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PART 1

Of all the liars in the world,
sometimes the worst are your own_fears.
Rudyard Kipling




ONE

She’d forgotten to turn on the porch lights.

Kaycee Raye pulled into her driveway and slowed her red PT
Cruiser. Her gaze bored into the night. The streetlamp across the road
behind her dispelled too few shadows. Someone could be out there,
watching.

Her gaze cut left to the neighbor’s decrepit black barn and its fence
in need of paint. The barn hulked sullen and taunting, its bowed slats
the perfect hiding place for peering eyes.

Kaycee shuddered.

She looked down Village Circle, running to the left of the barn into
the apartment complex of Jessamine Village. All was quiet. Not unusual
for nighttime in Wilmore, Kentucky, a small town about twenty min-
utes south of Lexington.

To the right of Kaycee’s house old Mrs. Foley’s wide front porch
was lit. Kaycee stared into the dimness beyond the lamplight, searching
for movement.

A curtain on Mrs. Foley’s side living room window edged back.
Kaycee tensed. Backlit by a yellow glow, the elderly woman’s thin frame
hunched behind the glass. Watching.

Kaycee’s fingers curled around the steering wheel. 7£’s only Mrs.
Foley, it’s only Mrs. Foley. The woman was harmless. Still, a vise clamped
around Kaycee’s chest. Since childhood she’d fought the strangling
sense of being watched. Talk about Las Vegas odds—what were the
chances of her buying a house next to a snoopy old woman?

Kaycee struggled to grasp the coping skills she’d learned over the
years. Rational argument. Deep breathing for calm. Willing her mus-

cles to relax. But her lungs only constricted more.

15



BRANDILYN COLLINS - 16

Swallowing hard, she eyed Mrs. Foley’s silhouette. Las Vegas odds?
Maybe. But fears could come true, even one’s worst fear. Hadn’t that
happened to Kaycee’s best friend, Mandy Parksley? Mandy had been
plagued by the fear that, like her own mother, she would die young and
leave her daughter, Hannah, behind. Kaycee insisted that would never
come to pass. Mandy was healthy and fit. But at thirty-three she’d sud-
denly developed a brain tumor—and died within nine months.

Mrs. Foley’s head moved slightly, as if she was trying to see inside
Kaycee’s car. That did it. Time to flush the woman out. Kaycee flicked
on the light inside her Cruiser, leaned sideways, and waved with anima-
tion. “Hey there, Mrs. Foley!” She forced the words through clenched
teeth.

The woman jerked away from the window, her curtain fluttering
shut.

Breath returned to Kaycee slowly.

The bulb in her car seemed to brighten, exposing her to the night.
Kaycee smacked off the light and glanced around.

Push back the fear.

But she couldn’t. At Mandy’s death a year ago, Kaycee’s lifelong
coping skills had crumbled. Rational thinking no longer worked. If
Mandy’s worst fear could happen, why couldn’t Kaycee’s? Maybe there
were people out there watching.

How ironic that Mandy had been drawn to her through Kaycee’s
syndicated newspaper column about overcoming fear. “Who’s There?”
had millions of readers across the country, all so grateful to Kaycee for
helping them fight back. Crazy but courageous Kaycee Raye. If she
could overcome her multiple fears, so could they.

In the end, she hadn’t been able to help Mandy.

If her readers only knew how far down she’d spiraled since then.

Shoulders tight, Kaycee hit the remote button to open her garage
and drove inside. As the door closed she slid from her car, gripping her
purse. She hurried under the covered walkway to her back entrance, key

in hand. Kaycee shoved open the door, her fingers scrabbling around
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the door frame for the overhead light switch. As the fluorescent light
flickered on, she whisked inside, shut the door, and locked it.

Eyes closed, she exhaled.

The weight upon her lifted. In her own home she could relax. Un-
like her mother, she didn’t peer out windows every minute. How she
missed inheriting that habit, she’d never know. Still, all blinds and
curtains had to be closed at night. She needed to complete that task.
When she’d left to visit Hannah, it had been daylight.

Kaycee’s heart squeezed. Every time Kaycee was with Hannah—
which was often, after she’d slid into place as surrogate mother— Man-
dy’s death hit her all over again. But this particular visit had been un-
usually heartrending. It had taken every ounce of fortitude Kaycee
could muster to tell the begging, grief-stricken nine-year-old that she
couldn’t leave her father and new stepmom and come live with her.

Kaycee placed her purse and key on the gray Formica counter at her
left— the short bottom of a long-stemmed L of cabinets and sink—and
inhaled the comforting smell of home. Tonight it mixed the regular
scent of the old house’s wood with the chicken baked for supper. For
once Kaycee had eaten a regular meal.

As the tension in her shoulders unwound, Kaycee breathed a prayer
for Hannah. It wasn’t fair to lose your mother at that young age. But
to see your father remarry within months, bringing a new mom with a
daughter of her own into the house—Kaycee could strangle the man,
even as she’d assured Hannah, “You can’t leave your dad; he loves you.”

“Yeah, like he loved Mom,” Hannah sobbed. “She might as well
have been a dog that died. Just go out and get another one.”

Kaycee sighed. Families were so hard. But so was not having one.

Someday. At thirty, she still had time.

Kaycee stepped away from the counter—and heard a click. A flash
lit the room.

Her head snapped up, her gaze cutting to the round table across the
wide kitchen. A camera sat upon it.

Where had zhat come from?

It had taken a picture. Al by itself:
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She stared at the camera, stunned. It was small and black. Looked
like a digital point-and-shoot. She had one of those. Only hers was sil-
ver. And bigger. And the last time she saw the thing it was in its case,
sitting in the bottom drawer of her desk.

The camera’s lens stuck out. Aimed at her. It had taken a picture
of her.

Kaycee looked around wildly, her paranoia like a thousand skitter-
ing insects across her back. Who had done this? Somebody could be
watching her by remote through that lens right now.

No. The thought was too petrifying. And far-fetched. Someone was
just pulling a joke.

But who would do that? And how would they get into her house?
She hadn’t given a key to anyone.

Kaycee edged toward the table sideways, palms up, as if the camera
might explode in her face. Dark imaginings filled her head. Somewhere
in a shadowy room sat a man, eyes glued to a monitor, chuckling at her
terror as she approached.

Who was he? What group was he a part of? What did they wane?

Kaycee, stop it. There’s a rational explanation . ..

Her thigh grazed the table. The camera sat no higher than that part
of her body. Did it have a wide enough lens to include her face when it
took the picture?

She extended a trembling arm and knocked the camera ninety de-
grees. There. Now they couldn’t see her.

Shallow-breathing, she leaned over to look down at the black rect-
angle. Its “on” light glowed golden.

What other pictures had it taken? Had they gone around her house,
photographing every room?

Nobody was here. It'’s a joke, just a joke.

Kaycee reached out a tentative hand, drew it back. Reached out
again. On the third try she picked up the camera.

She flipped it around and studied its controls on the back. Turned

a dial to the “view” mode. A picture of herself filled the screen —with
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her head cropped off. Kaycee saw only her wiry body, the loose-fitting
jeans, and three-quarter-sleeve purple top. So much for a wide lens.
Her finger hesitated over the back arrow button, then pressed.
Onto the screen jumped the close-up gruesome face of a dead man.
Eyes half open, dark red holes in his jaw and forehead. Blood matted
his hair. Printed in bold in the bottom left corner of the picture, across
his neck: WE SEE You.

Kaycee dropped the camera and screamed.



TWO

Hannah Parksley slumped on her bed, knees pulled up to her chin. Her
eyes burned, her throat ached, and her insides felt empty. Just dead. She
should have begged Kaycee harder to go live with her. Hannah knew
she wanted to say yes. Kaycee was always there for her. But tonight
while Hannah poured out her heart to Kaycee behind the closed door of
her bedroom, where was her own father? Out in the den with Gail, his
new wife, and Gail’s twelve-year-old daughter, Becky. Watching T'V.

Fresh tears filled Hannah’s eyes. How could she stay in this house
another night?

Sniffing, she picked a piece of lint off her pink bedspread and
dropped it onto the carpet.

A little over a year ago Hannah’s mom would have been putting
her to bed right now, even though she was weak from fighting cancer.
That was another lifetime.

Hannah didn’t even know who she was anymore.

Pushing off her bed, she crossed to her dresser and picked up the
gold-framed picture of her mom. It had been taken two years ago, when
her mother was healthy and normal. When she still had her shiny brown
hair and could laugh like in the photo, with her head thrown back and
eyes half squinted.

Hannah hugged the frame to her chest. If only she could press
her mom inside her heart so she could fill the big hole that ached and
ached there.

She heard laughter from the den. The sound wrenched Hannah’s
insides. Weren’t they just one happy family. Laughing at a TV show.
Like they didn’t even care she was in here by herself, crying.

Truth was, they didn’t.

20
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She might as well face it: this wasn’t going to change. Her mom
was never coming back. Looking through the house, except for this
bedroom, you'd never know Hannah’s mom had even lived here. All
pictures of her on the fireplace mantel, in the master bedroom — gone.
All her clothes cleaned out. Everything in the house she loved, even the
color of the den and kitchen— gone. The walls had been repainted,
their old couch traded for a new one. All because Gail thought the
colors were “too blue.” The plates Hannah’s mom had loved, and her
silverware— gone. Gail had brought her own.

Hannah set her mom’s picture on the dresser and pressed her palm
against the glass. She closed her eyes, remembering the feel of her moth-
er’s hugs. Her smell. Her voice. Hannah’s heart ripped at the memories.
She backed away from the picture, pressing fists to her chest. And now
she didn’t have her father either. He kept telling her they had to “build
a new life.” She didn’t want to build a new life. She just wanted her old
one back.

“Can you see me from heaven?” Hannah whispered to the photo.
“Please tell God to make Dad send Gail away.”

