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Chapter 1

“Here’s the burner you asked for,” Kennedy grumbles as he tosses it into the back seat. “Now set up that damn meet.” Durand, handcuffed to the inside of the door of Kennedy’s Civic, punches the phone number in as he leans against the door. “Ready her. Detective Kennedy and I will meet you in a half hour. Yes, the field by the abandoned warehouse, near the dock that goes to North Brother Island.” Durand flips the phone shut. “All set, Detective.”

Kennedy peers at Durand through the rearview mirror. “You better not try any shit, Durand. I’m in no mood for games.” The detective enters the FDR Drive near the Queensboro Bridge and heads north, wishing they were in a police cruiser so he could cut through the heavy traffic. The next twenty minutes pass by in silence, Kennedy taking the RFK Bridge through Randall’s Island, then going north on the Bruckner to the Port Morris area of the Bronx. At exit 48 he makes a hard right turn, traveling due south on East 149th Street. A seedy, industrial area, they pass by a moving company and a beer distributor. Kennedy slows the car as they approach the massive, old, warehouse building. Broken windows and graffiti litter the worn brick structure. Adjacent to it a small field with patches of grass, garbage strewn about. Just beyond that a parking lot, fenced in with barbed wire, leading to a makeshift pier housing a few boats to provide transport to North Brother Island, located about six hundred feet off shore.

Kennedy eyes the area with suspicion. Alone, no backup nearby, he realizes how vulnerable and exposed he is, knowing the warehouse provides the perfect shield for an ambush. He punches in the access code and pulls into the parking area’s tiny entrance, driving to the far end of the lot. He leaves the car idling close to the pier, facing toward the warehouse and vacant lot, as the gate rumbles shut. Best view in case they try anything, he muses.

Fifteen minutes go by, the only activity a stiff breeze swirling trash in the air on the lot ahead. Kennedy turns to Durand. “Looks like your men got cold feet. We’re outta here in five if—” Just then a black Town Car materializes in the distance beyond the warehouse. Durand smiles as the car stops at the field and the driver gets out.

Kennedy cuts the engine, then slips out the passenger side and back in next to Durand. He recuffs him, freeing him from the door, and pulls out his Glock. Holding it up, he pushes the serial killer out of the car, gun pressed against his head.

Kennedy yells through the fence to the man standing next to the car. “Where the hell is Michelle Ravello?” He releases the safety. “No time to be fucking around, unless you want your boss to suffer the consequences.”

The man, dressed in a dark winter coat, approaches the gate as Kennedy again enters the code. The man slips through the gate as it grinds open, his dark hair flapping in the breeze. “There’s been a holdup. We can have her here soon.”

“Stop right there,” Kennedy yells. “Throw any piece you have on the ground and kick it toward me.”

Durand: “Do it, Tony.”

The man complies, placing a handgun on the ground and pushing it away.

“I need to speak to Durand alone for a minute,” Tony says.

“No chance of that, douche-bag,” Kennedy yells back. “Whatever you need to say, say it.”

The thug looks at Durand, unsure of himself.

Durand nods. “It’s fine.” Then to Kennedy: “The delay is my doing, Detective. As I said earlier, stop the next killing, catch the killer, then and only then will you get your dear Michelle Ravello.”

Kennedy protests, but his phone kills the words in his throat. “Hey Chris. At the meet now, but no Michelle. Durand’s insisting we prove you saved the vic, then catch the killer, before he’ll release her to us.”

Ravello: “Tell him Aaron Lefkowitz is safe and sound at Doctor Johnson’s office and I’m on my way to North Brother Island. Where are you guys?”

“At the pier that takes us there. Hold on, lemme relay the message. Hear that Durand? Aaron Lefkowitz is safe at Doctor Johnson’s office and Ravello is on his way here.”

Durand smiles, then nods at Tony. “Excellent. Go get the girl and meet us on the island.”

Tony moves toward the gun.

Kennedy: “Leave it right there unless you want your hand shot off.” Defiant, Tony continues forward. Kennedy rips off a shot, the criminal jumping back as it hits the ground just in front of him. “Next one’s between your eyes if you try it again.”

Tony backs away toward the gate, Kennedy yelling the access code to him. The thug looks at Durand. “Be back in an hour, boss.”

Kennedy yells to Tony, “Make sure it’s just you and Michelle Ravello. Anyone else and your boss pays the price.” Back to his phone call, Kennedy asks, “When you getting here, buddy?”

“About ten minutes.”

“Good. We’ll be in my car at the lot near the pier. Be on the lookout for Durand’s men. One’s leaving now to get Michelle.”

“Will do, Kev. Ready for the big showdown?” Ravello asks.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” Kennedy quips as he licks his parched lips.

§

As I hang up with Kennedy another call comes in. Shit, Jacobs’ office! “Hello, sorry I missed my appointment. I’m in the midst of—”

“Chris, what the hell is going on?” It’s Jacobs himself. “You can’t wait on this treatment. Every hour that goes by your chances of being cured dwindle.”

“I know, I know. Shit’s hitting the fan on this end and we’re about to catch our killer.” No time to explain further. I’ve still got another call to make before I meet Kennedy. “I’ll call back to reschedule. Bye.”

I hang up and dial Hyslop’s lab. Pressing the phone to my ear as I drive through Randall’s Island, I spend the next few minutes in intense conversation. “It’s going to be difficult for you, I realize. But everything is riding on you doing exactly as I say.”

§

Detective Kennedy cuffs Durand to the car door and shuts it, then moves with caution toward the gun Tony left on the ground. His own firearm drawn, he scans his surroundings, squinting to see through the swirling debris and dust ahead as the sun sets off in the distance. Wind batters the coast, crashing waves onto the shore behind his car. His muscles tense and ready as he creeps forward. Suddenly, movement off to his right. He turns, ready to fire.

A stray cat, scurrying off in search of its next meal. Kennedy shakes his head and exhales as he reaches the gun and pockets it. He twists side to side, his gun poised, backing slowly toward the car. Ten feet... five... one. The detective takes one last look around then enters the car, still on guard, but glad to have cover.

Minutes roll by. Darkness blankets the area. Far off a car winds forward, its headlights lighting the way. Kennedy strains his eyes, trying to identify the car, but its high-beams make that impossible. His face set in grim determination, Kennedy raises his gun as the vehicle approaches. A smile breaks across his face.

Chris’ Firebird.

Ravello enters the lot and swings the car around as the gate closes, angling the Firebird so it blocks off the parking lot’s entrance/exit. Smart move, Kennedy thinks. We can’t get out, but a bunch of them can’t come barreling in either.

Ravello hustles over to the Civic as Kennedy emerges from the car with a cuffed Durand. Smiling, he shakes hands with Kennedy, then studies their surroundings. “The Firebird ought to slow them down, but we’ll still be safer on the Island than here.” Ravello nods toward the two small rowboats. “With oars, gasoline, and oil cans taking up space, each one can only hold three, four people tops so no worries a bunch of them attack us over there.”

§

Everyone’s on dinner break, so now’s my chance. Kiki Aloni slips into the lab undetected. Where does he keep it? She slowly opens and closes two drawers, her eyes surveilling the area. Pulling open the next drawer, she smiles as she looks down at the shiny handgun before her. Third time’s the charm.

§

We grab a boat, Kennedy and Durand up front as I man the outboard motor, my foot resting on the gasoline canister. I steer the rowboat through a stiff wind and choppy waves, a full moon our only light for the short trip to North Brother Island.

My phone jiggles in
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