
[image: cover]


[image: image]

[image: image]


Copyright © 2005 James Patterson

The right of James Patterson to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2011

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN : 9780755387083

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP
An Hachette UK Company
338 Euston Road
London NW1 3BH

www.headline.co.uk
www.hachette.co.uk


Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

About the Author

Praise

Acknowledgements

Part One: Nobody Cares

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Part Two: Unscheduled Vacation Time

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Part Three: Back in the Saddle Again

Chapter Forty-Six

Chapter Forty-Seven

Chapter Forty-Eight

Chapter Forty-Nine

Chapter Fifty

Chapter Fifty-One

Chapter Fifty-Two

Chapter Fifty-Three

Chapter Fifty-Four

Chapter Fifty-Five

Chapter Fifty-Six

Chapter Fifty-Seven

Chapter Fifty-Eight

Chapter Fifty-Nine

Chapter Sixty

Chapter Sixty-One

Part Four: Trials and Tribulation

Chapter Sixty-Two

Chapter Sixty-Three

Chapter Sixty-Four

Chapter Sixty-Five

Chapter Sixty-Six

Chapter Sixty-Seven

Chapter Sixty-Eight

Chapter Sixty-Nine

Chapter Seventy

Chapter Seventy-One

Chapter Seventy-Two

Chapter Seventy-Three

Chapter Seventy-Four

Chapter Seventy-Five

Chapter Seventy-Six

Chapter Seventy-Seven

Chapter Seventy-Eight

Chapter Seventy-Nine

Chapter Eighty

Chapter Eighty-One

Chapter Eighty-Two

Chapter Eighty-Three

Chapter Eighty-Four

Chapter Eighty-Five

Chapter Eighty-Six

Chapter Eighty-Seven

Chapter Eighty-Eight

Chapter Eighty-Nine

Chapter Ninety

Chapter Ninety-One

Chapter Ninety-Two

Chapter Ninety-Three

Chapter Ninety-Four

Chapter Ninety-Five

Chapter Ninety-Six

Chapter Ninety-Seven

Chapter Ninety-Eight

Chapter Ninety-Nine

Chapter One Hundred

Chapter One Hundred and One

Chapter One Hundred and Two

Chapter One Hundred and Three

Chapter One Hundred and Four

Chapter One Hundred and Five

Part Five: The Cat’s Meow

Chapter One Hundred and Six

Chapter One Hundred and Seven

Chapter One Hundred and Eight

Chapter One Hundred and Nine

Chapter One Hundred and Ten

Chapter One Hundred and Eleven

Chapter One Hundred and Twelve

Chapter One Hundred and Thirteen

Chapter One Hundred and Fourteen

Chapter One Hundred and Fifteen

Chapter One Hundred and Sixteen

Chapter One Hundred and Seventeen

Chapter One Hundred and Eighteen

Chapter One Hundred and Nineteen

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-One

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Two

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Three

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Four

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Five

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Six

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Seven

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Eight

Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-Nine

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-One

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Two

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Three

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Four

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Five

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Six

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Seven

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Eight

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-Nine

Chapter One Hundred and Forty

Chapter One Hundred and Forty-One

Chapter One Hundred and Forty-Two

Chapter One Hundred and Forty-Three

Chapter One Hundred and Forty-Four

Chapter One Hundred and Forty-Five

Epilogue

Chapter One Hundred and Forty-Six


James Patterson is one of the best-known and biggest-selling writers of all time. He is the author of some of the most popular series of the past decade: the Women’s Murder Club, the Alex Cross novels and Maximum Ride, and he has written many other number one bestsellers including romance novels and stand-alone thrillers. He has won an Edgar Award, the mystery world’s highest honour. He lives in Florida with his wife and son.


Praise for James Patterson:

‘The man is a master of this genre. We fans will have one wish for him: write even faster’ USA Today

‘Patterson knows where our deepest fears are buried … there’s no stopping his imagination’ New York Times

‘Patterson boils a scene down to the single, telling element that defines a character or moves the plot along. It’s what fires off the movie projector in the reader’s mind’ Michael Connelly

‘Makes Kay Scarpetta’s lot look positively fairytale’ Mirror

‘A novel which makes for sleepless nights’ Daily Express

‘Skilfully put together’ Cosmopolitan

‘Patterson’s action-packed story keeps the pages flicking by’ The Sunday Times

‘A fine writer with a good ear for dialogue and pacing. His books are always page-turners’ Washington Times

‘Patterson is a phenomenon’ Observer

‘Brilliantly terrifying … so exciting I had to stay up all night to finish it’ Daily Mail

‘Awesome’ Independent on Sunday

‘I can’t believe how good Patterson is – he’s always on the mark. I have never begun a Patterson book and been able to put it down’ Larry King, USA Today


Our thanks and gratitude to top cop Captain Richard Conklin, Bureau of Investigations, Stamford, Connecticut Police Department and Dr Humphrey Germaniuk, Medical Examiner of Trumbell County, Ohio, a great teacher and noted practitioner of forensic pathology. And special thanks to Mickey Sherman, Criminal Defence attorney extraordinaire, for his very wise counsel.