A loud cackle from the den. Gail, laughing.

Hannah’s teeth clenched. She stared toward the den, picturing Gail
with her bleached blonde hair, the red, red lipstick. Hannah knew the
truth about her and Hannah’s dad. He’d started hanging around with
Gail before Hannah’s mom even died. He didn’t think Hannah knew
that. Well, she did.

In the picture, Hannah’s mom smiled on. Had she known when she
was sick and dying? Had she known she’d already been pushed aside?

The terrible thought swept Hannah into motion. She swiveled to-
ward her closet and threw open the door.

She yanked out her small pink roller suitcase and dragged it to
her dresser. Out of a drawer she pulled a couple pair of jeans and three
tops. Threw them into the suitcase. Her hands worked feverishly, her
breath hitching on little sobs as she opened her top drawer and scraped
through underwear and socks. Hannah tossed some of each into the
case. Then added her pajamas. She ran to her bed, picked up the small
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white pillow she’d had since a baby, and pressed it inside. Then stood
in the middle of her room, turning in a frantic circle, thinking, Whar
else, what else?

Only then did it hit her. She really was running away.

Hannah picked up her mother’s picture and placed it on top of her
small pillow.

Tears rolling down her cheeks, she zipped the suitcase. She turned
it upright and pulled out the handle.

A note. Shouldn’t she say something to her dad?

Hannah fumbled in the middle drawer of her little desk and pulled
out a piece of paper and pen. She wrote the first thing that came to her
mind and stuffed the note under her pillow. The paper and pen went
back in the drawer.

Her eyes roamed to the window. It was dark out there.

She gazed into the night, courage flagging. Where would she go? In
her mind’s eye she saw herself hurrying down her street and through her
neighborhood. At Main she’d turn right and go over the railroad tracks,
past the downtown area to South Maple. Kaycee lived at the very end
of that street. Of course. Hannah would go to Kaycee’s. She’d convince
Kaycee to let her stay there.

It would be a long, scary walk.

Hannah gazed at her bed— where she’d cried countless tears—and
knew she couldn’t sleep there again. If she stayed in this house another
night, she would drown. Hannah looked back to the window. She could
do this. Didn’t Kaycee always write about fighting your fears?

Hannah swiped at her cheeks. No one here would miss her
anyway.

She returned to her dresser, grabbed a sweatshirt, and put it on.

Quietly she opened the door to her room. The sound of the TV
grew louder. She could hear Becky giggling. Hannah’s mouth tight-
ened. Pulling her suitcase into the hall, she closed the door behind her.
The carpet hushed her footsteps as she crept toward the kitchen. Every
step she took gave her more courage. No changing her mind now. She

couldn’t bear to face Gail’s anger if she was caught.
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Reaching the end of the hall Hannah turned into the kitchen. She
couldn’t get to the front door without being spotted. On the linoleum
she slowed, picking up her sneakered feet so they wouldn’t squeak. The
rubber wheels on her suitcase made no sound.

At the door to the garage Hannah held her breath as she rotated
the knob. Holding the door open with her body, she picked her suitcase
up over the threshold. Inch by inch she closed the door. She turned
the outside knob, brought the door into place, then slowly released the
handle.

Hannah wiped her forehead and listened. No sound from the
kitchen.

She grabbed the handle on her suitcase and scurried past two cars
to the side garage door. Hannah slipped through it quickly.

Fresh air slapped her in the face. It wasn’t that chilly, just dark here
between her house and the neighbor’s. Hannah drew in her shoulders
and surveyed the sidewalk out front. Streetlamps would light her way.
Please, please, no one see me. Especially some policeman driving by. She’d
be stopped for sure.

Heart beating in her ears, Hannah clutched her suitcase and ven-
tured into the night.



THREE

Kaycee jumped back from the table, casting crazed looks all around. A
dead man. That mangled, bloodied face ...

We see you.

Her worst fear come true.

Kaycee tore across the kitchen and grabbed her keys. She rammed
out the back door and hurtled to her car. With its engine running, she
barely waited for the garage door to open before screeching backwards,
down her driveway, out onto the street. Gripping the steering wheel,
she punched the accelerator and flew down South Maple. She skidded
right onto Main and down a block. Kaycee carved out a parking space
in front of Casa de José Mexican Restaurant. She jumped from her car,
leaving keys in the ignition, and raced across the deserted street toward
the white stone building that housed the Wilmore police station. Inside
the entrance she veered left past the Ale-8-One and Pepsi machines and
pounded on the locked door to the offices. She pulled back, gasping.
Kaycee caught sight of herself in the one-way mirror— her face white,
her kinky-curled red hair wilder than ever. Her light blue eyes glazed
with shock.

The police station door shoved open to reveal Officer Mark Bur-
nett. Great, of all the policemen it would have to be thirty-five-year-old
Mark. Last month he’d accused her of “living off other people’s fears”
through writing her column. She’d known he was just being defensive.
“Who’s There?” had apparently struck a nerve about his own private
fear. Not that he’d ever admit reading it. But the memory still stung.

“Kaycee.” Mark pulled her inside the station. “What is it?”

Her tongue tied. “I ... there’s a camera in my house ... a dead

»

man.
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“A dead man in your house?”

“No, he’s in the camera.”

“A dead man in a camera?”

“No-no, in a picture.”

Mark raised his eyebrows, turning them into their signature spread
V. His deep brown eyes narrowed. “Who’s the dead man?”

“I've never seen him before. He’s all bloodied and ... dead!”

A nonplused expression flitted across Mark’s squared face. His lips,
usually turned up at the corners, drew in. He knew her too well —all
the Wilmore policemen did. In the past year since Mandy’s death, Kay-
cee had run to the police four times, convinced someone was lurking
around her house.

Now make that five.

“This time it’s for real, Mark. I walked into my house, and the cam-
era was just there— out of nowhere. And it took a picture of me!”

“How’d it do that?”

“I don’t know, it just did! And the picture said, “We see you.””

“Who sees you?”

“I don’t know!”

“Okay, okay, calm down.”

Calm down? “I'm not being crazy. It really happened.”

“All right, I hear you.” He nudged her back out the door. “I'll go
with you to your house. Take a look around.”

The thought of going back to that house, even with a policeman ...
“Okay. Thanks.”

“Where’s your car?” Mark held the outside door open as they
stepped onto the sidewalk. Light from a tall black lamppost on their
left shone golden on his brown hair.

“Over there.” She pointed toward the restaurant and its yellow curb.
Mark said nothing about the fact she’d parked close to a fire hydrant.

“You all right to drive yourself? I'll follow you.”

“Yeah, I'm ... good.”

He gave her a little smile.
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Kaycee crossed the street while he peeled left toward a black-and-
white cruiser in the parking lot. Driving back to her house, it was all
she could do to keep her eyes on the road. The rearview mirror pulled
at her, as did the shadowed yards on her right and left. Somewhere out
there people were watching. Not imagined this time. For real.

Kaycee pictured her mother, always looking over her shoulder. Al-
ways afraid. Driven to uproot Kaycee and move every few years. The
irrational paranoia in Monica Raye had been so great it had oozed its
way into her daughter’s soul by the time Kaycee was nine. But never had
Monica Raye faced any proof that her fears were based in reality.

That picture! The man’s bloodied face. It wailed a siren song of
violence and utter terror. Of a world breaking apart.

Kaycee blinked. What did #hat mean?

She turned into her driveway and hit the button for the garage
door. As it opened, Mark pulled into the drive behind her.

In silence they walked under the covered way toward the back door.
Kaycee could feel the vibes coming off Mark. He didn’t believe anyone
hid inside the house. After all, she’d cried wolf four times before.

As her shaking hand lifted the house key, Mark stopped her. “When
you got here, was this door locked?”

“Yes, and bolted. This key turns the bolt and opens the door, but
the regular lock stays in position until I undo it from inside.”

Mark looked around. “See anything unusual out here?”

“No.”

“All right. Let’s go in.”

Kaycee slid her key into the lock. As she pushed open the door,
panic overwhelmed her. She swallowed hard. “I’ll just ... wait out
here.”

He moved to go inside.

“Light switch is on your left, remember? And the camera’s across
the kitchen, on the table.” A thought hit her. “Oh, no.”

“What?”

“I picked up the camera. I left fingerprints.”
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“Okay.”

The overhead light flicked on. Kaycee’s heart cantered into double
time. She pressed knuckles to her mouth.

Fight the fear, fight the fear.

Mark stepped into the kitchen.

That dead man’s face. It throbbed in her memory. The eyelids fro-
zen half open. The gore. Who was he? Who killed him?

Who was watching her?

“Where’d you say the camera is?” Mark spoke over his shoulder.

“On the table.” She pointed, averting her gaze.

“Don’t see it. Is there some other table?”

“No. It’s right where you're looking.”

“There’s nothing there.”

She stilled for a moment, then edged over the threshold to his
side.

The table was empty.

Anger and fear and violation swelled within her. She stared at the
blank spot, one hand thrust in her hair. “It was there, I swear it. It was
there”

“Okay, okay.”

“Don’t talk to me like 'm a two-year-old, Mark. I'm telling you I
saw a camera on that table!”

“Maybe you—"

“It took a picture of me.” Her voice rose. “I picked it up and saw the
picture in its viewer. And then I clicked back one photo—and that’s
when I saw the dead man. A close-up. And it wasn’t just any dead man.
It was real dead. Like holes-in-his-head dead. And words were written
right into the picture. They said, “We see you’ ...”

Kaycee leaned against the counter and covered her eyes with her
hand.

Awkward silence rolled off Mark.

“Tell you what.” He touched her on the arm. “Let’s walk through

the house together, all right? Make sure everything’s clear.”
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With unseen eyes watching? No way. She couldn’t walk through
this house ever again.

Mark surveyed her. “You could stay here and wait if you want.”

By herself? “No way. 'm coming.”

