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PROLOGUE
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Dr. Seymour Clark tosses the red silk robe over the back of the chaise lounge chair, steps up to the edge of the pool, naked as the day he was born, and dives in.

He skinny dipped once as a kid, something he was conned into by the neighbor kids.  He doesn’t know if he can remember their names now.  With four New York Times bestselling books under his belt, a thriving psychiatric practice, a gorgeous house, and more money than God, he wouldn’t even take the time to piss on their graves if they died.

After fifty laps, alternating between the breaststroke and the sidestroke, he gets out.  He slips into the hot tub, opens a water bottle, and drains it in seconds.  He grabs another one, feeling his heart rate gradually decrease.

The overhead lights turn off.

When the night sky is clear, he likes to swim by the light of the moon.  But tonight is not one of those nights.  Even the amber-hued skyline of the Twin Cities isn’t enough to brighten the spacious pool room, save for the automatic lights along the inside of the pool.

“Sweetheart, is that you?” he asks.

He turns towards the glass door separating the pool from the rest of the house to see the silhouette of his wife, Erica, standing in the threshold.

“Come join me,” he says.  “The water’s beautiful as always.”

He hears the soft patter of bare feet against the tiles coming his way.

“I thought you’d be too exhausted after such a workout.”  He grabs an unopened water bottle, and lifts it up to her.  “Thirsty?”

She takes it.

Then, out of the corner of his eye, he notices a gleam of dull metal and something hard smacks him along the side of his head.  Before he can lift his hands in defense, he’s hit along the other side.  He struggles to grab the edge of the hot tub, to keep his head out of the water, but it’s no use.  The blows keep coming.  He soon sucks in a mouthful of water, burning his lungs . . .
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CHAPTER ONE
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Minneapolis PD Officer Ned Phillips activates the lightbar and siren.

“Fifty-oh-seven enroute,” his rookie partner, Officer Sam Demers, says over the radio.

“Ten-four,” the MECC dispatcher says.  MECC stands for the Minneapolis Emergency Communications Center, handling all 9-1-1 calls in the Twin Cities Metro Area.  “Fifty-twelve is also enroute and EMS has been notified.”

“Why do we need EMS?” Sam asks his partner.  “Isn’t the victim already dead?”

“Better safe than sorry, in case someone else is hurt,” Ned says.  He’s been with the Minneapolis PD for eight years after spending five years with a small college town in northern Minnesota.

Ned knows the residence very well.  He’s been there more than two dozen times over the years on domestic assault calls, all without a single arrest.

But it’s been quite some time since the last call.  Six months, at least.  Maybe they got counselling.  Huh, I wonder how that works a shrink going to another shrink?

Even though the laws regarding domestic abuse have gotten stricter, the penalties stiffer, he doesn’t recall a time when he noticed any bruises on Mrs. Clark’s body.  If he had, he could’ve taken Dr. Clark into custody, regardless of her wishes to press charges.

He pulls into the long driveway.

“Look!” Sam exclaims, pointing along the side of the large house.  “Someone’s running away from the house!”

Ned turns the spotlight towards the left, panning back and forth across the vast yard.  “I don’t see anything.”

“Shit, maybe it was a trick of the lights, making it look like shadows.  But I swear I did.”

As they run up the sidewalk, Ned notices an indentation in the brush next to the house, along with leaves scattered onto the lawn, giving him the impression someone ran through here, just as his partner says.

The front door is open.

“Dr. Clark!” Ned exclaims, stepping inside.  Most of the interior lights are on, save for the upstairs and the pool room along the back.  “Mrs. Clark!  Minneapolis PD!  We got a 9-1-1 call from here!”

No answer.

They sweep in, side by side, upstairs towards the bedroom.  The faint whirl of sirens behind them grows louder with each passing second.

The bedroom door at the end of the hall is ajar.  Ned rushes in first, turning on the lights.  “All clear!”

He stands before the bed, the sheets thrown to the side.  There are fresh stains dribbled along the foot of the bed and a wet patch of what he guesses to be sweat.  He lifts the sheets along the side, in case someone is under the bed.  There’s no one.

There’s a metallic tink coming from downstairs, a single tink like someone striking a baseball with an aluminum bat.

They charge downstairs just as another police cruiser and an ambulance pull into the driveway.  Ned leads the way inside the pool room.  A naked woman stands in front of the hot tub.  She’s facing away from them, her legs and arms stained dark.

