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For my editor, Keith Kahla.
 Who had the wisdom when I most needed it.


In nothing do men more nearly approach the gods
than in giving health to men. 
—MARCUS TULLIUS CICERO


Doctors are men who prescribe medicines of which they know little, to cure diseases of which they know less, in human beings of whom they know nothing.  
—VOLTAIRE


Either he’s dead, or my watch has stopped.  
—GROUCHO MARX
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1

New York City

The Brooklyn Bridge Footpath

Dr. Jennifer Delmonico was approaching the second tower, which translated to somewhere around seventeen minutes at her usual pace. It took most people half an hour to cross the East River, but at six-­foot-­three, Delmonico’s stride put her into NFL receiver territory. Which was one of the things about being a tall woman—­the long bones were almost always of a greater proportionate length. Back in high school, when she had been the third tallest student out of twelve hundred kids, her height felt like a curse. But life out in the world had taught her that being the tallest woman in the room, and often the tallest person, came with all kinds of advantages—­of both the social and biomechanical variety.

Old Man Winter was on the way. The cold air coming down from Canada this time of year hit the warm water surging up the East River with the tide, and the resulting condensation blossomed into a localized fogbank that blanketed the bridge. The effect was visually isolating, which was both comforting and unsettling. 

She took the footpath almost every shift. Day or night. Rain or shine. Winter or summer. It helped her unwind the think box (and muscles) before (or after) hours spent putting patients back together in the OR. The tourists on the span were always a pain in the ass, but at three in the morning on a foggy night, the sober ones were off mining selfies in the warmer parts of the city.

Other than the errant jogger, the only other signs of life were the headlights and taillights of cars on the lower deck. If you ignored the cold, it was one of those New York movie moments that are part of the city’s fabric.

It had been a long shift at the hospital, and the cool atmosphere out here was scrubbing the stale air from her lungs. Of course, in a metropolis with a population of eight and a half million souls, you were never—­ever—­alone in any true sense of the word. She could hear people behind her—­or were they up ahead? The humid air messed with the acoustics and the fog conjured up all kinds of optical illusions, which had her doubting her own senses. The most jarring effect was the way the joggers materialized out of nowhere before passing back into the void, like ghosts racing to get to the afterlife.

And then it hit her—­that weird sensation that every New Yorker experienced every now and then, at the most unpredictable times—­that she actually was alone. It never lasted more than a few seconds. But it was very powerful.

All she could sense was her own presence. There were no other life-­forms out in the mist. No cars thrumming by on the deck below. Even the wind seemed to be on pause just for her.

And then, as quickly as it had appeared, the sensation was driven away by the appearance of footsteps in the sonic vacuum—­the rhythm of a jogger somewhere in the mist.

The steps came up on her left-­hand flank. She stepped to the right.

And then. The rhythm changed.

There was a blip where her Spidey sense kicked in.

There was a loud electrical CRACK! beside her ear and her motor skills shorted out.

She fell.

Someone caught her, and she heard herself grunt.

She tried to focus on the undulating form haloed in the bridge lights.

She tried to move.

To breathe.

To scream.

But only squeezed out a weak squeak that she wasn’t even sure had come from her own body.

But the jolt that scrambled her circuits had worked its way through her grid, and was beginning to fade. Thought became clearer.

And with thought, panic.

Her toes clunked over the wooden planks as he dragged her forward, toward the railing.

She tried to move. To scream again. And that tiny little squeak came out one more time.

Help! she screeched.

But only in her head.

“It’s okay, Jennifer,” a voice said.

She was hoisted up and her head fell forward.

And even paralyzed, she felt her weight shift as the fluids in her inner ear translated data to her brain.

And just like that, she was sitting on the edge.

Her head lolled back and all she could see were the suspension lines reaching up into the fog.

This time it actually came out when she said, “Please.”

But he just let go.

Gravity embraced her. Pulled her back.

She began to fly.

And then the headlights were there. Right. There. And she began to close her eyes, but—­

—­the impact broke her neck.

Spine and skull.

Rib cage.

And drove everything she was into a tiny little hole in the universe that silently collapsed before disappearing forever.

And that.