Muscles like taut rubber bands, she trailed him out of the kitchen.



FOUR

The longest day in Martin Giordano’s twenty-nine years had begun
with a mouse in the toilet.

“Eeecee!” his four-year-old daughter, Tammy, shrieked. “Daddy,
get it out!”

Martin stood in his pajamas, surveying the gray creature swim-
ming around the stained bowl. What to do? He couldn’t flush the
thing. What if it backed up the pipes? But he wasn’t about to reach his
hand in there and pull it out.

Lorraine hovered behind him, one hand to her mouth and the other
gripping their little girl’s shoulder. Tammy’s frightened sobs quickly
turned to heavy coughing. “Come on now, shh, shh.” Lorraine picked
Tammy up and held her tight. “You don’t want to make the cough
worse. Daddy will take care of the mouse.” Carrying Tammy from the
bathroom, she looked over her shoulder. “Get my big ladle.”

Martin trotted to their cluttered kitchen and grabbed the utensil
from its top drawer. Back in the bathroom he closed the door. In one
fluid motion he dunked the large metal scoop into the toilet, jerked
out the mouse, and flung it into the cracked bathtub. Water flew in all
directions. The mouse landed with a wet thwap.

Before it could struggle to its feet, Martin beat it to death with the
back of the ladle.

Breathing hard, he stared at the tiny body and shuddered. Corpses
looked so cold.

With the ladle he scooped up the mouse and threw it in the waste
paper basket. Sweat itched under Martin’s pajama top as he carried the
trash into the kitchen and emptied it into the garbage can. The tainted
ladle went into the sink.

29
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From Tammy’s bedroom barked the sound of the cough she’d had
for months now. The cough that remained undiagnosed, along with the
paleness of Tammy’s skin and her constant tiredness.

Martin wrapped his fingers around the edge of the old Formica
counter and rested his forehead against a cabinet. If only her sickness
could be taken care of as easily as fishing a mouse from the toilet. All
the money that surrounded him every workday, and he couldn’t even
afford proper medical care for his only child.

Now, after hours at Atlantic City Trust Bank, Martin still heard
that cough in his mind as he fought to reconcile his books. Left elbow
pressed against his desk, right leg jiggling, he stared at the digits jum-
bling in his head. His fingers twitched against the calculator keys. To
his right behind the teller counter, Shelley and Olga talked in low tones
as they performed the workday’s final duties. Martin’s gaze slid in their
direction. At twenty-four, the same age as Martin’s wife, soft-spoken
Shelley stood tall and thin, a willow tree next to Olga’s stump of a fig-
ure. Olga was in her fifties, a no-nonsense, diligent worker who gushed
constantly about her “blessed grandbabies.”

Guilt twinged in Martin’s stomach.

“Tammy’s too sick to go to preschool again,” Lorraine had told him
as he left for work. “T’ll just keep her home with me.”

“Home” was a dingy two-bedroom apartment in an old building
opposite two rows of storage units running parallel to each other. The
living room window overlooked the units and their surrounding con-
crete. The view from the kitchen window on the opposite side was a
rundown industrial street. Next door to the apartment lay the cramped
office for the rentals, where Lorraine spent her days. The rental place
ran the width of a block. It was gray and depressing, but the apartment
came free along with a meager weekly paycheck for Lorraine’s manage-
ment of the storage units. They could have lived in a much better place
if it weren’t for Tammy’s sickness. Seemed like every other dollar went
for doctor visits and cough syrup.

Martin glanced at the clock on the bank’s wall. His leg jiggled
higher.



31 - EXPOSURE

A faint sound from the rear door of the long bank made Martin’s
head jerk. He stilled, listening. Both doors had been locked when the
bank closed. Another noise, a metallic click. Martin swiveled in his
chair. The door yanked open.

Four men wearing black ski masks over their heads burst inside,
the first two with guns drawn. The second pair each carried four large
duffel bags.

Martin jumped to his feet.

“Stay where you are!” The man in the lead pointed a gun at his
chest. “Hands in the air.”

“You too.” The second gunman aimed at Shelley and Olga. His
voice sounded like stirred gravel. “Get your hands up now.”

Shelley’s thin arms rose, shaking. Her gray eyes bugged, her mouth
hanging open. Olga stacked both hands on top of her head. Her lips
pressed, a defiant expression on her rectangular face.

“Back up against the wall.”

The women obeyed.

Martin’s heart rammed against his chest. His eyes cut from his
coworkers to the gunmen. The leader was tall and lithe, the second
very short but stocky. Even though the man was fully clothed, Martin
could tell he was all muscle. The third and fourth were moving so fast
he could hardly tell their sizes. All four wore black from head to toe,
including gloves. The cutouts on the ski masks were small, barely show-
ing their eyes, noses, and mouths.

The two carrying duffel bags threw them on the floor near the
vault and hustled back outside. They quickly returned, each carrying
four more bags.

“Come out front.” Man Number Two kept his gun on Shelley and
Olga. “Hands stay up. Hurry.”

The leader ran to Martin, Man Number Three beside him. The
third man whipped a pistol from his pants pocket. Martin flinched.

Lorraine. Tammy.

“Where are the keys to the vault?” the leader demanded.

“In my long desk drawer.”
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“Stand back.”

Martin stepped aside while the leader grabbed at the drawer. Man
Number Three kept his gun on Martin’s face. In that horrific second
Martin pictured his head blown away.

He glanced at the two women as Olga shoved through the teller’s
swing door with her thigh. Shelley followed. They stopped in front of
the counter five feet from Man Number Two.

“Over there. Move it.” The robber gestured with his chin toward
the rear of the bank. Both women scurried toward the vault. One of the
men herded them to stand off to one side. At their feet lay the empty
duffel bags.

The leader yanked Martin’s keys from the drawer and tossed them
over. Martin’s arm jerked up to catch them.

“Open the vault.”

Martin swallowed. He looked at Shelley and Olga as they huddled,
white-faced, staring down the barrels of two guns. “Don’t hurt them.”

“Go.”

Martin headed to the vault. With fumbling fingers he inserted
the key and cranked the heavy door open. Shelley and Olga crowded
nearby, the younger woman’s breath like muffled gasps.

“Inside.” The leader pushed him. “You two, go with him.”

Shelley let out a wail.

Martin’s heart dropped to his toes. “I can’t go in there! I've got
claustrophobia!”

“Shut up and go.”

Martin and the women slunk inside, the first two men behind
them. In the center of the vault stood two large metal carts with Plexi-
glas tops, crammed with money. The bills were pressed down, stacked,
and bound according to denomination.

The second two men hustled in the duffel bags.

Air squeezed into Martin’s lungs, thick and heavy. The walls bent
in, so close. Sweat trickled down his forehead.

“Look at all that cash!” Number Three peered into one of the

carts.



33 -~ EXPOSURE

Those carts held far more money than normal for a bank. Three
casinos on the Atlantic City strip sent their daily take into Trust Bank.
Three other banks also sent their daily deposits.

“How’d you get in here?” Martin heard himself ask. Keep ralking.
Keep calm. “That door was locked.”

The leader stabbed him with a look. “We can pick a lock, so what?”
He grabbed Shelley’s arm. She yelped. “Get on your knees by the cart.
You too.” He gestured toward Olga and Martin.

Man Number Four unzipped a duffel bag and withdrew a flathead
screwdriver and hammer.

“You can’t lock us in here.” Olga sank to her knees. “I'm supposed
to visit my grandkids. If I don’t show up, they’ll know something’s
wrong.”

“I said you’ll be fine,” the leader snapped.

Martin got down beside Shelley. His mouth was open now, sucking
in air. His clothes stuck to his skin.

Man Number Three yanked pieces of rope from a duftel bag. With
rough movements he tied Shelley’s hands to a leg on the first rectangu-
lar cart. She lowered her head and cried.

“It’ll be ... okay,” Martin whispered. He could barely breathe.
“Itll ... be okay.”

Number Three bound Olga to the leg next to Shelley. He tied Mar-
tin to one at the other end.

“Look down and close your eyes,” the leader said.

Martin did as he was told. He heard the sound of hammering,
metal against metal as one of the men pried open the padlocked com-
partments of the cart. The legs jerked this way and that, pulling at his
arms, his shoulders. The smell of dust and perspiration swirled around
him, and his heart swelled against his ribs. This wasn’t over yet. What if
they shut him and the two women in this vault? Martin thought of his
words to Shelley. /£’ll be okay. Maybe it wouldn’t. He and his coworkers
might all be killed.

He thought of Lorraine in their run-down apartment. She was
probably reading to Tammy. Such a good mom. She deserved so much
better.
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Tammy, your daddy loves you.

The pounding stopped on the cart to which they were tied. Feet
squeaked against the floor. The noise began again as they broke into
the second cart. All that clanking and smashing. The sounds rattled in
Martin’s brain. His teeth set on edge.

Zippers opened. Martin cast a look upward. Each of the four men
was throwing bound stacks of money into the bags by denomination.
Guns protruded from their pockets.

The leader shook a bag. “Pack ’em tight.”

“Did we bring enough bags?” another one asked.

“Just pack ’em down.”

Martin lowered his head. The sounds continued around him, the
rustle of clothes, the soft plop of bill stacks tossed upon one another.
Ten minutes. The men couldn’t have been in the bank longer than
that, but it seemed a lifetime. A drop of sweat rolled off his jaw onto
the floor.

Shelley sniffed. Olga had not made a sound.

“How much you think’s in here?” one of the robbers asked, his
words breathless.

“He oughtta know.” The leader’s clipped voice. A knee dug into
Martin’s shoulder. “How much?”

For a moment rebellion burned. A lie formed on Martin’s tongue,
then melted away. “Almost seven million.”

“Seven million!” one of them crowed.