In her hand is an aluminum baseball bat, the end against the tile.

He turns on the overhead lights.

“Mrs. Clark?”

She drops the bat.  It rolls a few inches, then stops.

Sam stays back, his hands shaking, as Ned eases around her in a wide circle.  Streaks of blood cover her face, chest, and belly.  The water in the hot tub is a deep crimson.  Seymour Clark floats along the side, half of his face out of the water.  Thin droplets of blood are splattered in waves around the tub, most in front of her.

Sam places a large white towel across Erica Clark’s shoulders just as two officers and two EMS personnel charge inside.

Ned holds up a hand.  “Everyone back!”

I wish Sam hadn’t done that.  I know why he did though, but we’ll need to photograph her and the blood patterns ASAP.  Who the hell knows what happened here.  Maybe she finally took care of him after all the years of abuse.

Ned takes out his cell.  He tells Sam to hold the towel back off her shoulders, and snaps a few quick pictures.

“What are you doing?” Sam asks, his eyes wide.

“I needed to photograph the blood patterns.  Don’t look at me like that, like I’m some fucking pervert.  It’s called evidence collection.  I’m turning this over to VCU as soon as they get here.”

Sam wraps the towel tight across her body.  “You better.”

Erica whispers something.

Ned and Sam lean in closer.  “Did you say something, ma’am?” Ned asks.

“I did it.”  Tears stream down her cheeks.  “I finally did it.”

“Did what?” asks Sam.

She wipes her eyes, smearing blood across her face.  The towel drops along one side.  Sam carefully puts it back on.

“I took care of it,” she whispers.  “It’s finished.”

Ned says to Sam, “Lead her to the ambulance.  Then get a rape kit from the trunk.”

“A rape kit?” Sam asks.  “But wasn’t she his wife?”

“Of course,” Ned says, gritting his teeth.  “But we’ll still need DNA collected, blood and semen.”

Erica chuckles.  “It’s finished.”

As Sam and the EMS personnel lead her outside, Ned orders the other officers to secure the scene outside.  He contacts the MECC dispatcher.  “We need Forensics and VCU investigators here.  And the coroner.  We have one deceased male and one female suspect in custody.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Kolin Raynes, Simon Templeton, and Kelly King stride towards the elevator.  They’ve already been up for fifteen hours, working on a rape case at the U of M, but the homicide call energizes them.

Kelly is VCU’s newest hire.  Prior to her promotion, she worked as a street cop for the Minneapolis PD, and, a few months ago, assisted Kolin and Simon on a human sex trafficking case.

“Do we know who was killed?” Kelly asks.

“No, but we can speculate,” Simon says.  “MECC said there’s a female in custody and a deceased male.”

She shakes her head.  “I knew it was only a matter of time.”

“What do you mean?” Kolin asks.

The elevator doors open.

“You’re kidding, right?” Simon asks.  “Seriously, every cop in the city must’ve been called to the Clark’s at least once or twice a month.  Don’t tell me you're the only cop in the city who wasn’t on duty whenever Erica Clark called 9-1-1.  Hell, the state legislature changed the laws because of cases like theirs.”

Simon slides into the driver’s seat.  His cell rings.  He soon disconnects.  “That was the lead officer.  Mrs. Clark is in an ambulance, on the way to the hospital.  He said his rookie partner might’ve destroyed some of the blood splatter evidence, but he was able to photograph her the best he could on his cell.”

Kolin yawns, suddenly remembering why the name Dr. Seymour Clark is so familiar, outside the realm of repeated domestic assault calls.  His daughter Claudia had been seeing a new psychiatrist, Dr. Wicks, starting around the time Kelly came on at VCU, and they just found out Wicks is moving to Baltimore.

Kolin’s wife, Anna, called one of her investment clients, and was able to secure an appointment with the world-renowned psychiatrist, and bestselling author, at nine tomorrow morning.

Shit, Anna’s going to be devastated.

They soon arrive at the Clark’s.  A dozen police cars line the street.  Yellow police tape has been strung up along the perimeter of the property.  Parked near the house is a single police car, two Forensics vans, and the coroner’s van.

“We left the body right where we found it,” Officer Ned Phillips says, leading them inside.  “Forensics and the coroner have done their preliminary testing.  Just waiting for you to have a look before moving the body.”