Was that.
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The Upper East Side

The Armory on Park Avenue was only a few blocks east and another handful south, and if the rain hadn’t turned the city into a real-­time film noir—­and if Dr. Lucas Page weren’t still recovering—­they probably would have walked. Or at least his wife, Erin, would have walked; he would have limped. But the night was going to be boring enough as it was—­he didn’t need to add fatigue to the roster. So they were cabbing it.

Lucas hated these functions. They felt like excuses for the squares to drink too much, slap themselves on the back, and tell one another what a great job they were doing in the business of healing. But Erin, who was a pediatric orthopedic surgeon, insisted that she had to attend, although he could never really figure out precisely why.

The cabbie pulled a U-­turn at 64th, then slammed to a halt in front of the Seventh Regiment Armory. They didn’t have the klieg lights on, but the façade was adorned with a moving light show and the doormen were dressed as Yeomen Warders—­which made absolutely no sense at all.

One of the Beefeaters opened the car door for Lucas, shielding him with an umbrella. Lucas got out, bolstered his footing with his cane, then extended his prosthetic for Erin. After she was out, he nodded a thanks to the man with the umbrella and slipped him a twenty—­anyone who had to dress like that to make rent deserved a gratuity. And Lucas had experience with the people at these things; they were notoriously bad tippers.

As they ducked under the ivy tunnel that framed the door, Lucas asked, “What, specifically, are we here to celebrate?”

“Don’t start.”

Lucas held up his hands. “I forgot.”

She stopped and gave him one of her bullshit-­detector questions. “How many cycles does a cesium-­one-­thirty-­three atom complete in a single second?”

He tried not to smile, but it got away from him. Or at least as much as was muscularly possible. “Nine billion, one hundred and ninety-­two million, six hundred and thirty-­one thousand, seven hundred and seventy.”

“You don’t forget things—­you intentionally refuse to remember them. There’s a difference.” She stared him down for a second. “Do you have any other questions?”

“I’m still waiting for an answer to my first one.”

“We’re not celebrating anything. It’s a charity gala—­just like it was last year. And the year before. The money we raise goes to the poorer hospitals in the city. See?” she said, pointing up at the banner over the entrance. “It says so right there: The Annual Sarah Rothstein Charity Dinner.”

A heavyset couple decked out in non-­rented evening wear shoehorned through the big double doors in front of them, and the woman’s voice cracked into a high-­pitched cackle that sounded like the dinner bell at a flying-­monkey convention.

Lucas leaned over and said, “If I’m going to spend the evening with these people, I deserve a drinking problem.” It wasn’t that he didn’t like doctors—­he lumped them in with the general population, which meant that at least 30 percent of them were not just bad at their jobs, but dangerous. And in an occupation where people’s actual lives were at stake, he thought more stringent competency requirements would do everyone some good.

Without turning to look at him, Erin said, “You have that turned around—­if I am going to spend time with you while you spend time with these people, it is I who deserve a drinking problem.”

Another man in an ugly red period costume held the door for them and Lucas stopped and handed him another twenty, doing his best to hide his pity.

“How do you explain the English flunky outfits if we’re here to celebrate capitalism killing patients? Is there a theme? Is the medical profession advocating beheading those who can’t pay their bills? Putting them in debtors’ prison?”

“We’re here because I have to come. Which means you will be nice.” She snapped her fingers. “Look at me—­nice, understood?”

He tried out his smile again. “I’m always nice.”

Erin’s goofy little snort was lost in the sound spilling through the doors. “Of course,” she said. “Silly me.”

The organizers had a string quartet going just inside the entrance and Lucas leaned over and said, “I guess Starcrawler was booked.”

“And so it begins,” Erin said humorlessly.

Neville Carpenter hollered their names, and came staggering over, drink in hand (and obviously a few had already passed through his blood/brain barrier).

Carpenter was a fixture at these events and Lucas could not remember a single one in the past ten years where he hadn’t been present. He was a big drinker, a bigger talker, and Lucas didn’t mind seeing the guy because it removed the burden of conversation. He was also smart and funny in a Henry Louis Mencken kind of way, which meant that Lucas could usually take him for an evening. Neville was Lorne Jacobi’s boyfriend—­Lorne was the ER administrator at Weill Cornell, where Erin worked. When Lucas had first met Neville, he had resembled a middle-­aged David Bowie. But ten solid years of unhealthy living had vulcanized him into an elderly Mick Jagger. Lorne was a Brooks Brothers and cap-­toe Oxfords man who rarely said a word and Lucas had a hard time picturing the two of them in the same room, let alone smiling over Cheerios in the morning.

