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	When another head is found in Blood Pond, Detective August Greystone must try to keep his own head while searching for the killer. All this time, August and his lover Bruce Monkton have tried to put the past behind them and build a secure and happy future as a couple, only to be brutally reminded of the terrible circumstances that initially brought them together.

	With few clues and even fewer witnesses, August feels like a fish out of water, trying to deal with the memories of his own brother’s murder years earlier. Bruce’s assertion that someone is after him also weighs heavily on his mind, making August wonder if Bruce is actually insane after all.

	Questions never truly answered resurface along with the boy’s head in Blood Pond. Is a serial killer still on the prowl hunting for fresh victims, or has the murderous psychopath been at August’s side, and sharing his bed all along?
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	To my readers...

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	 

	August drove at an even seventy miles an hour along the road to Blood Pond, his hands cradling the steering wheel in an iron grip, his focus on the road straight ahead. The more distance he covered, the more he wondered if he’d be able to pry his hands loose when the time came. Maybe he’d be stuck there in the car, frozen in time, clutching that wheel like an anchor.

	He hadn’t said anything to Bruce after he’d received the phone call. He’d just kind of gone into automatic, strapping on his gun holster, like he would have when called out on any routine homicide. A kind of numbness came over him, his mind a fog, the pain resting just under the surface waiting for the ideal time to float to the surface and paralyze him.

	As the cottage country came into view, he swallowed something hard in his throat. He’d grown up here, among the trees and the water. He and Tommy had spent all those warm summer days at Blood Pond, frolicking in the pond, never suspecting of course that one day it would be the place his brother’s head would end up.

	He could almost hear his brother’s laughter, that crazy, zany laugh he had that would light up his eyes. God, he missed him so much. They’d been close, even though August was five years older. He remembered how Tommy used to like to run and jump on him whenever August was on the sofa. They’d wrestle, and August would tickle him. When Tommy was a toddler, he’d eventually curl up in August’s lap and fall asleep, with his thumb in his mouth. When he got older, he still liked to jump on him, especially when August was fast asleep, and initiate a wrestling contest.

	Tears stung his eyes, and his vision blurred for a moment then cleared. He’d never really forgiven himself for missing Tommy’s sixteenth birthday. It wasn’t that he thought the therapists were telling him bullshit when they insisted that it wasn’t his fault. It was true he wasn’t a genie. He didn’t have ESP. He couldn’t have known that Tommy was going to be abducted by a psycho and murdered. But still, he’d never stopped wondering if he had come home for his brother’s birthday, maybe they would have been together the whole time, and Tommy would have been safe.

	As he drove around the bend, the illumination of flashing lights lit up his windshield. Police cars were parked beside the water, half hidden behind the sparsely wooded area on the right side of the road. Three minutes more and he’d be right on top of them.

	His stomach heaved a little. His heart had started beating just a little bit harder back at the hotel, and now the pain in his head was intense, moving down his shoulders, even radiating into his arms. If he didn’t know himself, he would have thought he was in cardiac arrest, but he knew this was how his body reacted to extreme stress.

	He was thinking about Bruce as he drew up alongside one of the police cruisers. He was sure Bruce, too, must be feeling it. He felt a pang of guilt about the way he’d reacted after getting the call. Bruce had wanted to talk, but August just couldn’t. He knew they’d talk about it later. In fact, that’s probably all they’d talk about for a very long time to come unless Bruce went into his shell.

	Bruce could close himself off, not talk to him for hours, or even days sometimes. It’s just the way he was. Doctors hypothesized that this behavior was probably the result of losing his twin, but they didn’t know for sure. August knew that had something to do with it, but there was more. The life Bruce had led, the secrecy and the psychological pain had taken its toll on him. It was a wonder Bruce was sane at all.

	Most doctors had never known a case where identical twins could communicate telepathically with each other like Bruce and Clay had. But there had been a lot of evidence and studies which suggested that twins could read each other’s minds in some cases or be hundreds of miles apart and still buy the exact same pair of shoes.

	August climbed out of the car, zeroing in on Desmond Johnson, the Whitefield chief of police, who was deep in conversation with two of his officers. They stood in front of one of the squad cars. There was another parked behind it and an ambulance.

	The three Whitefield police officers met him halfway.

	“August,” Desmond said, smiling, holding out his hand, “long time no see. I didn’t even know you were in town until all this.”

	August took his hand. “Short visit.”

	They’d been lovers once, briefly, more than ten years back when they were both in the academy. Desmond was an ambitious cop, would have moved to the big city if his chance for promotion in Whitefield hadn’t been such a given. His father had been the chief of police of a nearby town. Desmond was all about appearances, deep in the closet, but basically a decent sort of guy and an intuitive cop.

	“Were you planning on stopping by?” He sounded a little hurt.

	“I would have gotten around to it,” August told him, although he was sure Bruce wouldn’t have liked it much.

	Bruce had a jealous streak that August really didn’t consider to be one of his attractive features.

	Desmond looked apologetic. “Heard you were on a kind of vacation. Sorry to have to break it up. Boys...” He turned to his men who were standing just behind Desmond, looking like they, were bursting at the seams. “This is Detective Greystone from Manchester, an old friend of mine.”