A small crowd of Forensics techs in white lab coats are upstairs, photographing inside a room and along the balcony overlooking the foyer.  Kolin starts heading up.

“Sir, the body’s not up there,” Ned says, pointing to the rear of the house.  “It’s back there, through that door.”

Coroner Dr. Janice York greets them just inside the spacious pool room.  “Cause of death seems to be severe multiple blunt force trauma to the head.  There’s the instrument.”  She gestures to an aluminum baseball bat, the tip lying in a small pool of blood.

“Any signs of forced entry?” Kelly asks.

Ned shakes his head.  “Door was wide open when we arrived on scene.  Besides, she confessed.  She said, and I quote, ‘I took care of it.  It’s finished.’”  He leans in.  “Don’t blame her, to be perfectly honest.  I’ve been here over twenty times in my career.  Maybe more.  Although it’s been about six months since the last time.  We all knew he treated her rough.  We could just never prove anything.  And she never wanted to press charges, even when we spoke with her alone.”

“We know,” Simon says.  He holds out his hand.  “Thanks, Ned.  Nice work.”

Kolin walks around to the other side of the hot tub.  Dr. Clark floats along the top, his face turned towards the ceiling.  “You see any reason to keep him in there?” he asks.  He gestures to Dr. York.  “I think he can be taken out.”

As the coroner’s team removes the body, Kolin walks around the perimeter of the pool room.  The sweat under his shirt sticks to his chest and the small of his back.  He studies the windows and ceiling, taking in the entire room.

Kelly soon catches up to him.  “They said there were no signs of forced entry,” she says.  “And she confessed.”

He stands by one of the windows.  He peers out.  “See any security cameras in here?”

She steps back.  “None that I can see.”

“But there was a security panel by the front door.  We’ll check with the alarm company to see if they got any calls.  Notice how dark the yard is outside.  All of the neighbors’ houses are lit up.  Why not here?”

She chuckles.  “I think I’d turn my lights on too if the cops were at one of my neighbors.”

He turns to her.  “Ever read any of his books?”

She shakes her head.  She touches his elbow, drawing her fingers up his arm.

“Anna did,” he says, continuing around the perimeter.  She laces her fingers around his, staying right by his side.  “She even has one on the nightstand.  Can’t remember the title.  Something about Shattered or Broken.  Maybe both.”  She loosens her grip.  “Anna even lined up an appointment with him to see Claudia tomorrow morning.  Kinda weird us being here now.”

“How’s Claudia doing in school?” Kelly asks.

“Only failing one class.  Art.  History is her best with a B.  The others are in the C and D range.”

She runs a hand along his sweaty back.  “That’s good.”

He grabs the front of his shirt and fans it out in an ill-attempt to cool himself.

Need to get out of here.

“Forensics will be here a bit longer,” Simon says.  “Mrs. Clark is at Abbott, getting checked out.”

A pair of Forensics techs carefully handle the bat, packaging it in a long plastic bag.

“The bedroom has been photographed and the sheets are being collected for DNA.  Pretty sure all we’ll find are hers and his.”

They head upstairs.

“The one who called 9-1-1,” Kolin says.  “Who called it in?”

“I’ll double-check with MECC,” says Simon, “but I believe there wasn’t anyone on the line.”

At the top of the stairs, there is a balcony with a dark mahogany railing overlooking the foyer.  The bedroom is before them.  Forensics techs at the far end of the balcony are photographing and dusting a glass wall.

The glass wall is above the entrance into the pool room.

And at their feet is a cordless phone, the back popped off and the battery hanging out like the phone had been disemboweled.

“Find anything?” Simon asks the techs.

“We’re certain this is the phone someone used to call 9-1-1,” the tech says.  “We hit the REDIAL button and it went to 9-1-1.”

“So, why would Mrs. Clark dial 9-1-1 from here and then go kill her husband?”

“We don’t believe she did,” the other tech says.  He points to the glass.  It overlooks the pool room.  “When we checked the glass here, we found prints and evidence of sweat.  Up here.”  He gestures to an area a little higher than Simon’s direct line of sight.  “We estimate the person had to be between six-foot four and six-foot six.”

“And?”

“Dr. Clark was taller than her.  He was five nine.  There was someone else here.”
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“I’ve already heard from the DA,” Captain Lewis Mack, commanding officer of the Minneapolis PD’s Violent Crime Unit.  “She’s pushing for first-degree murder.”