Claustrophobia welled up Martin’s throat. He forced himself to
examine the binding around his hands. He tried to pull his wrists
apart—and they moved a fraction of an inch. How long before he
could work his way out of the rope?

“Come on, come on,” one of the men hissed.

Martin’s heart constricted. He gazed toward the door of the vault.
Beyond it he could see the length of the bank, the glass front door at the
other end. Through that lay the outside world. His family. Air.

“This one’s full,” Number Two said. A zipper closed. “Who’s got

room for more hundreds?”
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“Here.” The leader’s voice.

The cart jiggled, the soft sound of gloves scraping bottom.

“That’s it.”

Zzzip. Multiple bags closed. All but the leader ran out of the vault,
carrying two duffels each, leaving nine full ones behind. Martin figured
each bag had to weigh around thirty-five pounds. One duffel on the
vault floor remained empty. The leader stayed in the vault, keeping his
eye on Martin and the women. As if they could go anywhere.

The three men soon returned, lugging out six more bags total. Two
of them ran back a third time and picked up the rest, including the
empty one. Their footfalls scuffed across the bank floor, then faded.

At the vault’s door the leader turned, gun drawn. He pointed it at
Martin’s head. Martin went cold.

“Have a nice evening.”

The man swiveled and disappeared.

Martin’s body sagged. Shelley burst into sobs.

“Shh, wait.” Martin listened for the opening of the rear door. He
heard nothing but the whoosh of blood in his ears.

“They’re gone.” Olga twisted her hands in her rope.

Martin tried to think. His head was about to explode. He needed
to breathe. “Let’s get this cart out of the vault. Shelley?”

“Yeah, okay.” Her voice shook.

“T'll get in front.” Martin shuffled around, the women moving in
the same direction, until his end of the cart pointed outward. Martin’s
back was now to the door, nothing but the closing-in walls of the vault in
his line of vision. He dragged in air. “Okay. I'll back up. Follow me.”

As a team, they performed an awkward knee ballet, inching the
cart along. When he passed the vault door, Martin turned his head to
the side and gulped deep breaths.

“You okay?” Olga’s face shone with perspiration.

“Yeah.”

Another minute and the entire cart stood outside the vault. Mar-

tin’s insides still shook. But he could breathe.
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He twisted his arm to view his watch. The robbers had been gone
maybe five minutes. “Try to untie yourself.”

Dry-throated, Martin fought against his rope. Shelley struggled
fitfully with hers, sniffing and swallowing hard enough to make her
throat click. Olga made no sound.

Within minutes Martin’s skin burned.

Slowly his rope loosened. He pushed his thumb beneath the topknot
and worked it. When he could turn one wrist perpendicular to another,
he picked at the ties with the first two fingers on his right hand.

After twenty minutes his left hand wriggled free. He slipped out of
the rope completely. Ignoring the pain in his wrists, he moved to untie
Shelley, then Olga. His fumbling fingers had gone numb.

His nerves felt like raw meat. Nico hadn’t told him he’d be shackled
in the vault. Martin wouldn’t sleep for weeks.

But they’d pulled it off.

Martin and Shelley pushed to their feet. Olga’s legs were stiff. She
sat down on the floor and massaged her muscles. Martin stumbled
toward the nearest bank alarm.

As he reached out his hand to set it off, he checked his watch. Nico
and his three cohorts had been gone for almost thirty minutes.

Plenty of time for a clean getaway.



FIVE

Pulse fluttering, Kaycee followed Officer Mark Burnett as he checked
the rooms in her house. He looked carefully, making sure all win-
dows were locked. Every footfall felt like a step toward Kaycee’s grave.
Around this corner, maybe the next, the people watching her would be
waiting.

First Mark went through the open arched entry into the dining
room, where he bent down to look under the table. Then under the
matching arch into the large living room at the front of the house. Kay-
cee hung close, her spine rigid and brittle. She tingled with the sense of
eyes watching from the dark outside. Before they left a room she closed
all curtains and shades within it.

“We forgot the back bathroom and utility area.” She pointed with
her chin toward the living room’s second arch, leading back to the
kitchen.

“We'll circle around.”

They crossed back into the kitchen, the offending bare table on
their left, pantry on their right. Past the pantry and down the hall.
Kaycee remained there while Mark checked the half bath on their left,
then the utility room. “All clear,” he announced.

In the hall to the right was the door to Kaycee’s office, where she
wrote her newspaper columns— thanks to Mandy Parksley. Four years
ago Kaycee read Mandy some excerpts from her diary about struggling
with the paranoia of being watched. Mandy knew someone at the Jes-
samine Journal, a local weekly paper, and made a phone call. “You've
got something here, Kaycee,” she urged. “And that knack of yours for
seeing a fear in others, even when they won’t admit it. The way you saw

through mine. You can help people.”
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It turned out that the only way Kaycee could publicly write about
her fears was to inject a sort of self-deprecating humor. The technique
was a hit. Within six months Kaycee’s local “Who’s There?” had gone
national.

Kaycee pressed against the wall as Mark checked under her desk,
which sat in front of a window facing Mrs. Foley’s house. His gaze
roved around her filing cabinet, a table, an old stuffed armchair that
used to belong to her mother.

The office led into the den at the house’s front corner. Not much
furniture to check behind there. A couch, a TV, some tables and lamps.
Most of Kaycee’s house was furnished sparsely. Five years ago the down
payment alone had taken everything she had. Since then she’d added
what pieces she could.

From the den they climbed the stairs and turned left. The up-
stairs area only covered the middle part of the house, leaving downstairs
“wings.” Mark searched through the two bedrooms and the adjoining
bath in the middle. He checked in the closets, under the beds, and
behind the shower curtain. Kaycee hung back, feeling awkward and
vulnerable as he looked through her private spaces.

We see you.

How would she ever sleep here tonight?

Back in the hall, Mark gave her a nod. “Everything’s clear.”

Kaycee didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

They descended the stairs in silence.

Mark unlocked the front door and walked outside. Kaycee turned
on the porch lights and followed. Her white-columned porch wrapped
partially around the side of the house, ending at the set-back dining
room. From that part of the porch a sliding door to the right led into
the living room, and a second one at the end led to the dining area.
Mark inspected the locks on both doors. They were secure.

Back inside, Kaycee relocked and bolted the front door. She faced
Mark in her living room, arms crossed. The worn hardwood floors and
the comfy sofa in her peripheral vision didn’t feel so homey now. The

walls pulsed with unseen threat.
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“That camera was here, Mark. Somebody put it in my house.”

He nodded. “You want to make a statement? I'll add it to the file.”

“Bet that file’s getting pretty thick.” Kaycee couldn’t keep the de-
fensiveness from her tone.

Mark looked at a loss for words—almost as if he wanted to believe
she wasn’t crazy but couldn’t find the evidence.

Kaycee’s heart panged. She shifted on her feet. “So what do we do
now?”

“I'll be on patrol all night. You can have my cell phone number.
And I’ll drive by here often.”

“And what if whoever brought that camera comes back between
drives?”

“Call me and I'll come—"

“I could be dead by the time you get here.”

Mark pulled in a long breath. “Kaycee, I'll do whatever I can to
keep you safe. I am taking this seriously.”

“Really? Or are you thinking, ‘Sure, sure, this is just crazy Kaycee.”

“I don’t think you're crazy. Maybe sometimes your fears make you
see things ...”

“I told you that camera was here.”

Mark held up a hand. “Okay.”

For a moment they faced off, his hurtful words from last month
echoing in her head. Even if they had revealed more about his own is-
sues than hers, they still hurt. Kaycee swallowed. “And I am 7ot making
this up just to give me fodder for my next column.”

“I never said anything like that.”

“Close to it ... last month at the birthday party for Chief Davis.
You told me all my column does is stir up other people’s fears, and I
don’t really want to overcome my own, because then what would I do
for a living?”

“If I said that, I didn’t mean it.”

“You did say it. You know you did.”

Mark looked away, forehead creasing. Kaycee continued to eye him.
Why couldn’t he just admit he had fears like everybody else? His were
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written all over him. Ever since his fiancée broke their engagement and
moved away three years ago, he’d kept his distance from women, clearly
scared to death of being hurt again. But no, he had to put on this act
like he didn’t need anybody.

Mark swung his gaze back to her. “I'm sorry, Kaycee. I'd had a bad
day. I don’t really think that about you.”

Kaycee’s eyes burned. She didn’t care what most people said about
her— Kaycee Raye’s whole life was laid out in “Who’s There?” But this
man was different.

She lifted a shoulder. “Never mind. It’s okay.”

Silence ticked by. Mark cleared his throat. “Maybe you shouldn’t
stay alone tonight. Is there somewhere else you can sleep? A friend’s
house?”

Kaycee glanced at her watch. Going on ten o’clock. Not too late to
call Tricia. Kaycee certainly didn’t want to stay in this house. The very
thought of turning out the light, trying to sleep ...

A territying thought flared. “Mark, the words on that photo said,
“We see you, ” Kaycee blurted. “Could somebody have hooked up video
cameras in here?”

Great, now he really would think she was crazy.

He spread his hands. “I searched all over the house.”

“You were looking for people.”

“You want me to look again— for cameras?”

“Well, if 'm in a starring role, at least I should know about it.”

“Was that a yes?”

She nodded tightly.

Again they walked through every room. Mark searched corners,
window sills, within the leaves of plants—anywhere a tiny video cam-
era might be hidden. He found nothing. By the time he finished, Kay-
cee’s nerves sizzled.

Mark stood in her kitchen, hands on his hips. “So how about that
friend’s house?”

Kaycee crossed her arms. How she wanted to leave. The darkness

beat giant wings against her windows. But there was nothing in this
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house. No intruder. No lens. If she stayed with someone she’d be giving
in. How would she ever regain the strength she’d had before Mandy’s
death if she caved in to her fears?

“Kaycee, you don’t have to fight this one,” Mark said, as if reading
her thoughts.