	August nodded at them. “How you doin’?”

	“We’re real pleased to meet you,” one of them said with a big smile, shaking August’s hand a little too hard. The other smiled too and basically parroted his companion, extending his hand as well.

	He understood their enthusiasm. They were small-town cops whose usual routine consisted of writing out parking tickets. This was their chance to do what they were really trained for. “Where is it?” August asked, looking past them.

	“Coroner isn’t here yet.” Desmond motioned, and the four men walked down the road to a little embankment that led to the pond. “Had to wake the guy out of a dead sleep,” Desmond informed him.

	August’s gaze shot to the tree on his right. The last time he’d been to Blood Pond, he’d almost died here.

	Bruce’s twin had tied him to that tree.

	In front of him now on the ground was a more pressing matter. He reluctantly glanced away from the tree and settled his gaze on the car blanket that covered a lump of something on the ground. This felt fucking surreal.

	“I saw your friend, Bruce Monkton, a few times this week.” Desmond cleared his throat. “He’s some hotshot marketing guy now.”

	August’s gaze never left the blanket. He couldn’t help but note how Desmond avoided the word ‘partner,’ when he spoke of Bruce. “Yes, Bruce has done really well for himself.”

	“Considering,” Desmond added.

	August gave him a sharp look.

	“We didn’t want to touch anything until the evidence people got here,” Desmond went on. “I called Manchester right away, of course, that’s how I found out you were in town. They told me you’ve become something of a profiler. Guess you’ll be heading up the investigation?”

	“That’s what I’m told.”

	“Well, you got all the cooperation here you need, August.”

	“I appreciate that.”

	“Must be doing pretty well for yourself, staying at the Mountain View. It’s pricy.”

	Desmond went on about the hotel, but his words weren’t really registering. August’s attention was now on the two girls who were perched at the back of the ambulance. “Those two girls, they the ones who called it in?”

	“You don’t miss a trick.” Desmond smiled.

	“Just the head?” August asked, looking at him.

	“So far. We’ll send some divers down first thing this morning. Want to take a look at it or... “

	His stomach heaved a little. His brother’s face flashed in front of his eyes. “I’ll wait for forensics. Got an ID on the victim?”

	“Yep.” One of the officers stepped forward. He flipped open his pad and began to read. “Name is Dennis Jameson, fifteen, reported missing three days ago. He attended the local high school, played on the basketball team. I saw the kid play. He had promise. His parents own the local flower shop here in town. They moved here three years ago.”

	“Anyone new hanging around town this last week that you know about?” August looked at Desmond. “Guests at the hotels, the campgrounds?”

	“Haven’t had time to check it all,” Desmond said. “We’ll get on it. The only one I can think of offhand is Bruce.” He met August’s gaze.

	‘There was a fucking conference, Des. Surely there were people from out of town here.”

	“We’ll check.” He nodded and looked away.

	August walked back up the embankment. The cop with the pad followed. “What are two young girls like that doing at Blood Pond at this time of night?”

	“Skinny dipping,” the cop said with a toothy smile.

	“They’re ah...” He lowered his voice. “You know, queer?”

	August raised an eyebrow. “You mean lesbians perhaps?” He sighed.

	“Yeah, that, what you said, fun to watch on video.” He chuckled.

	“Look,” August told him, ignoring the remark, “I can handle this on my own, ah...”

	“Bob, Bob Smithson, sir. And I heard about that case you solved up in the city, the one with the grandfather guy who was molesting the boys on the baseball team. I’m a big admirer of your work.”

	“Thanks, Bob.” He reached out his hand. “Can you give me your notes, please?”

	“Be pleased to.” He passed them over. “You need me, detective, you holler,” he said. “I’ll be right there before you can say two birds in a tree.”

	August kept walking. “I’ll remember that.”

	Two ambulance technicians stood at the back of the ambulance chatting as August approached. The young women were huddled together with blankets around their shoulders. August smiled at them.

	The medics, two men, nodded at him and walked away. “Hello, ladies,” he said. “Are you alright?”

	One nodded, the other murmured “yes.” They’d both been crying.

	“I’m Detective Greystone. You can call me August.” He glanced at the pad he’d taken from Bob.

	They looked back at him silently.

	“I realize this must be a shock. I know you’ve already spoken with the officers over there, but could you please answer a few questions for me?”

	One of them was plump with long dark hair. The blonde looked like she could have been a fashion model. They were both pretty and no more than seventeen or eighteen.

	“Did you know the victim?”

	“Penny did,” the dark-haired girl said. “I’ve seen him around.”

	“I see.” August looked at Penny, his voice gentle. “Do you remember when you last saw Dennis?”

	“My brother,” she began, “played basketball with him on Wednesday.”

	Was he in school at all this week?”

	“I don’t know. You’d have to ask Peter.”

	“That’s your brother?”

	She nodded.

	“Did they play basketball here at the school or did they play at another school?”

	“They played at another school.”

	“Can you tell me exactly what happened tonight?”

	“We’re in deep shit.” The dark-haired girl sighed, chewing her nail.