Standing between Simon and Kolin is Kelly, her hands laced behind her back.  “Kinda early for the DA to get involved, isn’t it?” she asks.

“It’s probably because it’s so high-profile,” Kolin says.  “And with her running for Senate against an incumbent, she’s gonna need all the press she can get.”

Mack stands.  “You’ll find this from time to time, the DA getting involved with the bodies still warm.  Keep in mind, she confessed.  Not only to the first officers on the scene, she told the EMS workers, the nurses, and even the doctor.”

“Her attorney is going to have a hard time convincing people she didn’t do it.”

“She’ll probably say it was self-defense,” says Simon.  “I mean, come on, how many times has the PD been called to their place in the last few years alone?”

“Thirty-two times,” Mack says.  “But nothing in the last six months.”

“I think first-degree may be stretching it.”  Simon rubs his hands together, yawning.

“How long have you three been awake?” Mack asks.

“A little over twenty-four hours, sir,” Kelly says.  She tells him about the U of M rape case.

“Good work.  But I’m reassigning it to another team,” says Mack.  “I want you three on the Clark case full-time.  Any other pressing cases?”

Kolin shakes his head.  “Are we able to expedite the DNA processing?”

“The DA has already taken care of it.  Prints should come back fairly quickly, but DNA will still take a few days.  This is for the Clark case, not the rape case.”

“Why the hurry?” she asks.

Mack stares at them.  “You haven’t heard?  No, I can tell by the blank stares that you haven’t.  Here’s the news footage from outside Abbott this morning.”  He turns his computer monitor around, to show an early morning WLOK news broadcast, where hordes of protesters are outside condemning the beloved psychiatrist’s wife for his murder.  “Hell, the Governor himself has fielded calls asking him to reinstate the death penalty in this one single case.  What kind of asinine shit is that?”

“Don’t people know about the domestic abuse Mrs. Clark has endured over the years?” Kelly asks.

“It doesn’t matter to them,” Simon says.  “Since there were never any charges filed, it’s all speculation.”

Kelly clenches her fists.

“We need to put our personal feelings aside for this one, Ms. King,” Mack says.  “Whether or not you believe Mrs. Clark did the world justice, we still need to do our jobs.  Now, go get some sleep and be back here this afternoon.”

* * *
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Kolin gets back to his desk and spots a text from Anna regarding the death of Dr. Seymour Clark.

Instead of texting her back, he calls.

“Are you assigned to it?” she asks.

“I am.”

She sighs.  “I assumed so, since you weren’t in bed this morning.  We’ll have to find another psychiatrist for Claudia too.  And I worked so damn hard to get an appointment with Dr. Clark.  Why the hell did she have to do that to him?  No, I know you don’t like to talk about cases you’re working on—even Claudia’s.”  She sighs again.  “There has to be other psychiatrists, even if we have to go out of town.”

You mean for me go out of town.  You haven’t been to a single weekly appointment in months!  Not since the first one!

“Gotta run, I’ll be home late,” she says, then disconnects.

He stares at the cell.

Oh, there are days when he wishes he could smash his cell and walk away with only the clothes on his back.  He’d find the nearest railroad tracks and head south, away from the cruel Minnesota winters.

But, no, he’d miss his three daughters too much.  And Simon.  And possibly his three brothers, even though he sees them only once or twice a year.

“You okay?” Kelly asks, standing right behind him.

He turns, forcing a smile.  Can’t forget about her either.  “Just peachy.”

“Liar.”

He holds his hands out.  “Then you better cuff me now.  Ma’am.”

She slugs him lightly on the shoulder.  “Don’t tempt me.  And you know how much I hate being called ma’am.  Sounds like I’m old and forty.”

“Come on, you two,” Simon says, walking by.  “Let’s meet back here at three.”

Kelly says, “I need to finish up something first.”

“Promise?” Kolin asks.  He gestures at both Simon and himself.  “We know a thing or two about huge cases like this.  They eat up a lot of your time, and you need to be on your A-game.  Trust me, a lot of people will be watching.  You heard Captain Mack.  The DA is already involved.”

She X's her fingers across her chest—oh, how Kolin would just love to rip the buttons off her shirt and mash his face right into them—and says, “This will only take a few minutes.”

“Want me to wait?”

She grins.  “No, that’s okay.”