That one sentence, coming from Mark, was all it took. Any resolve
Kaycee could find within herself melted away. “Maybe I'll just ... call
somebody.”

“Good. I'll escort you wherever you go. Tomorrow you can come
down to the station and fill out a report. And if you want an officer to
come back into the house with you, whoever’s on duty will do that.”

“Okay.”

Soaked in defeat, Kaycee picked up the phone and dialed the famil-
iar number. Tricia Goodwin answered on the second ring. “Of course
you can come,” she said. “What happened?”

“Tell you when I get there. Don’t freak when a policeman pulls up
behind me.”

Mark waited in the living room while Kaycee threw some clothes
and toiletries into a small bag upstairs. The dead man’s face throbbed
in her mind.

They left through the back door. Kaycee locked the bolt and walked
alongside Mark to her car, throwing glances into the dense and hover-
ing darkness.

Mark followed her to Tricia’s small wooden house near Asbury
Seminary. As Kaycee trudged up the front sidewalk, her thoughts spun
back to the first “Who’s There?” column she’d written four years ago.
“Soaked Up” — the story of how her paranoia began at the age of nine.
Never as she penned those words could she have imagined this night.

We see you.

Only as Tricia opened the door did Kaycee realize the terrible mis-
take she’d made in running to her friend. What was to keep #hem from

following her here?



WHO’S THERE?

BY KAYCEE RAYE

SOAKED UP

When did I first notice the fear in my mother? Don’t
remember. You might as well ask when I first no-
ticed I had toenails.

My father was killed in a car accident when I
was a baby. My mother never remarried. No doubt
because she’d make any man crazy. Every night she’d
double check the locks on our windows and doors.
In public she always glanced over her shoulder
And when she drove, she constantly looked in the
rearview mirror as if some monster was chasing us.
Made me feel all jittery. Like maybe there were
monsters back there

Children are sponges. By the time I reached nine
I'd soaked up her habit quite nicely and was look-
ing over my shoulder as well. In the car it wasn’t
fair. My mom had the rearview mirror; I had to turn
around. No subtlety in that. Mom acted like she
didn’t notice. But I knew she did. And it seemed to
make her sad.

I took to humor to cheer her up.

“Knock-knock.”

“Who’s there?”

“Kaycee.”

“Kaycee who?”

“’Kay, see what you’ve done?”

42



43 -~ EXPOSURE

“What have I done?”

“Fallen for my dumb joke.”

My mom died a little over a year ago. I can’t help
but wonder if her constant fear of being watched
caused the heart attack that cut short her life.
Not a pleasant thought, seeing as how I'm managing
to carry on her tradition.

In fact my mother’s fears now pale in comparison
to mine. I’ve managed to branch out. None of my new
fears make any more sense than the paranoia. Bees
(no, I'm not allergic). The dentist’s drill. (The
mere sound of that thing!) Heights. Claustrophobia
—especially dark, closed spaces. (Oh man, just
thinking about that one. It’s second only to the
fear of being watched.) Plummeting downhill, as in
roller coasters.

Since the age of nine I've fought the fears. With
that much experience under my belt, I have found
ways to cope.

How about you? Not that I expect you to be
plagued with as many fears as I have. But every-
one is afraid of something. Better to get those
fears out in the open where we can fight them. Be-
cause whatever they are, they too often guide our
choices. They hold us back.

Not to mention they form our worst nightmares.

Think about 4it; torturing me would be easy.
Just put me on a roller coaster in a dark, closed
cage filled with bumblebees and a madly drilling
dentist.

Hang on a sec. I'm starting to hyperventilate



SIX

Minutes from home, Hannah almost turned back. The darkness made
her insides feel like jelly. The streetlamps weren’t very far apart, but it
still seemed so dim between them. Maybe it wouldn’t seem so dark if
she were with somebody, but by herself ... And lots of houses didn’t have
porch lights on. Hannah tried to tell herself that was good — neighbors
wouldn’t be so likely to see her. But the farther she went, the heavier her
fear grew. Now she could hardly breathe.

At the end of her street— Brookwood Lane— Hannah stopped.
She was shivering, but her palm felt moist, clamped around the handle
of her suitcase. She dried her hand on her jeans.

The night was so very big.

She stood at the corner of East Margaret Street. Once she turned
right she’d go to Butler Boulevard and turn left. Then it was a long way
down even just to Main. Hannah thought of that right turn on Main,
heading up toward the railroad tracks, and shivered.

Behind her a dog barked. Hannah jumped, then swiveled, search-
ing the yards. She couldn’t see it, but it sounded like a big one. What
if it came after her?

She veered onto East Margaret and broke into a run. At the next
block her suitcase bumped down the curb, its wheels too loud against
the pavement. Reaching the other side of the street, she barely slowed,
and the wheels caught on the curb. Her suitcase jerked her back, and
the handle bit into her palm. Pain tore through her shoulder. Hannah
gasped and dropped the handle. Her bag twisted and fell on its side.

Hannah hunched over, cradling her right arm. Tears stung her eyes.
This was stupid. Kaycee’s house was too far away. Why did she ever
think she could get there in the dark?
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Her shoulder hurt. And her palm. Hannah massaged them both.

She had to go back home.

Wiping tears away, she righted her suitcase. She turned it halfway
around, then stopped. She couldn’t go back. All the house doors were
locked. She’d have to ring the bell. Gail and her dad would be so 7mad.
Hannah would be in big trouble. Probably couldn’t play with any of her
friends for weeks. Or see Kaycee. She’d sit in her room day after day,
listening while her “family” went on with their happy lives.

Why hadn’t she unlocked the garage door?

Some distance down, a car turned off Butler and drove toward
Hannah.

She swung her suitcase back around and trotted for the closest
house, pretending like she lived there. Its yard was dark. She turned
up its sidewalk, then slowed, stealing glances at the car. As it passed,
she picked up her suitcase and stepped onto the porch. Hannah held
her breath.

The car drove on.

She waited until it was a few blocks up before turning around.

Back on the main sidewalk, she took a deep breath. No going back
now. If she could just get past the railroad tracks, she wouldn’t be that
far from Kaycee’s. And when she got there, Kaycee would realize how
very sad she was at home. Surely Kaycee would say she could stay.

Fisting her fingers around the suitcase handle, Hannah walked as
fast as she could. At Butler she turned left.

The sidewalk was narrow with lots of cracks. On the other side of
the street lay a large field full of weeds. In the middle stood a bunch of
trees. They looked so frightening in the dark. Hannah kept glancing at
them, wondering who might be hiding there. Each block took forever.
Hannah had to take them one at a time, telling herself, Just one more,
Just one more.

When she finally reached Main, her whole body trembled.

She crossed Main to the sidewalk and turned right to head up to-
ward the tracks. This part of town felt old and spooky, with small

houses close to the road on the other side. The street lamps on her side
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lit the way with puddles of light. Hannah walked faster between each
lamp. Every tree branch seemed to bend toward her like in a scary car-
toon, ready to snatch her up.

Two cars passed. Hannah’s muscles knotted as she waited for the
cars to slow and ask her what she was doing out by herself at night. But
they drove on by.

Maybe they hadn’t seen her. Maybe they didn’t care.

Maybe one of them would come back and kidnap her.

Hannah moved faster.

The sidewalk ended in gravel, making it hard to pull her suitcase.
Hannah trudged over the rocks and reached the railroad tracks. She
could swear she’d been walking for hours. Her nerves snapped with
every step, and her ankles shook. Picking up her suitcase to step over the
tracks, Hannah looked right and left for trains, even though the signals
lay silent. About forty trains passed through town every day. Hannah
could hear them from her house. So could Kaycee.

In each direction the tracks faded to blackness.

Hannah crossed over as fast as she could and put down her suitcase.
She glanced at the police station, then veered left past the red boxcar
that was the Rail-Side Museum, and onto Rice Street.

The darkness deepened. There were street lights, but one up ahead
wasn’t working. After the Rail-Side Museum on her left were a couple
of old white trailers that nobody lived in. The tracks ran parallel to the
road. On her right was the Jessamine Christian Health Care clinic. Her
doctor had an office there. Hannah’s suitcase wheels sounded so loud
in the stillness. Her heart beat hard against her ribs, her breaths shallow
and fast. She shouldn’t have come this way. Better to take a chance on
the Main Street lights—

A whistle sounded far behind her.

Train. Hannah froze. The warning went off, clanging the air like
a hundred bells in her ears. A rumble began, growing louder. Hannah
shrank away from the tracks, hardly able to bear the noise. She’d seen
trains pass plenty of times during the day, but now, out here alone at
night ...
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The clanging screeched, and the rumble turned into a roar. The
whistle blew and blew. Hannah bent over, hands clapped to her ears
and eyes squeezed shut. The train came screaming, wind funneling
around her body.

I'm going to die.

An eternity passed, and still the train rushed by like some hungry
monster. Hannah couldn’t szand it. Yanking up her suitcase handle,
she ran as fast as she could up the road, her mouth gulping air. As the
caboose passed, she hit the road’s curve to the right, where it turned
into Walters Lane.

Just one more long street and she’d be at Kaycee’s house.

Tears filled her eyes as she ran on, the dark world turning blurry.
Just go, just go, just go. She passed the Bethel Pointe homes on her left
and the gray Potters Inn B&B house on her right, thinking, Almost
there, almost there. Hannah focused her mind on Kaycee’s pretty face,
how she would hug Hannah and pull her inside to a warm, lighted
home.

Past the Potters Inn was a small field. Somebody grew corn there
in the summer. A house came up on Hannah’s left. She blinked against
tears as she neared a large bush. She ran harder—and her foot scuffed
over something in the street. She flew forward, the suitcase falling from
her grasp. Hannah went down on both knees and her left palm. Pave-
ment scraped her skin like a razor, right through her jeans. Hannah
yelled out. She curled into a ball, crying at the pain, unable to move.