“Erin, you look wonderful. And non-­medical Dr. Page, so do—­” He looked up. And did not bother to hide his shock. “You?”

Erin smiled into her hand.

Lucas was used to people having trouble with the uncanny valley that his lost arm, leg, and eye presented—­injuries from a decade-­old accident that he referred to as the Event. But Neville was knocked back by the new layer of injuries added to the mix—­his ear was freshly sewn back on, his hair was mostly burned off (what was left was dyed blond, the vestigial remnants of his daughter’s Halloween costume gone awry), and he was using a cane—­all of which had been recently collected during a temporary stint working with the FBI.

Lucas was not an investigator proper, not in the traditional sense. He was an astrophysicist by profession, but his facility with numbers made him a useful tool in many facets of the investigative process—­both in the physical world and in the digital plane of raw data. So every now and then his unique competency pulled him back into the bureau’s orbit. Unfortunately, his last sojourn had added a plethora of fresh injuries to the litany of old ones.

Neville gently took Lucas’s prosthetic in his hand, as if it might come apart in his grip. “You do realize that there’s a voodoo doll of you somewhere out there that is giving an unhappy person an awful lot of fun, don’t you?”

Lucas tried out a smile, and by the way Neville cringed he could tell that his muscles hadn’t cooperated. “You should see the other guy.” What was left of him had been carted away in the modern equivalent of Canopic jars: Tupperware bins.

Erin punctuated the statement with a loud snort.

“I read about that.” Neville leaned in and put a hand on Lucas’s shoulder. “For once the Post held back the messy parts.”

He then air-­kissed Erin, apologizing for being distracted by Lucas’s scrapes and scuffs. “And how is my favorite lady?”

“I’m good, Neville.”

“And the kids?”

“They’re good, too.” Erin and Lucas had five adopted children, and there was no one in their lives who did not understand that they were a collective—­one of those classic examples of the whole being greater than the sum of its parts. “Maude transferred to ­LaGuardia and she’s doing well—­she’s got two paintings in the senior gallery, which is a big thing. Damien still looks like a young Noel Gallagher—­girls are calling all the time, but he’s got more important things to do. Hector’s, well, just Hector—­I think he’s the most self-­contained child I’ve ever met. And Laurie and Alisha keep reminding me to stop and smell the jelly beans.”

Neville nodded in approval. “Sage advice.”

One of the waitstaff was walking by—­a short girl in penguin colors whose red eyes said she had taken a cannabis break before her shift—­and Neville got her attention. “Can we please get—­?” He arched an eyebrow at Erin, then redirected it to Lucas. “What are you two crazy kids having?”

“I’ll have a Sauvignon Blanc,” she said.

“Make mine a root beer. Lots of ice, please.”

Neville shook his almost-empty glass. “And I’ll have another bourbon, soda, rocks, please.” He pulled out a fifty and tucked it under an empty wineglass on the cork-­lined tray; evidently Neville was also over-­tipping on behalf of the cheapskates in the place.

Neville had been a Wall Street banker with a penchant for vintage Ferraris, a habit he picked up once he started making what he liked to call real money. But two minor heart attacks had forced him to make one of those quality-­of-­life/fork-­in-­the-­road choices, and hunting down Italian sports cars gave him more pleasure than simply shoveling all the zeros from clients’ bank accounts straight into his own. He turned his hobby into a business and was now what Lucas considered a very fancy used-­car salesman. It didn’t pay as well as his former occupation, but he didn’t wake up in the middle of the night having chewed through his mouth guard anymore, which was an amenable trade-­off.

Neville picked up his glass and waved it in the air, indicating ­everything in general and nothing in specific. “So, once again, we find ourselves at an overpriced affair, populated by those without merit.” He put the glass to his lips and finished what was left of his drink.

Erin asked, “Where is Lorne?”

Neville made the everything/nothing gesture again. “He’s min-­gling,” he said, dividing the word into two hard syllables.

As a child, Lucas had spent many evenings at these things with his adopted mother—­the elderly Mrs. Page. She accepted every invitation sent her way, mostly because it gave her an excuse to dress up. As she got older, and her dwindling finances constricted her ability to contribute to whatever cause they were pushing, the invitations became scarcer. But even at the end, when she had been relegated to third-­tier community hall events, she and Lucas always showed up dressed for the red carpet. Whenever he and Erin did one of these things, he wished Mrs. Page could be there with them. Which, in a way, he always felt she was.