We are also grateful to Lynn Colomello, Ellie Shurtleff, Linda Guynup Dewey and Yukie Kito for their excellent research assistance on the ground and on the Web.


PART ONE
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Nobody Cares


Chapter One
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It was just before 4:00 a.m. on a weekday morning. My mind was racing even before Jacobi nosed our car up in front of the Lorenzo, a grungy rent-by-the-hour ‘tourist hotel’ on a block in San Francisco’s Tenderloin District that’s so forbidding even the sun won’t cross the street.

Three black-and-whites were at the curb, and Conklin, the first officer at the scene, was taping off the area. So was another officer, Les Arou.

‘What have we got?’ I asked Conklin and Arou.

‘White male, Lieutenant. Late teens, bug-eyed and done to a turn,’ Conklin told me. ‘Room twenty-one. No signs of forced entry. Vic’s in the bathtub, just like the last one.’

The stink of piss and vomit washed over us as Jacobi and I entered the hotel. No bellhops in this place. No elevators or room service either. Night people faded back into the shadows except for one gray-skinned young prostitute who pulled Jacobi aside.

‘Give me twenty dollars,’ I heard her say. ‘I got a license-plate.’

Jacobi peeled off a ten in exchange for a slip of paper, then turned to the desk clerk and asked him about the victim: did he have a roommate, a credit card, a habit?

I stepped around a junkie in the stairwell and climbed to the first floor. The door to Room 21 was open and a rookie was standing guard at the doorway.

‘Evening, Lieutenant Boxer.’

‘It’s morning, Keresty.’

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ he said, logging me in, turning his clipboard to collect my signature.

It was darker inside the 12 x 12 foot room than it was in the hallway. The fuse had blown and thin curtains hung like wraiths in front of the street-lit windows. I was working the puzzle, trying to figure out what was evidence, what was not, trying not to step on anything. There was too damned much of everything and too little light.

I flicked my flashlight beam over the crack vials on the floor, the mattress stained with old blood, the rank piles of garbage and clothing everywhere. There was a kitchenette of sorts in the corner, the hotplate still warm, drug paraphernalia in the sink.

The air in the bathroom was thick, almost soupy. I swept my light along the extension cord that snaked from the socket by the sink, past the clogged toilet bowl to the bathtub.

My guts clenched as I caught the dead boy in my beam. He was naked, a skinny blond with a hairless chest, half sitting up in the tub, eyes bulging, foam at his lips and nostrils. The electric cord ended at an old-fashioned two-slice toaster that glinted up through the bathwater.

‘Shit,’ I said, as Jacobi entered the bathroom. ‘Here we go again.’

‘He’s toast all right,’ said Jacobi.

As Commanding Officer of the Homicide Detail, I wasn’t supposed to do hands-on detective work any more. But at times like this, I just couldn’t stay away.

Another kid had been electrocuted, but why? Was he a random victim of violence, or was it personal? In my mind’s eye, I saw the boy flailing in pain as the juice shot through him and shut his heart down.

The standing water on the cracked tile floor was creeping up the legs of my trousers. I lifted a foot and toed the bathroom door closed, knowing full well what I was going to see. The door whined with the nasal squeal of hinges that had probably never been oiled.

Two words were spray-painted onto the door. For the second time in a couple of weeks, I wondered what the hell they meant.

NOBODY CARES.


Chapter Two
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It looked like a particularly grisly suicide, except that the spray-paint can was nowhere around. I heard Charlie Clapper and his CSU team arrive and begin to unpack forensic equipment in the outer room. I stood aside as the photographer took his shots of the victim, then I yanked the electric cord out of the wall.

Charlie changed the fuse. ‘Thank You, Jesus,’ he said, as light flooded the god-awful place.

I was riffling through the victim’s clothes, finding not a scrap of ID, when Claire Washburn, my closest friend and the Chief Medical Examiner for San Francisco, walked through the door.

‘It’s pretty nasty,’ I told her as we went into the bathroom. Claire is a center of warmth in my life, more of a sister than my real one, Catherine. ‘I’ve been having an impulse.’

‘To do what?’ Claire asked me mildly.

I swallowed hard, forcing down the gorge that kept rising in my throat. I’d gotten used to a lot of things but I would never get used to the murder of children.

‘I just want to reach in and pull out the stopper,’ I told her.

The victim looked even more stricken in the bright light. Claire crouched beside the tub, squeezing her size sixteen body into a size six space.

‘Pulmonary edema,’ she said of the pink foam in the dead boy’s nasal and oral orifices. She traced the faint bruising on the lips, around the eyes. ‘He was tuned up a bit before they threw the switch on him.’

I pointed to the vertical gash on his cheekbone. ‘What do you make of that?’