Something rushed from behind the bush. Hannah’s head jerked
toward it. She looked up to see a figure towering against the night sky.

Her mouth opened to scream, but something hard clamped
against it.

The figure snatched her up in silence.



SEVEN

Lorraine Giordano peeked through the curtains of the apartment’s liv-
ing room window, hoping to see Martin. She’d heard a car engine.
Behind her Tammy sat on the sofa, watching a tape of Snow White
and hugging her ever-present stuffed bear—a present from her daddy.
Lorraine’s roving gaze took in the lighted concrete lot and the off-white
siding of the two long storage unit buildings that ran parallel to each
other and perpendicular to the apartment.

Martin’s car was nowhere in sight.

The sound was coming from a blue van backing up toward number
seven, a newly rented unit close to the middle of building one. Fifteen
units, each ten feet square, formed that building. The opposite units in
building two measured ten feet wide by fifteen deep. The front edge of
that second building sat directly across from the window where Lor-
raine stood. She gazed diagonally toward unit seven. The van had en-
tered from the north entrance off Starling Street— the same direction
from which Martin would come. A man jumped from the passenger
side and ran over to open the storage unit. He was very short for a man,
but stocky. Dressed in black. It was hard to see his features from this
distance, but Lorraine didn’t think he was the one who’d signed the
rental contract for the unit. That man wasn’t so short. His name was
Peter Johns, owner of a tire shop. He'd paid the down payment and first
month’s rent in cash.

This man was sure in a hurry.

Lorraine’s gaze moved beyond him to the north entrance, seeking
Martin’s car. She glanced back at the van as the door to the storage
unit rolled up. The van jerked in reverse until its rear backed into the

unit. From the far side of the van the driver slid out. Lorraine caught a
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glimpse of him at an angle over the hood before he disappeared behind
the vehicle. The guy looked as tall as the other one was short. He was
wearing a black shirt.

She searched the street beyond the north entrance again. No Mar-
tin. Letting the curtain fall closed, she turned from the window.

“Is it Daddy?” Tammy pushed back a strand of long hair. Her little
eyebrows slanted up, her rosebud mouth pursed. The skin beneath her
eyes looked blue, almost translucent. She’d not had a good day.

“No. But he’ll be here soon.”

Lorraine glanced at the clock. Where was Martin? He should have
been home an hour ago.

The phone rang. Lorraine snatched up the receiver from a worn end
table. “AC Storage.” Her boss had told her and Martin they could use
the business line for personal use, as long as they paid for long distance.
It saved them money, but it did mean having to answer customer’s calls
day or night.

“Hi, it’s me.” Martin’s voice sounded tight, his words clipped.

“Where are you? What's wrong?”

Lorraine heard an intake of breath. “The bank was robbed
tonight.”

“Oh!”

“It’s okay, it’s okay. Nobody got hurt.”

“Not at all?”

“No, really. I was there, and two women. We're all fine.”

“Is it Daddy?” Hope lit Tammy’s face.

“Yes, honey, he’s coming home.” Lorraine threw her a fake smile,
then headed for the bedroom, the phone smashed against her ear. She
could hardly think what question to ask next. “Are you sure you're all
right?”

“I'm okay. Just shook up.”

“What happened?”

“Four men picked the lock on the back door. They rushed in so
fast, none of us could sound the alarm.”

“Did they take a lot of money?”
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“Everything in the daily carts in the vault. Almost seven million.”

The vault. Martin would have been forced to open it, and he was
claustrophobic. “Did they make you go inside?”

“Yeah.”

Oh, no. “They pulled a gun on you?”

He hesitated. “Lorraine, I'm okay.”

“Did they?”

“Yes, but—"

“Martin!” Lorraine’s hand pressed against her cheek. “Could you
see their faces? Can you identify them?”

“They were wearing masks. All I know is the first guy was tall and
thin, and the second was real short but muscular. I don’t even remember
what the other two looked like, except they all wore solid black.”

Men with masks. And guns. Rage shot through Lorraine. What
those criminals had put her husband through! How would he ever feel
safe at his desk again?

“Martin—"

“Look, I can’t talk right now. The police just got here, and I have
to give them my statement.”

Lorraine sank down on the bed. He was trying to keep her from
worrying, but what he’d endured had to have been terrifying. “Okay.
Just ... get home as soon as you can.”

“Twill”

“Martin. I love you.”

“I love you t00.”

The line clicked. Lorraine lowered the phone and stared at the thin
brown carpet. A gun aimed at her husband. Martin, who worked so
hard trying to support his family. Who’d held her for hours when her
mother died, who couldn’t wait to rock their newborn. Who’d moved
“his girls” here to Atlantic City with dreams of buying a house with a
fenced backyard where Tammy could play. Martin, Aer Martin could
have been killed. He could have been killed!

Lorraine started to shake.
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She had dreams of her own, and Martin was in the center of all of
them. Lorraine wanted a big family—something she’d never had. Now
both her parents were dead, and she had no siblings. She wanted four,
maybe five kids. The old Ford van she’d driven to Atlantic City full of
moving boxes in the back still only had its front two seats— one for her,
one for Tammy. How big and empty it seemed. When the three of them
drove somewhere as a family, they used Martin’s car. Lorraine dreamed
of needing a new van full of seats, every one taken. That nice house with
the picket fence— she wanted it ringing with kids’ noise and laughter.
Friends coming over to play, slumber parties, and afternoons of baking
cookies. Martin was a good father. She could see him on the floor with
the kids, reading them stories, wrestling with his sons ...

Lorraine’s dreams were built on hope. And on Martin. She would
be nothing without Martin.

And some greedy, scum-of-the-earth criminals had held a gun to
his head.

“Mommy!” Tammy called from the living room.

Loraine closed her eyes and took a long, deep breath. “Coming,
sweetie!”

Rising from the bed, she pushed down her fear and anger. As she
headed up the hall she managed to paste a smile on her face. “Guess

what, Tammy? Daddy will be home soon!”



EIGHT

Kaycee slumped on Tricia’s couch, one leg stretched out on the cush-
ions. Her elbow dug into the back, her head resting on a fist. Exhaus-
tion and anxiety warred in her nerves. Not to mention concern over her
own sanity. She’d told Tricia everything, wanting, needing empathy.
But the further Kaycee got into her story, the less plausible it sounded.

Still— that dead man’s face. The gore smeared in his hair, his half-
open eyes. We see you. The picture wouldn’t go away. It floated in Kay-
cee’s brain like a photo on ocean waves, first bobbing on a crest, then
pulled under only to resurface.

Now after midnight she and Tricia sat, each deep in thought,
trying to find an explanation for the inexplicable. Tricia was in her
rocker-recliner, the footrest popped up. Her ample frame, some forty
pounds overweight, filled most of the chair. In jeans and a sweatshirt,
no makeup, she looked tired, her plump lips drawn down, her eyes at
slow blink. Tricia worked as an administrative assistant to the dean
of students at Asbury College—which meant reporting to work first
thing in the morning. She should have been in bed long ago.

Kaycee rubbed her forehead. “I'm losing my mind, Tricia. This is
the fifth time since Mandy’s death I've called the police to my house.
Before it was just thinking Id seen a shadow or something. But I swear
this camera was real.” Kaycee squeezed her eyes shut. “Tomorrow the
chief of police will be coming around to cart me to the loony bin.”

Tricia shifted in her chair. “I have a theory. Just hear me out, okay?”

“Okay.”

Tricia looked away, as if gathering her thoughts. “We both know
you've been really struggling since Mandy’s death. Long before she got

sick you'd gotten your paranoia under control, and your “Who’s There?’
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column was helping people with their own fears. Well, it still is. But
in this past year you've been fighting this whole your-worst-fear-really-
can-come-true thing.”

“Yeah, and tonight it has.”

“That’s just my point. At least you think it has. I¢s like since Mandy
died your mind has been conjuring up your own worst fear, culminating
in actually ‘seeing’ the camera. You of all people know how fears can
color our perceptions.”

“But I saw that dead man’s pic—!”

“Just hold on.” Tricia raised both hands, palms spread. “Three
weeks ago you wrote a column about one of your readers who’s scared
of having her picture taken, remember? You titled it ‘Exposure.” The
mere sight of a camera drives the woman into a frenzy. With that in
the back of your mind, added to your heightened fear these days of
being watched, your brain came up with tonight’s scenario. Kaycee,
think about what you ‘saw.” A picture of somebody dead — think
Mandy—and the most frightening words of your life printed on the
photo— We see you.”

“Then why didn’t I see Mandy in the picture?”

Tricia shook her head. “You couldn’t have handled that. So your
mind came up with ... someone else.”

Tricia’s words drifted through Kaycee slowly, pebbles through thick
oil. They made some sense, but ... “Tricia, if I didn’t see that camera,
if I didn’t hold it in my hand and see a picture of myself and that dead
man, then I really am going crazy. Even my mother never did anything
like this.”

Tricia let out a long sigh. “Kaycee.” Her voice was gentle. “You were
already upset over your visit with Hannah. Like you've told me, you hate
what’s happening to her, but you know you can’t interfere. She Aas to make
her new family work, because that’s her reality. So it doesn’t make you
crazy that in the midst of all you were dealing with tonight, you thought
you saw that camera.” Tricia fell silent for a moment. “I mean, consider
the alternative. Do you want to believe someone got into your house

without breaking a window, set up some high-tech camera, waited until
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you ran out of the house, took away the camera and disappeared—all
without leaving a trace? Do you really want to believe that?”

No.

Kaycee’s throat tightened. She swiveled to press both feet against
the floor and thrust her head in her hands. Tricia was right. Her mind
had just crumbled for a moment. Kaycee imagined herself walking into
her kitchen that evening. The flash that lit the room — could that have
been car headlights through the dining room windows? She wasn’t used
to a sight like that; usually her curtains were closed after dark.