Lucas was pulled back to the present when Lorne materialized out of the crowd, on his way from one conversation to another, and stopped to say hello. “How are the Pages tonight?” he asked, kissing Erin and giving Lucas one of their patented fist bumps—­a habit they had developed to help Lorne with his carpal tunnel syndrome. But it was easy to see that he wasn’t in the present at all—­he looked tired and preoccupied.

After the fist bumping and kisses, he was gone, off to do more mingling.

Neville said, “He’s pretty upset about Jennifer Delmonico,” as he crunched an ice cube.

Erin nodded. “I know he and Jennifer were close.”

Neville’s tone changed. “He’s friends with her mother, Dee Dee, from way back. The first time I met him he was with her. It was in the café at ABC Decorating. She set us up—­two strangers who never would have met without her interference.” He looked down into his empty glass. “And she just lost a daughter. Jesus. What a world, huh?” Then he looked up and nailed Lucas with his infectious smile. “Look who I’m telling that to, the luckiest unlucky person I’ve ever met.”

Lucas said, “You need to get out more,” just as the waitress came back with their drinks.

“One Sauvignon Blanc, one bourbon and soda, and a root beer—­lots of ice.” She smiled over the tray when she handed Lucas his soda—­replete with tiny cocktail napkin—­but when she saw his face, she blushed and turned away.

Neville slid another fifty under the empty glass he plopped down on the tray amid the wet rings. “For being so prompt,” he said.

She scampered away before Lucas could throw another smile at her.

Neville raised the old-­fashioned and said, “To Jennifer Delmonico, who I did not know very well, which I now regret.”

Everyone raised their glasses, but the toast was interrupted when a hand clamped down on Lucas’s shoulder. He winced as it torqued his frame, putting pressure on his still-­cracked ribs, and he spilled some of his root beer. “What the fu—­?”

Neville abandoned the toast and turned to the newcomer. “How is my favorite plastic surgeon?”

Dove Knox nodded a hello to the group but singled Lucas out for the first hug. “Hey, man! How’s my grouchy buddy?” Knox had visited Lucas in the hospital a few weeks back, and he looked only mildly surprised by how banged up he still was.

“Swell.” After the hug ended, Lucas put his root beer down on one of the tall bar tables and wiped his hand with a paper napkin as his ribs stopped tingling—­a vestigial wound that he was starting to suspect might never heal.

Knox doled out two more hugs and greetings.

Lucas begrudgingly liked Knox. He and Erin had been friends since medical school—­they had even dated for a while. But their romantic relationship never really worked and they had managed the not-­always-­simple transition from lovers to friends. He was now married to an internist named Carla and they were one of the few couples both Lucas and Erin liked to spend time with. Knox was smart and considerate, but he could be a little complicated. And he tended to drink too much.

“Have I missed anything?” Knox asked as he waved their red-­eyed waitress back.

“We were just talking about Jennifer Delmonico.”

Knox shook his head. “Don’t know her.”

Neville, who hated giving up the spotlight, said, “She was an orthopod at Weill Cornell.”

Knox tilted his head at Erin. “Your haunt?”

“The sister ship in Lower Manhattan. So, yes, sort of.”

Knox made the effort to raise one of his very nicely balanced eyebrows. “What happened to her?”

“She committed suicide last night.”

Dove ordered a scotch-­rocks from the server without acknowledging her, then directed his attention toward Erin. “Was she a friend of yours?” Knox was ridiculously handsome, a self-­aware condition that he pushed over the top with a very good eye for clothes and a few small corrective surgeries—­like the eyebrows. But he suffered from situational OCD that came out at the strangest times in the oddest little rituals. It did not control his life, but it controlled enough of his small habits that it could get annoying. Lucas had tried going to Rizzoli with him two Christmases back and it had been an exercise in line-­up-­the-­books-­just-­so masochism. Knox tended to overcomplicate things—­Erin said it was one of his core practices and had been one of the largest contributors to their demise, after his drinking. Even his tie knot was some obscure intricate affair.

“I didn’t know her well, but she was a fixture at the hospital.”

“What happened?”