	August checked the pad. “Why is that, ah... Francine?”

	“We’re not supposed to be up here together.”

	Penny looked at August. “We’re not allowed to be friends.”

	August nodded. “I see. Okay, well, you came up here anyway, right, against your parents’ wishes?”

	They both nodded.

	“And you went swimming in Blood Pond?”

	“Yeah,” Francine said.

	“What time was that about?”

	“About... ah, two hours ago,” Penny said.

	“So, let’s say about,” August checked his watch.

	“Eight-thirty.”

	“That would be about right,” Francine said.

	Did you see anyone around?”

	No, and we made sure,” the blonde said. “We, ah... swam naked.” She blushed.

	“I see,” August said. “And which of you saw the... body part?”

	“Me first,” Penny choked out. The tears rolled down her face. Francine put an arm around her. “I just looked down, and I saw... I saw...”

	“Take your time,” August said. “You saw what?”

	“These two dead eyes just staring at me.” She lowered her head and started to cry again.

	August nodded toward Francine. “You stay with her, okay? I assume someone called your parents?”

	Francine nodded as she pulled Penny into her embrace.

	August looked around to see headlights coming toward him in the distance.

	Desmond came walking over. “Coroner is here,” he announced.

	“Fine.” His cell phone was ringing. “Excuse me. I’ll be right there.”

	“August,” the gruff voice said on the other end of the phone. It was Captain Affleck in Manchester. “You hooked up with that case in Whitefield yet?”

	“I’m at the scene now.”

	“Good. You know I want you heading up this one.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“I want you to stay down there until you find this bastard. I’m sending you people. We need results on this one.”

	August narrowed his eyes. Captain Affleck answered his question in the next sentence.

	“The victim is the grandson of some hot shot politician in Washington, a senator.”

	“I see. Well, the killing fits the MO of—”

	“You’re not going to get weird on this one, are you, August?”

	“Weird?”

	“You know, because of Tommy?”

	“No,” he said then gritted his teeth, “but there is a possibility that it could be this guy, that he has resurfaced and—”

	“Could be. Anything is possible. It’s true these bastards can pop up again after years of hibernation. But I thought that one was dead.”

	“No hard evidence to back up that fact.”

	“Right, well, I’ll send you whoever you need, okay? But right now, you’re the best profiler we got. We’ll pay your expenses but not at the Mountain View. Got you registered at the Travel Lodge for an indeterminate period.’

	“Damn,” August muttered, “am I being demoted?” It was a joke, but Affleck had never been much of a joker.

	“Forensics should be there by now. Have Alice give me a shout when she arrives.”

	“Is she booked at the luxurious Travel Lodge too?”

	“Smart, Greystone. Okay, make use of Johnson, too, when you’re down there. His guys can do the legwork for routine stuff. Those Whitefield cops should be good for something besides eating doughnuts.”

	“Gotcha,” he said, glad Desmond hadn’t heard that remark. He knew that urban snobbism existed, but it was still a little shocking to hear it in plain English.

	The coroner was a short, stocky little African-American man with a bizarre sense of humor. Desmond introduced them, and August braced himself for when the coroner peeled away the blanket.

	“Looks like someone lost his head,” Markus Zamziane announced with a big grin. “We need for him to find the rest of himself.” He looked at Desmond.

	“We’re working on that.”

	August forced himself to look down at what was left of the young boy.

	“Hasn’t been in the water that long,” Zamziane said. “I’d say three days, no more.” He looked at August. “Clean cut, probably some kind of a long sword. Maybe the killer was Sir Lancelot.” He laughed at his own joke.

	Desmond’s phone rang, and he walked away.

	August breathed a sigh of relief when Zamziane covered the bloody head back up. “Thanks.”

	“I’d like to say it was a pleasure... but...”

	“Forensics team is in town,” Desmond called out. “They’re lost. I’m going to meet them and lead them here.”

	August nodded. His stomach felt queasy. He’d seen plenty of dead bodies and body parts before. Usually, he could handle it, but all he thought about when he saw what once the animated face of a young boy had been, was that Tommy must have looked like this when the police found him.

	Zamziane was staring at him.

	“Excuse me,” August said, and walked up the ravine to the road. He took a few breaths. Someone came over and asked him if he was alright.

	His cell phone rang again. He hesitated then put the phone to his ear. “Yeah.”

	“August, are you alright?”

	“Fine. You?”

	“I was worried. Did you find out anything? Who is it?”

	“A local boy from town. Two girls found him. He’s got a big shot granddaddy down in Washington.”

	Silence.

	“Look, I’m going to be stuck here for a while. They’re going to transfer me to the Lodge. You going home?”

	“I can stay around another day then I should get back to the office. Honey, maybe you should get off this thing, let someone else do this.”

	“I’m a homicide detective, Bruce. This is a homicide.”

	“I know but—”

	“Get some sleep. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	The sun had already risen when August drove around the lake back toward town, and despite the sun, the sky looked doubtful about what direction it would take for the remainder of the day. He’d hung around until forensics finished up, and he’d spoken to the girls’ parents, who
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