Tricia’s phone rang. Kaycee barely registered the sound.

“Who in the world could that be at this hour?” Tricia’s chair creaked
as she leaned over to pick up the receiver on a nearby table. “Hello?”

Kaycee stared at the carpet between her feet. The camera was all
in her mind. It had to be. If it was real, how could she ever feel safe in
her beloved home again? How could she ever fight her way back to the
strength she’d had before Mandy’s death?

“You've got the wrong number,” Tricia said into the phone. “There’s
no Belinda here.” She dropped the receiver back into its cradle with an
irritated #sk. “Some people.”

Silence.

“Kaycee, you okay?”

Kaycee raised her head. She felt sick. “I think I better go back into
therapy.”

“Maybe you should. And how about praying?”

Back to one of Tricia’s favorite topics. “You know I've already done
that. It didn’t keep Mandy alive. And it hasn’t helped me in the last
year— not at all.”

Kaycee had started going to church when she moved to Wilmore
five years ago, shortly after her mother died. But Mandy’s illness and
her own downward spiral had soured her on God. He could have saved
Mandy’s life if he wanted to. And he could whisk away Kaycee’s fears.
But he hadn’t done either of those things.

Empathy creased Tricia’s forehead. “Kaycee, I can’t tell you why God
chose to let Mandy die. But I do know he’ll help you fight your fear. You
have to keep praying. Ten, twenty, thirty times a day if you need to.”
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Kaycee shrugged. She didn’t want to fight it thirty times a day. She
just wanted it gone.

“You know he helps me fight my own,” Tricia said quietly.

But your fear can’t begin to compare to mine.

Kaycee winced. She knew better. One thing she’d learned from
writing her column—everyone seemed to think his or her own fear
was the worst. People understood those with the same fear, but thought
others who struggled with different ones rather silly— “Why can’t they
just get over it?” As for Tricia, she was thirty-seven, a born mother with
no solid prospects for a husband in sight and her biological clock ticking
away. That, Kaycee knew, was a real fear many women faced.

Tricia shoved down the footrest of her chair and leaned forward.
“Kaycee. Do you think you could have imagined the camera?”

Kaycee’s finger traced a circle on her jeans. “I don’t know. Yes.”
There. She’d said it. “Because ... it’s like you said — the alternative’s a
whole lot worse. Tomorrow I need to go home and finish my column
for this week. I have to work in my office, live in my house. This town’s
my life, and I'm #nor moving!” Her jaw flexed at the bitter memory
of her mother forcing her to move constantly as a child. No more of
that, ever again. Kaycee had first heard of Wilmore, Kentucky and its
friendly, quiet atmosphere soon after her mother’s death. Its very name
stirred something within her. Kaycee wanted to choose her own place
to live—and settle for good. She visited Wilmore to check it out, and
the town had felt so right. So comforting. Like coming home.

Tricia rose and padded over to the couch to sit beside Kaycee. “It’s
okay,” she whispered. “It’s going to be okay.”

Kaycee’s fingers curled into the couch. She leaned against Tricia,
eyes burning and tiredness seeping through her bones.

Only then did it register— the name Tricia had spoken into the
phone some minutes ago.

Belinda.

It hit Kaycee like a punch in the gut.



NINE

Martin drove home from the police station, his limbs in knots. The
questions the two detectives asked! And while a tape recorder was run-
ning. Was it just his guilty conscience, or did they suspect him already?
He’d been nervous, shaken. But what victim wouldn’t be after staring
down the barrel of a gun? He’d told the detectives of his claustrophobia,
how he’d had to force himself to remain calm in the vault. The memory
of those moments still hung over Martin like a suffocating cloud.

“I hear you.” Detective Forturo tapped his pen against the table.
“I got a brother who’s claustrophobic. He would’ve gone nuts.” Forturo
was huge and bald, a wattle of ruddy skin at his neck. And so thorough.
He must have been on the force for decades. Every time their gazes met
Martin had to will himself not to look away.

“You’ll do this right, won’t you?” Nico’s dirty brown eyes had bored
into Martin at their last meeting. The man was so cold. Martin had
seen enough of the Mafia as a kid in New York City to know its mem-
bers lived by their own code of honor. But Nico’s honor went no further
than the Lucchese family. “Wouldn’t want anything to happen to you,
with your sick little girl and all.”

Nico’s threat echoed in Martin’s brain as he watched the detectives’
tape recorder turn. If it weren’t for Tammy he never would have done
this.

Besides, he’d had to do it. Once he started talking to Nico, once
he began to hear the plan, there was no backing out. He’d be dead
by now.

The detectives wanted to know every detail, beginning with how

the robbers got into the bank. Martin shook his head. “Everything hap-
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pened so fast. But I did ask them how they got in because I'd locked
those doors myself. The leader told me they picked the lock.”

Surprised flicked across Detective Petra’s face. He looked ten years
younger than Forturo, a muscled, solid block of a man with shaggy
brown hair. “He answered your question?”

Ice slid through Martin’s veins. He managed a shrug. “Not really.
They were working on getting the vault open, and he mumbled some
disgusted comment like, ‘So we can pick a lock.””

The detectives wanted descriptions of the four men, what they were
wearing, down to the make of shoes. The brand of duffel bags they car-
ried. Martin honestly couldn’t remember any of that. “Maybe Shelley
or Olga can tell you more.”

Forturo jotted a note. “Hope so. And we’ll look at the tapes from
your security cameras.”

The two women were somewhere else in the station, also being
questioned. Martin tried to imagine their answers. Surely they’d say
good things about him. He’'d gotten them out of the vault and untied
them. He’'d kept his cool.

The detectives moved on to ask about his home life, his friends.
How long had his family lived in Atlantic City and what had brought
them here? What did he do after hours? Who did he hang out with?

Did they suspect his connections?

Much of what Martin told them was the truth. He and his wife and
daughter had left New York City six months ago. At twenty-eight he’d
wanted to leave the mean streets of NYC and move to some new town
big enough to provide opportunity and decent medical care for Tammy.
They didn’t socialize much. Lorraine was in the rental office most of
the day, right next to their small apartment. Many times Tammy had
to stay home from preschool with her. As for Martin, he worked at the
bank and came home.

Except for the times he’d spent at a certain bar after work. The bar
where he’d met Nico. But Martin kept that to himself.

After an hour and a half of questioning, the detectives said he could

go home. But Martin hadn’t seen the last of being interviewed. No,
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tonight had only been the beginning. The FBI would be heading up
this investigation, Forturo told him, and agents were already on the
way from their Newark office, about two hours’ drive away. They’d
meet with the detectives to go over the information gleaned tonight,
but tomorrow they’d want to see Martin personally.

His fingers tightened on the wheel. Why hadn’t he thought about
all this ahead of time? What made him think he could fool all these
professionals?

A good night’s sleep, that’s all he needed. He was just too tense
tonight. No time to calm down.

Forturo had towered over Martin as they stood. “Thanks for all
your help, Mr. Giordano. Sorry you had to go through this.”

“Sure. Thanks.”

He walked to his eleven-year-old Pontiac in the station parking lot,
rehashing his answers. [ did it right. Didn’t I?

In the car his thoughts had turned to the money.

His cut was one hundred thousand. A pittance, given the take. But
to Martin it amounted to a gold mine. One hundred thousand could
buy Tammy all the tests she needed. The care and medicine, if they
discovered some hard-to-cure disease. They could make a down pay-
ment on a house—in a year. He couldn’t go throwing around money
anytime soon.

All Martin had to do now was keep it from Lorraine. How he’d
explain the money he didn’t know. A long lost rich uncle died? He’d
think of something. For now he’d hide it. Somewhere.

Tomorrow he would get the cash.

Martin turned into the lighted storage lot and parked his Pontiac
next to Lorraine’s old van. As he rounded the corner toward the apart-
ment, the door flew open. Lorraine ran out, their daughter in her arms.
“Daddy’s home, Tammy!” Feigned brightness coated the terror in his
wife’s voice. “Daddy’s home!”

Martin wrapped them both in a desperate hug and hung on tight.



TEN

Darkness surrounds Kaycee, smothering, chewing. She senses walls around
her, closing in. Something mashes her arms to her chest. Both legs prickle
with sleep. Kaycee struggles to cry out, but her mouth won’t move. She fights
for oxygen, but the air is stale and thick as cheese. Panic swells her throat
shut. Fingers— her own?— claw her lungs. Breathe. Breathe!

Someone shoves her from behind. Kaycee’s limbs wrench free, and she
scrabbles through blackness, churning, churning. Light seeps toward her,
then drenches her body. Her blinded eyes squeeze shut.

The world stops. Time hangs in the hall of her mind, a fat quivering
drop, then zips from sight in ragged ribbons.

Running footsteps. A wail. Someone falls to her knees, and Kaycee feels
the motion in her own body. Through this unknown person’s eyes she sees
two red-black holes in a man’s pallid face. Puddled blood by his head on a
dark yellow floor. Its sweet-iron smell cloys the air. The someone screams,
and Kaycee's throat rips. She scrambles away and tumbles off a cliff edge

into nothingness—

A violent spasm jerked Kaycee awake.

Her eyes flew open to a dark bedroom—not her own. Her heart
pummeled her ribs, each breath an uneven staccato. Heaviness pressed
her into the bed, her skin slick with sweat.

Tricia’s guestroom.

Someone was there, watching Kaycee. She could fee/ it.

For a moment she couldn’t move.

With a small cry she threw back the bedcovers, rolled to her side,
and fumbled for the switch on the nightstand lamp. Blessed golden
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light spilled into the room. She sat up, casting wild glances into all four
corners. She saw beige walls, a framed print of mallards in flight. White
dresser. Her overnight bag on the floor.

No one was there.

A dream. Just a dream. Kaycee ran a hand through her hair and
willed her breathing to calm.