Neville, in his role of resident expert since Lorne had been her administrator, answered. “Jumped in front of a truck after her shift last night.”

Erin took a sip of wine that left a crescent of lipstick on the rim and Lucas could see she wasn’t enjoying the conversation.

Neville shook his head and crunched more ice. “Lorne was really upset.”

An electronic chime echoed through the space, and Neville nodded toward the main hall. “Shall we?” he asked, sticking his elbow out for Erin. “Lorne will join us.”

Erin held up her phone. “First I want to take a picture of all of you—­my favorite men all dressed up.”

Neville pulled Lucas and Dove in, and Lucas was painfully aware that he looked like a reconstituted pallbearer against Neville’s floral silk jacket and Dove’s sartorial overreach.

Erin said, “Say ‘cheese’!” and Lucas was the only one who didn’t try to smile.

The phone made a simulated click, and she slipped it back into her pocketbook as they headed for the main hall, Knox dropping behind to talk with Lucas.

“Where’s Carla?” Lucas asked.

“We got into a fight and she stayed out at the beach house.” Knox put his hand back on Lucas’s shoulder. “Which means I get to drink tonight.”

Lucas rolled his single eye behind the dark lens. “Swell.”
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The Brooklyn Bridge

Detective Johnny “Jackets” Russo took another sip of vodka and Gatorade and realized that the seasonal hump was behind him, and it was time for his equinoctial switch to coffee and whiskey. Not that it made any difference—­ethanol was ethanol. But the booze made the pointy little edges of the job a little duller, and the coffee would at least help keep him from freezing.

He was back on the bridge, doing a last run-through of the Delmonico suicide. After this, it was back to the precinct to see if the autopsy report had come back from the coroner. Once that last important piece of the puzzle was collected, he’d slip it into the file, close the cover, and forget all about this.

He stood at the spot Dr. Jennifer Delmonico would have used for her jumping-­off point last night, where the footpath hooked around the support column at the stone tower closest to the Brooklyn side.

The body and accompanying mess had been cleaned up, and traffic once again hammered by, oblivious to what had happened here less than twenty-­four hours ago.

Russo leaned over the railing and sighted down the lane to the east, facing the oncoming vehicle stream, and had the same thoughts as last night, beginning with all the things necessary to line up in order for this to have gone right. First the speed of oncoming cars had to be factored in. Then a good prelaunch position had to be lined up. And then the timing needed to be perfect. Any one of which could have gone south.

But all those things had unfolded seamlessly. Which was as good as you could expect in this particular situation. For everyone concerned.

He stood there for a moment, sipping from his travel mug and going through a longer list of what-­ifs than these cases usually generated. He was no stranger to the bad things that happened to people. He had spent thirteen years incubating in the military before becoming a policeman, and that combined quarter century of trying to manage the completely unmanageable had allowed him to fill a mental scrapbook with enough disturbing memories to creep out George Romero. Russo had seen every permutation of death imaginable—­and quite a few that weren’t (the one with the fish tank, car battery, and real estate agent was a late-­night staple that popped up when he drank too much—­which was all the time these days). He had been witness to car accident decapitations and domestic crossbow shootings; he had pulled children who resembled boneless chickens out of washing machines and stepped over internal organs after building jumpers tested gravitational theory. Drone strikes and sniper hits. Never mind the stabbings and beatings and shootings that made up the bulk of his play dates. And each and every one of them reminded him of an epigraph he had read in college.

Such as thou art, sometime was I,

Such as I am, such shall thou be.

The bridge was not in his precinct, but he had been the first officer on the scene. When he arrived, it appeared as if the pickup blocking the right-­hand westbound lane had hit a deer; there was a long black streak on the asphalt littered with splinters of bone and chunks of hair and parts that he knew belonged inside a large mammal. When he lit up the monkey magnets and got out of the car, he saw the shoe—­there was always a shoe at these things. It didn’t matter if it was a motorcycle accident or another Tesla that had caught fire and carbecued the occupants—­he would unerringly find an errant piece of footwear nearby. Russo figured that it was just one of those bugs in the Matrix that no one would ever figure out—­probably a little Easter egg that one of the original code writers had snuck past management. He was certain that if he went back two thousand years to a chariot crash on the Appian Way, he would find a sandal in the ditch. And in a hundred years from now, they would be finding space boots floating near the flying-­car collisions—­if humanity managed the miracle of not snuffing out its own pilot light before then.