‘My guess? It’s going to match the push-down lever on the toaster. Looks like they clocked this child with that Sunbeam before they chucked it into the tub.’

The boy’s hand was resting on the bathtub’s rim. Claire lifted it tenderly, turned it over. ‘No rigor. Body’s still warm and lividity is blanching. He’s been dead less than twelve hours, probably less than six. No visible track-marks.’ She ran her hands through the boy’s matted hair, lifted his bruised top lip with her gloved fingers. ‘He hadn’t seen a dentist in a while. Could be a runaway.’

‘Yeah,’ I said. Then I must’ve gotten quiet for a minute or so.

‘Whatcha thinking, honey?’

‘That I’ve got another John Doe on my hands.’

I was remembering another teenage John Doe, a homeless kid who’d been murdered in a place like this when I was just getting started in Homicide. It was one of my worst cases ever and ten years later, the death still gnawed at me.

‘I’ll know more when I get this young man on my table,’ Claire was saying when Jacobi stuck his head through the doorway again.

‘The informant said the partial plate-number came off a Mercedes,’ he said. ‘A black one.’

A black Mercedes had been seen at the other electrocution murder. I grinned as I felt a surge of hope. Yes, I was making it personal. I was going to find the bastard who had killed these kids and I was going to put him away before he could do it again.


Chapter Three
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A week had gone by since the nightmare at the Lorenzo Hotel. The Crime Lab was still sifting through the abundant detritus of Room 21 and our informant’s three-digit partial license-plate number was either half wrong or a wild guess. As for me, I woke up every morning feeling pissed off and sad because this ugly case was nowhere.

The dead kids haunted me as I drove to Susie’s for a get-together with the girls that evening. Susie’s is a neighborhood café; a bright hot spot with walls sponge-painted in tropical colors, serving spicy but tasty Caribbean food.

Jill, Claire, Cindy and I had adopted this place as our sanctuary as well as our clubhouse. Our straight-shooting girl-talk, unhampered by rank or department lines, had often cut through weeks of bureaucratic b.s. Together, we’d broken cases wide open in this very spot.

I saw Claire and Cindy in ‘our’ booth at the back. Claire was laughing at something Cindy had said, which happens a lot because Claire has a great laugh and Cindy is a funny girl as well as a first-class investigative reporter for the Chronicle. Jill, of course, was gone.

‘I want what you’re having,’ I said as I slid into the booth next to Claire. There was a pitcher of margaritas on the table and four glasses, two of them empty. I filled a glass and looked at my friends, feeling that almost magical connection that we’d forged because of all we’d gone through together.

‘Looks like you need a transfusion,’ Claire joked.

‘I swear I do. Bring on the IV.’ I took a gulp of the icy brew, snagged the newspaper that was beside Cindy’s elbow and paged through until I found the story buried on see here of the Metro section, below the fold. INFO SOUGHT IN TENDERLOIN DISTRICT MURDERS.

‘I guess it’s a bigger story in my mind,’ I said.

‘Dead street people don’t make page one,’ Cindy said sympathetically.

‘It’s odd,’ I told the girls. ‘Actually, we have too much information. Seven thousand prints. Hair, fiber, a ton of useless DNA from a carpet that hadn’t been hoovered since Nixon was a boy.’ I stopped ranting long enough to pull the rubber band off my ponytail and shake out my hair. ‘On the other hand, with all the potential snitches crawling through the Tenderloin District, all we have is one shitty lead.’

‘It sucks, Linds,’ said Cindy. ‘Is the Chief on your ass?’

‘Nope,’ I said, tapping the tiny mention of the Tenderloin District Murders with my forefinger. ‘As the killer says – nobody cares.’

‘Ease up on yourself, honey,’ Claire said. ‘You’ll get a bite into this thing. You always do.’

‘Yeah, enough about all this. Jill would give me hell for whining.’

‘She says “No problem”,’ Cindy cracked, pointing to Jill’s empty seat. We lifted our glasses and clinked them together.

‘To Jill,’ we said in unison.

We filled Jill’s glass and passed it around in remembrance of Jill Bernhardt, a spectacular Assistant District Attorney and our great friend, who’d been murdered only months ago. We missed her terribly and said so. In a while, our waitress, Loretta, brought a new pitcher of margaritas to replace the last.

‘You’re looking chirpy,’ I said to Cindy, who jumped in with her news. She’d met a new guy, a hockey player who played for the Sharks in San Jose, and she was pretty pleased with herself. Claire and I started pumping her for details while the reggae band tuned up and soon we were all singing a Jimmy Cliff song, plinking our spoons against the glassware.

I was finally getting loose in Margarita-ville, when my Nextel rang. It was Jacobi.

‘Meet me outside, Boxer. I’m a block away. We’ve got a lead on that Mercedes.’

What I should’ve said was ‘Go without me, I’m off duty.’ But it was my case and I had to go. I tossed some bills down on the table, blew kisses at the girls and bolted for the door. The killer was wrong about one thing. Somebody cared.
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