* * *
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Kolin yawns all the way home.  It isn’t until he walks through the front door that the caffeine finally kicks in.

Great, and right when I need to sleep.

Simon texts him, to see if he got home okay.  Kolin replies that he does, adding that all the coffee he’s drank in the last few hours is now doing it’s job.

Simon sends him an LOL, a smiley face emoticon, and a me too.

He sets the alarm for two thirty, and is about to crawl under the covers when he receives an email.

It’s from the Twin Cities Crime Blogger, Dexter Grant, asking if the dynamic trio is working the Clark murder.  He gives Dexter just enough info to hold him off a day, the usual yes we’re working the case but it’s too early for anything.

After an hour of tossing and turning and going to the bathroom and putting Anna’s pillows on either side of him and calculating exactly how little sleep he’s going to get, his body starts to succumb to the strong need for sleep.

Who else was there at the Clark’s?

He yawns.

Who called 9-1-1?

He sits bolt upright.  Since his laptop is at Central Division, he accesses the new case file through his cell.  He listens to the 9-1-1 call.  Just as he suspects, no one spoke.  He hears heavy breathing, but it’s too faint to determine if it’s male or female.  But he does hear something in the background, a faint pounding sound and a high-pitched scream of rage.

He paces around the room, his eyes partially closed, mentally recalling the crime scene.

“Okay, I’m standing at the glass wall, watching Mrs. Clark beat the shit out of Dr. Clark.  Wait a minute.”  He opens the case file again.  “No autopsy report.  Shit, Kolin, it’s much too soon.  Okay, back to me standing there as Mrs. Clark beats the shit out of her husband.  Not that he didn’t deserve it, but that’s not for me to decide.  Okay, I call 9-1-1, don’t say anything to the operator, and then I drop the phone and run out.  Where would I go?  One of the neighbors?  Okay, did any of the neighbors call the PD around the time of the murder, saying they had an intruder?  I don’t think so, but I’ll check.”  He closes out of the case file, then notes the time.  “Shit, even a few hours would be nice.  I know what I’ll do.”

He heads into the bathroom, straddles the toilet, and scrolls through his photos.  He has a separate folder for Kelly, all taken from her Facebook page—they became friends a month ago.

When he comes to his two favorites—one taken from behind, at a beach in Florida, her wearing a bright pink bikini, while in the other she’s wearing Levi jeans and a flannel shirt, with the top three buttons undone—he sets the phone on the tank lid, scrolls from one to the other, and soon relieves himself.

There, that should do it.

And it does.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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God, I wish I could’ve slept longer.

Kolin yawns as the elevator doors open.  Even the caffeine-spiked espresso he slammed on the way here isn’t enough to drive the tiredness away—although his heart beats harder, racing at what feels like double its normal speed.

It’s a quarter after three.  Simon’s and Kelly’s desks are empty.

He texts Simon: where are you buddy?

“I hope he isn’t at the jail,” he says to himself.

The autopsy report on Dr. Seymour Clark is complete.  Just as Dr. Janice York had told them earlier, he had severe multiple blunt force trauma to the head.  She stated there were forty-eight separate points, thirty-two to the head alone.

Where are the other points?

He scrolls down a little.  There were eleven points along the lower abdomen, three on his right upper thigh, one along his lower back, and one . . . in the groin.

Dr. Seymour Clark was one hundred and seventy-two pounds and five nine.  He accesses Mrs. Clark’s driver’s license info from the DMV database.  Even though many have been known to lie, her weight is listed as one hundred and nine with a height of five three.

“There’s no way in hell she could’ve dragged him out of the hot tub by herself,” he says.

Kelly’s chair moves out, slowly, seemingly all by itself.  Then, Kelly slips out from underneath, her hair in disarray.

“You slept under there?” he asks.

She gasps, quickly glancing around.  She puts a finger to her lips, grabs her purse, and walks by, passing a hand across his shoulders as she does so.

He peeks under her desk.  Sure enough, a jacket is crumpled up on one end like a pillow.

“How can that even be comfortable?”

Simon texts him back that he should be up there soon.

Kolin reads the rest of the autopsy report.  Nothing unusual.  BAC—blood alcohol content—was at zero-point zero.  No traces of illicit narcotics or any other elevated levels of chemicals.  Platelets were slightly lower, around fifty-one thousand.  Dr. York noted he wore a medical bracelet with thrombocytopenia on it.

