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Chapter Ten

Just as the unmarked Chevy turned the corner, Frank swore and grabbed the mike from the radio.  Keying it, he practically shouted, “Dispatch, this is Unit 414….Will ya tell the P.O.’s from the 84th to kill their lights?!  We don’t want the suspect alerted!”

“10-4, Unit 414…,” the disembodied voice replied through the static.  Replacing the mike to its grip, Frank could hear Dispatch relaying his instruction to officers belonging to the marked cars in front of him, knowing there was no need really….they would have already heard him over their radios.

“It might be too late,” Pat commented as he pulled the car diagonally toward the curb.

“Huh?”  

“I said it might be too late.  Abby may already have seen them,” Pat clarified, adding in warning, “We should be prepared for that, Frank.”

The two men emerged from the vehicle.  Pat immediately headed for the small group of uniformed police officers sent from the 84th precinct in response to the detectives’ request for back up.  Lingering by the car, Frank wiped at his face with a handkerchief and surveyed the Durbin house, noticing that a low light burned in the living room, and the fan propped up in the far window of the room was on.  Moving closer, he peered through the windows as best he could, alert for any movement or sound within.
Suddenly, Pat appeared at his side, causing him to flinch with a start.  “Sorry,” his partner mumbled.  “Listen, I’ve told the uniforms to block off the street until this is over.”

“Good idea,” Frank concurred quietly, his attention reverting to the room beyond the windows.

With a nod toward the house, Pat asked, “Ya see anything?”

Frank shook his head ominously.  “If they’re in there, they must be in another --”

Alarmed by Frank’s sudden silence, Pat looked toward the living room window and saw a young dark-haired girl pass by.  “Isn’t that the girl we spoke to earlier?”
“Yeah, Teresa….Teresa Santiago.  What the hell is she doing in there?”

Before Frank could even speculate, he spotted a very wary-looking Paul McCartney follow behind the girl.  “McCartney.”

“I see him,” Pat replied.

“But where’s Abby?” Frank asked, more to himself than to Pat.

 “Who’s that?” Pat asked in confusion as another girl walked past.  With her back to the window, she paused only long enough for the two men outside to see that she had long blonde hair.

“Jesus Christ!” Frank swore softly in disbelief.

“What?” Pat asked, looking back and forth between the girl and his partner.  “What is it?”

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say it was Mary Durbin!”
Just then, the young woman turned, allowing both detectives to spot the gun she held trained on the other two, but only Frank saw her face clearly.  “Oh no!” he cried plaintively.
“What is it, Frank?  Do you know her?”

“It’s Abby!”
“Okay, kids, since the cops have decided to make this a party, we’re gonna have to take this elsewhere.  Teresa, go get that rope over there,” Abby instructed, keeping the weapon trained on her hostages.  “….and you, lover-boy, you cross your hands behind your back.”
Teresa did as she was told.  Standing with the thin rope in her hands, she pleaded tearfully, “Abby, please!  Listen to me --”
“Shut the fuck up!” Abby shouted.  “Now….tie his hands together,” she continued more calmly.  

Teresa had no choice but to comply.  “I’m sorry, Paul,” she whispered as she carried out the task.

“’salright, luv.  It’s not yer fault,” he whispered back in response.

“Good girl!” Abby enthused.  “Make it secure, but not too tight….knowing this kinky bastard, he might actually like that!”

“Abby, why are ya doing this?” Paul tried to reason with the girl.  “I don’t understand!”

Abby glared at him silently for several seconds.  “You’ll find out, Paul,” she replied evenly.  “You’ll find out soon enough.”
Already suspecting what Abby was planning, Teresa sobbed, “Abby, please….”
“Now you….stand by the table and turn around,” Abby ordered roughly.  Once Teresa had done as she was told, Abby directed, “Cross your hands behind your back.”  Taking the thin lace runner from the coffee table, she fashioned a restraint, binding her neighbor’s hands tightly.  When she finished, she checked Paul’s rope.  Satisfied, she stepped back and looked at the two.  “Look, here’s what we’re gonna do….Teresa, you’re gonna lead Paul into the kitchen.  I’m gonna be right behind you with this,” she waved the gun for emphasis.  “….so don’t be stupid.  Do as you’re told, and you might just live through the night.”

Remembering both Delgado’s revelation that Abby’s parents were dead and Teresa’s odd reaction when he’d told her that Abby had disappeared into the kitchen to see her parents, Paul found himself wondering exactly what awaited him in that room.  She could have been setting it up as a fucking torture chamber fer all I know!  She was gone long enough.  
“Okay, kids, let’s go!” 

Slowly, Teresa started walking towards the kitchen with Paul following hesitantly in her wake.  Just as he was passing Abby, he stopped.  “Abby, I can’t even imagine what I’ve done to make ya hate me so.  I really liked you, and I thought ya liked me.  So what are ya doing?”
“Why Paul, I’m doing exactly what I said I would do.  I’m gonna introduce you to my parents.”

Perplexed and frightened, Paul continued on his way, keenly aware of the .22 Abby held on him from behind.

Putting some distance between the group of uniformed officers and themselves, the two detectives argued quietly but heatedly.  “I warned you this could happen, Frank!  I gave you a chance to remove yourself from this investigation!  I knew you were too damn close!”
“Look, Pat, I’m not saying I won’t follow through if it comes to that, but – Jesus! – doesn’t the girl deserve a chance at least to end this peacefully?”

Pat sighed irritably.

“All I’m saying is I want to talk to her….there’s a chance that maybe I can get through to her, you know?  Please….”

“Okay, listen, we can’t risk those kids’ lives in there.  If she’s that far gone that she’s playing at being her dead sister, I’m not convinced anyone can get through to her, but I’ll give you a chance, Frank.  One chance.  Then we’re taking her down.  Agreed?”

In Frank’s mind, a series of images flashed….Abby as a newborn….Abby as a toddler….Abby starting school….Abby as a teenager….Abby at Mary’s funeral….Millie’s funeral…Mike’s funeral….Abby lying dead on her family’s kitchen floor, ‘taken down’ in a barrage of police bullets. “Agreed,” he replied softly.

As Paul followed Teresa down the dark hallway, he gagged against the hideous odor that grew stronger as they neared the kitchen.  Hastening to move closer to Teresa, he whispered, “What the hell is that smell?”
Teresa thought she knew what it might be, but shrugged and shook her head as if she had no clue.  Reaching the kitchen door, she stopped, afraid to go through….afraid to see what was on the other side….afraid to face the nightmare that awaited her.

“Well?” Abby called from behind her.  “What are you waiting for?”

Paul stood right next to her before the kitchen door. She wanted to warn him, but was afraid to say a word.  Taking a deep breath of the rancid air, she pushed open the door and stepped inside.  She heard Paul gasp in horror, but was unable to tear her eyes from the macabre sight before her.

“Paul, I’d like you to meet my parents….Mike and Millie Durbin.”

