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Chapter Eleven 

Keeping his weapon holstered, Frank cautiously approached the front steps leading to the Durbin’s door, surreptitiously eyeing the windows for any sign of movement from within.  Once he was on the porch, he stood with his back to the wall and slid over to the nearest window….the same one through which he and Pat had seen Abby and her two hostages.  Instinctively holding his breath, he leaned forward and looked in.  The first thing he noticed was that not one of three young people was visible from where he stood.  A quick scan of the room confirmed the second thing that caught his attention….there was no sign of a struggle or violence of any kind.  Well, that’s a good sign at least.  He exhaled and relaxed a bit while he contemplated his next move.

Abby must know that the police are onto her.  There’s no way she would have missed the flashing lights from the living room.  The question is, does she know I’m here?  She’s a smart girl….I imagine it must have occurred to her that I would have been contacted.  So….might she be expecting me?

After giving the matter further thought for a few seconds, Frank gingerly made his way back to the front door.  Cupping his hands around his eyes, he squinted, trying to ascertain that the hallway was empty.  Satisfied that it was, he reached up and retrieved the key that was always hidden atop the lintel.  Just as he inserted the key to throw back the bolt, however, he found that the door was already unlocked.  Pocketing the key, he carefully opened the door and quietly stepped inside.

From where he stood watching on the curb, Pat suppressed the urge to call out to his partner.  “What the fuck does he think he’s doing?” he griped to the patrolman beside him, not really expecting an answer.  “Jesus Christ!  He’s going to get himself killed!”  Once Frank was inside, he was out of Pat’s sight, and, realizing there was nothing more he could do for the moment, Detective Murphy leaned up against the patrol car and waited.
Crossing into the hallway, the oppressive heat made the enclosed space feel downright claustrophobic as Delgado stood with his heart hammering in his ears.  Focusing his concentration, he listened for any sound in the house, increasingly aware of the distinct odor permeating the narrow hallway.  It was an odor he recognized.  You can’t do this job for as long as I have and not know the smell of death when it’s near, he thought grimly.  Knowing he’d located the disinterred bodies of his late partner and his wife, Frank sent out a little prayer to whoever might be listening.  What the hell is Abby doing?  Why would she do that to her parents?  Maybe Pat’s right….maybe it is too late to reach her.  For the first time, doubt set in and Frank debated turning back.  A sudden crash from the kitchen decided him, however, and, withdrawing his service revolver, he made his way slowly but steadily down the hall.  Halfway to the kitchen, he withdrew his handkerchief and held it against his nose and mouth to offset the nauseating sickly sweet smell of decomposing flesh.  At the kitchen door, he listened closely.
“Christ, Abby, she could really be hurt, ya know?”

Frank identified the voice speaking on the other side of the door. McCartney.

“No, she’s not,” Abby challenged disdainfully.  “She’s just fainted, that’s all.”

“Still, she could have hit her head….you never know!” Paul pressed worriedly.

Easy, Paul….don’t push her….
“She’ll be fine, I’m telling you!”  Abby insisted.
Okay, that crash must have happened when Teresa fainted.  Paul sounds shaken but okay….Abby sounds, well, as rational as I guess she can be….and Teresa, well, Teresa’s unconscious for the moment. Perhaps that’s a blessing in disguise. 

“Sit,” Abby ordered.

“Ah Abby, no….not with…not there…please,” Paul pleaded futilely.

“Sit!” she shouted.  Frank could hear the sound of the chair scraping against the linoleum, indicating Paul’s compliance.
Good.  That’s good, Paul.  Don’t set her off.

“My father would like to ask you something, Paul,” Abby said conversationally.  Paul kept his eyes lowered, unable to bring himself to look upon the hideous corpses of Abby’s parents.  Idly and oddly, in that part of Paul’s mind yet capable of rational thought, he wondered briefly if she didn’t have Mary’s body hidden in yet another room in the house of horrors.

“My father would like to know if you make a habit of seducing young women,” she continued, her tone never wavering.  “….of getting them in trouble and then leaving them to fend for themselves.  See, I told him exactly what happened, so you might as well be honest.”