The small digital clock on the nightstand read ten minutes after
three.

She flopped back down against her pillow, air whooshing from her
mouth. Her pulse wouldn’t slow. That dream! It had been so real. Even
now she could feel the darkness, hear the scream, see the two bullet
holes in that dead man’s head. Smell the blood ...

It was the same man she’d seen in the camera. But that picture had
been a close-up. No view of the dark yellow floor, the spilled blood.

Through whose eyes had she seen these things in the dream? Whose
scream did she feel in her own throat?

Kaycee gripped the bedcovers. No one, that’s who. Her mind
had just gone wild in sleep, adding its own imaginings to the picture
she thought she’d seen. That photo hadn’t even been real. Nor the
camera.

And 7o one was watching her.

Kaycee’s thoughts snagged on her still rapid heartbeat, then abruptly
spun to Tricia’s windows. Were they all locked?

Stop it, Kaycee.

But the fear only grew.

She slid from bed onto shaky legs. Edging to the door, she opened
it with caution. Stuck her head out. A nightlight tinted the hall in
yellow-green. Kaycee glanced at the closed door on her left. She didn’t
want to wake Tricia. Ghostlike, Kaycee stepped over her threshold and
glided down the hall into the TV room. She turned on a lamp. Pulse
skittering, she eyed the sliding door onto the backyard patio. Its lever
was down in the locked position, but the curtains were pulled back, the

night a sucking black void that would swallow her whole.
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Kaycee could feel unseen eyes upon her, watching through the
glass.

She hurried over and yanked the curtains closed.

Belinda. The name tumbled through her mind. She’d fallen asleep
with that name on her lips. Why did it haunt her so? She didn’t know
anyone by that name. Never had.

Belinda . ..

The sensations of the dream shuddered anew over Kaycee’s skin.
She pulled both arms across her chest. Her gaze fell upon a window
near the corner of the room, and she hurried to it. With trembling hand
she nudged back its curtains to check the lock, then let them fall shut.
A thin crack of night pulsed between the two halves of fabric. Kaycee
pulled one side firmly over the other.

As if chased, she fled into the kitchen and flicked on its overhead
light. Checked its windows and rolled down the shades. Then she flung
herself into the living room where she and Tricia had sat. Here the
curtains were already closed. She’d insisted upon that as soon as she
arrived. Kaycee felt the lock on every window and on the front door.

Done. Dry-mouthed, Kaycee hunched before the door, feet cold
against the tile and fingers gripped beneath her chin.

So much for fighting the fear.

She wandered to the couch and sank upon it, drawing her pajama-
clad knees to her chest. Why couldn’t she get this fear under control
again? Even her mother had never been this crazy. She hadn’t called
police to their house or seen some camera that went off by itself.

Kaycee’s mouth twisted. Maybe, but her mother had given in to
her fears in worse ways. What about all that moving they’d done? Even
now Kaycee felt a stab of pain just thinking about it. Easy enough for
Monica Raye to move, with no roots of her own. Her parents had died
by the time Kaycee was two, and she, like Kaycee, had no siblings. But
in town after town Kaycee would make friends just to be torn from
them. No matter how she begged to stay put, her mother never listened.
Monica Raye’s secretarial skills were highly portable. She refused to see
that her daughter was not.
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Kaycee pictured her mother on the Christmas Eve three years be-
fore her heart attack. Kaycee had graduated from college the previous
year and was still struggling to get her fear of being watched under
control. To that day they’d never spoken openly about their common
paranoia.

“Kaycee, I'm so sorry,” her mom said. Blinking lights from the
Christmas tree played across her face.

“Sorry for what?”

Her mom absently rubbed the ragged scar on her left forearm —the
remnant of some childhood accident. “For passing it on to you. I wish ...”
Her voice tightened. “I wish I hadn’t.”

Kaycee stared at her. What made her broach this forbidden subject
now? “It’s okay.”

But of course—it wasn’t. What it had cost Kaycee as a child. What
it cost her even then.

“I tried to make a better life for you, Kaycee. I hope you’ll believe
that.”

Kaycee’s chest constricted. Did her mother see through her that
well? Did she see that as much as Kaycee loved her, the seed of blame
had long ago taken root and grown in her daughter’s heart?

“Mom, really. It’s okay.”

Her mother started to say more, then turned away.

Kaycee leaned her head back against Tricia’s couch. So much left
unsaid. You think you have plenty of time, then suddenly—you don’t.
Three years later Monica Raye was dead. If only they’d fought their fear
together over the years. Maybe they could have helped each other. Now,
Kaycee thought, this paranoia would destroy her.

Kaycee shivered, suddenly cold. She pushed off the couch and
hustled back into Tricia’s guest bedroom, leaving the lights on behind
her. Unseen eyes seemed to follow her every move. She closed her door
and locked it. Jumped into bed and pulled up the covers. She could not
bring herself to turn off the lamp.

Her gaze roamed to the drawn curtains of the window to her right.

They were out there. Watching.



63 -~ EXPOSURE

Kaycee squeezed her eyes shut. Vo.

The dream washed over her once again. Darkness ... screams.
Running feet ... the dead man’s face. Puddled blood on a dark yellow
floor.

Kaycee buried her face in the pillow and prayed for morning.
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PART 2

Fear is only as deep as the mind allows.
Japanese proverb
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ELEVEN

Man, those eggs looked good.

Thirty-two-year-old Joel “Nico” Nicorelli sat down to breakfast
with the underboss of the Lucchese family. As always when he came in
to Vince “Bear” Terelli, Nico held his face just right— half Sure, boss
and half confidence in the respect due himself. He hadn’t been made a
captain for nothing.

And he didn’t plan on staying there.

In La Cosa Nostra, Nico had worked his way from the bottom
up. First he’d been a lowly street worker, helping to run the Lucchese
family’s rackets and loan sharking. After a few years he’d moved up
to soldier, becoming a “made” member and taking the solemn oath
of Omerta— swearing absolute loyalty to the family. As a soldier he’d
done real good, always gunning for the next level. Three years ago he’d
made captain, reporting directly to the underboss. Not many higher
than Nico now. Only Bear, plus his counterpart, the consigliere. Both
those guys reported to the family patriarch, the boss.

Bear trusted nobody. Made the man too cautious. When Nico
made underboss, the family’s power would go way up. No dreaming,
just fact. Nico could outplay Bear any day.

Light drenched Bear’s sunroom, the Atlantic Ocean curling on the
beach in the distance. The table was set with silver and china. Bear
knew how to live it up good. To his right lay the morning paper, top
half of the front page up. Nico knew he’d read the lead article. Nico
had read it himself, three times. The numbers still boomed in his head.
Six million, nine hundred seventy-three thousand, five hundred and
seventy-two dollars. Total weight of the cash— five hundred thirty-two
pounds. Largest take from a bank vault in U.S. history.

67
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And he—Joel “Nico” Nicorelli—had done it.

Nico’s stomach growled as Bear’s wife, Marie, poured coffee. Nico
hadn’t eaten since yesterday afternoon. At the gurgling sound Marie
gave him a smile.

Bear grunted low in his throat— the sound that had earned him
his nickname. Everybody in La Cosa Nostra, from the street workers
to the boss, had a nickname. It was your personal identity, what with
all the Tonys and Franks. And it was part protection. The fewer people
who knew your real name, the better.

“Good thing Martha made extra.” Martha had been the Terellis’
cook for years.

Nico tilted his head. His mouth watered, but he couldn’t eat till the
boss said so. Marie set down the silver urn and left.

Bear turned his flat brown eyes on Nico. His black-gray brows
hung low and bushy. He had a long face with a scar running up his
left jaw to his ear. Got it years ago in some fight. The other guy got
whacked.

One thing about Bear. When he called you to come in, you never
wanted to see him rub that scar.

“So.” Bear guzzled his coffee. “Tell me.”

Already, the undertone. Just ‘cause some G-men didn’t do what
they’d expected. The Feds were the Feds.

“Went good.” Nico rested his wrists on the table. “Fifteen duffel
bags. The van was packed.”

Bear flapped his fingers at a small pitcher of cream — rake it. Nico
poured some in his coffee. No invitation to eat yet.

The underboss lifted the steaming platter of eggs and ham and gave
himself a large helping. “Money’s in the storage unit.” It wasn’t a ques-
tion. He set the platter down and started cutting the ham into perfect
squares. The man was weird with his food.

Nico nodded. “In twelve boxes by denomination. Lids taped down.”

The storage unit had been Nico’s idea. In the past week G-men
had come down on some of the family’s businesses, wanting to see the

books. Tax evasion, they said. Yeah, yeah, the old standby when they
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wanted to put on the heat and couldn’t get the family on anything else.
But the timing was bad. The robbery was a go. What to do with the
money until things calmed down? Bear wanted to delay. Stupid. Nico
kept his head on straight. Let’s do it right under their noses, he said.
With G-men already leaning on them, the Feds wouldn’t finger the
family for the heist. Plus, those guys would be pulled away and put
on the robbery since they were already in town, and the closest FBI
office was two hours away in Newark. Something else— Giordano’s
wife managed storage rentals. What a joint to stash the money—and
Giordano wouldn’t even know about it. The Feds wouldn’t look for the
cash so close to one of the bank employees—at least not right away. If
they did get the bright idea— not likely— by then the money would
be long gone.

Nico had sent one of his associates to AC Storage to rent the unit.
Eddy used a fake ID and address and paid in cash. There’d be nothing
to prove that empty unit was tied to the Lucchese family.

“And the getaway?” Bear put eggs and a piece of ham on his fork
and shoved them in his mouth. Every bite would be exactly the same.

“We had a second van at the auto-wrecking shop. Me and Stump
took the money from the duffels and put it in the boxes there. I loaded
one duffel with Giordano’s cut in twenties. Don’t want the guy flashing
big bills. Then we drove to