The bridge police had arrived a few minutes before him, but he quickly established alpha status, which, he realized now, had been a smart move.

The bridge cops had been very helpful, immediately roping off the scene and diverting all eastbound traffic over to one of the westbound lanes. They had even put up privacy screens.

Russo phoned it in but was told that the Department of Transport’s people had already been notified, which was still a relatively new procedure for him. But he didn’t want anyone else handling this case, and he pushed back. Up until early 2021, all road accidents involving serious injury had been handled by the NYPD. But in one of those sweeping reforms designed to make New York a safer place, the city council had decided to hand investigative duties over to the Department of Transport. Everyone involved hoped that it would lead to safer streets and less work for the NYPD. But like all good intentions, it wasn’t working out nearly as smoothly as everyone wanted.

It turned out that the fog and rain had performed a little black magic on the city and the DOT people were backlogged with more accidents than personnel; Russo was given the green light to coordinate things. Which was not the same as being in charge. But it was close enough for now.

Russo had interviewed the driver of the pickup, an electrician named Carl Moody. Moody was a thirty-­seven-­year-­old father of two with a clean driving record and no criminal history. All through the interview process he shook as if he were reentering the atmosphere on a toboggan and Russo was pretty sure Moody’s first call when he got home would be to find a therapist, so he gave the guy a card.

Moody had a dash cam and Russo had gone over the footage three or four times. The footage was relatively clear, and didn’t leave much room for misinterpretation. So that was a plus.

After the ME’s people showed up and Russo signed off, he headed back to the security office to review the CCTV footage. But he knew what he’d find before he got there.

And he was proved correct when they told him that the camera that should have caught her jump into traffic was down. But not broken—­home to a raptors’ nest. Russo asked what the fuck was going on and the security officer explained that the birds were endangered peregrine falcons and the city had passed a special bill preventing the removal of their nest.

So Russo watched the footage up until Delmonico moved off-­camera, stage right, a final time. He watched her walk the footpath, focusing on her tall frame and long stride. He examined the people who got on before her. And after. He watched the people who passed her—­all joggers. He saw the kids she had followed (and caught up to). But nothing appeared abnormal, or out of place—­it was just a city footpath at night with people going about their lives. Which he had expected. And made his job a lot easier.

Then he thanked the Bridge Authority people and left the office for one more peek at the span to make sure he hadn’t missed anything that might come back to haunt him later.

Russo looked up at the pair of arches that supported millions of tons of steel and history. And there it was—­the falcons’ nest.

But it wasn’t the architectural marvel that David Attenborough had convinced him he would see—­it was a simple wooden box—­a man-­made wooden box. With the designation EKJ06 (which was the nest’s designation in the national registry) neatly stenciled on the side in bright yellow paint. Apparently, there were four other nests on the structure.

The Bridge Authority people informed him that they didn’t choose where the falcons nested—­the birds made their own decisions. So the bird people (Russo knew they had a different name—­probably the Manhattan Society for Avian Protection or something) had gathered a quarter of a million signatures in an effort to make the bridge more falcon-­friendly. But the fix was a typical bureaucratic more-­is-­more approach, and all of the nests had been enclosed in protective plywood boxes.

But no one thought to move the security camera.

After running down the security footage problem, checking out falcons’ nests that weren’t nests and cameras that weren’t there, he had taken a drive out to Delmonico’s house in Brooklyn to speak with her husband. Greg Delmonico was everything that Russo thought he would be—­tall, handsome, and boring, even in his grief. When Russo gave him the news, he sat down and stared at the floor. No crying. No yelling. Not even a curse. Just wide-­eyed disbelief, which was more common than most people would have guessed.

Russo spent fifteen minutes talking with him, and the whole time Greg just kept staring like his eyelids had stopped functioning.

Russo had asked the easy questions and some of the difficult ones and tried to be as patient and understanding as a guy who didn’t care could be. When they finished, Russo offered what he knew sounded like insincere condolences before walking back out to his car, pouring himself a fresh vodka and Gatorade from the box of supplies in the trunk, and heading back into the city where he had spent the night at the precinct doing paperwork.

Which meant that he had done his due diligence and he could now put Dr. Jennifer Delmonico away with the rest of the bad memories.

Russo took a sip of vodka and Gatorade from his mug and turned away from the traffic.
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