shooting on Gramercy.

“The streets are a dangerous place these days,” Phillips said.

The remark did not merit a reply. And her shoulder had begun to hurt in earnest, and she would die before she took a pain pill in front of these two men.

“You seem to be turning defensive, Detective.”

“Of course the streets are dangerous,” she snapped. “Do you think I spend my days inside my desk drawer?”

“Just stating the obvious, Detective.”

“You seem to make a habit of it.”

Smiling, McMillan picked up a file, opened it, wrote in it. “BSS will provide a further evaluation on you.”

“Meaning what?” she demanded. “What are you trying to do to me?”

“Trying to take care of you, Detective. Thank you for your time. You’re to continue on paid administrative leave.”

“For how long?”

He looked at her blandly. “Till you’re cleared to return to duty.”

McMillan switched off the recorder and got up from the table. Phillips scrambled up after him, hastily gathering the files.

Kate remained sitting at the table as McMillan and Phillips left the office.

Her next stop was the Behavioral Sciences Service Section for psychological counseling. Shit, she thought, a shrink.



Chapter 3


The therapist, an African-American woman, rose to an imposing height behind her desk and strode out to greet Kate. “I’m Dr. Calla Dearborn. Feel free to call me Calla. Should I call you Kate? What do you prefer to be called?”

Kate uttered a perfunctory “Kate will be fine,” shared a firm handshake, then glanced around the office for a moment to adjust her expectations. She had been certain that the therapist would be, as she had informed Aimee, “some skinny little touchy-feely twit.”

The office was an admirably aesthetic composition of blues and dark browns accomplished on a low budget. The walnut-veneer desk and credenza matched the file cabinet, coffee table, and end table; the blue sofa matched two armchairs upholstered in a basket-weave fabric; a tall, healthy ficus in a white ceramic pot rested on a brown-flecked Berber-style carpet beside a window looking out over nondescript downtown rooftops and drab building facades. Other than a large gray-blue abstract watercolor and a half dozen diplomas and certificates of achievement hanging on the wall behind the desk, there was scant evidence of anything personal to reflect the occupant of this room.

“Sit wherever you like, Kate.”

Wondering whether the woman expected her to stretch out confessionally on the couch, Kate unhooked the shoulder bag from her immobilized left shoulder and slung it into a corner of the sofa, then pulled one of the wheeled armchairs closer to the desk and sat down. Noticing a few dark scuffs on the desk’s legs, she wondered if they might be kick marks.

Calla Dearborn settled into her tall-backed chair, opened a black leather binder to a lined yellow pad, and said, “To begin with, I need to give you some general information about why you’re here and what you can expect from our time together.”

Kate nodded. The single piece of information she wanted to know was how long she would need to endure this business.

“Of course I’ve heard about what occurred. If you’re like most police officers, you don’t want to be here—and you may be one of those people who recover quickly from a traumatic event. But we’ve learned from considerable experience with other police officers that stress after a traumatic event is very common, has many levels and symptoms, and may be considerably delayed in its reaction. So it’s important for you to talk about the event as soon as possible to identify and understand your own reactions. On the job, you’re the expert in physical tactics, and what we hope to do here is to equip you with some emotional tactics so you won’t be derailed if you happen to have a delayed reaction somewhere down the line.”

Kate nodded. She was hardly a novice in the trauma department. And, from the many interviews she had conducted, the psychology department either.

Dearborn continued, “Some reactions may be physical—and anything you experience physically is a normal reaction to what happened to you. Everything from nausea and diarrhea to sleep disturbance and fatigue to getting the shakes. You may feel a need to eat more, drink more. Any of those things—they’re normal.” She looked expectantly at Kate.

“I haven’t had anything like that,” Kate said. And I wouldn’t tell you if I did.

“I’m not here to evaluate your job performance in any way,” Dearborn assured her. “I have nothing to do with that. At the end of our time together I’m required to give feedback by phone to your captain. So our sessions are not fully confidential in just that one respect. But I promise you, whatever I tell him will be brief, no more than a sentence or two, and what I say to him I’ll say to you first, so we can discuss it as much as you wish. You needn’t worry about being told one thing in this office and having your captain be told something else. After I give my verbal report, if you elect to continue therapy with me, our ensuing sessions will have complete confidentiality.”

Nodding, Kate thought, The day I elect therapy will be the day there’s a snowball fight in hell.

As Dearborn picked up a slender, green malachite roller ball pen and made a note, Kate studied her. A two-inch nimbus of dark hair with frosty hints of gray framed a face neutral and composed, giving away nothing beyond the surface detail of its features. She was at least three inches taller than Kate, and younger, late thirties maybe, although that was hard to gauge. Her mature, solidly padded figure was clad in a simple, well-fitted toffee-colored two-piece dress with a thin gold chain at the throat. The left hand holding the malachite pen bore a wedding band and a modest diamond engagement ring.

Kate said, disarmingly, she hoped, “My only physical complaint is my shoulder.”

“How’s your shoulder doing now?”

“Good,” Kate said heartily, not wanting this woman to use physical impairment as any excuse to keep her off duty. “In good shape. I was lucky. They tell me I’ll be as good as new.”

“I’m glad to hear it. Other reactions can be cognitive: absent-mindedness, having trouble concentrating, preoccupation with what happened, flashbacks, feeling vulnerable, being acutely aware of and suspicious of your surroundings—”

Kate shook her head. “No. None of those things.”

“Any bad dreams, Kate?”

“So far I’m sleeping just fine.”

“I’m glad you said ‘so far.’ An officer-involved shooting is especially rough. For some police officers, it can be like they’ve been hit by a train. A friendly fire incident makes you a special concern—”

“It was bad luck.” And damn stupidity by whoever shot me. “An accident that happened in seconds. I understand that,” she said. “I accept it.” Except for the fact that it’s put me in this room with you.

“Intellectually, I’m sure you accept it. But you can still experience an entire range of emotions: grief, numbness, anxiety, a more intense emotional reaction to what’s going on in your life…” She paused, looking at Kate over her steel-rimmed glasses.

“You’re right—what happened was hard,” Kate said cautiously. She did not want her to think she was an emotional robot. “But I seem to be dealing with it okay.”

“Some behavioral reactions can be subtle. Withdrawal. Or the opposite extreme—making light of what happened, being more hyper than usual. Outbursts of anger…”

Kate shook her head. “Nothing like that so far.”

“Kate, it’s important that you understand this: You’re not here because of anything you did wrong. Any reaction you have to what happened is neither bad nor wrong. Any reaction you might have is a normal reaction to an abnormal event. Do you hear what I’m saying?”

“I hear you.” Calla Dearborn’s tactics were nicely polished, Kate thought. Similar to an experienced detective establishing rapport with a suspect in an interview room.

“I’d like you to tell me about the incident,” Dearborn said.

The incident. A flashfire of offense enveloping her, Kate tried to keep her anger out of her voice. “I’m sure you know all about it. It was all over the papers.”

Dearborn looked at her sharply. “Of course it was, complete with photos. But only you know what happened, and I’d like to hear in your own words
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