He never heard of it before.  He Googles it.

According to the Mayo Clinic website, thrombocytopenia is a condition where someone has a low platelet count, which could result in blood clotting troubles.  It also stated it may be related to seperate conditions, like leukemia.

He Googles Dr. Seymour Clark and leukemia.

Zero hits.

Although the search comes back with pages of recent news stories regarding the doctor’s murder.  One of the top results is a news conference, taken at noon today, on WLOK’s YouTube channel.  It was filmed in front of Central Division.

Since PD employees have a separate entrance along the rear of the building, Kolin didn’t notice the horde of chanting protesters outside, demanding swift justice for Dr. Clark’s untimely death.

A good third of the signs displayed are asking for the Governor to reinstate the death penalty.

If they only knew how difficult that would be to implement, even if he was for it.

Kelly sits back at her cubicle.  “I’d prefer it if you didn’t say anything about . . . what you saw.”

“Why were you under there?”

“Better than renting a hotel room for a few hours.”

“Why didn’t you just go home?”  Then, it dawns on him that he hasn’t the slightest clue where she lives.

She winks.  “I don’t live in the city.  I live with my foster family south of the Cities, on an old farm.  It’s quiet.  Kinda of a bitch to get here in rush hour traffic.  That’s why I’m glad I landed this job.  But I figured with how long it would take to get there, it’d be best if I stayed here.”  She reaches under to grab her coat.  “It’s not as bad as it looks.  Put in the ear buds, play some Beethoven or Mozart, and I’m as snug as a bug.”

“Autopsy and some of the preliminary Forensics reports are back,” he says.  “Get up to speed while we wait for Simon.”

He scrolls through the multitude of crime scene photos.  He reviews the ones from the pool room, taken from all angles.  The amount of water around the hot tub could easily be construed from Dr. Clark thrashing around while getting his head bashed in, not necessarily from being dragged out and beaten in the lower extremities.  Lastly, he looks at the ones taken from Ned Phillips’s cell, showing the blood splatter on Mrs. Clark’s body.

Although he was only in the bedroom a few minutes, he examines the photos taken there under the UV light.  As expected, there are semen spatterings all over the foot of the bed and traces along the carpet.

“We got someone,” Simon says, suddenly standing between Kolin’s and Kelly’s cubicles.

“Yeah, I know, Mrs. Clark,” Kolin says.  “She confessed, remember?”

“No, I got a call from Forensics minutes after you texted me.  Thanks, by the way.  I set four fucking alarms and slept through all of them.  Anyway, remember the glass wall overlooking the pool?  They got a hit on the prints from the cordless phone and the wall.  Also, about waist-high, there were semen stains on the glass.  It matches with the semen found on the bed sheets.”

“Okay,” Kolin says, “so maybe this guy broke in while Dr. Clark was swimming, whacked off on the bed, smeared his little pecker on the glass, and ran when he saw Mrs. Clark whacking her husband to death.”

“Not quite,” says Simon.  “They also found the same semen . . . in Mrs. Clark.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER FIVE
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“Why aren’t we trying to find Gene?” Kelly asks.

“The hit on the prints just prove he was there and called 9-1-1,” Kolin says.  “One could call him a Good Samaritan.”

“But a Good Samaritan who possibly raped Mrs. Clark,” she adds.

“Gene is still on probation for another three years,” Simon says.  He merges onto the off-ramp.  “He’s kept up his appointments pretty regularly, and, according to his PO, has only had two minor infractions for drinking since being released.  We’ll find him.”

“What was he in for?” Kolin asks.

“Fucked a fifteen-year-old girl!” Kelly snaps.

“Not quite,” says Simon.

Kolin hears her take a deep breath.

Simon holds up a hand and says, “I know, I know, it wasn’t right.  I’m not giving him a pass.  He should’ve known better.  He was this girl’s soccer coach, and she gave him a handjob.  Apparently she had quite the attraction with him.  Like I said, he should’ve known better and stopped her.”

“I still think we should be looking for him,” she says.

Simon stops at a stoplight.  He shifts in his seat, eyeing her.  “When the first officer arrived on the scene, Mrs. Clark had a bloody baseball bat in her hand and she confessed.  Despite Kolin’s instinct that she may have had help to lift her husband out of the hot tub, none of Gene’s prints were on the bat.  Just her’s.”

Even though it’ll
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