“I-I don’t know what yer talking about!” Paul protested anxiously.

“Oh, sure you do!  At the Plaza, Paul!” she explained, forebodingly calm.  “I came to meet you and the rest of the Beatles.  You kept plying me with drinks, remember?”

Paul slowly shook his head.  “Abby, I swear!  I never saw you before Detective Delagado introduced us several days ago!”

Leaning over Paul menacingly, she reiterated evenly, “I’m – not – Abby!  Haven’t you got that yet?  Abby’s gone, Paul, gone!  It’s just me and you now!”

Accepting the surrealism of his predicament, he ventured, “M-Mary?” 

Abby went and stood behind her father’s body where he was propped up sitting at the table.  Draping her arms around his neck, she stage-whispered delightedly, “See, Daddy?  I told you he’d remember!”  

Raising her eyes to meet Paul’s sickened gaze, she replied, “That’s right, Paul, Mary….Mary Durbin.  The girl you seduced and slept with at the Plaza when you first came to New York.”  
Giggling then, she added, “Well, ‘slept’ might be a bit of an exaggeration, but we spent quite a bit of time in bed together, remember?”

Thinking back, Paul began to realize with some surprise that he did vaguely remember the night he spent with Mary Durbin.  Though admittedly Mary would have been far from being the only girl he’d taken to his bed during those first few heady days spent in New York, he understood now why he thought that the photograph of the girl looked so familiar.  Believing it would be prudent for his own well-being to continue to playing along with Abby’s delusion, Paul asked, “You said I got you in trouble….do you mean you fell pregnant, Mary?”

All traces of humor gone from her face, Abby turned and faced him.  “That’s exactly what I mean, Paul.”

“Well, I’m sorry,” he offered with as much sincerity as his fear would allow him.  “I am, Mary.  I didn’t know.”

“Funny.  I tried phoning, and I tried writing.  Do you know what I got for my trouble?”

Paul shook his head mutely.
“An autographed photo of the Beatles, Paul, that’s what I got!  Here I was pregnant, frightened out of my mind, unsure what to do, and that’s what I got from you.  Do you know what the real kick in the ass was, Paul?  Oh!  And the icing on the cake?  It wasn’t even a real autograph!  Can you imagine?”

“Ab-,” he started, then checked himself.  “Mary, I’m sorry, I didn’t know.  Really, I didn’t.  Those things are handled by our management.  I never even saw yer letter, I promise.”

“Let’s say that’s true,” she conjectured as she slowly paced the kitchen floor.  “What would you have done, Paul, huh?  What would you have done if you had read my letter?”

“I…I, er…don’t really know,” he admitted.

Stopping, she turned back and regarded him silently, her arms crossed in front of her chest.  “Right,” she deadpanned contemptuously.  

After a beat, she resumed her pacing, her tone conversational again.  “Well, as it turned out, Paul, I was left with no choice but to take care of things myself,” she explained quietly.

“How so?”  

“I had to get rid of it.”

“The photo?” Paul asked in confusion.

“The baby.”

Paul’s head reared back in surprise.  “Oh,” was all he said, although his thoughts were in chaos.  That must be it.  That must be how Mary died.  That’s why Abby blames me.  It’s all about revenge…but what sort of revenge? 
 “I’m sorry you had to go through that, Mary.  I’m sorry Abby had to go through that as well…and yer folks, but what can I do now?”
Abby went silent for a while.  When she did answer, her tone was vitriolic.  “An eye for an eye, Paul.”

“I-I’m not sure what that means,” Paul said, suspecting he did know, but hoping like hell he was wrong.

Abby looked at him, and declared dispassionately, “You’re going to die tonight, Paul.”

On the other side of the door, Frank groaned inwardly, propping his damp forehead against the frame of the door.  He had wanted to be wrong about Abigail’s intentions, but, now, there was no doubt what she meant to do.  More than that, there was no doubt what he might very well be forced to do, and, just in case he didn’t have the time to think of it later, he whispered desperately, “I’m sorry, Mike….I’m so fucking sorry.”
